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 It wasn’t until a few years later with the benefit of hindsight and having gained some experience with women that I was able to appreciate how my girlfriend Emma’s mom, Shelly, must have known from day one how much I lusted for her and enjoyed toying playfully with me, making my hormone-crazed body heat up and my cock swell with just a licking of her lips or with an ‘accidental’ flashing of her cleavage as she would lean in front of me for something or another from a table or counter, my 18-year-old eyes unable to not stare, her body a thing of pure attraction, her every movement alluring, every instinct in me wanting her more and more with each passing day.







 It was Emma and I’s first Summer together since we’d been going out and my teenage hormones, already bursting at the seams at the best of times, were currently going insane from the parade of beautiful women enjoying the warm weather in short skirts, tiny tops and all manner of skimpy and revealing clothes, feeling like I was spending most of my time in public with one hand permanently stuffed in my pocket, trying to hide a throbbing erection.







 But of all the women to drive me wild this Summer, none of them did a better job than Shelly, who had a penchant for wearing daisy dukes that were cut so high you’d risk getting arrested wearing them in public, her ass and thighs amazing, not just for a woman in her 40’s, but easily looking as any 20-something, her regime of squats and time spent on the stairmaster obvious.







 Proud of her hard work and willing to flaunt it, I was happy to enjoy the view, still clearly remembering the first time she opened her door to greet me and was wearing them, my eyes drinking in her toned legs, a small smirk on her lips as she turned and my eyes burned into her ass, her shorts cut so high I could see the edge of her white cotton panties as they hugged her pert ass, my cock immediately aching as I longed to caress and fondle her cheeks, the image of that perfect body that looked like it was made for fucking a favorite for a long time in my spank bank.







 Not that my girlfriend Emma wasn’t gorgeous, but her mom just had…
 something
 about her that took her to the next level, like you
 just knew
 a night with her would be a night in heaven, every base and primal urge in your body wanting to make her yours, the tingle of electricity when she was close, the shudder of pleasure that would run through you when her body brushed against yours or the sweet smell of her body when she would hug you in greeting and you had to retrain yourself from cupping her ass, your crotch begging to push forward to grind against her.







 As I said, looking back I can see now how Shelly was playing with me, testing me, feeling me out, her actions flirty but within the bounds of ‘just being friendly’, her words suggestive and arousing, but never outright sexual, Watching me squirm with lust and need, obviously fully aware of what that hand in my pocket was hiding, always sitting next to me on the couch or at the table when Emma wasn’t around, making sure her soft skin would brush against mine, her gaze always lingering, and me, the randy puppy overflowing with come at any given moment having no idea and just happy to be hanging out with such a hot woman assuming any sexual tension between us was purely happening only on my side.







 It was the third hot day in a row, hot enough where you didn’t want to do anything but stay still and enjoy the cool indoors, the grass browning and the hot wind drying out your eyes outside.







 Being a semi-resident at this point in the relationship, I was over at Emma and Shelly’s even though Emma wasn’t due home for hours, happy to enjoy Shelly’s superior air conditioning to mine and of course the view of her body, barely covered in her tiny daisy dukes and on top, a skimpy sports bra, her nipples fat and engorged, her massive breasts still shaking with every movement, their volume and heft too much to be fully restrained.







 Sitting on her couch and reading a book, I wasn’t missing any of the chances I was getting to gaze at Shelly’s body as she went about the house doing things, her toned thighs immaculate as she would walk past, only to walk back again a few minutes later, humming to herself, my cock throbbing as it had been for the last hour.







 With a sudden click, the house went silent, although until then I’d thought the house was silent, but this new silence, brought about by the power cutting out was deeper and further reaching, the house feeling like it was winding down, the air becoming still as the ac stopped circulating it.







 “Did the power just cut out, Jake?” Shelly asks me, entering the room, a few pieces of paper in her hand.







 “Yeah, I think so,” I reply, putting my book down and walking over to a light switch, getting nothing as I move it up and down a few times.







 “Damnit, same thing last Summer,” Shelly says, coming over and giving the same switch a few test flicks, frowning at it, her face gorgeous.







 “If you need me to, I’m happy to volunteer to eat the ice cream before it all melts.”







 “Such a gentleman, thank you,” Shelly smiles in answer while squeezing my arm, my cock, already hard, aching at her touch.







 “I’m here to help.”







 “You’ll be here for a while if the powers out too.”







 “What do you mean?”







 “If it’s anything like last year, it might last days, and no power equals not being able to open the gates, so if you want to go anywhere you’re going to have to climb the fence and walk. Unless your car has a flying function you didn’t tell me about?” Shelly explains with a smile.







 Living half an hour or so’s drive from the main town and being fairly secluded, my immediate anxiety at being stranded out here is almost just as fast replaced by the realization of who I am stranded with. Stuck in a house with Shelly. Just the two of us. Alone.







 Almost like she can see the progression and conclusion of my thoughts, she grins.







 “Shall we draw straws to see who eats who if we start starving?”







 “Haha, I’ve got to eat all that ice cream first, remember?”







 “What, you don’t like the idea of eating me, Jake?” Shelly replies, her innuendo making my cock tingle, her face innocent.







 “Haha, I didn’t say that.”







 “I’m sure you’d quite like eating me, actually.”







 “I’m sure I would too,” I say, a lump forming in my throat, the air thickening with tension, at least in my mind. Shelly smiling at me like butter wouldn’t melt in her mouth.







 “Maybe it’ll only be for a few minutes though,” Shelly says, turning and slinking away, fanning her face with her papers, her perfect ass jiggling as she strides.







 I hope not,
 I think to myself, trying to readjust my cock while Shelly’s back is turned, the still air already feeling warmer.







* * *







 A few hours later and the house is really starting to heat up, the static air making my shirt cling to my body, the house semi-dark as Shelly has drawn the curtains closed to keep the sun out, hoping to delay the heating up of inside.







 Wondering if opening a window to at least have a breeze might be a good idea, we quickly abandoned that as the sheer heat of the wind threatened to cook us as we stood there, Shelly grinning at me as she reclosed the window and drew its curtain, her skin glistening with a light sheen of perspiration, her sports bra hugging her breasts like plastic wrap, the fabric leaving about as much to the imagination as a tight pair of yoga pants do to a woman’s ass, the soft, alluring mounds of her breasts tantalizing me, her nipples swollen and prominent.







