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 I’ve been friends with Jason since we were kids, having first met because we went to the same school and then discovering we lived on the same street. Growing up together, we would spend as much time in the other’s house as we would our own. After highschool, Jason went off to college to study while I stayed behind, a local apprenticeship keeping me busy as I learnt to become a carpenter.







 Jason’s mom Pamela has always been attractive, but it wasn’t until I became a man that I realised just how absolutely gorgeous she is. With a full, voluptuous body, smokey eyes and a thick mane of hair, she would make my cock twitch whenever I saw her, which was often. Divorced long ago and with Jason being her only child, she was often by herself in her home and would occasionally call me to come around and help around the house with anything that needed in her words, ‘a man’s touch’. Sometimes the things she needed help with were pretty trifling and I would wonder if she had really just wanted some company, but I never minded as she was my best friend’s mom and I had known her practically all my life.







 With Jason interstate with college, I would try to visit Pamela at least once every other week and fill her in on how Jason was, as she said he never told her as much about his college life as he tells me. Never ratting him out on any of his crazier shenanigans, I would fill her in otherwise on what he’d been up to and it seemed to make her happier, which was nice. Also, if I’m completely honest, it was always good visiting her and getting an eyeful of her hot body and sexy face, giving me ammo for my spank bank to enjoy later.







 Texting me yesterday, Pamela had asked if I could come and fix a few loose planks on her back patio. Being a wood based chore, I was keen to try out some of my new skills and told her I would be around the next day. Being a nice day I decided to walk the few minutes it would take to get there, carrying my basic toolbox with me.







 The sun shining and the smell of freshly cut grass filling my nostrils, I walk up Pamela’s driveway and press the buzzer, letting myself in as I have for the last 15 years. Heading for her back door to get to the patio, Pamela meets me halfway there, a high cut summer dress draped over her exquisite MILF figure, her long, tanned legs catching my eye as she approaches. The dress is pretty damn high, I wouldn’t rate her chances at being able to bend over without flashing her panties, a thought that immediately makes my cock twitch in my pants. The plunging V of the dress offering a substantial amount of cleavage for viewing, two thin little straps over her shoulders the only thing keeping the dress from falling off her body. It doesn’t look like she’s wearing a bra today, the way her naturally large breasts sway as she walks, their rhythmic movements almost hypnotizing me and making me unable to look away.







 “Hi Brad. How have you been, sweety?” She says, a warm smile on her lips, coming in close to hug me, her scent intoxicating me, my free arm wrapping around her and squeezing back as much as I think I can get away with whilst being friendly but not sexual.







 “Pretty good, Pamela. Same old same old, work work work.” I reply, forcing myself to talk to her face and not her massive free range rack.
 She’s really looking even sexier than normal today, and she’s normally already pretty fuckin’ hot,
 I think to myself as I take her in.







 “I hope this isn’t too annoying for you then? Making you do more carpentry after already doing it all week?”







 “Of course not, this stuff is my pleasure.” I reassure her.







 “Well you know my patio, it’s getting a little long in the tooth and a few of the boards are loose and keep trying to trip me every time I go outside.”







 “No worries, sounds like an easy fix, I’ll go take a look now.” I tell her, rattling my toolbox.







 Walking ahead of me, I get to confirm that Pamela is definitely not wearing a bra, the open back of her dress revealing most of her back to me, with not a bra strap in site. The smooth skin looking so tempting, the nape of her neck as she grabs her hair and tosses it over one shoulder, exposing the other, her ear and neck just begging to be nuzzled.







 Stepping out through her back door, I can see the area of the patio in question immediately. A few of the planks have become old and warped and twisted right off what looks like their nails. In reality, with a handful of decking screws I can fix this in 10 minutes.







 “Too easy, Pamela,” I tell her, looking at the problem area, “I can fix this in no time.”







 “That’s great! Thanks, Brad.” Pamela answers, sitting down on a deck chair nearby, crossing her long legs and letting me
 nearly
 see up her dress. I must be missing out on seeing panty but an inch, 2 at the most. Picking up her cell phone, which was on a small table next to her chair, she starts texting. Judging by the rate of the back and forth, she was probably texting this person already when I rang the doorbell.







 Maybe she has a date later? Might explain why she’s looking even sexier than normal?
 I think to myself as I wonder who is at the other end of the phone, it being none of my business but my curiosity flaring up all the same.







 Between texts Pamela asks me about Jason and we swap stories on what he’s been up to in the last couple weeks since Pamela and I have spoken to each other. Having removed the old rusted nails, I make short work of securing the planks back down to the fixture with my impact driver and a handful of decking screws.







