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 “Go on Brad, it’ll be fun!”







 “Really?” I ask in disbelief, my girlfriend Anne patting my leg while we sit in the park, enjoying the nice day, “You’re mom strikes me as 100% city girl though.”







 “Exactly, it’d be great to get her out of her comfort zone.”







 “I see what you mean but going from the city to proper camping is a bit of a jump,” I reply, Anne having got it into her head that me taking her mom camping for the weekend while she’s away is a great idea, part of me secretly wondering if she really just wants me to do it to ensure her mom is there to keep an eye on me.







 “She’ll love it, I’m sure. And you two can get to know each other a little better.”







 “Well, if she says yes, then I’m in,” I say, figuring it’s pretty unlikely that Kim will want to go camping, away from all the creature comforts of home. Not that I’m against the idea, Kim is a total and utter bombshell Asian MILF that I’ve fantasized about from the day I first laid eyes on her, although I’ve ever admitted that to Anne.







 “Excellent! She already agreed to it yesterday,” Anne says in a tone that would normally accompany someone saying ‘checkmate’, “She off grabbing a few things that I said you didn’t have. She’s been researching camping. On the internet.







 “Ah,” I say, an image of my 4x4 loaded to the brim with stuff Kim wants to bring, “I feel like that word...
 glamping
 is going to be on my lips soon.”







 “Yeah I’d say so too,” Anne responds, laughing at my expression.







 “Any particular reason she decided she did want to do this?”







 “I’ve noticed since her 45th birthday last month, she’s been very reflective about things she hasn’t done or tried, so I think this might be part of that. But I really do think she’ll have fun, and she
 does
 like you, even though you don’t talk that much.”







 Happy to hear that Kim likes me, I nod my head, starting to look forward to the weekend. I’ll be out camping, which I love, and I’ll be hanging out with a smoking hot woman, even if all I’ll be able to do is look but not touch her amazing curves. And I’ll earn some good karma with Anne who would be away anyway. All in all, it looks like a win/win.







* * *







 A few days later and the word glamping flashes through my mind for the hundredth time as I make the many trips from Kim’s house to my 4x4, my arms loaded with all her new camping toys, most of which I’ve never seen in person at a campsite.







 Eventually finding a way to get everything in, I close the back and return inside, Anne and Kim in the middle of saying their goodbyes.







 “How’d you go?” Anne asks with a smile.







 “Yeah, it’s all in there, not sure how much of it you’re actually going to need though, Kim,” I say with a wink.







 “Better to have and not need than to need and not have,” Kim says good-naturedly, the two of us in the vehicle and driving to our destination 15 minutes later.







 About a 2-hour drive in total, the multiple story buildings giving way to suburbia before melting into homes that get fewer and further between, our conversation is light and non-consequential, Kim spending a lot of her time looking out the window, commenting that it’s been a few years since she ever came out this far at one point.







 Getting off the paved roads and heading into the forest, I notice an almost innocent keenness in Kim, catching her with her mouth open a few times, Kim closing it with a giggle every time I catch her. Happy to see her enjoying herself, I take us deeper and deeper, a nice spot in mind, almost guaranteed to be empty.







 Turning off the already almost overgrown track and following a thin path, the trees closing in on either side of my 4x4, I come to a small clearing, old-growth surrounded us, the sounds of birds filling our ears as I turn the ignition off and crack my door open.







 “Here we go,” I say, stepping out and looking around, the site not looking much different than the last time I saw it, perhaps 6-7 months ago.




 “Here we go?” Kim says, stepping out and looking around, the ring of blue sky high above us, the deep green of the leaves creating its border.







 “Yep,” I say, enjoying her inexperience and walking to the back of my 4x4, ready to start the set-up process.







 “But this area is barely a few times the size of your car?”







 “Can’t go camping in the forest without expecting to see a few trees, Kim,” I say good-naturedly, Kim poking her tongue out at me before grinning.







 “Ok, ok, I get it. Well, how can I help?” Kim asks, joining me at the back of the car.







 “I’m alright here. Are you comfortable with gathering a few sticks for a fire later?”







 “Of course, I’m not made of porcelain,” Kim replies with a grin, keen to show me she’s willing to get her hands dirty.







 “Cool, well that would be a big help,” I say as I start to tug the large tent out, having made sure to pack it near the top of all the other stuff.







 Large enough to
 almost
 stand in, I brought this tent along figuring it would give Kim a bit of room, thinking she probably doesn’t need to have her first camping experience in the sort of tent I would normally use: little more than an oversized weatherproof sleeping bag, basically used just for that, sleeping in and little else.







 Not the fanciest brand of larger tent, but good enough for this mild time of year when super-cold nights aren't a thing, I’m happy with it when I’m done, checking out my handiwork as Kim returns with another small pile of sticks, adding them to her neat pile.







 “Ooh, nice tent, Brad!” Kim says, coming over and joining me, “Is this what you and Anne usually use?”