 Standing in the darkened room, the air pregnant with unspoken lust as Shelly looks at me, the house quiet and still, I take an involuntary breath in as Shelly caresses my chest, my cock aching and twitching.







 “You had some lint on your shirt,” Shelly says, holding up the offending particle, seemingly amused by my gasp.







 “If the power’s not back on with Emma gets home she’ll be locked out of the property.”







 “Of course, us trapped in means she’s trapped out,” I say, having not even thought of that, only focussing on Shelly and me.







 “Last year she stayed at her friend’s. She’ll probably end up having to do the same thing the way things are looking,” Shelly adds, her hand once again brushing against my chest, sending ripples of need through my body, Shelly not mentioning lint this time, her fingers caressing my torso, the shirt clinging to my form as her fingertips trace my muscles, Shelly looking up at me through her eyelashes, oozing pure sex appeal. My body never getting a chance to calm down, my cock in a permanent state of arousal.







 A few hours later and sure enough when Emma gets back, the power is still out and the gate won't open, the two of us talking through its iron bars, the fact that my girlfriend is home ironically finally making my cock go down, Shelly still in the house, not wanting to bake in the sun even for 5 minutes.







 “I'm going to stay at Sarah’s place tonight, Jake. She says the power is still on over on that side of town.”







 “Yeah, your mum told me you’d probably be doing that.”







 “Are you going to be ok, stuck here with her?”







 “I’ll manage,” I reply, making sure to hide how happy I actually am before adding half-heartedly, ‘Did you want me to climb over and come with you…?”







 “I’d really rather not leave mom all alone like last year, to be honest. Will it be a problem?”







 “No of course not, your mom’s cool.”







 “Thanks, you’re a great boyfriend,” Emma says, giving me another kiss through the bars, my conscious managing to feel a pang of guilt as she compliments me.







 “Anyway, I’m going to go to Sarah’s, I’m frying out here and Sarah’s shower is calling me.”







 “Yeah, I’ll run back inside, I can already feel myself burning,” I say as we exchange one last kiss and I walk at a trot back indoors, a new level of excitement filling me now, like it’s become official, I’m spending the night with Shelly, Emma now out of the way, my cock already swelling again, like it’s back in high school and I get to sit next to my crush.







 The warm indoors actually feeling cool after the 100+ temperature outside, I close the door, the house instantly still and quiet, a shiver running through my body, the hairs all over my skin standing up.







 “Looks like you're stuck with me eh?” Shelly says, appearing in her doorway, her daisy dukes and sports bra gone to be replaced with a tiny plaid skirt and a sloppy white crop top, her breasts swaying, now unrestrained, her engorged nipples brushing the inside of the fabric.







 “Uhh, yeah,” I manage to choke out, Shelly looking like something from a pop song video clip, only missing the suggestive sucking of a lollipop.







 “The shorts and top were glued to me, I had to change into something that would let my skin breathe,” Shelly says, answering my unasked question and fanning her short skirt, the flashing of white panties underneath teasing me as I see for just a second, the sweet bulge of her pussy lips, my cock once again hard and throbbing, my hand creeping into my pocket to try and control it.







 “Very nice,” I say, not sure what else to add, her breasts hypnotizing me with their subtle bounce and sway, Shelly holding her hands together behind her back, her chest thrust forward, her eyes watching mine as I feel my face heat up, wondering how she can’t understand what she must be doing to me.
 Although I realized later she obviously did.







 “Would you like to play a game with me?”







 “Umm, ok?” I say, the lump in my throat growing.







 “Great! I’m bored of doing chores and you’ve been reading all day,” She replies happily, turning and going to the spare room to grab a board game, inviting me to join her at the coffee table as she opens the box.







 Setting it up and sitting opposite me on a sofa, it takes about half a second for me to notice that every time Shelly doesn’t have her legs together, I can clearly see her panties, her tiny skirt barely covering anything, Shelly focussing on the board, her legs opening and closing absent-mindedly, the bulge of her sex staring back at me, the line of her slit clearly visible, the cotton hugging her tantalizing lips, her crease simply the most arousing thing I’ve ever seen, literally feeling light-headed as I stare with utter lust at my girlfriend’s mom’s pouch, her creamy thighs opening and closing, again and again, her bulge playing peekaboo with me, my hands gripping my thighs as I sit opposite, such a small display having such a massive effect on me, my cock achingly hard as it pulsates, my heart hammering as her pussy, still covered, arouses me more than any porn I’ve ever seen, more than any woman fully naked before me ever has in the past.







 The board set, Shelly hands me the dice, leaning forward, her unrestrained breasts swaying and partially visible down the loose neck of her crop top.







 “Your turn,” She says, my eyes looking past her hand and between her open legs, her soft looking pussy lips pressed to the cotton of her panties, my eyes lingering as I fumble to take the dice from her.







 Playing the game, I find myself desperate to finish so I can slip away and jerk off, my cock painfully full and unable to take any more arousing, knowing I’m going to do something stupid soon, and whilst it’s fun to fantasize about Shelly, the sheer hell and awkwardness that would follow if I tried something on with her and she rejected me didn’t bear thinking about. Sweat trickling down my back and face as the still heat of the room works on us, Shelly’s top becoming increasingly clingy to her perfect form as we play, the dark circles of her areolas showing subtly, my crotch red hot, a trickle of pre-come continuously leaking from me.







 With a final move, Shelly wins the game, pumping her fists into the air, her breasts rocking and bouncing.







 “Winner winner chicken dinner! That means I get to pick the next game!”







 “Does it?” I say smiling, giving her a quizzical look as I get up awkwardly from my seat, my cock finally about to be brought under control.







 “Of course, that’s always been the case. Where are you going?”







 “Uhh, just got to use the bathroom,” I reply, my poker face crumbling.







 “Can’t it wait, I’m so keen to play the next game with you, Jake.”







 “I won’t be long I promise.”







 “Sure you wouldn’t rather play a quick game of twister with me?” Shelly says, her sultry voice entering my ears and stopping me in my tracks.







 “The one with the dots and we end up all origami and stuff?” I say, my voice cracking.







 “That’s the one. I haven’t played it in so long, and I’d love to play with you right now, Jake,” Shelly says, her voice a honeyed purr, her smokey eyes gazing into mine, my libido beating my caution down as it tries to warn me there’s no way this can’t be awkward in my current aroused state, my libido informing it that that will be worth it for the chance to be so close with Shelly on the floor.







 “Ok, sure, the bathroom can wait.”







