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CAMPING WITH MY GIRLFRIEND’S MILF MOM

By

LEO MICHAELS

"Jake? Do you actually even like my Mom?"

"Huh? What? What do you mean?" I ask, brought out of my daydream, sitting on the couch with my girlfriend, Emily, her legs over mine as we half-watch TV, half-scroll through our phones.

"I mean, do you even like my Mom?" She asks again, her question coming out of nowhere.

"Where did this come from? Of course I do!" I answer. And how could I not like Karly? She was an absolute MILF and pretty much everything about her ticked all my red-blooded boxes. Gorgeous face, massive natural tits, a great plump ass, thick thighs, equally thick head of hair and a sweet yet seductive personality, her smile more of a smirk, like she's just heard a dirty secret about you.

"Really? Because every time she tries to talk with you, she can barely get more than one word answers from you, and you spend more time looking around the room instead of at her when she speaks, like you're super-bored or something."

"What? No! She's not boring! I'm just...a bit nervous with her still, I guess. A bit intimidated?" I say, realising that my efforts to not be obvious with my lusts for Karly have made me come across as cold, having leaned too hard in the opposite direction, "She thinks I don't like her?"

"She made me promise not to tell you, but yeah. She was talking to me about it this morning. She thinks you find her annoying."

"I promise, I don't find her annoying in the slightest. If anything, I thought maybe she thought I was annoying, spending most of my time here these days, eating her food and stuff."

"She loves having you here, silly. She says she's happy to have a man in the house again. Makes her feel safer."

"Huh, that's pretty cool," I say, feeling quietly proud she sees me as that kind of guy, "But yeah, I like your Mom, Emma, ok?"

"Well then, you'll be happy to know you've got a golden opportunity to prove that to her," Emily says, grinning, immediately making me wonder if I've been talked into a trap.

"What? How?"

"Mom's been telling me how much she misses camping, but she doesn't want to go alone. I told her the two of you could go camping this weekend, that way she has a big strong man to protect her and you two can actually have a conversation of more than 3 words together!" Emma explains, rubbing my bicep as she calls me a big, strong man, basically confirming for me that she's playing me and that this was her intention since her original question.

"You wouldn't be coming too?" I ask, not that I hate the idea of spending time alone with a woman as stunning as Karly, but knowing that it would be an awkward weekend as I spend the entire time trying not to have a permanent erection around her.

"Eww, no thanks. We've got proper actual beds for a reason, and I prefer not to have all my clothes smell of campfire smoke, thank you very much," Emma says, rolling her eyes playfully, but honestly. She's never been one for getting her hands dirty, "So...?"

"I mean, sure, if she wants to, that sounds possibly fun?" I reply, Emma's expression making it clear that a yes is the only acceptable answer.

"Great! I'll tell her the good news now! She's going to be so happy!" Emma says, kissing my cheek and getting up off the couch to find her Mom, leaving me sitting there feeling both excited and daunted for the weekend.

***

Friday afternoon arrives with the car packed and Emma waving us off from the driveway, "Have fun, guys! I'll try to make do with electricity and running water. And chocolate. And heating. And a million other amazing things!" She calls out, a cheeky smirk on her face. Karly is in the passenger seat, and the drive to the state park is filled with the kind of polite, stilted conversation we always have. I ask about work, she asks about college. We discuss the weather, the traffic, the price of gas. Every topic is a safe, sterile one that I can carefully navigate, monitoring myself to stop any innuendo or flirty talk, Karly's sexiness making me instinctively want to try and impress her, my guard up even though I know it's caused this whole wrong impression thing in the first place.

My gaze keeps drifting to her. She's wearing a simple sundress, the fabric soft and flowing, hinting at the generous curves of her body without revealing too much. Her scent fills the small space of the car, a mix of coconut sunscreen and something uniquely her, her thighs looking amazing, her feet crossed in the footwell, looking very demure but sultry at the same time, and her hair tied back in a loose ponytail.

Entering the state park, the road narrows, and the air grows cooler, carrying the scent of pine and damp earth, both of us oohing and ahhing at the beautiful scenery as I slowly make our way deeper and deeper. Following the signs to the campground, Karly directs me to her favourite spot, a secluded one down by a small creek, a bit of a walk from the main facilities, but offering more privacy and a lovely view of the water. I back my SUV into the space, and we get out, the silence of the forest immediate and enveloping, the only sounds the gentle burble of the creek and the rustle of leaves in the breeze.

"So, uhh, you've always liked camping?" I say, trying to make small talk as I begin unloading the car, "Emma said you missed it."