 “No, I got this one for you, our one is pretty tiny but really rugged. It’ll be down the bottom somewhere,” I say, pointing at the 4x4, “That’s where I keep it.”







 “I hope you didn’t spend too much?”







 “Don’t worry about it, I wanted your first time to not be your last.”







 “Well thank you. How’s that for firewood?” Kim asks, gesturing at the small, neat pile.







 “Great start!” I say encouragingly.







 “Great start? That’s not enough?”







 “There’s probably half an hour of burn there, but that’s ok, I can start grabbing some bigger stuff while you play with your new toys if you want?” I say, having no urge to try and figure out half the stuff she brought, still wrapped in plastic.







 “Ohh, sounds good!” Kim says, rubbing her hands together and walking to the back of the 4x4, rummaging through her things while I go get some wood, enjoying the sounds of nature around me.







 After about 20 minutes, a strange burning smell hits my nostrils, but not a wooden smell, very acrid and unpleasant. My arms full anyway, I head back to camp, the smell getting stronger as I approach, wondering if Kim has lit a butane cooker while still wrapped or something, the truth considerably more dramatic.







 “I’m so sorry! It went up like a match! It wasn’t even a minute! I couldn’t stop it!” Kim says as I look at the charred skeleton of the tent, its thin frame crackling, completely bare of skin, the odd tiny puddle of smoking goo on the ground all that remains of it.







 “Don’t worry about it, Kim, are you ok?” I ask, dropping the wood and checking on her, making sure she isn’t burnt.







 “Yes I’m fine, I just feel really stupid. We’ve hardly been here and I’ve already ruined everything!”







 “No you haven’t, don’t worry about it. It was a cheap tent. Probably why it went up like a pair of nylon socks,” I say, wanting to reassure her, the tent genuinely meaning nothing to me, “What actually happened?”







 “I wanted to test out my...
 portable kerosene cooker
 ,” Kim explains, pausing as she remembers what it was called, but I knocked it over and the tent just went woosh!”







 “Bummer. But the main thing is you’re ok and the tent burnt too quickly to spread,” I say, looking around and above just to confirm I’m correct, no smoke visible anywhere other than the odd goo-puddle.







 “You must think I’m an idiot.”







 “Not at all, it could have just as easily happened to me.” I say, feeling bad for how crestfallen she seems, “Well, we should probably empty some water over the remains, clean up what we can and pack up I guess.







 “We can’t go back!” Kim burst out, surprising me.







 “Why not?”







 “I can’t let Anne know how badly I messed up! I’m supposed to be camping! And you said you have a spare tent, yes?”







 “I’d hardly call it a tent, Kim. We would be...
 very cozy
 inside it together,” I say, trying to tell her we’d be basically spooning whether she liked it or not in its confines.






 “I don’t care about that, it’s just for sleeping in, yes? So we’ll be asleep anyway. And if anything I can say I actually went proper camping when we get back,” Kim says, her mind made up.







* * *







 A little later, the tent set up after digging it out from underneath all of Kim’s stuff, a couple of folding chairs opened and placed on the earth, we sit and enjoy the view, both of us holding a hot coffee, courtesy of the small fire I built afterward.







 “I think I get it,” Kim says after 10 minutes or so of the two of us being silent.







 “Pardon?”







 “I think I get it.
 This
 . It’s amazing, isn’t it? I listened and listened and I couldn’t hear one man-made noise. Other than perhaps the campfire, technically, because you did that.”







 “Sounds like you have got it, Kim,” I say with a grin, happy to be here to witness her mini-revelation.







 “The...uhh...the tent really is very small, isn’t it?” Kim says, her voice a little hesitant.







 “Haha, I did say. I’m happy to sleep in the car and give you the tent. Or vice versa.”







 “Sleeping in a car is horrible, you don’t really get a proper rest and feel like crap the next day. You wouldn’t be comfortable sleeping in the car either surely? You’re at least a foot taller than me,” Kim asks, looking at me.







 “Well, I mean…”







 “Say no more, I saw your face. You’re being polite but it’s obvious you’d wake up feeling terrible. No, I burnt down the tent so I can deal with the consequences,” Kim says with finality.







 Secretly happy she didn’t take up my offer to sleep in the car, I feel myself getting excited and looking forward to snuggling up close to Kim tonight, the confines of the tent meaning I won’t be able to help but be pressed against her. Spooning her at any other time would be the height of inappropriateness, but tonight, simple necessity, my cock stirring as my imagination starts to fill in blanks.







* * *







 A few hours later and with the daylight rapidly draining out of the sky and the heat ebbing away, not too freezing but certainly enough to make our breath start to be visible, Kim yawns, stretching her arms, her large natural breasts jutting out as I enjoy the view.







 “Just about bedtime yes?” Kim asks, rubbing her eyes.







 “Yeah, it’s feeling like that.”







 “Great. Can you give me my sleeping bag and I’ll crawl in first if you don’t mind?”