 Stepping on it a few times, testing for any creaks or noises, I give Pamela a thumbs up to let her know it’s done.







 “Thanks Brad! That looks great!” She says, getting up from her chair and walking over the freshly secured area. “Are you in a hurry to leave, or could I tempt you to stay and have a drink with me?”







 “I wouldn’t say no to a cold drink on a day like today, Pamela,” I answer, more than happy to hang around such a sexy MILF woman.











 “Haha, well you’re a man these days, Brad, so I’ll get you a beer?”







 “Thanks, yes.” I reply.







 “Make yourself comfortable, I’ll be back in a minute.” Pamela says, waving to the other deck chair positioned on the other side of the small table which holds her phone.







 Sitting down on the chair and relaxing, Pamela’s phone vibrates, signifying she’s received a text. Looking down at the phone and not meaning to be a snoop but at the same time being able to read the words as they flash on the screen, I see that the message is
 ‘Are u gonna fuck him?’







 Woah! She must be talking to a friend about the date I was speculating about!
 I think as I look at the phone and grin, wondering what the rest of that conversation must be like but deciding to leave well enough alone. But barely 20 seconds later the phone dings again and I look at the screen, with
 ‘Well?!? Don’t leave me hanging!’
 appearing on it. Feeling terrible as I do it but needing more information, I press the text bubble and watch as the screen lights up, showing the last 8 or so exchanges:







He’s nearly finished







Make sure you get him to stay!







What do I do? So nervous lol







Suck his dick, that’ll make him stay. Jks jks.







OMG







offer him a Drink







K he’s done. Gonna make him stay, brb







Are u gonna fuck him?







Well?!? Don’t leave me hanging!







 Warming up inside from my toes to my head, it dawns on me who their conversation is about. Me! Scrolling up I glance at earlier texts, finding the one’s from about when I would have been ringing the doorbell, to see them talking excitedly about
 ‘go time’
 and scrolling up further, seeing selfies that Pamela has posted to her friend, asking if this looks hot enough, showing her in the dress she’s wearing right now. My cock now aching between my legs, my hands trembling and shaky, I put the phone back down on the table, trying to remember the position it was in and try to look nonchalant as Pamela comes back outside, holding a beer for me and a glass of something bubbly for her. My heart absolutely hammering away inside my chest, I take the beer with a croaky ‘thanks’ and take a deep draught from it, nervous but also excited beyond measure. Pamela, the hottest MILF on the planet talking about fucking me! Dressing sexy deliberately to make me want to fuck her! Unbelievable! My breath rapid, my body feeling hot even though I’m now in the shade, I try to keep my cool and think about how awesome today could be.







 “You ok, Brad?” Pamela asks, seeing my unexplained increase in breathing rate.







 “Uh-huh.” I answer, giving her a smile.
 Look at those fucking tits!







 Smiling back, Pamela picks up her phone and opens it, a small look crossing her face before I notice she has to scroll down a bunch to get back to the latest entries in her conversation.
 Fuck! I forgot to scroll back down! I left it open around her selfies area! Fuuuuck!








 Typing rapidly, Pamela responds to the question of whether or not she’s going to fuck me before putting her phone back down, pointedly laying it screen down this time. Sipping her drink she looks at me and smiles secretly, and I know I’m busted. Thinking of what to do, knowing that she knows that I know, I decide fuck it, and go for broke.







 “Being completely honest with you Pamela, you’ve never looked so sexy as you do right now, which is pretty amazing, because you’ve always been hot, but today? Holy shit!” I tell her standing up to look down at her, letting her see that straining beneath my jeans is a hard cock.







 “Brad, that conversation-’







 “Doesn’t matter,” I interrupt her, leaning down to take her hand and guiding it to my bulge, “The feeling is mutual, as you can see.”







 Her hand roving over my aching package, she looks me deep in the eyes, maybe trying to assess me, maybe trying to see if I’ve got a poker face on. Her hand squeezing my dick through my jeans, she bites her lip and I can see that she’s glad I’ve taken the task of getting to this point from her, now there is no doubt we both want one another. Finishing my beer, I put it on the table, watching as Pamela drains her glass and puts her empty next to mine. Looking up at me through her eyelashes, she grabs the hem of my jeans and unbuttons them, grabbing my zipper and pulling it down, my cock pushing forward, still wrapped in boxers.