 Clapping, Shelley goes off and returns with the game, setting it up and spinning the disc, the two of us soon awkwardly close as predicted, my erection obvious as I lay like a crab facing upward, Shelly over me, her pouch clearly visible as stands astride me.







 Unable to see the disc myself, Shelly spins it and purses her lips.







 “Hmm, ok, this is going to be hard to achieve, give me a second,” She says as she moves one leg further apart, squatting down, a grunt escaping me as her burning hot sex presses against my cock, my helmet pressing into her, my pants and her panties the only thing stopping my knob from literally sliding inside her, my entire body shivering as wave after wave of excitement and lust wash through me, my girlfriend’s mom’s pussy literally grinding on top of my tent, the best moment of my life and it’s happening now, Shelly facing away from me, her pelvis gyrating as she tries to stay balanced, her movements inadvertently (
 I thought at the time
 ) making her dry-hump me.







 Shuddering and tingling, I gasp with pleasure as Shelly spins the disk again out of my eyesight, my move an easy one as she informs me of it, my hand moving one spot and otherwise keeping me in place, facing upward with Shelly riding my bulge.







 Spinning for her turn, Shelly leans forward, her ass clearly visible from my vantage point, her slit clearly moist as it grinds back and forth on my knob, her hands now flat on the ground, able to see past my tent and up her top and her swaying boobs, Shelly inadvertently grinding on me as she tries to stay balanced, my girlfriend’s mom giving me a lapdance while I stare at her naked breasts, my overeager cock throbbing and pulsating, feeling an orgasm rapidly approach, the stimulation and situation too much for me to handle.







 “Oooh, uh oh, I think I’m going to fall soon,” Shelly purrs, her hips gyrating faster and faster as she fumbles to stay in position, her breasts swaying and her pussy pressing harder and harder on my knob, feeling her lips part as she kisses my knob with her pussy through the fabrics, the heat incredible, my head swimming as I feel my ball tighten, my cock jolting.







 “Oh fuck! Oh fuck!”
 I grunt, unable to help myself as I come, my load exploding in my pants as I collapse to the floor, Shelly gasping as she falls with me, squirming awkwardly as she tries to disentangle herself but accidentally makes things hotter, rubbing and grinding her hot sex on my tent, my pants sticky with semen as it soaks through, Shelly’s panties soaking it up, my come literally touching my girlfriend’s mom’s pussy as she grinds on me as I try to come as quietly as possible, electric spurt after spurt shooting out, my back arched and my toes curling as the frustration of the entire day bursts from me.







 Grinding me slowly to a stop, Shelly crawls off me and sits cross-legged on the floor, her soaked panties staring back at me, a mixture of my load and her own lust making them almost see through.







 “Phew, I think we might call that one a draw, Jake,” She says, her eyes looking at mine and definitely not looking at the soaked front of my pants, my bulge ebbing away as my cock gratefully goes down, still throbbing. My chest heaving as I try to get my breath back, I simply nod in agreement, amazed that my best orgasm ever could have happened while fully clothed, looking back at Shelly with open amazement, this stunning MILF having no idea of what she just gave to me (or so I naively thought at the time).







 “Everything ok, Jake, you look pretty flushed?”







 “Yeah, just holding that position got pretty hard after a while.”







 “I can imagine. I bet you must be feeling sooo relieved now.”







 “Umm, yeah.”







 “I'm really glad, Jake. I want us to have fun together, I don’t want you to be uncomfortable, I’d much rather make you feel relieved, like just now, you understand?”







 “Sure,” I say, once again not knowing exactly what she meant, being of the age where a woman has to basically take your hand and put it down her top before you start to get the hint that maybe she likes you.







 “Excellent,” Shelly purrs in response, still pointedly not looking at my semen-soaked crotch, “Did you want to use the bathroom? Maybe have a cold shower?”







 “That’s a great idea,” I say, awkwardly standing, my cock slippery and coated in come, my view down Shelly’s top threatening to wake him up again already.







 “Since we only have cold water anyway, I’ll go shower too,” She says, getting up to slink away to her en suite, the chill of the water doing little to lower my temperature, my recent orgasm burned into my brain.







 Drying off in Emma’s room, I hear a knock at the door.







 “Jake?”







 “Yeah?”







 “I was just thinking, we’ve known each other for a long time now, so don’t worry about a top, it’s too hot and you’ll just get sweaty again.”







 “So no stress if I just wear the towel?” I ask through the door.







 “Sure, although that’s like wearing a small blanket, I’m fine if you just want to wear your boxers.”







 “If you don’t care?” I ask, happy to not have to wear much in this stifling heat.







 “Of course not.”







 “Would you be offended if I was doing something similar?” Shelly’s voice purrs through the closed door, my cock twitching.







 “Not at all, it’s your house, Shelly,” I say, trying to hide the excitement in my voice.







 “Thank you,” Shelly replies before I hear her soft footsteps taking her away, drying myself off quicker now, eager to see exactly what Shelly is in, my balls full once again in the time it took to shower, my teenage libido as needy as ever.







 Dried off and tugging on my boxer briefs, I step out of Emma’s room, looking around for Shelly like a dog that’s lost its bone, finding her in the kitchen, leaning against the counter and sipping some water, a few ice cubes clinking in the glass, her body bare except for a tiny pair of black lace panties and matching brassiere, the lace of her underwear sheer except for a tiny triangle that hides her sex and similar triangles in the cups that hide her nipples, this easily being the closest I’ve seen to a naked Shelly ever, her still wet hair pulled together and draped over one shoulder, trickling water down her chest and between her chest, a glistening trickle running down her stomach and leading to her bulge, my eyes following a droplet as it marches down her perfect MILF body, my cock twitching and reminding me I’m in boxer briefs, unable to hide anything.







 “Want some ice water?”







 “Yes please,” I reply, taken by surprise when Shelly doesn't open the freezer for more ice but instead steps closer and offers me her glass. Taking it from her, our fingers brushing, I take a sip from her water and hand it back, her scent so alluring, feminine and sexual, her body’s close proximity to mine heating me up again, her nipples pushing against the fabric of her bra, her cleavage glowing with moisture.







 The glass back in her hand, Shelly turns it so that her lips press to where mine were and takes another sip wordlessly, looking up at me over the glass, everything about this woman turning me on.







 “This is the last of the ice I’m afraid,” She purrs, pressing the cool glass to her chest, the condensation on its outside joining the water from her hair and running down her body.