 “Sure, what does it look like?”







 “What?”







 “Your sleeping bag.”







 “I don’t know, whatever one you have for me,” Kim says, looking at me like I’m playing with her.







 “You didn’t bring a sleeping bag?”







 “No, I thought you did.”







 “I brought the double that Anne and I sleep in, but I thought you grabbed your own when you got all that other stuff.”







 “So there’s no sleeping bag for me?”







 “Sorry, just the one.”







 “Ok. Well, I suppose it doesn’t make much of a difference, we’re going to be like sardines anyway, haha,” Kim says, seeing the funny side, “Please hand me that one and I’ll get in first.”







 Fetching the large sleeping bag, Kim crawls into the tent on hands and knees, my eyes on her ass in the dying light, listening to her lay it out before getting inside, some more shuffling following as she takes off her pants and top, placing them near the entrance of the tent, my cock twitching as I realize I’m going to be pressed against a Kim in just her underwear.







 Breathing deep and trying to stay calm, I wait a few minutes and then crawl into the tent, closing up before unzipping my side of the bag and getting carefully in, the tent very small, unable to not brush against and bump into Kim multiple times, my brushings against her telling me she’s on her side, facing away from me as I strip down to my boxers and slide in, pulling the zip up, laying on my back, my entire left side pressed against her, the swift mounds of her ass pressing into my thigh, Kim shifting to try and not press so hard against me but unable to move away, the sleeping bag designed for cozy warmth, not extra leg-room.







 Trying to be polite, I turn away, but that just makes our butts press together almost comically, Kim laughing into the dark after a few moments, her shoulder blades against my back, feeling her shake as she chuckles. My cock starting to swell, her warmth and close proximity making a hard-on all but a certainty from the start.







 “It’s like when you try to walk around someone but they move the same way you do, embarrassing but for no real reason,” Kim says, “I think with how narrow this is we’ll get the most room each if we’re both on our sides but facing the same way.







 “Like spooning?”







 “Yes, but I didn’t want to say that word because it has certain connections sexually and I’m embarrassed enough as it is,” Kim replies with a giggle, “But since you said it. Big spoon or little spoon, Brad?”







 Knowing that if I choose big spoon I’ll be poking Kim in the ass with my growing cock, I stay as I am and answer, “Little spoon,”







 “Ok,” Kim says, rolling over in parts until facing me, her breath on the back of my neck, her unrestrained breasts pressed to my back, the curve of her crotch following the curve of my ass, her thighs against mine, her feet brushing my calves, my whole body tingling as this stunning MILF spoons me, my cock pulsating madly just inches away from her, feeling like she must be almost able to her it throbbing in the quiet confines of the tent.







 Putting her lower arm under the pillow, she rests the other one on my arm.







 “You don’t mind, do you? I just don’t know where else to put it that feels comfortable.”







 “No, of course not,” I say quietly, laying there with my girlfriend’s mom spooning against me, her hand on my arm, my cock raging as I feel her warmth and breath in, enjoying her vanilla scent and her breath on my neck, a few strands of her hair tickling me.







 A few minutes later, the two of us laying in silence, Kim speaks again into the dark.







 “Sorry to be a pain, but can we swap spoons? I’m not used to laying on my right side.”







 “Uhh, ok,” I say, wondering what to do about my pulsating cock, tenting my boxers.







 Shifting and moving, we start to roll over in the tight confines of the sleeping bag, trying my best to arch my back enough to keep my cock from poking Kim but to no avail, my knob brushing against her again and again as I try to get comfortable, feeling my glans press between her cheeks as my cock pokes straight out. Eventually, unable to think of anything else, I simply reach down and point it upward, my length now running along the crack of her full ass, but at least no longer trying to push its way through her underwear.







 “Sorry,” I whisper in her ear, knowing she must know.







 “It’s ok, I know you guys don’t have any real control over it when they decide to make an appearance,” Kim whispers back, my cock literally throbbing against her.







 “Thanks,” I whisper, my face burning, every tiny movement Kim makes sending a bolt of pleasure through my cock, my shaft the hotdog and her amazing ass the bun.







 “Since I guess you probably can’t get any more embarrassed, can I just say something, Brad?”







 “Of course.”







 “If it makes you feel any better, it feels like the
 biggest one
 I’ve ever encountered, so at least you have nothing to be embarrassed about there,” Kim says softly, shifting ever so slightly but still making me want to grunt with pleasure, every nerve of my shaft turned up to 11, my entire body perfectly still, not wanting this to end.







 “Thanks.”







 “And again, since this is about as embarrassing as it can get anyway, can I ask: is that because of me?”







 “Uhhh, yeah, yeah it is actually,” I admit, not seeing any point in lying, my head almost dizzy anyway with lust, the warm, soft body of Kim pressed against me making me almost foam with need.







 “Hmmm,” Kim says quietly before going silent for a minute, although it feels much longer for me as I lay there, throbbing between her cheeks, her perfumed figure pressed to mine.







