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CAMPING WITH MY GIRLFRIEND’S HOT MILF MOM

By


LEO MICHAELS


“Wow, great spot!” Both Kristy, my girlfriend, and Jocelyne, her Mom exclaimed as we crawl around a tight corner of trees in my 4x4, revealing our designated camping area.

Well off the beaten path, a friend of mine had confided to me about this spot, deep in the forest and rarely visited by other people, although still fairly accessible by (some) vehicles.

A small clearing of relatively flat ground had greeted us, surrounded by astonishingly tall redwoods, their straight trunks rising high into the clear blue sky above, their foliage making the sunlight dapple over us as I brought the 4x4 to a gentle stop.

Getting out, the first thing I noticed was the air, sharp and fresh, making me draw in a large breath involuntarily, my body eager to fill its lungs with the slightly sweet air. The rustle of the leave far above us and the sounds of nature an almost ambient background detail, we slowly walked around the clearing, enjoying the view between a few of the trees, leading our eyes downhill, our camping area about halfway up a vast mountain range.

Our planned homestead for the next 5 days, I start assessing where will be the best spot for our tent, picking a spot not too close to the faint evidence of where the last guests must have laid their campfire, it looking like a good spot for us too, some rocks bearing the sooty evidence of having been used as the campfire’s perimeter hiding along the edge of the clearing.

“This is amazing, Jake,” Kristy says to me with a smile, hugging me as she continues to look around in wonder.

“Yeah, 10 out of 10, Jake,” Jocelyne says, patting my shoulder as she stands with us, “Thanks for letting me tag along.”

“Nonsense, I’ve practically lived at your house for a year now, Jocelyne. You think I’m going to take Kristy away for a trip like this and leave you stuck at home alone? Think of it as a small thank you for all the dinners I haven’t had to cook.” I say in a playful way to Jocelyne. Knowing how much she loved camping, there was no way I wasn’t going to bring her, even though it would most likely mean no sex for Kristy and I. However
, I had consoled myself, it would mean 5 days closer than normal to Jocelyne
, and considering I’d quietly had a lust-fueled crush on her since I’d first laid eye on her hot MILF body, I was happy with that trade-off.

“Anyway,” I add, turning to the car, “I’d better get started on this tent…”

*   *   *

A few hours later and the three of us are sitting in our folding chairs, a cold drink resting in the armrest of each, the freshly rebuilt campfire crackling a few feet away, a medium-sized pile of firewood nearby, proof of our first expedition amongst the trees to find dry fuel.

Sipping my drink, I look over to my left where Kristy is sitting, scrolling through her phone, the reception weak but apparently good enough, and to her left, Jocelyne her eyes glued to her book, a small smile over her face and a slight flush coloring her cheeks.

Noticing me looking, Jocelyne glances up and gives me a smile before going back to her book, Kristy unmoving except her scrolling thumb. Feeling content in the early afternoon sun that makes it all the way down here between the trees, I lean forward, grabbing a small stick to add to the fire.


Be funny if Jocelyne was reading a sexy-book right here in front of us
, I think to myself as I try to surreptitiously look at its cover, the plain dustjacket giving nothing away. Thinking of Jocelyne getting aroused right now immediately has an effect on my own body, my cock twitching as I imagine her getting privately moist, so close by.

Crossing my legs as my cock grows, now it’s Jocelyne that looks over at me, her eyes darting for a split second to my crotch, an expression of secret curiosity on her face as I try to remain nonchalant, my eyes breaking from hers to enjoy the view and my thoughts attempting to reign in my body’s lusts, hoping to get my shaft under control before it becomes a full-blown erection, awkward and inconvenient.

With about as much success as emptying a sinking boat with a colander, my cock is soon at full strength, straining against my clothes and making me feel awkward as I try to discreetly shift myself into a position where it isn’t uncomfortable, a knowing-looking smile on Jocelyne’s face as she pointedly looks into her book, licking her finger to turn a page every minute or so.

Kristy, oblivious to the small play happening between her Mother and me, scrolls on while I sit with my cock throbbing, Jocelyne’s smile growing in increments, obviously aware that the young man sitting nearby has a raging boner in his pants, her glee at my mild embarrassment written all over her lips.

Trying to relax and get back into the view, I find that I can’t, my thoughts all coursing back to the hot MILF just a few yards away, my mind now convinced
 it’s a dirty book she’s reading, her pussy wet and dribbling with lust, begging for a hard cock to fill it. My imagination running wild as I think about her, naked and underneath me, as I fuck her deep, hearing her call my name as she grips my back and I plunge into her again and agai-

“Sorry?
 What was that?” As some part of me realizes my name has been called, my xxx daydream disappearing in an instant.

“I was wondering if you could get me another drink please, Jake,” Jocelyne repeats, the book on her lap.

“Oh, sure,” I say, curious as to why she would want me to get it, she’s not normally the type to ask someone else to do something she can do herself.

Standing up carefully, turning and hiding my cock from them, I see her eyes staring at my crotch and I understand she wants to catch me with an erection. I small buzz of sexual excitement courses through me as I fathom how Jocelyne is playing with me, her own lusts possibly heightened due to her smutty book, her inhibitions dulled.

A hand in my pocket, I walk over to the cooler and extract a drink, “Kristy? You want another one too?”

“No thanks,” Kristy answers quietly, not looking up from her phone.