 “Bummer.”







 “Here you go, some for you too,” Shelly says, sliding the glass delicately across my chest, its coolness refreshing as condensation trickles down my body, a few drops making it as far as my boxers, my skin tingling as I feel my underwear tightening.







 Smiling, Shelly moves the glass lower, pressing it to my abs, more condensation trickling onto my boxers and making them cling to my cock, my shaft fattening as my excitement rises again.







 “You can do me now, Jake,” Shelly whispers as she presses the glass into my hand, my heart thumping before she turns, indicating she’d like her back cooled, my eyes too busy staring at her perfectly plump ass, bare in the thong of her lace panties, each cheek flawless.







 Swallowing, I run the glass over her back, Shelly purring with happiness, condensation collecting and trickling into her ass crack, making her shiver and giggle.







 Turning back and taking the glass, Shelly sips from it, licking her lips slowly afterward.







 “You’ve made me so wet, Jake.”







 Nodding, I can feel my face turning beet red as my cock swells, an almighty tent now poking directly out from my boxers, the wet fabric leaving nothing to the imagination, even the veins of my shaft clear, the fat head of my glans engorged and throbbing.







 Looking down slowly, Shelly looks back up at me, reaching out and caressing my cheek.







 “It’s ok, Jake, relax. You look like you’re about to faint. I’m not a stranger to men, I understand you have no control over him, I’m not offended, ok?”







 “Ok,” I croak in return.







 “Let’s have like…
 an amnesty
 while we’re both stuck here, huh? It’s very hot so we can’t wear much, you’re a young man, and erections are definitely going to happen, so let’s treat erections like blinking, a perfectly normal thing that we can’t really control. What do you say, would that take some of the stress out of the situation if I promised not to react to any boners you might get while we’re here together? He gets hard whenever he gets hard and I’ll take as much notice as if you’ve just blinked.”







 “Uh, yeah, I guess so.”







 “Great. And in a similar spirit, would I be able to ask a favor from you?”







 “Sure.”







 “I’d like to be topless. They’re just boobs, and having to wear even this in this heat is infuriating. Would you be ok with me being topless?”








  Holy shit!
 I think to myself as I nod for her, Shelly smiling and wasting no time, reaching behind herself to unclasp her brassiere, the lacy fabric peeling off a moment later, her massive breasts now free and bare right in front of me, her nipples dark and sexy, full and erect.







 “Perfect, now we’re both much more comfortable. I can feel a little freer and you don’t need to spend all your time trying to fight a normal body function. Much better,” Shelly says, her words barely registering as my eyes follow the hypnotic sway of her breasts as she speaks, so heavy and pendulous, my cock not just hard but twitching madly, ticking like a clock in my clinging boxers.







 “Actually, that looks pretty uncomfortable,” Shelly says, pointing at my swollen cock as it fights against my damp boxers, “I genuinely wouldn't mind if you wanted to take them off, you know.”







 “Uhh, really?”







 “Of course not. It’s just a body, nothing to be ashamed of, and who wants to wear anything they don’t have to when it’s 100+?”







 “Uhh, yeah, but I mean, naked in front of you?”







 “Look, I promise I won’t tell Emma. It can be our little heatwave secret. In fact, I tell you what,” Shelly says, stopping mid-sentence to peel her tiny underwear down, my eyebrows hitting my hairline as I stand there, stunned, Shelly’s panties dropping to the floor, a tiny triangle of downy pubes on the bulge of her mons, Shelly putting her hands on her hips, “There we go, nothing to it see?”







 “Uhh, wow. Umm, ok,” I say, unable to form a coherent sentence, Shelly looking at me expectantly.







 Tingling with excitement, I grab my boxers and pull them down, my rigid cock springing as it’s freed, pointing upward, long, thick and hard, Shelly biting her lip and staring at it as I drop my boxers to the floor and stand before her, naked and feeling pretty exposed but also extremely,
 extremely
 turned on.







 “There we go. Now we’re both on the same page. Just two people staying cool in a heatwave.”







 Wanting to scoop her up, perch her on the counter and plunge my cock deep inside her hot pussy, I shake my head to try and clear it, wondering what to do with my hands, putting them on my hips but feeling a little silly, like I’m trying to mimic Shelly’s pose.







 “Haha, the look on your face, Jake! Give it an hour or so, it’ll feel normal soon enough,” Shelly purrs, jiggling her breasts, “Even for a hormone-crazed teenager like yourself,” She adds with a wink.







 Finding it too hot and clammy to sit on any of the couches or seats, we end up laying a few towels down on the cooler tiles of the dining room, lying on them like we’re at the beach, Shelly scrolling through her and rapidly draining its battery and me trying to read a book, but constantly having to look over at the stunning naked form of my girlfriend’s mom, it not yet feeling ‘normal’ as Shelly had said it would.







 With dusk approaching, and the house darkening with the absence of lights, I hear Shelly chuckling softly at one point, turning to her, she gives me a big grin, her eyes motioning down at my cock, still throbbing and hard.







 “Are you sure you didn’t pop any little blue pills today, Jake? What’s that, like hour 4 or 5 now? I think you’re supposed to call the doctor if they last that long haha.”







 “Haha, no, that’s just how he is,” I reply, moving my book aside to stare at my boner, feeling surreal, Shelly and I looking at my cock as it twitches and pulses involuntarily.







 “For real though, that’s impressive, even for a teenager,” Shelly murmurs, nodding her head and gurning.







 “It's frustrating haha, jerk off a bunch and still get a boner as soon as I go out in public.”







 “Being in public makes you hard?”







 “Haha no, I mean seeing sexy women.”







 “I know Jake, that was a playful jab,” Shelly chuckles, getting onto her side and giving me a light slap on the arm, her fingers lingering, her breasts so heavy and alluring, her nipples erect.







 “Haha, well, talking about things being erect for a long time, your nipples seem to be permanently perky.”







 “Oooh, so you noticed you, naughty boy! Haha yeah, I must admit my own body likes to keep me feeling frisky most of the time. I don’t think I ever quite fully grew out of my randy teenager stage.”







 “That doesn’t sound like a bad thing?”







 “It is when everyone around you becomes dull and sexless. Why is being horny in middle age apparently so frowned upon? Like what, after 25 we’re supposed to pack it up and only bring it out for special occasions?”







 “I never thought of that.”