"Yeah, I used to go all the time before Emma was born," Karly says, her voice trailing off a little, "But then you're busy raising a child by yourself and one day follows the next and before you know it you've gone twice, maybe three times in 20 years," She adds, before perking back up, "But we're here now, so lets enjoy some outdoors!"

"Haha, right. Since you're the professional camper can I get you to do everything, pretty please?" I joke, placing the cooler before going back to the SUV

"That's gonna be a no, Jake," Karly replies, smiling, grabbing tent parts and placing them where I presume she wants the tent to be set up.

For the next half hour, the only sounds are the zip of tent poles going through sleeves, the rustle of the nylon tent body, and my own grunts as I hammer the pegs into the hard-packed ground. Karly is surprisingly efficient, her hands working deftly to connect poles and clip the tent to its frame, her previous experience with camping clear. As she kneels to adjust a corner of the tent, her sundress rides up her thighs, and I get a glimpse of the soft, usually unseen skin there, my heart skipping a beat. I quickly look away, focusing on hammering in another peg, my mind racing with the image I've just seen, my fingers itching to caress her thighs and curves.

"There. Perfect," Karly says, standing up and brushing dirt from her knees. She turns to me, her face beaming with pride, "What do you think?"

"I think you're a natural," I reply, trying to keep my eyes on her face and not letting them wander down to her chest, where the top of her sundress strains against the weight of her massive tits. The way the fabric pulls tight across them sends a jolt straight to my groin. I feel the familiar stirrings of an erection and I have to turn away, pretending to be busy with the sleeping bags, my mind screaming at me to get a grip as I don't feel like having to hide a constantly plumping up cock all weekend.

After we collect some dry wood, Karly starts a campfire, her movements fluid and practiced. She brings out two camping chairs and a smaller cooler, setting them up by the fire, "Come on, Jake. Let's relax," she says, patting the chair next to her as the sun starts to set, an orange glow filtering through the trees.

I join her and sit down, the heat from the fire warming my face. Karly hands me a beer, her fingers brushing against mine. The touch is fleeting, but it sends a jolt of electricity through me.

We sit in silence for a while, the only sounds the crackling of the fire and the chirping of some early crickets. The silence doesn't feel as awkward this time, staring into the flames and taking the occasional sip from my beer.

"See? This is nice, right?" She says, her voice soft and low.

"Yeah, it's really nice."

"It's a bummer I could never get Emma interested. I could practically see the wheels turning in her head when she volunteered you to come with me. 'If Jake goes with her, I'll never have to!' Haha". Karly says, her smile turning into a laugh, her shoulders shaking slightly.

"She's more of a suburbia girl, I guess. She likes her comforts."

"I know. But there's something about being out here, don't you think? It's so...raw. So...real," She says, her gaze drifting to the darkening woods beyond the firelight, "It makes you feel...alive."

I look at her, the firelight dancing on her face, highlighting her cute nose and full lips. I feel a sudden urge to kiss her, to feel her body pressed against mine. I push the thought away, crossing my legs as my cock predictably twitches, "Yeah...makes you feel...vibrant?" I finally reply.

She turns to me, smiling, "Vibrant? I like that. It's a good word for it. And it's not just the woods. The fire...it's like a primal thing, isn't it?"

"Yeah...very back to nature?" I say, my voice unsure, enjoying the conversation but still having trouble dialing in the right amount of restraint to seem normal but not cold, my twitching cock making it clear it would like me to get a lot more flirty with Karly, sexing up my thoughts.

She takes a sip of her beer, her eyes closing for a moment as she savors the taste. When she opens them, she turns her head and looks directly at me.

"So, Jake...can I ask you something?"

"Anything."

"Why are you so...awkward around me? Am I irritating? Be honest." Karly says, her head tilted, her expression one of genuine curiosity, not accusation.

"No! God, no. Not at all," I reply, waving my hands, not expecting her question to be this.

"Emma told me I was being paranoid and that you like me. But you act like I'm a chore. I don't get it?"

"Karly, I promise, you're not a chore," I say, trying to find the right words, "It's me. I'm...intimidated by you, I guess?" I add, figuring if that line of reasoning worked on Emma, it should work on Karly too.

"Intimidated? By me? Why?" She asks, clearly surprised by this.

"Umm, you know, the whole parent of my girlfriend thing?" I say, obviously not wanting to admit the real, more carnal reason.

"So I intimidate you because I'm Emma's mom?" She says, her smile returning.

"Yeah?" I reply, sounding fake even to myself as I say it.