Walking to Jocelyne, I hand her the drink, her eyes running up and down my frame openly, checking me out, my own eyes glancing at her novel, seeing that it’s plain. Well that’s just more suspicious, surely?
 I think to myself as Jocelyne thanks me, our fingers touching as she takes the drink from me.

Sitting back down, we watch as the sky slowly darkens, leading to us cooking our first meal over the fire, a little burnt in spots but otherwise very tasty, the evening becoming the night, the fire looking brighter and brighter as the temperature drops.

Eventually, it’s time for bed, with Kristy and myself letting Jocelyne go in first to get changed, all of us sharing the one tent, it being big enough to fit our double-sized camping mattress and a single for Jocelyne, but not much else.

A few minutes later and Kristy and I crawl in, Jocelyne already bundled in her sleeping bag, looking snug and cocooned. Sliding in a little awkwardly, Kristy and I get comfortable, with Kristy in the middle, between Jocelyne and I. The small tent already feels warm and safe, a nice little shelter from the increasingly cold elements outside.

A small lantern hangs from the ‘ceiling’, barely a few feet above us, Jocelyne reading her book in its mild light and Kristy taking out her phone once again, scrolling as she drapes a leg over mine, offering me as much as she’s most likely willing to with her Mom so close.

For me, this was always going to be the most awkward time when camping with Kristy’s Mom Jocelyne, lying there in the demi-silence, the outside world filtering in through the thin fabric walls of the tent. Usually, if I’m out with friends, you basically go to sleep when you’ve had enough to drink, crawling into your tent, and moments later snoring to the amusement of those still awake. But now I find myself lying here, a raging hard-on in my boxers I can’t do anything about and my girlfriend laying next to me, whom I’d normally be at least playfully fondling right now.

Instead, I lay with my eyes closed, listening to the barely audible sound of the two of them breathing, a few minutes later Kristy putting down her phone and snuggling up closer to me, Jocelyne reaching up to turn off the lantern barely a minute later, the three of us in the darkness, seeming to amplify the sounds from outside, our vision no longer detracting from our hearing.

My cock still throbbing, I drift off to sleep…

*   *   *

Waking up the next morning, I am of course greeted with my morning wood, the spot in the sleeping bag that should contain Kristy next to me bare. Sitting up, I can hear the sounds outside of cooking as Kristy and Jocelyne chat while they prepare breakfast.

Getting out of the sleeping bag and getting dressed, contorting my body as I do these actions in the smaller confines of a tent, I step, saying good morning before excuses myself for a nearby tree, my bladder full in the crisp morning air.

Returning a minute later, I help the ladies with breakfast, scrambling some eggs that we’ve brought, the back of my car stocked well enough to get us through a month, let alone a five-day vacation.

Eating our food, we plan out the day, all of us keen on hiking the nearby trails, but especially Jocelyne, pulling out a small booklet with various illustrations of birds in it, bird-watching having become a recent hobby of hers and this trip too perfect an opportunity to pass up indulging in it at least a little.

Our appetites sated, we’re about to pick a direction to walk in when Kristy’d phone starts to ring, it’s manmade sounds feeling strange and out of place amongst all this nature, seemingly at odds with the organic sounds coming from the trees.

Answering it with an apologetic look at Jocelyne and me, Kristy talks for a few minutes, walking slowly around the clearing, her other hand against her ear as she listens, her foot scuffing at an errant root poking from the ground.

“Ok. Ok. I’ll be there in a couple of hours. Ok. No, it’s alright. Ok, bye,” She says, her ‘I’ll be there in a couple of hours’ making Jocelyne and me look at each other with raised eyebrows.

“What’s wrong, sweetheart?” Jocelyne says to Kristy as Kristy put her phone back into her pocket, her face crestfallen.

“I’m so sorry you guys, I should have said no, but I couldn’t, and now I’ve ruined our trip!”

“Why, how?” Jocelyne asks.

“That was Sandra, my boss. There are these three sisters that all work for her, and well, Sandra got into an argument with one of them, but then all three just walked out. Sandra was crying, Mom, she begged me to come in and help her through this week, she said she’d even pay me triple, considering I would be covering for three. I know I should have asked you guys first, but she was crying and so desperate,” Kristy explains, it all coming out in one big exhale.

“That’s alright, Sweetheart, we understand,” Jocelyne says, giving Kristy a hug, with me standing close by, feeling a little like a third wheel.

Looking at me, Kristy tries to smile, “On the bright side, Jake, triple pay. That’ll help with saving up for a deposit. You’re not mad, are you?”

“No way, your friend needs you,” I say, getting ready to start packing up the tent and douse the fire, our vacation brought to an early end.

It’s a bummer but I’ve met Sandra and she’s a genuinely nice person, if she called Kristy in tears and begging for help then she needs it. Grabbing a small shovel and some water, I approach the fire, Jocelyne and Kristy talking to one another.

About to tip the water, Jocelyne calls out, “Hang on Jake, don’t put the fire out yet.”

Stopping, I stand and look at them, listening.

“Are you sure, sweetheart? It would mean you have to come back out here again,” Jocelyne says, mid-conversation.

“If you don’t mind being stranded, of course not, Jake taught me how to drive his 4x4,” Kristy replies.

‘Well, there you go then. You can earn lots of money and I’ll still see some birds. If Jake doesn’t mind, of course?” Jocelyne says, both of them looking at me.

“You’ll have to fill me in ladies, I’m not sure what’s going on,” a say with a smile, a shovel in one hand and some water in the other.

“Kristy is thinking she can go back by herself and come pick us up in 4 days time, assuming you don’t mind being my chaperone, Jake?”