 “I loved fucking when I was younger. I still love fucking. But my own age group has become so…
 boring
 . What’s so bad about liking orgasms? They rock!” Shelly says, her words unsurprisingly making me even hornier.







 “I hope I don’t become one of those guys that give up when I’m older.”







 “I think you’ll be ok, Jake, I reckon you have the makings of a long-term fuck machine, not just a guy who peaks in his teens,” Shelly opines, patting my arm again, her fingers causing electricity where they touch, the rapidly increasing dark leaving her sultry body as little more than an outline.







 “Haha, thanks,” I say before tossing my book to my side, “Too dark to read now, must be close to bedtime?”







 Looking at her phone, the screen illuminating her gorgeous face, Shelly nods just as it runs out of charge, her disappointed ‘tsk’ loud in the quiet home.







 “Got any candles? I wouldn’t mind a shower before bed.”







 “What do you need a candle for, you can’t wash in the dark?” Shelly chuckles in reply.







 “Can’t say I’ve ever showered in the dark actually,” I admit, the house rapidly turning pitch black with the curtains drawn, not even the tiny glow of the various appliance’s standby lights to offer anything for the eyes with Shelly’s phone flat.







 “Try it, it’s lovely.”







 “Ok, why not,” I decide as I get up carefully, feeling my way to the bathroom, Shelly informing me she’ll do the same thing in the en suite.







 The cold water in the pitch blackness coursing over my body, it invigorates me, my cock still throbbing as I turn off the faucets and pat myself dry, almost yelping as Shelly’s voice comes from close by, the bathroom door open as I didn’t see the point in closing it.







 “I’m off to bed now Jake, goodnight.”







 “Goodnight Shelly,” I reply, the total darkness not even offering me an outline of my favorite MILF.







 Feeling my way to bed, I lie down, not even a sheet over my body, the air too hot. The combination of refreshing shower and pulsating boner keeping me awake, tossing and turning and wondering what Shelly’s doing right now, trying to think of any plausible excuse to go speak to her, wondering if saying I was afraid of the dark would do more damage than good in seducing her, even though I’m sure she’d see through it for the lie it is.







 Lying there, working on getting the courage to go and start a conversation with her in her bedroom in the darkness, knowing she’ll know why I’m really there and second-guessing myself, I feel the bed move as the spot next to me is suddenly occupied.







 “Shelly?”







 “Yeah.”







 “I was, uh, I was just about to come and see you.”







 “Oh? You heard me tossing and turning, did you? It’s kind of embarrassing but I’m actually afraid of the dark. Do you mind if I sleep here?”







 “Not at all,” I reply, my heart hammering, unable to believe my luck!







 Lying there together in the dead stillness and total silence of the house, Shelly speaks after a few minutes, my own mind spinning as I try to think of a way to touch her that would still leave me with plausible deniability.







 “Can’t sleep, Jake?”







 “Hah, no. You neither?”







 “No, and now I’m dying of thirst too. Where’s that bottle of water Emma keeps beside the bed?” Shelly says, feeling her shift as she gets closer to reach over me towards the water, her hand trailing over my lower torso and lingering on my pulsating shaft, her fingertips sending waves of pleasure through me, the darkness and silence meaning all I have is my sense of touch, and her touch feels
 good
 .







 “Oops! Sorry!” Shelly says as I grunt in surprise and pleasure from her unexpected touch.







 “That’s ok,” I croak, wanting to grab her hand and put it back on my cock, needing to come so fucking badly.







 Still reaching for the water, Shelly half mounts me as she feels the bedside table, her naked body on mine, her thigh pressing on my cock, now sandwiched between my abdomen and her, her sweet smell amazing as I lie there, my girlfriend’s mom squirming on top of me before triumphantly shaking the bottle and rolling off me, the click of the cap and swallowing coming soon after.







 “Want some?” I hear her ask.







 “Yeah,” I say as I reach out, Shelly sitting up and inadvertently putting her breasts in my grasp, my fingers trembling as I fondle these forbidden MILF tits by accident, but don’t hurry to stop, one fat and erect nipple brushing my hand, making me grunt again before Shelly takes my hand in hers and places the bottle in it with the other.







 “Sorry!”







 “Don’t worry about it, accidents happen.” Shelly purrs in response, my balls tingling to be cradled by her soft palms.







 Taking a drink and feeling my way to putting the bottle back on the bedside table, I lie back down, tingling with excitement, the parts of me that Shelly pressed herself against still buzzing as I hear her lie down too, her thigh touching mine and her hand against my side, making my breathing ragged as I dare not to move, not wanting to frighten her away (looking back I can’t believe I didn’t see how she was doing this deliberately), enjoying the feel of her delicate skin against mine, my cock pulsating in the dark, trickling pre-come, feeling it’s warm slipperiness as it dribbles onto my abdomen.







 After all of 10 seconds, Shelly speaks again.







 “Still can’t sleep, Jake?”







 “Haha, no.”







 “Can I ask you a personal question?”







 “Go ahead,” I answer into the warm darkness.







 “If I wasn’t here would you have jerked off to help get yourself to sleep? I know guys do that sometimes.”







 “Uhh, maybe. I guess so, yeah,” I answer, heating up even more from her question.







 “I don’t want to ruin your night’s sleep, and there’s nothing wrong with masturbation, so if you wanted to jerk yourself off, I wouldn’t be offended,” Shelly purrs, her every word making my cock jolt and twitch.







 “Umm, really?”







 “Yeah, I’m tempted to have a play as well, to be honest, I don’t see how else I’ll be able to sleep tonight.”







 “You’re sure?” I ask, my face burning and my heart thumping.







 “Absolutely, it’s totally natural. I tell you what, I’ll start,” Shelly whispers, feeling her thigh press harder against me as she spreads her legs and a quiet but unmistakably moist sound fills the room, feeling Shelly’s side of the bed shake a little as her arm pumps and her hand swirls, hearing her finger and rub her pussy, my cock aching as I strain my ears, Shelly’s small gasps of pleasure as she fingers herself making me leak with lust.







 Grabbing my cock, I start to stroke my shaft, moaning in time with Shelly’s moans, imagining that I’m jerking off at the same pace she’s fingering herself, the sounds so hot and sexual, her pussy sounding wet as hell, my cock so glad to be finally getting some attention again.







 “Mmm, it feels good, doesn’t it?” She says in a husky purr.







 “Yeah,” I grunt, my hand pistoning up and down my length.