"Ok, fair enough," Karly says, taking another sip of her beer but looking at least partially unconvinced, "Well for what it's worth you have no reason to worry about me thinking poorly of you, Jake. I think you're a fine young man and you're very welcome in my home." She says, her tone sincere and genuine.

"Thanks, Karly."

"Don't mention it. Frankly, I'm just relieved you don't hate me. I kinda felt like you were rolling your eyes in exasperation every time you had to interact with me, haha!"

Wow, how can a woman so genuinely gorgeous think I'd feel that way about her? I find myself thinking, surprized by her admission, a pang of guilt hitting me that I'm the one that made her feel that way, feeling my mouth almost ready to blurt out how hot I think she is and admit to her something stupid like just last night I jerked off thinking about her.

"No, definitely not. I promise."

"I know now, but it's hard to shake that feeling when someone is so terse with you, you know?"

"Sorry about that," I say, my guilt giving me another couple of pangs for good measure.

"You don't have to be sorry, you didn't do anything wrong. And I really appreciate you coming out with me this weekend, Jake. We've already said more to each other today than in the previous 6 months. I like it." She says, leaning over to pat my thigh before grabbing two fresh beers for us. The touch is innocent, but it does nothing to decrease the amount of throbbing going on in my pants.

Taking a long first pull, Karly smacks her lips in appreciation of the beer, her eyes resting on the fire again, a content smile on her face, the light rapidly draining with each minute, making the fire brighter by contrast. I take a long drink from my own beer and join her in looking at the fire, enjoying the general ambiance.

The conversation becoming easier as time goes on, Karly and I end up having a good few conversations at the campfire, Karly's speech definitely getting a little slurred around beer five, her smaller frame unable to hold alcohol like mine can, her blurred words bringing a smile to my face, having never seen this super-relaxed side of her before.

"I think it might be time I hit the hay, I think," She announces, finishing her beer and putting the empty down, before stretching and yawning, her arms lifting above her head, causing her dress to stretch tight across her amazing chest, my mind blank for a moment as I stare, the alcohol making me a lot less careful about my open appreciation for her figure, my cock nowhere near pickled enough to not start plumping up.

"My eyes are up here, Jake, haha," Karly chuckles as she gets up from her chair a little unsteadily, her chuckle getting louder as she sees my 'oh shit!' expression, "Relax, I'm just playing with you, haha."

Stepping behind me on her way to the tent, she pats my shoulder, her fingers squeezing me a little as she holds herself steady.

"Just gimme a few minutes before you come to bed, gimme time to change into my PJ's, ok?"

"Sure, you mind if I have another beer or two?" I say, not trusting myself to go into the tent with her, quite frankly.

"Nah...knock yourself out. Nighty night," She says, giving me one more pat before disappearing into the tent.

Sitting there, sipping my beer and looking at the fire, all I can think about is that right now as I sit here, Karly is slipping out of that summer dress and most likely taking off her bra, a practically naked MILF just a few yards away, my cock fully hard and pounding now that I don't have to have my legs crossed, feeling a level of temptation I almost can't believe, feeling myself wanting to enter the tent and try my luck with her, the beer making my horny urges much louder than my common sense.

Finishing this beer and starting another, I focus on the fire, the throb in my crotch constantly pulling me out of a nice relaxing buzz and back to my intense horniness for my girlfriend's mom.

Finishing my last beer for the night, my cock still raging, I decide to make an executive decision and jerk off before bed, walking a few yards out of the campfire's light and releasing my cock, an entire evening's pent up frustration soon shooting out of me as I come hard, thoughts of Karly and her voluptuous MILF body in my mind, shaking my head after my orgasm, suddenly feeling a thousand times more relaxed, my post-nut clarity glad I didn't do something as suicidal as try it on with my girlfriend's mom.

Buzzing and sleepy, I tuck my cock away and make for the tent, unzipping it as quietly as possible and stripping down to my boxers and slipping into my sleeping bag in the dark, the vague shape of Karly just visible as I realise that all the stuff that had been placed between our sleeping bags (backpacks, food, lamp etc) has been moved to the sides of the tent, the only thing between me and Karly now a few inches of tent floor. Obviously Karly moved the stuff, but I don't think too much about it, maybe she's into Feng Shui or something?

I lay there, the darkness of the tent making everything black as I close my eyes. The only sounds are the soft crackle of the dying fire outside and the gentle, rhythmic breathing of Karly beside me. The air is warm, smelling of tent fabric, forest, and her coconut sunscreen. My quick release has taken the desperate edge off my arousal, but being this close to her, knowing she's in nothing but her pajamas, still has my imagination tingling, my every nerve ending thrumming with awareness of her presence.