My thoughts immediately smutty, I shake my head vigorously, “No, of course I don’t mind. As long as you’re ok with that, Babe?” I say, addressing Kristy.

“I prefer this, now I don’t feel like I’m ruining it for everyone,” She answers.

“Great then,” Jocelyne says, clapping her hands together, “Let’s help Jake get everything we’ll need from the car out, and then you can save Sandra’s bacon.”

Stacking everything we’ll need and more next to the tent, I fantasize about the next four days, stranded in the deep forest with a gorgeous MILF, trying not to look too happy as I kiss and wave Kristy goodbye, my 4x4 soon disappearing amongst the trees, it’s sound the only proof it’s still out there somewhere nearby.

Standing there for another minute or so in silence, both of us listening to the sounds of Kristy getting fainter, Jocelyne finally turns to me.

“So, still up for a little walking?”

“Sure,” I say, covering up the fire with dirt but not putting it out with water, hopefully leaving enough embers underground to rekindle the fire when we get back.

*   *   *

Returning much later, the foldable chairs looking very inviting indeed, still set up out the front of the tent, I uncover the fire and expose a few coals, adding some leaves and twigs, coercing it back into life, wanting to get some water on the boil.

Sitting down, Jocelyne opens her bird book and looks happily at her recently ticked off additions, our hike proving to be a successful one for her, and for me too. Both of us had hardly said a word, Jocelyne watching for wildlife and not wanting to alarm anything, and myself just happy to be enjoying the outdoors again, not feeling the need to talk for talking’s sake.

“That was great,” Jocelyne says as she flips through a few more pages, re-examining the birds she’s just seen, “Thanks, Jake.”

“What for?” I ask, watching the water as it starts to bubble, steam rising.

“For staying out here. If you had gone back with Kristy, no way would she have let her old Mom stay out here alone, fending for myself.”

“Ah, right. Haha, no problem. I’m glad to be here too.”

“Still. It’s appreciated.”

The water boiling, I make Jocelyne and myself some coffee, sitting next to her and enjoying the strong brew.

The rest of the day passes uneventfully, the highlights being the occasional adding of more wood to the fire, the making of dinner, and the moment we decide the temperature has dropped enough it’s now time to put on more than just our shirts.

Replying to Kristy with a quick text, the sunlight starting to drain from the sky, I stretch my legs and yawn, feeling good.

“It’s like that, isn’t it?” Jocelyne says, another warm drink held in both hands, looking over the rim at the view before us, the sun sinking below the horizon, “Just...right.”

“Yeah,” I agree, as Jocelyne gets up from her chair and goes to the tent, coming back a moment later, her unmarked book in her hands.

Cracking it open, she reads it the waning light, the exact response I had to this display yesterday happening again, my cock immediately thickening between my legs, my lust appearing, rampant and savage out of nowhere.

Taking out my phone, I look at its screen, occasionally glancing over at Jocelyne, watching as she slowly bites her bottom lip, her eyes glued to her book, her legs crossing, her thighs flexing against each other as she becomes visibly flustered.

About 20 minutes later and it’s become too dark for her to read. Snapping the book closed, she rests it on her lap, her leg restless and kicking, her arms now folded. My eyes on my phone, I watch this display in my peripheral vision, excited at the thought she’s sitting there squirming and sexually frustrated.

Yawning, Jocelyne turns to me, “It’s pretty dark now, Jake. I think I might turn in for the night if that’s alright with you?”

“Of course, I’m probably not far away myself,” I answer, putting my phone down.

“Just give me a few minutes then ok while I get changed,” Jocelyne says, patting my thigh as she gets up and slides inside the tent, turning its lantern on.

Sending Kristy a goodnight text, I watch Jocelyne’s shadow dance on the walls of the tent, her body printed on its fabric whenever she’s between the lantern and it. Whilst not really showing anything, at the same time it makes me even hornier knowing that I’m basically watching a striptease, a sexy MILF getting undressed before me, albeit in some sort of 1800’s worthy burlesque display.

A few minutes later, kicking some dirt over the fire, I enter the tent, zipping it up tight from the cool air outside, Jocelyne in her sleeping bag up to her breasts, her upper torso out as she sits propped on a few pillows, reading her unnamed book.

Getting in my own sleeping bag, I strip off down to my boxers, my hard cock hidden, flexing my chest and arms for her as I shift and get comfortable, my upper body also exposed in the pleasant temperature of the tent’s interior. Feeling a certain something that I can’t pin down in the air, I enjoy lying here, knowing that just under my sleeping bag’s downy surface I have a pulsating hard-on.

Wanting to flirt with Jocelyne but having no idea how to do it without risking my relationship, I think back to how she openly enjoyed looking at my hard cock last night, and decide to take that angle, using my hands to flatten out the surface of the sleeping back as it lays on me, making my tent obvious.

Taking my phone, I start flicking through it while flexing and unflexing my cock, making it twitch beneath the sleeping bag, my tumescence apparent and unavoidable to Jocelyne’s eyes in the restrained space of the tent.

For long minutes Jocelyne doesn’t say a word, but I can see her looking over again and again for longer and longer until she’s spending more time focusing on my pulsating tent than on her book.


She knows I’ve got a hard cock and I know she’s horny too. This is so fucking hot!
 I think to myself as I lay there, pretending to give a damn about what’s on my phone, my heart pummeling in my chest as I twitch and jerk my cock for the MILF babe lying practically next to me.