 Grabbing my pockets, Pamela playfully tugs my jeans down past my knees, my cock making a vertical tent in my underwear, throbbing with need to my heartbeat. Sliding her hands back up my thighs she grabs my boxers and starts to pull them down, my cock hooking on them and offering resistance. Pulling outwards and down, she reveals my manhood to herself, her eyebrows raising as she glimpses the girth of my swollen cock, full and ready for her.







 “That’s quite a tool you’re packing there, Brad.” Pamela purrs as her fingertips stroke the sides of my length, running down and grazing lightly over my heavy balls, hefting them, feeling my weight.







 Smiling, I stroke some hair out of her face and put my hand to the back of her head, guiding her closer to my shaft, her hungry mouth opening as I press my glistening knob to it, her ruby red lips parting to allow my cock entry. Her hands toying with my balls, Pamela starts to suck, slowly at first, taking in just the head, her wet tongue swirling and exploring my girth as I breathe deep and enjoy the warmth of her mouth wrapped around my manhood.







 “Jesus that feels good, Pamela.” I say, my voice little more than a whisper as I watch my cock disappear further and further into her mouth, my hands stroking her hair and face, her beautiful eyes looking up at me while she coats my cock with her saliva.







 “Mmm.” She responds, her eyes twinkling, her thick lips sealed around my shaft as she pulls back, the suction making her blowjob intense, my balls melting under her touch.







 I grab my shirt and take it off, wanting to view her oral skills all the better. Pamela slides a hand over my hard stomach, rising up and caressing my chest, obviously enjoying having her hands on a much younger man. Leaning down, her cock still wrapped around my pole, I peel the spaghetti strings holding her dress up off her shoulders, letting it slide down her arms and hang for a second from the swell of her breasts before it drops down like a satin curtain, revealing her considerable chest. Pamela’s full breasts swaying as her head bobs back and forth on my shaft, her nipples erect and pink, encircled by light pink areolas, the white flesh of her tits contrasting to her tanned shoulders, making her nipples stand out, two areas of extra sensitivity on two large natural mounds, their shape calling to something primal and deep within me.







 Cupping a breast, I fondle it as Pamela’s mouth continues on my cock, her slurping filling my ears as I receive this backyard blowjob. Pulling her up, she gets to her feet and we start to kiss, her large breasts pressing against my chest as I wrap my arms around her naked waist. Holding me close, we kiss wildly, all the times I’ve fantasized about her coming to the fore, actually getting to have the real thing, my body on fire. Grabbing my ass, Pamela holds herself hard against me, my throbbing cock pulsing against her bare belly, her dress finally giving up and falling off completely. Running my hands down her back and cupping her ass through her soft cotton panties, we hold each other by the asses, our crotches pressed hard against one another, our heat mingling.







 Still kissing wetly, our tongues wrestling with one another, I slide her panties down over the swell of her ass, her legs opening to let them drop to the patio floor. Grabbing her full ass and kneading it, her cheeks filling my hands and driving me crazy with passion. Grabbing her cheeks and shaking them, never wanting to let them go, their natural wobble making my cock ache even more.







 Kissing down her neck and chest, I put my mouth around one swollen nipple and suck it, teasing it with my teeth and tongue, licking it and circling it. One hand running through my hair as I taste her body, my kisses work their way further down, over the gentle swell of her stomach and around her bellybutton before making their way down to her lower abdomen, feeling the mound of her pubis as it rises beneath my lips, smooth and mostly bare except for a small strip of short hair, I lower myself to my knees and look up into her sex, leaning in and kissing it, her pussy lips meeting my lips, mine parting to allow my tongue to dart out and taste her sweet nectar, her pussy glistening in the sunlight as I bury my face in it. Thrusting her pelvis forward, Pamela grinds herself against my eager mouth as I eat her out, my mouth wrapping around her clit and sucking, pulling her hood and lips, filling them, making them swell, her wet little bud making her flinch in pleasure every time I flick my tongue over it.







 Her hands on my head, Pamela is on tippy toes as she fucks my face, her long legs flexing as she grinds against me, riding my face like it was the corner of a washing machine spinning an uneven load. My hands full of her ass, I pull her against me, shaking my head and lapping at her moist sex, my cock throbbing down between my legs, her aroma driving my nuts with lust.







 Holding my hair, she watches me, her eyes boring into mine as I feast on her, her large natural tits swinging as she bucks against me, my nose and eyes all she can see of my face as the rest buries itself between her legs. One hand still holding her ass, the other runs up and over her tensed in pleasure stomach to fondle her boobs. Grabbing a nipple and teasing it, hearing Pamela’s moans go up a few octaves and knowing I’ve found the right button, I twiddle and tease her nipples more, Pamela’s grinding against my face getting more and more desperate, her grip on my hair getting tighter and tighter as she gives me no chance of escape from her sex until she’s ready to let me be free again.