After a few minutes of lying there, completely still and waiting for sleep to take over, Karly breaks the silence, revealing she wasn't asleep herself.

"Can't sleep, Jake?" She whispers, her voice a little slurred, her sleeping bag rustling as she repositions herself, shuffling over a little closer as far as I can tell.

"No. Not yet. I thought you were already asleep though," I whisper back.

"Nope. I thought I was tired, but my mind is...buzzing," Karly murmurs, her sleeping bag rustling again, this time more noticeably closer. The space between us shrinking to almost nothing. "I reckon this was a good idea. Us talking more. This trip."

"Yeah," I manage to say, feeling her sleeping bag against mine as she gets closer, moving her pillow as she settles in, her face probably 10-12 inches away now from mine in the dark.

"I've really enjoyed our evening together. It was great to just...hang out with you, you know?" She persists, her voice soft in the gloom, her proximity making my cock twitch even though I just took care of that.

"Umm, yeah. It's been a fun evening," I agree, swallowing hard. If I didn't know better, I'd almost think she was being a bit...flirty?

"That's good. Fun is good. I like fun," Karly replies, her sleeping bag rustling as she frees a hand and brings it over, finding my cheek in the dark and caressing my face, her thumb brushing over my lips, "Do you like fun too, Jake?" She adds, her whisper taking on a sultry tone.

"Fun? Yeah. Sure. Of course," I croak, my eyes open wide in the dark as she continues to stroke my face and I think 'holy shit!' on a loop.

"Mmm, good, good. Fun is good," She whispers hoarsely, her voice now more than tinged with need as her hand slides from my face and under my sleeping bag, "You look like a guy that could be a lot of...fun, yeah?" She adds, her fingers starting to trace a path down my chest, her touch searing me, my cock swelling again as her fingers move lower and lower down my torso.

"Karly, what are you...?" I whisper, my mind in a state of utter shock and awe that my ultimate fantasy woman is actually feeling me up.

"Shhh. I just...want to have some...fun," she murmurs, leaning in closer, her lips finding my earlobe, her hot breath sending a shiver down my spine, "Don't you want to have some...fun...with me, Jake?" She whispers, before giving my earlobe a little nibble, her fingers then dipping under my boxers and grasping my now throbbing shaft, making me grunt in surprise, her touch hot and needy, "Mmm. See? He's so big and hard for me. He wants it. He wants some fun."

"Karly...you're drunk, I'm pretty sure you'll regret this in the morning, please don't," I force myself to say, grabbing her hand as it wraps tighter around my cock, stopping her from moving it, my heart pounding so hard, all my instincts wanting me to let her have whatever 'fun' she wants with my cock but knowing I shouldn't.

"Haha, I'm pretty sure you'll be the one...regretting stuff in the morning if you don't take this opportunity to put this great big dick deep inside me, Jake," Karly slurs back, her hand wrestling under my boxers, trying to jerk me off even as I hold her hand as firmly as I can without hurting her, her words smashing against my resolve, knowing she means it, that I could literally be fucking her in a minute if only I gave in.

"Please, Karly...I really don't want to do anything sexual with you," I lie, putting as much conviction as I can in my voice. I release her wrist, hoping she'll get the message. Her hand stays for a moment, then slowly, reluctantly, she pulls her fingers out from under my boxers. My cock throbs with a desperate need, a traitorous ache for her touch to return. Her breathing hitches slightly in the dark, a small, hurt sound.

"Oh," she whispers, the single word filled with a sudden, crushing disappointment. The rustle of her sleeping bag follows as she rolls over onto her other side and shifts away from me, the small distance between us feeling immense. I lie there, stiff as a board, my own breathing ragged. I did the right thing. I know I did. The 'right' thing. But my body aches with lust in protest, my cock a steel bar of frustration.

The silence stretches, thick and uncomfortable. I open my mouth in the gloom a few times to say something, but I'm not sure what, each passing minute making it even harder to break the silence.

Feeling like shit even though I know I did the right thing, I do eventually manage to go to sleep, while extremely aware that tomorrow morning isn't going to be a whole lot of fun.

***

The morning arrives with the thin, grey light of dawn filtering through the tent fabric. I blink, momentarily disoriented, the events of the previous night rushing back. I turn my head. Karly's back is to me, her sleeping bag zipped up to her chin. I can't tell if she's awake or not. The air is cool and still.

Deciding to get the coffee and some breakfast started as an olive branch of sorts, I get dressed and slip out of the tent. The morning air is crisp, and a fine mist hangs over the creek. The fire is out, but the embers are still warm. I get a small fire going and put a pot of water on to boil.