 “He’s...he’s probably not going to go away for a while yet, is he?” Kim asks eventually in barely a whisper.







 “No, probably not,” I admit, likely to have this hard-on until I somehow manage to fall asleep, if indeed I even
 can
 fall asleep, my whole body extremely awake right now.







 “Normally you’d probably just have sex, or you know...take care of yourself, rather than lie there all frustrated, I imagine,” Kim continues.







 “Haha, yeah,” I answer quietly, my laugh a mixture of nervousness talking about this with my girlfriend’s mom and excitement, the two of us all alone in the middle of nowhere, her ass’s every tiny movement making my cock jolt with pleasure, my length snugly wedged between her full cheeks.







 “You probably won’t be able to sleep with him like that, making you all frustrated and uncomfortable, and it
 is
 my fault that you don’t have any privacy,” Kim says, seemingly as much to herself as to me before continuing.







 “I tell you what, Brad, I’ll pretend I can’t feel him and you can do what you need to do to be able to relax, if you know what I mean. Otherwise we’ll be laying here awkwardly for hours, judging by just how hard...and
 big
 he is,” Kim says, her voice a soft whisper bordering on a purr.







 My head spinning, I figure I
 must
 have misinterpreted her words.







 “I’m sorry Kim, what do you mean, I’m not sure?”







 “I mean you can touch yourself, Brad, I won’t mind. Reach down and take care of him, I promise I won’t say anything, it’ll be like I’m not here, then we can get some sleep,” Kim says, putting it so plainly I can’t possibly read it in any other way.







 “Ummm, are you sure?” I ask, my cock already doubling its pulsating between her perfect ass cheeks, eager to be stroked to orgasm.







 “Yes, very. It’s the least I can do,” Kim says softly into the tent.







 “Ok,” I say, my hand almost trembling as I reach down and try to get a good grasp of my shaft, trying to pull my butt back enough that I have a decent amount of room between my cock and Kim’s ass so I have jerking-off room.







 After a couple of awkward minutes where I can’t get a good angle to jerk off, my hand constantly tapping into Kim’s ass as I try to pump, Kim reaches behind herself and puts her hand over mine, taking it from my cock and putting it on her waist.







 “Hang on, we need to change tactics otherwise we’ll be here all night,” Kim says with a soft chuckle, her delicate hand over mine, “Now, this felt good, didn’t it?” Kim asks, once again pressing her ass against my crotch, my cock taking position between her warm cheeks, Kim pressing until it’s very snugly jammed between them.







 “Y...Yeah,” I say, a pleasure overload shooting through my knob.







 “Ok, so you stay still and I’m going to just happen to move my ass like this,” Kim purrs softly, starting to move her ass up and down my shaft, jerking me off with her full ass, an involuntary gasp escaping me as I get more pleasure from this dry hump than I normally would from actual sex, “Nothing wrong, I’m just shifting to get comfortable and you just happen to be very close,” Kim says softly, grinding her ass up and down my shaft, my balls aching with need as I pulsate between her cheeks, pre-come trickling from my glans.







 “And if something should happen while I’m doing this,” Kim says in a whisper, getting faster and faster, “Well it can be our little secret,” her hand clamping harder over mine as she feels me gripping her waist tighter, my balls rising.







 “
 Ungh! Ungh! Oh my god! Oh my god!
 ” I grunt, unable to stop myself as I start to come, my hips rubbing against her as Kim jerks me off with her ass, muy come splashing inside my boxers, making my cock all wet and sticky in my hot load, Kim still grinding, my shaft wedged between her amazing ass and my body, feeling my come soak through my fabric and into hers, the back of Kim’s panties sticky as she continues to milk me, my orgasm sudden and hard, feeling my body jerk and shudder as I try to cover my girlfriend’s mom’s ass in semen, holding her tight, Kim’s hand clamped over mine.







 Slowly down, her hand rubbing mine, we lay there, my breath sounding loud now in the tent, my cock slowly wilting between her ass cheeks.







 “There we go, that should make sleep a bit easier,” Kim purrs, patting my hand but not taking it off.







 Laying there, wondering how I’ll ever be able to sleep after having the most amazing orgasm of my life, I actually do nod off soon after, my boxers full of my come, my crotch still pressed into Kim’s full ass.







* * *







 Waking up the next morning, the narrow spot beside me where Kim slept empty, I rub my eyes and look out the open flap of the tent into a day that looks bright and warm, the memory of what happened just before sleep last night hitting me as I fidget with my cock, feeling it glued to the inside of my boxers.








 Holy shit, that really happened!
 I think to myself as I crawl out of the tent and put on my shorts, spotting Kim over by the 4x4, unwrapping one of her camping gadgets, dressed in fresh clothes, her shorts short and tight, her top white and clinging to her body, her breasts large and pendulous, obviously unrestrained, her nipples creating two very distinct points of interest, the dark of her areolas visible through the thin light fabric.