Carefully, Jocelyne takes one hand from her book and slides it to her breasts, cupping one, her forefinger and thumb pinching her nipple through the fabric of her pajama top, pulling it quietly, her bottom lip bitten as she rolls her pert nipple in her grip, the absence of a bra sexy and obvious, the sleeping bag rustling as she squirms ever so slightly.

My eyes still on my phone, my cock throbs and bobs with excitement at her secret display, driving her wilder in return, her breath becoming slower and deeper in our quiet confines.

Slipping under her sleeping bag, her hand leaves her breasts and trails down her stomach, coming unmistakably to the fork of her sex, my ears straining to hear if her fingers duck under the elastic of her pajama bottoms.

Barely moving, but still filling the tent with sound, I listen to the rustle of the sleeping bag as Jocelyne plays with herself, my mind certain I can hear the wet squelch of her fingers toying with her pussy, my cock now aching with need, my forehead almost breaking out in a sweat due to the concentration I’m having to use to stay staring at my phone, the hottest thing I’ve ever seen happening about a foot away from me.

Putting her book down at her side, Jocelyne’s other hand cups and fondles her breasts as she plays with herself, her eyes glued to the movement of my tent as I make my cock pulsate for her, the small tent shutting out the rest of the world, making it feel like it’s just us two, our arousal sky high as we tease each other without a word in the soft light of the lantern.

Reaching under my sleeping bag, I slide my hand down my body and grab my cock, stroking it slowly for Jocelyne, a small sigh of need escaping her throat as she watches me ramp it up a level.

Lying there next to each other, we both masturbate, the phone resting on my chest as I stop with the pretense and look over at Jocelyne, watching her sleeping bag move about in a constant rhythm as she plays with her sex.

Turned on beyond belief, I stroke myself faster, the urge to come stronger than I’ve ever felt, Jocelyne and her perfect MILF display the hottest I’ve seen, her finger and thumb pulling her nipple harder as she speeds up her own rubbing, her body squirming inside the sleeping bag as she gyrates and grinds herself against her hand.

Breathing faster, I feel my balls rising and my cock swelling as I rapidly reach the point of no return, unable to hold it in any longer while watching such a sexy woman masturbate right next to me.

Grunting, my eyelids flickering, I start to come, shooting my load, filling my boxers, not caring about the mess as the orgasm takes over, my hips bucking as I give in, my hand pistoning up and down my length.

With a small yelp, Jocelyne starts to come, my own orgasm driving her over the edge, her hand diddling her sex in a blur, her back arching as she pushes her pelvis hard against her digits, her other hand squeezing a breast, tweaking the nipple with thumb and forefinger.

Both of us coming, we pant and grunt as we succumb, slowly coming to a stop, both of us suddenly spent, the build-up now released in a flash of energy and fluids.

Lying there, staring up at the tent’s nearby ceiling, we come down from our highs, our hands still, still resting on our crotches, covered in proof of our lusts.

Reaching down, I manage to wriggle out of my boxers, throwing them to the corner, the heady smell of my load filling the small tent while Jocelyne straightens her hair, still not a single word said between us.

Finally looking each other in the eye, Jocelyne gives me a smile as she reaches up for the lantern, “Good night, Jake,” She says as she turns it off.

Lying there in the dark, the sounds from outside once again seeping in, I soon fall asleep, a pleasant emptiness in my balls.

*   *   *

The next morning when I wake up, Jocelyne is already outside of the tent, the sounds of a breakfast being made competing with the ambient sounds of nature as I sit up, stretching.

Grabbing some fresh clothes slipping into them, I unzip the tent and step outside, Jocelyne greeting me with a smile as she makes coffee.

“Good morning, Jake. Coffee?”

“Morning, Jocelyne. Yes thanks,” I answer, seeing no hint on her face about what happened last night.

Handing me a coffee and a small plate of food, we sit in our chairs and eat in silence, save for the occasional scrape of cutlery on crockery.

“What would you like to do today, Jake?” Jocelyne asks eventually, the empty plate on her lap, “We did what I was keen on yesterday, so your choice today I think is fair.”

Swallowing my bite, I answer, “Not sure really to be honest, Jocelyne. I’m pretty happy to hang out here and enjoy the air and view. But we can go looking for more birds too if you want, the hiking is pretty good around this area.”

And so it was that we eventually went for a leisurely ‘stroll’ through the forest, taking our time with no particular destination in mind, sometimes seeing a new bird that would cause Jocelyne to get excited, but often the two of us just enjoying the many great views whenever we would come to a gap in the trees, looking down the mountainside into the valley below.

A little tired but feeling good, we came back to camp in the afternoon, at no point our mutual masturbation coming up in conversation, like some kind of ‘what happens in the tent, stays in the tent’ situation, and yet it didn’t feel awkward or uncomfortable, the two of us enjoying each other’s company as we both appreciated different aspects of the forest together.

Having now gone 48 hours without a shower and starting to feel a little grimy, I got the fire going again with the intention to boil enough water to fill the tank of my camping shower, not much more than a circular tube that you stood in the middle off, a shower curtain running the length of the tube, and a small tank mounted bove you that would through gravity rainwater on you for a few minutes before needing refilling.

Setting it up while I waited for the water to boil, Jocelyne looked on with interest, “I’ve never seen one of these before outside of movies. What are they like?”

“Definitely better than nothing, but nowhere near the real thing,” I answer, unfolding it and feeling the bits click into place, “I figured if we’re going to use it, probably want to do it before the temperature starts to drop.”