I'm just pouring the hot water over the coffee grounds when the tent zipper whirs. Karly emerges, fully dressed in jeans and a hoodie, her hair a tangled mess. She looks everywhere but at me.

"Morning," I say, my voice sounding too loud in the quiet of the morning.

"Morning, Jake," She replies quietly, her voice sounding embarrassed? Ashamed?

"Keen for some bacon and eggs?" I ask, waving a skillet.

"That would be nice, thank you," She replies very carefully and politely, taking a seat and still not looking at me, making me feel bad for her. She didn't do anything wrong, I would have loved to have spent the night fucking her, but what if it was the alcohol making her like that and in the morning she hated me?

The atmosphere between us is thick with unspoken words and the awkwardness of the night before while I cook our breakfast. We eat our bacon and eggs in near silence, the sounds of chewing and the clinking of utensils on plates the only sounds between us. I finish my plate and take hers, cleaning up at the creek as she sits there staring at the fire, obviously deep in thought.

Coming back, I sit down next to her in my chair, turning my eyes to the fire.

"Jake...I...would like to apologize very sincerely for what I did last night. I was drunk but that's no excuse." Karly eventually says, her voice quiet, like she worried the trees might hear her confession or something. "It was a...deeply inappropriate thing to do and I'm sorry if I made you feel uncomfortable."

"No, no, it's fine, Karly. Seriously. You were just drunk and being a bit flirty," I say, trying to reassure her and wondering if she remembers everything or not. I glance at her and see she has a small, sad smile on her face, a tear rolling down her cheek, and she turns away from me, wiping it away. The sight of her crying, and especially because of me, hits me like a punch to the gut.

"Karly, what's wrong?" I ask softly.

"It's just...so stupid," She says, her voice trembling slightly as she turns back to me, "I know I should be glad you stopped me, but the...disgust in your voice when you told me you didn't want me sexually, it's made it so clear that I've become an ugly old crone that nobody wants."

Her words hit me hard, my guilt intensifying as I realize I've overcorrected again. I was aiming for firm, not disgusted.

"And I know I wasn't just being a bit flirty, Jake, I remember grabbing your...you know. And even that proves my point, he was rock hard but I'm so gross I can't even tempt a man to let me give him a handjob!" She adds, her tears now coming faster as her embarrassment and shame pour out of her.

"Karly, stop that. That's not what happened at all, please," I say, leaning forward and wiping a tear from her cheek with my thumb, my decision made for me now, unable to let her feel this way about herself, "The reason I stopped you wasn't because I'm disgusted by you. It was the complete opposite."

Her eyes widen, and she looks at me with a confused expression, "What do you mean?"

"I mean...I've had a massive thing for you ever since I first met you," I admit, the words coming out in a rush, "I've been trying so hard to hide it that it's come across as weird and awkward, and that's why you thought I disliked you. Last night, when you touched me, every single part of me wanted to say yes, but my brain was screaming that it was a bad idea. I stopped you because I thought you were drunk and you'd regret it in the morning, not because I didn't want you. My cock has been hard for you since yesterday afternoon. I literally jerked off before I came into the tent last night because I was scared I'd do something stupid like try to fuck you but 10 minutes next to you was all it took to get my hard again anyway."

Karly just stares at me, her tear-streaked face a mixture of shock and disbelief.

"You...you're not just saying that to make me feel better?" she whispers, her voice barely audible.

"What? Admitting I have a massive crush on my girlfriend's Mom and completely embarrassing myself because I can't bear to see you think I don't think you're the hottest fucking woman ever? No, I'm not just saying that to make you feel better, haha," I laugh, feeling giddy having revealed so much at once.

"Wow...and you really...jerked off just before bed to try and help yourself stay in control?"

"Yeah," I admit, feeling a bit dumb hearing her say it now.

"But he was so...hard and big, when I...you know...touched him?" Karly says, apparently keen to pull every thread on my admission for signs of loose ones.

"Well...like I said, you're a very attractive and sexy woman, Karly," I say, barely believing I'm saying this to her face even though I've thought it for ages.

"Huh. Well..." She says, staring into the fire and chewing her lip, "It looks like I've been reading you completely wrong, Jake."

"Haha, looks like this camping trip has given us a chance to get to know each other a little better, hey?"

"Mm-hmm, that it has," Karly agrees, the mood feeling much lighter now, all our cards on the table, 'Shall we go for a little hike? Burn off some of this bacon and eggs?"

"Sounds great." The idea of a hike seems like the perfect thing to clear the rest of the awkwardness between us and to get back to a more normal feeling.