 “Morning, sleepy,” Kim says as she fishes out the instruction pamphlet from looks like a miniature plastic version of a beer keg.







 Her attitude completely normal, as if I wasn’t blowing a load practically over her ass last night, I decide to be the same.







 “Morning, what’s that do?”







 “This? It’s a mini-washing machine! You put your underwear in, add some detergent and water and give it a shake!” Kim answers, looking impressed with the ‘device’.







 “That’s pretty cool,” I say, not having the heart to tell her any old container would do the same thing without the price tag.







 “Good thing I bought it too, my panties were a little sticky this morning, around the back area…” Kim says, giving me a grin and a wink.







 “Ah, yeah. About that,” I start, wanting to try and explain myself if Kim is going to talk bout it.







 “Don’t worry about it, Brad. It was what it was. And I’d be lying if I didn’t admit it was more than a little exciting, having a handsome young man so hard because of me, feeling just how in need he was as you throbbed against me. It’s been a while for me, you know.”







 “Oh? Umm, well, so everything is still good between us?”







 “Of course! We’re two humans with biological urges, I can hardly get angry at a young man for getting an erection, it’s basically what you do. We didn’t really do anything, You lay there and I twerked for a minute” Kim answers with a smile, placing her panties from last night into the container, “You want to maybe add your underwear? It felt like a lot of semen came out, just between you and me. Pun intended.”







 Taking a second, I laugh when the joke lands, Kim showing a side I’d not yet encountered, seeming more bubbly and youthful today than normal. Perhaps knowing a man half her age had the hots for her was a bit of a fountain of youth or something, Kim reminding me more of Anne than ever before, but with fuller, more seductive curves.







 The rest of the day passing by nicely, the sex talk seemingly finished for the time being, we walk and explore the local area, building up an appetite for the afternoon, some basic but hearty food cooked over the fire, my eyes lingering on Kim’s unrestrained breasts, wondering if she’s just doing it for comfort or toying with me a little bit too, a cheeky smile crossing her face once or twice when she catches me after staring too long, never admonishing me, apparently enjoying the attention.







 “So, what do you do for a shower?” Kim asks after we’ve eaten, sitting in our chairs and enjoying the lack of noise.







 “Bucket of nearly hot water, scrub the bits that need scrubbing normally,” I answer, my camping trips usually lasting only 2-3 days and so having never felt the need for the extra weight of a portable shower.







 “I figured so. Good thing I got this,” Kim says, getting up and going to the 4x4 and rummaging around before grunting as she pulls out a decent-sized box.







 Getting up and coming over, I already know it’s a portable shower, having packed it. To be honest it looks like it’s going to be kind of flimsy but I’m keen to try it out.







 Unpacking and putting it together, it’s as basic as you would imagine, water slowly heating on the fire to eventually fill the tank, the daylight starting to seep out of the sky.







 The water finally ready, I fill the tank for Kim and sit back down, Kim stepping into the tiny circle of curtain and stripping off before turning the valve, giving out a little squeal as the not quite warm enough water hits her before she laughs at her own squeal.







 A few minutes later, wrapped in a towel, Kim exits the shower and dives into the tent, shivering, her teeth chattering.







 “I left about half the water for you, Brad,” Kim says from the tent, the evening setting in.







 Using the shower, I have to admit that it’s a nice little bit of added comfort, once the initial shock of the water subsides, my teeth chattering as I turn off the water and wrap my towel around myself, heading for the tent and realizing that Kim is naked in there, her towel at the foot of the tent.







 Crawling in, Kim smiles at me, in the sleeping bag, the edge pulled up to her chin.







 “Close the door, Brad, it’s chilly!”







 Zipping up the tent, knowing she’s naked and with what happened last night, I feel my cock already begin to harden in anticipation, dabbing at myself before sliding into the sleeping bag from my side, zipping it up as well, our naked freshly scrubbed skin buzzing with electricity as we brush and rub against each other, unable to help it once again in the tiny confines of the sleeping bag.







 Figuring there’s no point trying to deny or hide it, I turn to Kim.







 “Sorry in advance, Kim, I’m already hard.”







 “No need to apologize for an erection, Brad. Even from the most platonic point of view possible, this is a pretty saucy little predicament,” Kim says, her teeth still chattering, her face inches from mine, our shoulders pressed together, the sleeping bag simply too small for us to both lay flat side by side comfortably, “I’m freezing! Can we spoon? I’m happy to act like I can’t feel him, I just need some warmth right now,” Kim adds, rolling onto her side away from me, her soft bare ass pressing against my thigh, her skin so flawless as it rubs against me.







 Rolling onto my side, less stressed about it than last night, I press my body to Kim’s, Kim slotting into me perfectly, our height differences making us the perfect spooning couple, one arm under the pillow the other lightly placed on her waist.







 Pressing against me, my cock slots between her ass cheeks, red hot and throbbing, Kim squirming a little as she finds her comfy spot, putting her hand over mine and pulling, bringing my hand to her stomach, wanting me to hug her and warm her quicker.