 “Do you like the idea of mutual masturbation?” She asks, her free hand sliding over to rest on my stomach, sending a jolt through my body, my arm brushing against hers as I pump, Shelly now able to feel as I jerk off.







 “What’s that?”







 “It’s just masturbation, but we do it for the other person. It’s perfectly natural and feels really good,” Shelly says, her hand creeping lower, her fingertips brushing my cropped pubes and taking my breath away.







 “So I jerk off for you?”







 “No, you masturbate me and I masturbate you,” Shelly says, her voice so soft and alluring, her fingertips now touching the base of my cock and making me gasp as her other hand, slippery with her own juices, takes mine from my cock and guides it over to her crotch, sopping wet and hot, her fat pussylips under my fingers as I gasp with excitement and pleasure.







 “Do you like that idea, Jake?”







 “Yeah,” I say in a coarse, barely audible whisper as her hand starts to teasingly stroke my shaft, my pre-come trickling down, her thumb rubbing my glans, hearing her moan as she feels me jolt and twitch with pleasure at her touch.







 Panting, I start to explore her sex, so warm and soft, rubbing her hood to tease her swollen clit, trailing up and down her slit before dipping in between her meaty pussylips, feeling her sex grip my fingers in their velvet vice grasp, fingering her as I rub my palm against her clit, Shelly grinding against me, gyrating and rotating her pelvis, our bodies so hot.







 Faster and faster, my hand a blur in the dark, the room full of the wet sounds of her sex and my slippery shaft, Shelly starts to grunt, her free hand clamping over mine and pressing down.







 “Yes! Yes! Right there! Fuck! Fuck yes! Fuck yes! Uhhhh! Unnngh!” She moans loudly as her orgasm hits, squirming and thrashing beside me, her pussy soaking my fingers as they work on her, her hand still pumping my cock, her sounds driving me over the deg, joining her in orgasm, grunting loudly as I start to come, hot rope after hot rope of semen exploding from me as she strokes, come splashing on my belly as she jerks me off, her hand slick with come as I rub her clit and finger her, both of us jerking and twitching together in pleasure, two red hot bodies coming simultaneously in the dark, the sweet scent of her orgasm and my come filling the room.







 Shuddering with aftershocks, we both lay there panting, her hand still holding my burning shaft, slick with come and throbbing in her grip even as it starts to ebb, my fingers still buried inside her, her crotch completely soaked, her skin hot and sticky on my forearm as it rests on her stomach, her hips still jerking every now and then.







 “God I needed that,” Shelly says, sounding short of breath, “I think I’ll be sleeping like a log now, thank you, Jake.”







 “Thank you, Shelly,” I reply, still puffing, my head spinning from what just happened, my eyes open wide and staring at the ceiling even though I can't see a thing.







 “Mmm, goodnight,” She says, leaning over to find my face with her lips before giving my cheek a kiss, her hand giving my shaft a few last strokes before she lays back down.







 “Good night,” I reply, thinking there’s no way I can sleep now after that until I’ve unpacked it all in my mind but within minutes find myself drifting off to sleep.







* * *







 The next morning, waking up early after going to bed early, the room is alarmingly bright after the darkness of last night, the morning sun partially illuminating the room even through the heavy curtains.







 Feeling that strange awkwardness of waking up with no blankets on, I yawn and stretch as the previous night gets remembered in my head and my neck snaps over to Shelly, Shelly smiling at me and putting a book down, her naked body stunning in the morning light, her breasts full and heavy, her small tuft of pubes peeking at me from between her thighs, my eyes running up and down her form, my morning wood throbbing as we enjoy the view.







 “Good sleep?” She asks as I wonder what the protocol is between us, still nervous about trying stuff even though she literally jerked me off last night, but maybe that was a loophole or something?







 “Yeah. You?”







 “Best I’ve had in years. I see he’s already up and about too,” Shelly says, grinning at my throbbing cock.







 “Yeah, he usually wakes up before me.”







 “He’s a very handsome cock, Jake. You should be proud.”







 “Haha, thanks. Umm, you have a very sexy…everything,” I reply, kinda fumbling my line.







 “Thank you. Is everything ok, things aren’t weird between us now are they?”







 “No. No. I don’t think so?” I admit, what with waking up naked next to my girlfriend’s mom after we made each other climax being new territory for me.







 Coming in closer and rubbing my arm, Shelly speaks in a soothing tone.







 “Look, I didn’t plan for last night to happen like it did,”
 (I actually believed this at the time, hah!)
 “But I certainly don’t regret it. It was two adults making each other feel good and keeping each other company on a scary dark night, that’s all. Do you agree?”







 “Sure,” I reply, thinking that even if that really is all it was, I’m not going to be in a hurry to tell Emma about it.







 “So nothing has to be awkward between us, ok? You’re a very handsome young man with a healthy libido, it’s totally natural for you to be horny.”







 “Ok.”







 “In fact, if you want, I’d be happy to help you deal with that,” Shelly says, her eyes lowering to my cock, her fingertips trailing up and down my arm.







 “You mean…?”







 “Yeah. Look, it’s you and me, stuck here. It’s too hot for clothes and we both have healthy sexual appetites. Seeing each other like this is going to cause arousal. What’s the big deal about helping each other out with our needs? Am I going to act strangely because you’ll need to eat today? No, just like I’m not going to act strangely because a horny young man gets horny. It’s like getting mad at the sun for shining.”







 Her words running circles around my naive teenage mind, I see her point, not seeing how she’s set up each point, starting with the clothes coming off and playing sexual chess each move after that.







 “To make it easy for you, Jake, here it is: I’d really,
 really
 like to suck your cock. Would you mind?”







 Swallowing hard, her words once again making me physically jolt with urgency, I nod.







 “I’d like that a lot.”







 “Ok then, Shelly purrs, smiling at me as she moves on the bed, her naked body so arousing as she crawls between my spread legs, looking up at me over my shaft as she takes it gently in her hand and pumps it a few times, kissing my knob and making me shudder with anticipation.







 “And just so you don’t feel like you need to ask later, yes you can come in my mouth,” She whispers before lowering it over my shaft, sucking deep, her lips so soft and her mouth so hot, her tongue sliding up and down the underside of my shaft as she works her way deeper on my pole, her eyes locked with mine as I grunt in ecstasy, Shelly’s oral skills perfect, her hand fondling my balls as she takes me deeper and deeper, her head bobbing as she gorges herself on my cock.