We get ready and set off and for the next hour, Karly leads the way along a forgotten looking track, the trail meandering through the dense forest, the cool morning air burning off and heating up as the morning kicks in properly. The conversation flows easily now, the tension between us gone. We talk about everything and nothing, our laughter echoing through the trees.

Karly points out different types of ferns and birds, her knowledge of the woods surprising me, her youthful enthusiasm returning as she leads me to a small waterfall which I assume must eventually become the creek that runs by our tent.

"Isn't it beautiful?" She asks, smiling at the scene.

"Yeah," I agree, the noises the waterfall's making like something from a relaxation soundtrack.

"It's gotten humid, I'm feeling pretty sweaty at this point," She says, looking at the water, "I'm going in for a dip."

Without waiting, she pulls her hoodie and shirt over her head and reveals a simple black sports bra. She then kicks off her shoes and socks before she unbuttons her jeans and slides them down, revealing a matching pair of black panties that hug her hips and plump ass perfectly. My breath catches in my throat as she stands there in her underwear, her body even more stunning than I had imagined. Her thighs are full and strong, her stomach soft and feminine, and her breasts, even compressed by the sports bra, are undeniably huge.

"Coming in, Jake?" she asks, her smirk playing on her lips as she starts stepping into the water near the base of the waterfall, the water clear enough to see her feet.

"Sure," I say, trying to sound nonchalant but my cock is already swelling from the view as I turn away from her and strip off down to my boxers before backing into the water, Karly polite enough not to mention my strange way of entering the water. The water is cool, a welcome relief from the growing heat of the day. I move a little deeper until the water is up to my belly button, my hard-on now mercifully hidden from view.

Karly submerges herself completely in the water, and when she comes up, she flips her hair back, sending a spray of water droplets into the air. She is radiant, her face flushed from the cold, her skin glowing.

"Oh my god, this is amazing," she says, wading over to where I stand, her movements graceful and confident, her massive breasts bouncing, even in a sportsbra.

"Yeah, it really is," I agree, my gaze fixed on her.

She stops in front of me, the water swirling around us. She's close enough that I can see the tiny beads of water clinging to her eyelashes.

"Can I be completely honest with you, Jake?"

"Sure."

"If this was a movie, it kinda feels like this would be the perfect time for me to lean up and kiss you," She reveals quietly, looking up at me through her eyelashes, her words making my face heat up and she watches me for my reaction, "But I'm not sure I could handle the embarrassment if you pulled away..."

"You wouldn't have to worry about me pulling away," I reply equally quietly, feeling the air thicken between us, Karly biting her lip cutely as she hears my response, my body shivering with anticipation as she does indeed come closer, looking deep into my eyes as she places her hands on my hips and get on her tippy-toes, her face lifting to meet mine as I lean down to her, our lips meeting softly, tentatively at first, a testing of the waters before we both get more into it. My hands find her waist, pulling her against me as the kiss deepens. Her lips are soft and full, and she tastes of clean water and something sweet. My tongue traces her lower lip, and she parts her lips with a soft sigh, letting me in. The kiss becomes hungry, desperate, a release of all the pent-up tension from the past 24 hours.

My hands slide up her back, feeling the slick wet skin and the damp fabric of her sports bra. I can feel the press of her large breasts against my chest, a soft, heavy weight that drives me wild. Her hands move from my hips to my neck, her fingers tangling in my hair as she pulls me closer, deepening the kiss even more. My cock, already hard, now becomes a throbbing, demanding ache, a steel rod pressed against her stomach through the thin, wet fabric of my boxers.

We break the kiss eventually, both of us breathing heavily, our foreheads resting against each other.

"This is amazing," Karly purrs, stroking the back of my head and grinning, her eyes locked on mine, "Every fiber in my body is aching for you, Jake."

"Are...are you sure you're not still drunk?" I joke, my hands caressing her back, holding her close, her voluptuous body feeling so good in my hands.

"Haha. No, I'm stone cold sober, but I am feeling the same urge I felt last night..." She says, her hands leaving my head and trailing down my sides until they're resting on the elastic of my boxers.

Her fingers hook into the waistband of my boxers. I watch her, my breath held tight, as she slowly, deliberately, peels the fabric down over my hips under the water. My hard cock springs free, throbbing and erect in the cool water. Her eyes drop to it, and a slow, satisfied smile spreads across her face.

"Mmm," she hums, "Just as I remembered. So big, so hard."

She wraps her fingers around my shaft, her touch electric. The water around us does little to dull the heat of her skin on mine. Her hand is soft but firm, her grip confident. She gives me a slow, deliberate pump from base to tip, and a groan escapes my lips.