 “Wow, you forget just how hot they get!” Kim says in a quiet voice she wiggles her ass against my shaft, “If your forehead was that hot it would be time to get you to a hospital! Haha, feels perfect right now though,” Kim adds, rubbing her hand over mine as I hug and spoon her, her fragrant hair in my face a little, her back pressed against my chest and stomach, feeling simply amazing, every nerve of my body tingling to have such a desirable feminine body touching mine, my balls aching to come inside her, my shaft pulsating in agreement.







 Laying there together, our breathing the only sounds, we slowly warm back up, the tent and us filling with heat, Kim’s fingers interlocked with mine, it feeling like the most natural thing in the world as we lay there, not quite dozing but not wide awake either, simply...enjoying each other.







 “Can I tell you something, Brad?” Kim whispers after a while, the tent dark, the two of us in a warm little cozy world.







 “Of course,” I answer softly, feeling her thumb stroking my hand where our fingers are interlaced.







 “Last night, after you got what you needed and went to sleep, I had to finish myself off before I could sleep. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d felt so horny, feeling you throbbing against me, so big and so hard, coming for me just because I rubbed my ass against it, knowing that I made you so excited, it excited me too.”







 “That’s very exciting,” I admit softly, my lips close to her ear, my cock like steel between her warm cheeks.







 “I find you very attractive, Brad,” Kim says, in the tone of admission, like she’s afraid to say it.







 “I feel the same way about you, Kim,” I say softly into her ear, Kim’s thumb still rubbing against me in the dark.







 Sighing softly, Kim seems to like hearing this, laying quietly for a little longer.







 “I want to show you something,” she says eventually, guiding my hand on her stomach down, sliding over the soft triangle of her downy pubes, and to her sex, which is absolutely drenched with lust, “You’ve made me so wet, Brad. I...I haven’t needed it so badly in years,” she says in a low whisper, pushing my fingers, guiding them to slip between her slick lips and into her slit, feeling her warm as my fingertips enter her, gasping as I feel myself doing something I never imagined I would get to, Kim rubbing my fingers with hers, lifting her leg a little to give me better access to her yearning sex.







 Sliding in and out shallowly, I circle my fingers around the bulge of her hood, teasing out her clit, feeling Kim shudder as I make contact, a low moan escaping her. Bringing my lips closer, I kiss her ear, Kim immediately turning her head to face me better as I lift my head and kiss her cheek before our mouths press together, our tongues dipping into one another as I rub and swirl around her swollen clit.







 Staying on my side, Kim shifts and lays onto her back, our mouths still locked together, tasting one another, my upper leg laying over hers as my fingers continue to play with her sex, Kim gyrating with pleasure against me, her hand clamped over mine, her other reaching around to hold the back of my head, holding our faces tight together as we kiss wildly.







 Alternating between fingering and clit stimulating her, I push my fingers in and rub my palm against her clit at the same time, Kim’s moan’s and ecstatic squirming telling me I’ve found her buttons, breathing into my mouth hotly and vice versa.







 Faster and faster, feeling her body tremble and shake, I continue to rub her this way, Kim grunting into my mouth louder and louder, her grip on my head getting tighter and tighter, her hand clamped over mine, feeling her shudder.







 Suddenly, her nails in my neck, she starts to grunt wildly, her entire body jerking as her climax hits her, feeling her shake, her legs flexing hard, her hand gripping mine as I continue, feeling her vibrate next to me, the two of us still kissing, Kim’s breathing storming from her nostrils, holding me tight as her sex coats my hand in her lust, suddenly thrashing and writhing in pleasure, breaking off from our kiss to moan loudly into the night, still holding me tight, her body shaking.







 “
 Oh my god! Oh my fucking god!
 ” Kim pants into the tent, her fingers relaxing on my neck, her other hand over mine moving up to wipe at her face.







 Kissing her cheek, sliding my fingers out of her slowly, I smile into the dark, feeling proud of myself for making such a stunning MILF come so hard.







 Feeling her hand on my leg, Kim grabs my cock, jerking me off rapidly, pulling my face back down to hers, kissing me deeply while her soft hand pistons up and down my length, feeling her squirm underneath me in excitement as she strokes my length.







 Taking her mouth from mine, I feel her sweet breath on my face as she stares at me in the dark.







 “
 Would you like to come, Brad? Would you like to shoot your big load all over me? Cover me in your hot come with this big fat dick of yours?
 ” Kim purrs, pulling me faster and faster.







 “
 Yes,
 ” I pant, her skilled hand making my pleasure levels quickly skyrocket, my balls lifting and getting tight as I imagine pasting her soft belly with my load, Kim kissing at my chin and throat as she tugs faster.







 “
 Come for me, Brad! Come for me! Give it to me, let me feel it splashing all over me, I want it!
 ” Kim purrs, her hand a blur.