  “Mmm, that's it. Yeah. Eat my pussy, Brad. Yeah you like that don’t you? Yeah, eat my little pussy.”
 Pamela says, her teeth gritting as her grinding on my face becomes more of a shaking tremble. Letting out a sudden loud exclamation, Pamela almost doubles over, her legs wobbling as she starts to come, her hands holding me hard against her sex as I feel it gushing hot juice over me, her pussy vibrating on my lips as she climaxes, her ass cheeks clenching again and again as each wave of the orgasm washes through her. Smashing herself against me, she grunts and bucks as her tension is released, her pussy coating me in her honey. Holding on, I enjoy the ride all the way to the end, unbelievably turned on by watching such a beautiful woman come on me.







 Shuddering to a final stop, her eyes closed and her head hanging low, Pamela drops down from her tippy toes and sighs, shaking her head. Still kneeling, my face still inches from her throbbing pussy, I watch her with a smile, enjoying the sight of a sexy woman standing before me nude, too spent and busy with post-orgasmic bliss to even open her eyes for a moment. When she finally does open her eyes she catches mine and grins a lustful glint in her expression. Reaching down and taking my hand, she hurriedly urges me onto my feet and leads me inside, with me kicking off my pants and boxers as I stumble eagerly along with her. Still holding my hand, we’re almost running now down her hallway as she takes me to her room, pushing me onto the bed and onto my back and straddling me, still without a word said.







 Lowering herself down, her absolutely sopping wet pussy meets my cock and parts, swallowing my knob, her hot lips wrapping around my girth. Finally speaking, it’s only to let out a long sigh as Pamela quickly works my length into her, rising and falling rapidly, coating my cock in her orgasm’s juices, her massive tits pendulous as she rides me, desperate to have me inside her.







 Leaning down, her tits grazing my chest, she smiles at me, one hand on my chest and the other holding my hair. Riding me hard and fast, her full ass wobbling as her sex swallows my cock repeatedly.







 “Just come inside me Brad, give it to me now, I want your come inside me! Worry about lasting longer next round, I just need your load in me now!”
 Pamela says, her voice thick and husky with lust and horny desperation, panting as she rides me at 100 miles an hour.







 Desperate for my come inside her, I don’t hesitate to give this beautiful MILF what she wants, and grabbing her ass with both hands, start bucking into her, slamming my cock into her hungry pussy. Her massive tits pressing against me and her face just above mine, I start kissing her, the eroticness of this situation helping to drive me over the edge, and with my lips on hers, start grunting as my cock pulsates and spurts deep inside her, my hot seed painting her walls as my cock jerks and spasms inside her, my hands gripping her ass as I empty myself into her, Pamela moaning and sighing as she feels my hot liquid fill her, the slap of our bodies getting wetter as I come.







 Kissing me all over the face and head like a woman possessed, Pamela mutters under her breath as I lay there, my cock throbbing inside her, her lips being planted on me every second, her pelvis still gyrating on my cock like a stripper until she eventually flops onto me, her warm body on mine, my hands stroking her back and ass, enjoying how soft her pussy feels wrapped around my still hard shaft.







 Still inside her, I wrap one arm around her and roll over, bringing her underneath me, her legs spreading with me in between them. Smiling, I lean in and we start kissing again, her plump lips mashing against mine, her legs wrapping around me and holding me to her, her hands full of my hair as our kiss increases in passion. Flexing herself, I feel her pussy squeezing my length and after a few minutes I start to grow fully hard again inside her, the velvet smooth walls of her sex sliding along my shaft as I start to thrust into her, my butt flexing under her palms as she pulls me closer, encouraging me to fill her with dick.







 Leaning down, I start kissing her massive tits, their firm but supple form wobbling as I fuck her harder. Pulling her nipples with my lips I grind my pubis against hers once fully embedded inside her, gyrating myself in such a way that I can mash against her swollen clit with the base of my manhood, Pamela’s legs gripping me tighter as I impale her on my pole.







 Still wrapped around me, I push up onto my knees, Pamela now completely off the bed and held up by my hands and cock. Fucking her in this position, simply needing to only loosen my grip on her for her to become fully stuck on my manhood, she starts to moan as I fill her completely, her sex stuffed with my length, her lips stretched around my girth as her body swallows mine. Sitting on my heels, her ass now resting on my thighs, I pump her up and down on my eager cock with my hands under her ass, making her ride me like a woman sized fleshlight, her natural tits bouncing as I penetrate her, her head thrown back as she feels herself being stuffed with no remorse.