The water starting to bubble, I turn to Jocelyne, “Ladies first, Jocelyne. You want a go?”

“I’d love a shower, Jake, thanks!” Jocelyne says, getting up from her chair and disappearing inside the tent, coming out a minute later wrapped in just a towel, her skin prickling with goosebumps even though the air is still warm, her towel ending well above the knee, showing me plenty of her toned legs, her skin flawless and sexy.

The water boiling, I add it to the shower tanks reservoir, filling it about halfway before filing the rest with cold water, lifting the tank and mounting it to its bar, at about my shoulder height, a small bottle of liquid soap mounted on the tank too.

“There you go,” I say, stepping aside, letting Jocelyne get into the circle, the curtain only coming to her chin, even though she’s a good foot shorter than me, “And when you’re ready, just turn that red valve and the water will flow.”

“And after this, you’ll have to go through boiling all that water again for your shower, Jake?”

“I don’t mind, it doesn’t take too long,” I answer, my eyes going to Jocelyne’s cleavage, her breasts pushed together under the wrapped towel, our hight difference meaning I can’t help but stare down into her inviting valley.

“No way, Jake. I can already feel how much cooler it is since you boiled this lot, you’ll end up getting sick if you wait another half hour. Just share this one with me instead,” Jocelyne says nonchalantly like it’s nothing in the world to just casually mention that we should get naked in the shower together.

Taken aback momentarily, not expecting her to have said that, I recover, “Are you sure?”

“Of course, I don’t want you to get sick. No hurry up before this water gets cold,” Jocelne answers, choosing that moment to loosen her town and drape it over the circular bar of the shower curtain rod, her naked body suddenly filling my vision, her lithe form evenly tanned all over, her breasts large and inviting, her tummy flat and her pussy smooth, the bump of her mons teasing me as my eyes run up and down her body, my cock twitching already.

Silently but with mounting speed, I strip off, tossing my clothes to the bare earth nearby. My shaft already tenting my boxers by the time I’m pulling them down, kicking them off and entering the circle with Jocelyne, our bodies close in the small ring, my cock poking her belly as she reaches up and turns the valves, warm water hitting our bodies.

“We don’t have long, right?” Jocelyne asks as she pumps a few squirts of soap into her palm before rubbing her hands together, lathering it up and then rubbing my chest and shoulders, working down my arms and squeezing my biceps, “You do me and I’ll do you? I think that’ll be easier.”

“Yeah,” I answer, the timer starting as soon as Jocelyne turned the valve. Getting a few squirts myself, I lather up and start to rub Jocelyne, starting on her shoulders and arms, before cupping her breasts and lathering them, their weight heavy in my palms.

Adding more soap every now and then, Jocelyne efficiently lathers my body, her hands running over my stomach and thigh, my cock in her way more than a few times, throbbing and begging to be touched by her soft hands. Lathering her in return, we feel every inch of each other, Jocelyne telling me to turn around, her hands quickly lathering my back and ass, cleaning me, her hand reaching around and finally grabbing my cock, pumping him teasingly just a few times before going to my legs, a sigh of need and want escaping me.

Turning around, I do Jocelyne’s back, before lingering on her ass and thighs, her skin supple and incredible to the touch. Reaching around and clean her sex, my palm pressing against her smooth mons as my fingers tease her lips, feeling her burning heat.

The clock still ticking, we start to rinse each other, cupping the water and splashing it over one another, the lathered soap running down our bodies to the tarp below, both of us glistening in the afternoon sunlight, Jocelyne’s naked body so raw and sexual, her curves mature and defined, making my cock hurt with lust, pulsating madly between us.

The water starting to lose the little pressure it began with, we finish cleaning each other, eventually simply standing there, facing one another, the last of the water trickling away. Naked, wet and feeling well-scrubbed, the air cools our bodies, making both of us break out in goosebumps, our eyes locked, neither of us moving.

Reaching out, I stroke Jocelyne’s face, my hand lingering down her neck and shoulder, her nipples erect in the cooler air, her breasts glistening. Sliding further, my hand strokes her breast, my thumb circling her firm bud, her eyes looking up unblinkingly into mine.

Silently, Jocelyne reaches out and grabs the shaft of my cock, pulling it a few times, tugging towards her, her other hand reaching under to cup my heavy balls, tight in the crisp air.

Reaching over, I open the shower curtain and we step out, still holding one another, making our way without a word to the tent, Jocelyne unzipping it and crawling inside first, looking over her shoulder at me with a smile as she goes in, her sex on full display for me, her lips puffy with lust and glistening.

Inside the tent, both of us on our knees in its small interior facing each other, my cock bobbing to my heartbeat as I feel my anticipation grow, I lean in, holding her head, and press my lips to hers, kissing her lightly, before kissing again, our mouths cracking open, getting wetter and more passionate with each pass, our tongues flicking out to test and tease each other, tasting one another.

Holding her head and her hip, we kneel before each other, kissing wildly, Jocelyne grasping my back with one hand, the other desperately grabbing my cock and pumping it, Jocelyne moaning into my mouth as she feels how hard I am for her, my cock pulsating in her hand, my heat cooking her palm as she slides it up and down my shaft.

Breaking from our kiss, Jocelyne’s mouth explores my chin, my neck, and my shoulder, before kissing its way down my chest and stomach, my hand holding her hair as her head travels to my throbbing cock, my excitement building in anticipation of her blowjob.