 Grabbing at her breasts, I squeeze and caress them, my hips thrusting as I feel myself getting close, Kim purring and encouraging me to blow, pressed against her, my red hot cock in her tight little hand.







 “
 Ungh! Fuck! Ungh fuck yes!
 ” I start grunting as I come, Kim moaning happily as she feels splat after heavy splat of come splash over her belly and mons, coating her pubes in my sticky load, my cock pulsating wildly in her hand, each throb launching another rope of semen, feeling myself jitter against her as I vibrate in orgasm, my hand latched to Kim’s breasts, leaning in to kiss her deeply as I paste her in my hot cream.







 Burying my head into the side of her neck and panting, Kim caresses my head and kisses my neck, her other hand caressing mine as I hold her breast, before she slides it down and rubs my come with her fingers, purring as she feels just how much I had for her.







 Recovered, draped over her as she lays there, we caress and explore each other’s bodies with our fingertips, not speaking, the dark of the night and the silence of the forest all around us.







 Eventually, shifting position, Kim gets me to lay on my back while she takes the position of laying on her side, one warm thigh draped over mine, her burning sex pressed against me, her arm wrapped around me, her hand running up and down my stomach while she rests her head on my chest, listening to her heartbeat while I kiss the top of her head and smell her hair, my arm around her, holding her tight.







 “This has been the best night of my life in many years, Brad,” Kim says after a while, her fingertips toying with my chest hair.







 “Me too,” I say truthfully, the orgasm Kim coaxed out of me with just her hand better than any sex I’ve ever had.







 “But if I’m honest, I’m still feeling a certain pressure...down there, if you know what I mean,” Kim purrs, her hand sliding down my body and grasping my cock, pulling it gently, feeling it twitch in her hand as she brings it back to life, her fingers and palm so soft, her caress so sensual, my balls tingling as she traces her fingertips over them before going back to jerking me off.







 “Mmm, I think I do,” I answer quietly, stroking her breasts as she lay against me, her nipples erect and firm.







 Moving up my body, Kim brings her mouth to mine, kissing me deeply as her hand continues to make me hard, my cock soon fully swollen, throbbing urgently in her hand as we swap saliva, her pink tongue darting in and out of my mouth playfully, my hand full of perfect breast.







 Shifting, her mouth still pressed to mine, Kim straddles me, her burning pussy pressed to my stomach, feeling her slick lust as she grinds against me, her hand behind her back and still jerking me off, her other hand in my hair, holding it as she kisses me deeper.







 Without a word, I feel her lowering herself, my hot knob pressing against her lips, her pussy spreading as it slowly engulfs my cock, Kim letting go of my shaft to hold my head in both hands, her kiss getting even more passionate as we both moan, her hot, tight pussy gripping my shaft in a velvet hug, my hands sliding around her to hold her full ass, squeezing her cheeks as she continues to impale herself on me, laying on top of me, her breasts rubbing against my chest.







 Breaking off from our kiss, Kim throws her head back, moaning with pleasure as she starts to grind back and forth, riding my throbbing dick deep.







 “
 God! It’s so fucking big inside me!
 ” She grunts as she holds my head and slides up and down, her pussy so tight around my girth it takes my breath away, barely able to just hold on to her perfect ass and enjoy the ride, feeling her flex her ass with every thrust, riding me well, taking every inch of me, coating me in her slick lust.







 Fucking my girlfriend’s mom, holding her ass as she basically has her way with me, I take a hand from her ass and grab her head, pulling it back down to kiss her, our tongues going crazy, my need to be pressed into and against this woman as hard as possible the strongest feeling I’ve ever had, my cock jerking as it throbs inside her, feeling her juices trickle down over my balls, the two of us writhing in ecstasy in the small sleeping bag, the wet sliding of my cock as it fucks her audible in the quiet tent, Kim biting at my lip as I thrust up into her, giving her everything I’ve got.







 Grinding on me, her mons against mine, Kim shudders and rocks back and forth, moaning into my mouth as we fuck, her pussy convulsing around my length as I feel her movements get jerkier.







 Riding and sliding faster and faster, Kim suddenly starts to pant into my mouth, holding my head hard as she grunts it orgasm, her pelvis trembling and her ass squeezing tight as her climax hits, her body shaking as I hold her tight, my cock fully buried inside her, Kim grinding back and forth desperately, each thrust coming with another grunt, her pussy soaking my lap in its lust, squeezing my shaft tight as it twitches in release.







 Panting and smothering me in kisses, Kim rocks to a slower pace, her orgasm over, her breath ragged, her soft lips exploring my face, her breath hot and sweet.







 “
 Oh thank you thank you thank you! Oh my god thank you!
 ” Kim purrs softly into my ear as she lays on me, starting to ride me faster again, her hands holding my shoulders as she pistons upland down me.







 Holding her ass with one hand, my other holding her back, I start to pump her up and down my body, my cock full and begging for its own release.







 Fucking her faster and faster, Kim moaning with pleasure, she kisses and bites at me, holding me tight.