"You like that, Jake?" she whispers, her eyes flicking back up to meet mine. "You like my hand on your big, hard cock?"

"God, yes," I rasp, my hips bucking involuntarily, pushing my cock deeper into her fist.

Her other hand comes up to cup my balls, her fingers gently massaging them, rolling them in her palm. She starts to find a rhythm, her strokes long and slow, her thumb swirling over the sensitive head on each upstroke, my first underwater handjob very different to any other handjob I've had before, her hand not gripping tight but kind of sliding over my cock, up and down, giving just enough pressure to pleasure me.

"It would be a bit awkward if somebody appeared on the trail now, huh?" Karly teases, biting her lip mischievously as she looks up at me, like she's daring the universe to do just that, her massive breasts shaking as she strokes my cock.

"Yeah..." I say, trailing off, not really caring about anything other than the fact I'm getting a handjob from my MILF crush, the water splishing and splashing between us as she tugs perfectly on my length.

Grinning at my obvious pleasure, Karly keeps stroking but guides me backwards towards the bank, her eyes never leaving mine as we slowly emerge from the water, sitting me down on my butt on the bank, my lower legs still in the water as she kneels between them, her lower body still in the water as she strokes my length, her other hand fondling my balls.

"Now we wouldn't even be able to pretend something sexual wasn't happening if someone walks by," She purrs, licking her lips, "What with your big, hard cock out in the open and my hands very clearly on it."

"Yeah," I repeat, looking around a bit down bother directions of the trail but knowing unless someone walks directly up and taps me on the shoulder, there's no way I'm going to tell her to stop, her soft hands so skilled on my cock as the warm air tickles my wet skin, the scenery of a waterfall for my handjob feeling surreal.

"I can feel you're getting close, Jake," She whispers, picking up the pace a little, my cock feeling impossibly hard now, the pressure building at the base of my cock, promising a spectacular explosion.

"Mmm," I say in confirmation, her seductive eyes on mine, her expression so fucking sexy.

The combination of her skilled hands, the beautiful setting, and the forbidden nature of our encounter is quickly overwhelming. I feel the familiar tightening in my balls and my breathing becomes ragged, my hips beginning to thrust up, meeting her strokes, fucking her fist.

"Give it to me, baby," she murmurs, her grip tightening slightly, her strokes faster, more demanding. "I want to see you come. I want to feel you explode all over me."

With a loud groan, my body tenses, and my cock erupts. A thick, white arc of come shoots out, splashing over her breasts and stomach. Another follows, then another, each one accompanied by a shudder of pure pleasure as my length pulsates and throbs, coating Karly in my release, Karly purring with approval as she watches me empty myself over her. She continues to stroke me through my orgasm, milking every last drop from me, her hands now slick with my seed, my semen dripping from her massive breasts, her sportsbra streaked with white, already soaked with water and now soaked with my come too.

Spent, I collapse back against the soft earth and leaves, my chest heaving. Karly releases my softening cock and brings her hands up, examining the creamy fluid coating her fingers. A look of pure, unadulterated satisfaction is on her face.

"Mmm, look at all that yummy come," she says, her voice a low purr. She slowly, deliberately, licks a drop of it from her thumb. "Mm-mm, just as delicious as I imagined."

Staring at her, satisfied and buzzing with post-orgasmic bliss, Karly chuckles at my open-mouthed look of dazed happiness and lets herself fall backwards into the water, floating on her back for a moment before letting herself sink, coming up and standing and washing my come off her stomach and bra. Getting out of the water after that, she picks up her hoodie and uses it as a makeshift towel to dab away the excess water from herself, her body glistening and her panties clinging to her, the lips of her pussy clearly outlined as I stare hungrily.

"My eyes are up here, Jake," She says with a grin, repeating her joke, even though she makes a point of staring at my still exposed cock as she speaks.

I laugh, and watch as she reaches behind her back, her movements unhurried. She unhooks her sports bra, the wet fabric peeling away from her skin. She pulls it off and tosses it with her damp hoodie. Her breasts are released from their confinement, heavy and massive, the nipples a dusky pink and hard from the cool water. I feel my breath catch in my throat. They are even more magnificent than I'd so often dreamed of, soft and full, with a sway and jiggle from every little movement she makes that makes them incredibly hypnotizing and touchable.

Next, she hooks her thumbs into the waistband of her black panties. She slides them down her hips, revealing the neat triangle of dark hair between her legs before she steps out of them completely. For a breathtaking moment, she stands there, utterly naked and unselfconscious in the dappled sunlight. Water droplets still cling randomly to her skin, tracing paths down her curves. I can't look away. I've never been so mesmerized by a naked woman before.