 Brushing her hair out of the way and holding her head gingerly, I watch the most amazing show ever, getting bolder by the minute, holding her head properly now, pumping up into her, Shelly purring with lust as she feels me succumbing to my needs and leaving my teenage anxiety behind, fucking her mouth, her eyes hypnotizing me as I feel my balls tingle.







 Holding her head and thrusting, I fuck her deep in the throat, Shelly grunting and gagging but never stopping, sucking me hard, her mouth sealed around my shaft, pulling it into her with every bob of her head, her fingertips teasing my balls, my scrotum tingling at her touch.







 Grunting, I explode down her throat, Shelly humming with approval as she feels me fill her with my load, jerking and pulsating inside her, flooding her with come, holding her head, keeping her face impaled on my length as my orgasm surges through me, emptying myself into her, watching each other, utter bliss on my face as Shelly drains me like no other before her ever has, sucking hard and swallowing with each spurt, tasting everything I give her.







 “Holy shit,” I gasp as my head flops back onto the pillow, Shelly licking her lips and crawling back up next to me.







 “Glad to help,” She says, adding, “While we’re stuck here together, feel free to ask for assistance every time he stands up and starts making a nuisance of himself, I’ll only be too happy to help with him.”







 “Haha, thanks. The same for you I guess, let me know if I can be of any assistance.”







 “Definitely,” Shelly replies with a grin, and a small part of me almost feels like I might have walked into that as she gets on her knees on the bed and moves over to me, kneeling on either side of my face, her pussy now inches from my mouth, Shelly looking down at me from over her massive pendulous breasts.







 “Do you mind if I ride your mouth for a minute or two?” She asks, one hand sliding down her stomach to her pussy before spreading her lips, revealing her vivid inner pink and making my mouth water.







 “Not at all, I did say I’d help.”







 “I’m so fucking horny right now, Jake, it’s only going to take a moment,” Shelly says, her voice husky with need as she lowers her hot pussy onto my mouth and starts sliding back and forth, painting my face with her juices, staring at me and grunting with pleasure on every forward stroke.







 Lapping at her pussy and clit, her taste amazing, I grab her plump ass and squeeze while she grinds herself on me, her hands coming down to grip my hair, pulling me deeper into her, fucking my face, the soft flesh of her mons on my nose as she grinds and slides on me, my tongue fucking her as she moans and grunts, rapidly increasing in intensity and need, her breasts rocking as she treats my face like a sex toy, feeling her soft warmth as her pussy smothers my mouth.







 Gripping my hair tight, she starts to shake and shudder, her thighs trembling as she comes, her toes curling and her stare distant as her orgasm takes over, her mouth agape, pulling me deeper and deeper into her, practically gripping my face with her sex as it convulses and contracts in wave after wave of pleasure, leaning over me as she gasps, her large breasts swaying, her ass shaking in my grip as I hold her and swallow her juices.







 Panting, she lets go of me and slides off slowly, my face glistening with her cream as she ragdolls to the bed next to me, spent.







 “Wow. Was that even a minute? Haha, thank you
 very
 much, young man,” She says in a low murmur, laughing to herself, her hands trailing up and down her naked body, still jolting with climax aftershocks.







 Finally feeling relaxed around her, I grin back and reach out to caress her body, Shelly smiling as she watches me touch her, reaching out to touch me in return, the two of us exploring each other’s bodies with our fingertips, in no rush for anything else, Shelly looking mysteriously victorious in her post-orgasm glow.







 After a while, Shelly gets up from the bed, her amazing ass jiggling as she walks to the doorway.







 “I think I’ll freshen up,” She says, walking to the nearby bathroom and turning on the cold faucet, the sound clear as she’s left the bathroom door open.







 Grinning, I get up off the bed and decide to talk to her, Shelly shivering as she hops under the cold water, her nipples hard and areolas tight, a wave of gooseflesh over her body as I watch the water run over her figure, Shelly smiling back, her eyes glancing down at my cock periodically as he starts to jerk and twitch, her wet display hot and sensual.







 About to ask if she needs any help washing her back, I hear my phone ringing back in Emma’s room and go get it, answering when I see it’s Emma.







 “Hey Emma,” I say, saying her name more to let Shelly know who’s on the phone than anything.







 “Hey sweetheart, how was your night?”







 “Dark and sweaty, haha.”







 “I can imagine. How’s mom, she’s not driving you nuts is she?”







 “No, your mom’s fine. We’ve played a record amount of board games though,” I reply, Shelly turning off the faucet and stepping out to grab a towel, dabbing at her naked body and coming close.







 “Hey sweety, everything ok?” She says, calling down the phone, her naked cool body inches from mine as I put the phone on speaker.







 “Hi mom, yeah everything’s great here.”







 “That’s good,” Shelly says back with a smile, dropping the towel and reaching down to fondle my cock with a chilly hand, making me gasp in pleasure and surprise, my shaft jerking as it starts to swell from her attention.







 “What do you guys have planned for today?” Emma asks as Shelly winks at me and sinks to her knees before me, her soft, chilly fingertips trailing down my thighs, her breath so hot in contrast on my rising cock.







 “Probably more board games I guess, not much else we can do haha,” I reply, trying to keep my voice level as Shelly kisses and licks at my shaft and balls, her eyes looking up at me, a mischievous glint in them.







 “Aww, poor Jake. Maybe it won’t be as long as last year.”







 “We can only hope,” I reply, my stomach tightening as Shelly’s hot mouth slides down my cock, her fingers cradling my sensitive balls, her tongue rubbing my length, her devilish eyes staring into mine.







 “Do you need me to drop anything off, mom?”







 “Umm, she’s ahh, she’s gone to her room I think,” I croak as Shelly starts bobbing furiously on my cock, pulling my cock into her mouth with tightly sealed suction, my legs feeling tingly as she blows me.







 “Oh ok, well text me if you need anything alright?”







 “Sure thing.”







 “Love you.”







 “Love you too,” I reply, barely able to hold in a grunt as Emma hangs up, Shelly taking her mouth from my knob and chuckling, looking up at me as she strokes my length, her eyes glimmering with mischief.







 “I’ve always wanted to do something like that,” She purrs before kissing my knob slowly, tasting my precome, then standing up and walking into the kitchen area, my boner and I following her, my arousal sky high with this sultry vixen, this buxom MILF and her perfect body.