Kissing my lower stomach, Jocelyne pushes me, wanting me on my back. Lying down, she attacks my lower stomach with her lips, my nerves extra sensitive after the shower, my body raw and brimming with pure lust.

Jerking my cock, her lips make contact with my knob and I moan with pleasure as she takes me in her mouth, sucking hard as her hot tongue swirls around my girth, her head bobbing as she makes her way further down my length, taking me as deep inside her throat as she can, my balls tingling as she fondles them in unison with her sucking.

Wanting her in my mouth badly, I grab and pull at her, guiding her to turn her body around as she sucks, pulling her thigh until she understands and moves around, still sucking as she brings her legs up to my head, her sex bare and wet.

Thrusting into her mouth, I hold her thighs as she spreads her legs over my face, planting her knees either side of my head, her pussy now above my face, tempting me, making me lick my lips with sexual hunger.

Grabbing her ass, I pull her pelvis down onto my face, Jocelyne’s slick sex coming into contact with my lips as I lap at her sex, tasting her sweet nectar, Jocelyne moaning around my shaft as I find and suck her swollen clit, my hands kneading her ass cheeks as I fuck her mouth while she fucks mine.

Moaning into her pussy, I relish our 69, Jocelyne gyrating and grinding her sex against me as I lap at her pussy, pulling her hard against me, desperate to bury my tongue as deep inside her as I can, fucking her with it rapidly, Jocelyne shaking with pleasure as I tongue fuck and clit suck her.

Our bodies freshly scrubbed, our skin feeling electric where it touches as Jocelyne lays on top of me, my cock pistoning into her mouth and her pelvis rocking back and forth on my face, we fill the small tent with our moans of pleasure, our bodies heating its small confines, the two of us lost to our animal instincts, Jocelyne riding my face more and more desperately, using my mouth as a sex toy.

Taking her mouth from my cock and gripping it with one hand, Jocelyne throws her head back, unable to keep fucking my cock as all her concentration becomes focussed on her pussy, her sex grinding harder and faster on my mouth, slathering my face with her pussy juice.

Reaching behind herself, Jocelyne grabs a handful of my hair, sitting up as she rides my face, fucking me hard, her sex smothering my mouth, her ass cheeks pressed against me. Rocking back and forth harder and faster, I feel how much lust her pussy is dribbling as she basically cameltoe slides my face, her moans getting louder and more urgent.

Holding her ass while she grips my head, her other hand balancing herself on my chest, Jocelyne rides my face like a favorite pillow, grinding one out on me, the eroticness of feeling this MILF ride my face for her own pleasure making my cock throb and jerk into the empty air, forgotten by Jocelyne as her orgasm fast approaches.


“Oh fuck! Oh fuck! Yes! Yesss!”
 Jocelyne wails as her body starts to shake and I feel an intense heat boil from her sex.

Gripping my hair tight and slamming her fist repeatedly on my chest, Jocelyne starts to come, her ass flexing rapidly on my face as she grinds her climax out, her back arched, her pelvis leaning forward, her clit grinding against me as my tongue laps up her orgasm.

Shaking and trembling, she spasms on me, her orgasm making her whole body tremble, her moans more like whimpers as she lets it flow through her, finally collapsing on top of me, her grip on my hair loosening, her head resting on my belly, her juices all over my face, coating me.

Aroused beyond belief to have felt this utter babe of a MILF come on my face, I can’t control myself anymore and listen to my painfully hard cock as it throbs with need, grabbing Jocelyne’s head and guiding it to my cock, pushing my shaft into her mouth and fucking it, Jocelyne gasping as I fill her mouth with my own desperation, my entire being begging for release.

Thrusting into her mouth, I lap and suck at her spent pussy, wanting nothing more than to fill my mouth with her pussy lips and suck, to fill my mouth with her sex and taste her, my hands gripping her head as I fuck her throat, holding her in place as I rapidly fuck her towards my climax.

Quickly, I feel my balls tighten and I bellow into Jocelyne’s meaty pussy, sucking and lapping as my cock starts to erupt, gushing my hot come deep down her throat, Jocelyne gagging as she tries to keep up and swallow it all, my cock offering her no respite as twitch after twitch sends another spurt inside her, my hands gripping her head, holding her down on my cock as I thrust upward into her, wanting to be balls deep in her mouth as I finish.

Shaking and twitching, my orgasm comes to an end and I let go of Jocelyne, listening as she gasps for air, now freed from being impaled on my cock, her spit connected to my shaft in long strands as she swallows as recovers, her pussy still on my face, her slippery oyster teasing me as I lick and nibble at it, her sex absolutely beautiful.

Breathing hard, I lay there as Jocelyne slowly slips off me and onto her back, her head near my crotch and vice versa, both of us staring at the ceiling as we recover, our bodies tingling with heat in the rapidly warmed up tent.

Patting my stomach, Jocelyne then rests her hand on my abdomen, stroking it lightly with her fingertips, seemingly lost in thought as she distractedly touches me. Her legs close to me, I stroke a thigh, the two of us toying with each other, still not speaking.

Looking down, I can see between her legs and the mound of her pubis, wet and gleaming, her breasts further down, resting on her chest, her nipples still perky. Trailing my hand, my fingers make their way to her freshly juiced sex, my thumbs sliding up and down her slit, teasing her and making her twitch, her clit now hyper-sensitive.

A beep from outside breaks the moment, my phone letting me know I just got a message. Not moving at first, I stroke Jocelyne’s pussy a little longer, just wanting to enjoy the soft feel of her sex, alluring to every part of my male mind.