 “
 Yes Brad, yes! Give it to me! I can feel him throbbing! Fill me! Fill me with your hot young come!
 ” Kim purrs into my ear, her words going straight to my cock and making it jerk in need.







 Holding her tight, I start to roll over, getting her underneath me, Kim holding me tight and purring with pleasure as she feels me taking over, my hands under her ass as I piston into her, grunting with effort as I fuck her with everything I’ve got.







 “
 Yes! Fuck me! Yes! Give it to me! Fill me! I’m all yours, Brad! Fill me with your come!
 ” Kim purrs, holding me tight as I pound into her, kissing wildly at her face and neck, my cock pulsating and close to the edge.







 “
 Ungh! Fuck! Fuck yes, Kim! Fuck yes!
 ” I start to growl, my hands squeezing her ass as I push as deep as I can into her as I feel my cock start to spasm, shooting come deep inside Kim’s tight sex, Kim moaning as she feels me filling her, my come spraying her walls with semen, flooding her body with my load as I grip her tight and thrust, and thrust, and thrust, a seemingly never-ending orgasm as my cock pulsates again and again, the hardest and best climax I’ve ever had, Kim holding me tight as she takes everything I have for her, her body squeezing my length as she takes it deep.







 Shuddering with aftermath pleasure, I still hold her tight, breathing into her neck, my body twitching randomly, my knob feeling like it’s 11 out of 10 on the sensitivity scale as it sits inside her, her body gripping it firmly, Kim cooing softly, her hands stroking my back and ass, my balls aching in the best way possible, the best orgasm I’ve ever had still subsiding through me.







 “There you go, Brad. There you go. That was a big one, wasn’t it?” Kim says softly, stroking my head as I lay panting.







 “Yeah...I just...wow,” I say, too shaken with pleasure to form a meaningful sentence, her warm soft body underneath me.







 Eventually sliding out and off her, we swap again with me on my back and Kim wrapped around me, holding me close, my semen deep inside her even now, Ki resting her head on my chest while we caress each other, saying nothing and just enjoy the blissful aftermath until at some point, we both fall asleep.







* * *







 Waking up the next morning, Sunday, the day we’re due to return to Kim’s house, I wake up to once again find Kim already up and about, quietly packing things up and putting them away in the 4x4.







 Not 100% sure how to approach her, last night getting considerably more complicated than the night before, the fact that in a few hours I’ll be seeing Anne again making me feel mixed feelings. Although none of them are regret, I notice.







 “Morning, sleepyhead,” Kim says, giving me a smile as I crawl out of the tent and slip into some underwear, letting me see her take a look at my cock.







 “Morning,” I say, wondering if I should give her a morning kiss or not, my sense of what last night meant still not clear as I approach her, thinking if I get close maybe I’ll get a better sense of the mood.







 Turning to me, Kim helps clarify things by putting her arms around me, hugging me tight as she nuzzles her face into my chest before giving my butt a playful slap and looking up at me.







 “Would you like me to cook us some breakfast?” She asks before standing on her toes and giving me a quick kiss on the lips.







 “Uhh, yeah. That’d be great,” I reply, looking down into her eyes and thinking that if I didn’t already have one, this is the look a girlfriend gives you.







 Putting on some more clothes while Kim cooks, we sit together and eat afterward, Kim smiling at me randomly every now and then before speaking.







 “So, last night, huh?”







 “Umm, yeah. It was a pretty big night hey?” I reply.







 “Best night of my life, as I said, and that was
 before
 the mind-blowing sex!” Kim says back, chuckling.







 “Yeah. My orgasms were way above normal. It was...yeah,” I say, still unable to describe how great it was with words.







 “I’d say we were meant for each other, Brad. At least sexually, at any rate,” Kim says, looking at me fondly, “Your body and mine, the fir was so perfect. It just felt so…”







 “Right?” I ask, finishing her sentence, I think feeling what she’s feeling.







 “Yeah! Exactly. Now, I know you’re with Anne, and the last thing I’d ever want to do is hurt her, but the body wants what the body wants, and
 my
 body wants
 yours,
 Brad,” Kim says, watching me, “Last night felt too good to be a one-time thing. I’m going to need you to be with me again in the future. Do you think you can do that while being with Anne without things getting messy? Just some discreet fun when we need it?”







 The idea of Kim basically being my hot MILF fuck buddy seeming to have no downsides that my horny mind can think of, I nod.







 “I’d really like that too, Kim.”







 “I’m so happy to hear that, Brad!” Kim exclaims, coming over and giving me a kiss, “Now, let’s pack up, Anne will be expecting us in a few hours, but you never know, I might get a little hungry on the trip home and need to get some meat in my mouth while you drive.”







 The twinkle in her eye telling me that a blowjob while I’m driving is
 going
 to happen, I start packing up, excited for a future where I’ll be fucking my hot girlfriend and her even hotter MILF mom!







END
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