 Laying her down and positioning her in doggy, I grab her hips and pull her back onto my cock, not wanting to leave the beautiful sanctity of her pussy for a second longer than necessary. Her full ass slapping against my abdomen, I fill her again and again as I fuck her relentlessly, her moans in time with my thrusts as with head lowered, she takes it all.







 “You like my cock inside you Pamela? Hey? You like my hard cock inside you?”








 “Yes Brad! Your cock feels so good inside me!”
 Pamela answers, a quaver in her voice as my cock plunges inside her again.







 Leaning down, I fill my hands with her large natural tits, pulling at her nipples as my cock stays embedded inside her, turning to try and look at me over her shoulder, I kiss her face and she kisses madly back, our tongues lashing at each other. Grabbing her hair, I pull her head back, my body slamming against hers.








  “You like that Pamela? You like that?”
 I ask her, pulling her hair and kissing at her neck and face.








 “Mmm, yes Brad, harder, harder!”
 Pamela moans, completely caught in the moment.







 Pulling her head back harder, my other hand now gripping her shoulder and holding her in place while I fuck her like a ride, Pamela starts to shudder and moan, her back muscles tensing and her hands gripping the bedsheets tight as I feel her pussy start to convulse around my cock, pushing back against me, wanting as much of me inside her as possible. Pamela starts to come hard, her whole body vibrating beneath me, her teeth clenched and her eyes screwed shut as she rides the waves of her orgasm, her sex squeezing my dick as it pulsates in climax. Burying my length inside her, I hold on once again and enjoy the ride, her perfect body flexed and her toes curled, her body wobbling as she tries to hold on before collapsing to the bed, still shaking, with me still inside her, not letting her escape until her orgasm in finished.







 Twitching and jerking, Pamela finally does the time out signal with her hands and I release my grip on her hair, her body completely melted under me, now totally undone by orgasm. Panting and laughing, she moans in pleasure as she gyrates her ass for me, my cock still deep inside her sex.







 Kissing her, softly now, on the side of her face I can see, and along her neck and shoulders, I slowly pump into her, fucking her gently, my own orgasm unhad, but taking my time on her, waiting for her rush to die down before speeding things back up.







 Squirming underneath me, I get off her and roll her over, holding her legs wide as I plunge back into her, her breasts flowing back and forth to my thrusts, watching her pussy as it swallows my cock, her drenched lips stretching as I pull out, her pussy reluctant to let me go. Speeding up again, I lean in and put my weight on her, kissing her boobs and sucking her nipples, Pamela’s hands scratching up and down my back as I get closer and closer to orgasm. Feeling my balls tighten, I fuck her hard and fast before pulling out and quickly moving up, grabbing her hair and holding her head as I start coming, my dick spasming and sending a salvo of hot come splashing all over her eager face, her mouth open, ready to taste my seed. Grunting, I jerk myself off as I come, my dick spitting rope after rope of thick jizz to land on her face, Pamela writhing in pleasure on the bed as I paste her. Finished, I pant and watch as she licks the come from her lips and wipes it from her face, sucking greedily at her come soaked fingers afterwards, then, her fingers clean, she grabs my cock and starts sucking it, drawing out every last drop of my jizz, making me twitch and buck as her mouth slurps on my now ultra-sensitive post orgasm knob. Laughing at how I keep spasming involuntarily as she teases my dick with her mouth, she licks my balls to calm me down and kisses them, her soft lips sending shivers of pleasure through my freshly juices plums.







 I let go of her hair and we collapse to the bed, a light sheen of sweat making us shine in the daylight. Her head on my chest, I stroke her hair as I come down from my high, my balls throbbing from having two orgasms so close together. Wrapping a leg around my thigh, I feel her hot, moist sex pressing against me and hold her tighter, kissing the top of her head, her hair smelling luxuriant.







 “So...how long before you tell your friend on the phone that you did end up fucking ‘him’?” I ask her, a smile in my voice.







 “Haha, honestly, about two seconds after you’ve gone,” Pamela answers, rolling over to look at me, her massive naturals resting on me, their heat warming my skin, “Which I hope isn’t for a while yet though.” She adds, grabbing my cock playfully.







 Looking at her smoking hot MILF body and knowing it won't be too long before I’m hard again, I smile back, “I think I could be convinced to stay a little longer, Pamela.”







 As she snuggles up close to me, I say a silent thank you to any gods that might be listening while Pamela curls up around me to doze off, presumably before she takes me for another ride…







END
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