“You should check it, it’s probably Kristy,” Says Jocelyne, breaking our vow of silence.

Sitting up, I nod in agreement, unzipping the tent and ducking out into the now increasingly chilly feeling air, fetching my earlier hastily discarded clothes and bringing them in. Fishing my phone from its pocket, I see that it was indeed Kristy, asking me how my day has been. With a slight pang of guilt, I reply, telling her it was pretty good but contained lots of walking so I’m tired and will probably go to bed soon, the lack of lights affecting me into getting sleepy when it gets dark, like maybe it was in the old days. 

Amused, Kristy comments that it would appear I’m turning into a chicken, falling asleep as soon as it’s dark and all that.

My excuses made for probably not answering the phone much more today, I toss the phone with my clothes and look back at Jocelyne, who hasn’t moved, her perfect MILF body on full display, her heavy breasts swaying a little as she moves one arm to make room for me as I lay next to her on my side, head to head this time, my hand resting on her belly, her skin so soft.

“Should we bother getting dressed and going outside?” Jocelyne asks, her hand stroking my chest.

“Nah, it’s getting pretty cold out there, and I’d much rather hang out in here.”

“‘Hang out’ indeed,” Jocelyne says, grabbing my cock as it dangles over my thigh and giving it a playful squeeze.

Leaning in, I give her a gentle kiss on the lips, her hand grabbing the back of my head and pulling me, our mouths clasping as our kiss intensifies, my hand sliding from her belly to her sex, Jocelyne opening her legs for me, her soft pussylips under my fingertips as I rub them, swirling my fingers.

My other arm under her neck and around her shoulders, we make out, my leg over hers as I finger her, Jocelyne’s hand grabbing my cock and jerking it as she squirms her pelvis, her pussy not yet fully recovered from her last orgasm but still wanting more.

Our tongues lashing at one another, I curl my fingers and reach up, finding Jocelyne’s button and pressing it, my palm pressing against her clit as I do so, Jocelyne’s legs opening even further as she begs me with her body to go deeper.

The tent full of the sounds of our passionate kissing, I come-hither finger her, Jocelyne moaning into my mouth, her hand jerking my cock desperately now, her need obvious, my manhood starting to grow as I feel the arousal building inside her, turning me further on too.

Grinding and gyrating against my hand, Jocelyne unexpectedly breaks off from our kiss, throwing her head back and gasping as she starts to come, her hand leaving my dick and grabbing mine, silently begging me to not stop, my hand a blur as I help her maintain her climax, her body shaking as she comes on my hand, her eyes screwed shut while I watch her sexy display, her mouth open in a perfect O as she rides her wave.

Turned on beyond belief, knowing I made her come with just my hand, my cock throbs urgently, thick and angry as I slide my drenched fingers from Jocelyne.

“Get inside me, Jake. Get inside me now
,” Jocelyne pants, grabbing at my ass and pulling me on top of her, her hand grabbing my shaft and aiming it at her quivering pussy.

Between her legs, I push forward, my cock sliding into Jocelyne, her wet sex opening up and taking me. Red-hot, her pussy grips my cock as I start to pump into her, her hands gripping my ass, pulling me into her, wanting my cock deeper, faster, and harder.

One arm behind her neck, holding her shoulder, the other propping me up a little, I lean in and we start to kiss again while we fuck, her large breasts bouncing with each thrust of my cock, her hands eventually going from my ass as I find a good hard rhythm, to my back, scrabbling and clawing at me, Jocelyne’s kiss mad and desperate, nipping at sucking at my lips, her body taking my length as I simply pound into her pussy feeling so good along every inch of my shaft as I fill her again and again.

My hands flat on the floor and my arms extended like I’m at the top of a press-up, I look down, watching as my cock impales itself inside Jocelyne, the wet sounds of our sex filling the tent, the temperature rising every minute.

Sitting up, my butt on my heels, I grab Jocelyne’s legs and hold them aloft by the ankles, spreading them so I can watch as I penetrate her, her breasts bouncing, her face contorted in pleasure as I take her from this position, my cock sliding inside her, the walls of her sex making every inch of my length tingle with ecstasy.

Grabbing her breasts, Jocelyne plays with them as I piston into her, tweaking her nipples, her body shaking again as she rides another orgasm, her body on the edge, now coming on a hair-trigger, her pussy contracting rapidly around my shaft as I bury it in her, her body trying to milk me.

Pulling out and rolling her over I take her in doggy style, gripping her hips and pulling her back onto my cock as I thrust forward, my cock reaching new depths inside her, Jocelyne moaning deep in her throat, my girth filling her to capacity, her body shaking as she comes again and again, her thighs trembling and her arms giving out, laying on the camping mattress as I push into her.

Flat on the tent floor face down, her legs spread wide, I fuck her faster, my arms again in mid-press up position, watching her ass wobble with each thrust of my pelvis, Jocelyne’s moans almost plaintive now, her body spent, her multiple orgasms destroying her as I have my way.

My balls rising, I feel my own climax approaching. Pulling out and rolling her over, I take her back to our first position, Jocelyne smiling as she sees the intent written all over my face, her legs spread wide, wanting me urgently back inside her.

Giving her what she wants, I slide back into her, my balls slapping against her ass as I bury myself deep, one hand on her shoulder and the other under her butt, holding her close as I get ready to come.


“Yes Jake, that’s it! Give it to me, give me your come!”
 Jocelyne pants, knowing I’m close, feeling my cock swell as it’s buried inside her.