 Turning to lean her butt against the counter she looks at me expectantly, my cock bobbing as I approach her, but before she can say anything I’m on her, my hand around her head as I pull her mouth to mine, my need overriding any lingering hesitation, holding her close as we kiss madly, our tongue flickering and raging against one another, her hand scrabbling at my shaft and jerking it, squeezing it, feeling how hard I am for her, my hand kneading her full ass, pressing into her, her cool naked skin so erotic feeling, mashing our bodies together like first-timers, feeling her body heat up as we make out, her pussy red hot as I press into her, her sex leaving a glistening slippery patch on my thigh.







 Grabbing her ass, I lift her onto the counter, our mouths still pressed together, her legs wrapping around my butt as I come in close, my red hot shaft pressed against her belly, my hands caressing her heavy breasts, her nipples erect and sensitive, my mouth exploring her throat and neck, Shelly’s hands running through my hair and gripping my shoulders, hearing her moan with need and desire into my ear.







 Moving my mouth back to hers, I reach down and guide my cock to her dripping pussy, swiping her slit with my engorged knob, her juices flowing and warm, Shelly shifting to help me slide inside her, both of us letting out a long low sigh of pleasure as I plunge my length into her, her pussy so tight and soft, hugging my shaft as it penetrates her, Shelly gripping me firmly with both arms, burying her face into my shoulder, biting and grunting as I fill her inch by inch, the heat of her pussy unlike any I’ve been in before, her pelvis rocking back and forth in time with my thrusts, wanting me as deep as possible, feeling her trickle with lust down my thighs, both our bodies red hot once again, the warm air adding to the animal lust, fucking in the heat.







 Holding her head and back, I guide her down a bit so I can suck and lick at her breasts, feeling them shake and rock with every thrust of my hips, Shelly holding me as I pound into her, the slap of our bodies filling the still air, sweat already running down my chest, our bodies becoming slippery, Shelly’s calves slick as they remain wrapped around me, her sex so fucking hot around my length as it slides in and out rapidly.







 “Give it to me, Jake! I want to feel him exploding inside me! I wanna feel it! I wanna feel it!”
 Shelly grunts, looking into my eyes as I lean over her, both of us holding each other tightly, Shelly shaking with every pump, flexing her pussy around my buzzing shaft, begging for my come, her words setting off sexual fireworks in my feverish brain.







 Grunting more and more desperately, I fuck her harder, unable to speak now, only able to thrust, Shelly nodding and licking her lips with wide eyes as she sees me fast approaching my point of no return, holding me tight with her arms, legs, and pussy, flexing and contracting it around my girth, milking me, my head dizzy with pleasure.







 “Fuck! Oh fuck yes! Unngh! Unggh!”
 I yell as my orgasm hits, my entire body shaking as I blast her pussy with hot come, pumping madly, spurt after spurt flooding her sex, Shelly moaning with ecstasy as she feels me filling her with semen, each pulsating jerk of my cock launching another salvo, her hot pussy taking it all, my legs wanting to buckle as I lean over her, pushing as seep into her as I can, penetrating her fully, gasping and grunting in release, Shelly’s nails in my back as twitch and shake with climax.







 Panting, our bodies running with sweat now in the still, warm air, I kiss her salty lips, Shelly’s hands running up and down my slick back, my crotch still twitching with pleasure as every small movement Shelly makes sends a shiver of pleasure down my shaft, still throbbing and buried inside her.







 “Mmmm, that felt like
 a lot
 of come, Jake,” Shelly purrs when our lips finally disengage, “Just what the doctor ordered to cure any possible cabin fever.”







 “Glad I could help,” I say, slowly sliding out of her and leaning with my palms on the counter, my legs feeling wobbly, Shelly leaning on her palms too, looking up at me, her heavy breasts glistening with sweat and swaying.







 “You have such a cute orgasm face too. You were all like, graagh, I’m going to come angry face before it happened, but then when you actually started coming, you looked so happy and in heaven,” Shelly says softly, stroking my face, her own face beautiful.







 “Haha, probably because I was so happy and in heaven,” I reply, lifting one hand to caress a breast gently, loving the weight of her breasts and just how amazing boobs feel in general.







 “I’m very glad I can make you feel like that, Jake,” Shelly says before pulling me down to press her lips back to mine, our kiss salty and sweet, her tongue warm and delicate as it enters my mouth.







 What follows is easily the best few days of my life, Shelly and I fucking constantly, leaving no room in the house unused, every surface having her on or bent over it at some point, the mixture of isolation and heat leaving me in a state of constant horniness so extreme that it surprises even myself, already a five orgasms a day guy normally, Shelly loving every minute of it, finally finding a man that can fulfill her sexual needs, her pussy always wet and ready for another stuffing, the two of us bonding in a way I never thought possible in just a few too quickly over days, our bodies apparently made for each other, her sex a better fit than I’ve ever had before, Shelly telling me she felt the same way about my cock, saying it’s like it was custom made for her exact needs.







 Lying together on her bed, our bodies still wet with perspiration and sex from 20 minutes earlier, Shelly idly playing with my balls while I absent-mindedly rub her soft pussylips, we hear a sudden cacophony of small noises as the power comes back on and the dozens of appliances and such from around the house whir back to life, light streaming in from the hallway as a light left on suddenly illuminates again.







 My first instinct being to think
 bummer
 , Shelly chuckles as she sees my expression.







 “You too, huh Jake?”







 “Haha, yeah. Power on means back to the real world doesn’t it?”







 “Well yes, but also no.”














 Intrigued, I sit up, her naked body so fucking perfect, knowing I could fuck her another million times and still never be bored with her, everything about her oozes sex appeal, my cock jolting even though I’ve lost count of how many loads Shelly has already coaxed out of him today.







 “What are you saying, Shelly?”







 “Well, I don’t think I’m speaking out of turn when I say that I think you’ve enjoyed our time together?”







 “Of course, it’s been the best time of my life.”







 “For me too. Now…I could never break you and my daughter up, even though I really like you, Jake. And I think you really like me too?”







 “Yeah.”







 “But, I don’t see why we can’t continue to make each other feel really really nice. Obviously, we’d have to be a little more subtle than what we've been like, fucking like rabbits 24 hours a day, but I’d still really like to spend private time with you, when Emma’s not around. What do you say? I get the feeling you have more than enough stamina and libido to handle two women?”







 Caressing her perfect MILF body, I give her a grin.







 “I’d really like that too,” I say before leaning in to kiss her, keen to get at least one more fuck in before Emma gets back, the best years of my life still to come!







END
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