Her words, said barely above a whisper, hit me like a hammer and I cry out as my orgasm hits, my length convulsing as it shoots its load, Jocelyne wrapping her legs around me as I push my pelvis as hard as I can, my cock buried balls deep inside her, my twitching cock filling her with hot come. Gripping her ass I shoot my seed as deep as I can, my whole body jerking with each spurt from my cock, Jocelyne’s arms holding me close, her fingernails gripping me as she feels me unload deep inside her sex.

Panting, I collapse on top of her, breathing into her neck, my cock twitching with aftershocks as the walls of her sex continue to tease and stimulate my length, our sweat mingling, Jocelyne kissing my shoulder and purring contentedly, her hands trailing up my back and down to my ass, holding me there, not letting me leave her body yet.

Laying under me, Jocelyne keeps her legs spread wide, her sex embedded with my shaft, the two of us enjoying the feeling that only sex can give, both of our bodies emptied, feeling drained in the best possible way, my heart hammering against her chest as I exhale against her skin.

Feeling myself almost wanting to doze in the comfort of Jocelyne’s body but not wanting to crush her, I reluctantly get off her, staying close, pulling my sleeping bag over the two of us as we start to cool down, the chill from outside making its way indoors, unnoticed until now.

The sleeping bag unzipped and opened like a blanket, we lay underneath it together, wrapped in each others arms, unable to keep our hands off each other, the day fully draining and the tent becoming completely dark while we continue to make out, uncaring that we can’t see, our senses of touch getting more than enough information as we play, explore, and fondle each other’s bodies.

Laying there, her legs spread and my hand gently teasing her sex for the millionth time as we kiss, I feel myself grow hard again and like two teenagers finally let loose, we once again fuck in the darkness of the night, filling the tent with our heat and sounds, collapsing in a tangle after coming, tired and spent but not wanting the night to end, unwilling to let sleep take over when I can still feel the tingle of lustful passion in my loins, making me want to take her and fuck her and fill her again and again and again.

Eventually, surely sometime in the wee hours of the morning, we succumb to sleep, Jocelyne resting atop me, my cock still buried inside her at first, the blackness of the tent total, but her breath tickling my chest as she falls into a doze a minute before me, giving me a moment to relish the sheer pleasure of having a naked woman sleeping on me, her body’s heat mingling with mine.

*   *   *

Waking up the next morning, immediately feeling it’s much later than the last two mornings rising times, I look up at the ceiling of the tent, the light of the day bleeding through, the ambient cacophony of nature outside filling my ears.

Feeling her before seeing her, Jocelyne murmurs and shifts a little as I rouse, her arm wrapped around me, her body pressed to mine, her face buried in my arm.

Not wanting to disturb her, I stay still and enjoy the heat I can feel emanating from her sex against my thigh, her smooth mons goading my morning wood to stay awake for more sexual reasons. Stroking her hair, she slowly wakes up, giving me a smile, her hand sliding down my body to my crotch, my hard cock greeting her.

“Looks like sausage for breakfast today,” Jocelyne says with a grin as she pumps my cock a few times, her leg wrapping over mine and pressing her pussy against me, her own arousal evident too.

Kissing her, my hand sliding down her back to her ass, we were soon fucking again, pretty much setting the tone for the rest of our camping trip, only leaving the tent to prepare food and such, the rest of the time spent either fucking or snuggled up and enjoy our my recent fuck’s afterglow.

Knowing that there was a deadline seemed to make it all the more passionate and intense, Jocelyne seemingly out to get as much of my cock as she could within the timeframe, before reality would come calling.

Literally losing count of our orgasms, the day finally came and we got dressed and waited for Kristy, only stripping off and having ‘one last quickie’ 2 more times before Kristy’s texts made it clear she could arrive any minute.

Once Kristy arrived we both fell back into our normal roles easily, me the boyfriend, and her the Mom, not daring to do anything more than sharing the occasional knowing glance at one another as we packed up and told Kristy about the hikes we took and such.

Handing me back my keys, I was once again the driver as I took the 4x4 out of the forest, heading back for Jocelyne and Kristy’s house, the drive pleasant with Jocelyne and I having to act less and less and once again becoming the people we were pretending to be for Kristy.

Once back, Jocelyne and I didn’t find ourselves alone together for the first 7 days, with me wondering the entire time how it would be between us now, not having talked about our tryst the entire time.

On the eighth day, spent at Kristy’s, Kristy said she was going out with a friend that afternoon that she hadn’t seen in a while if I didn’t mind.

“Of course not, I’ll head home when you leave, catch up on my gaming,” I said, already thinking about the fact this would mean it would be just me and Jocelyne in the house for the first time since the trip.

A few hours later Jocelyne and I were saying goodbye to Kristy as she grabbed her keys and left for her friends, the front door barely clicking shut before Jocelyne was already on me, straddling me right there on the couch, pulling off her top and exposing her full breasts to me, leaning in to kiss me between stripping.

“Haha, I was hoping we could chat about us two,” I say between kisses, my hands already on her luscious chest.

“Fuck chatting, Jake,” Jocelyne responds, grinding against me, my cock waking up rapidly, “We’ve got roughly three hours before she gets back and therefore roughly three hours to get as much fucking done as possible.”

Grabbing her ass as I feel my cock harden and lifting her up, I start carrying her to her bedroom, my question about the status between us two about to be answered very thoroughly, multiple times!

END
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