She picks up her jeans and pulls them on, then she grabs her shirt, pulling it over her head and tugging it down over her massive natural breasts, the shirt's fabric taut over them. I can clearly see the darker circles of her areolas through the fabric, the bumps of her nipples in the middle of each one.

I stand up, my cock now soft but still tingling. Karly's eyes follow my every move as I peel the wet fabric down my legs. I wring them out and toss them aside before pulling on my own dry jeans and shirt. The rough denim feels strange against my exposed cock and balls, as I've never really been one for going 'commando'.

Scooping up her wet clothes, Karly looks at me.

"Shall we head back to camp?" She asks.

I nod and we set off. The hike back is quiet, but it's a comfortable silence now, Karly and I exchanging little smiles every now and then as we make our way along the trail. My mind is stuck on a loop replaying the handjob at the waterfall, my eyes drawn constantly to the way her shirt strains against her amazing tits as we walk, Karly clearly enjoying the attention her breasts are getting.

"Is it a bit of a relief for you to be able to just look at them now without having to be all extra-careful not to get caught?"

"Haha, 100%, yeah," I reply, her massive breasts bouncing as she steps over a fallen branch and giving me another awesome display of her body's physics.

"Well, you can look all you want now, Jake," She says, her smile widening, "It's just you and me."

"Noted," I reply happily.

We get back to the campsite, the sun now high overhead. I make a basic clothes line by jamming a thin but long branch between two trees and we hang our wet clothes and get comfortable on the lawn chairs, resting our legs after the hour or so return hike.

We sit there for a while, just enjoying the quiet and the growing heat.

"I could get used to this," Karly says, closing her eyes and tilting her face towards the sun, her hands resting on her stomach.

"Yeah, it's pretty nice," I agree, my eyes not leaving her, my cock plumping up as I think about her naked body from earlier.

She opens one eye, peeking at me, and catches me staring. She doesn't say anything, just a slow, knowing smile spreads across her face. She stretches her arms over her head, arching her back, and the movement causes her shirt to pull even tighter across her chest, her tits looking ridiculously big and tempting, my cock responding, hardening rapidly.

She lowers her arms and looks at my growing tent, her expression pleased at my body's response to hers.

"You know," she says, her voice a low murmur, "It's getting hot."

"Yeah, it is, a bit," I manage, my throat suddenly dry as I see her hungry expression and know she's thinking something that will probably equal lots of pleasure for us.

"Far too hot for those thick jeans, Jake. You should take them off." Karly says, her suggestion not really a suggestion at all, my heart pounding at the pure unadulterated confidence she has.

Standing up, I unbutton and slide my jeans off, now standing with my erection jutting out and nothing but a shirt on, Karly biting her lip as she sees my erection.

"You still look a little hot, maybe lose the shirt too?" She says, smiling as I do so, now standing naked, glad we picked a more remote campsite.

"Huh, it looks like you might have a little bit of leaf or something on your leg, come closer," She purrs, leaning forward in her chair, her hands beckoning me as I approach, spreading her legs and prompting me to stand between them, my erection now inches from her face.

"Hmm, no, it must have been a shadow or something. Still, since you're here anyway," She says, saying no more and simply wrapping her plump, warm lips around my cock and sucking deep, her head quickly bobbing as she starts blowing me without any warning or hesitation. A deep groan escapes me as I feel her hot, wet mouth envelop my shaft, her tongue swirling around my girth as she takes me deep. My hands find her hair, my fingers tangling in the soft strands as I guide her, my hips starting to thrust gently, fucking her mouth. Her moans vibrate through my shaft, sending jolts of pleasure straight to my core. I look down and watch as my cock disappears between her lips, her cheeks hollowed with the effort, her eyes looking up at me, gleaming with desire.

She pulls back from my length momentarily, "Do you like that, Jake? Do you like my mouth on your big, hard cock?" she asks, her voice husky with lust, her hand now stroking my saliva-slicked length and balls.

"God, yes," I rasp, my hands tightening in her hair.

She takes me back into her mouth, this time deeper, her nose brushing against my pubic bone as she deepthroats me. The sensation is incredible, her throat constricting around my head, her gag reflex seemingly non-existent, her skills on my cock much higher than Emma's, Emma having never been able to take more than half my length in her mouth, the feeling of having my entire length inside Karly's mouth and throat at once like heaven, making me gasp and groan involuntarily, my body trembling with pleasure. The sheer erotic naughtiness as she works her magic on me, right here in the open, is heady and unbelievably sexy. I can feel my orgasm already building, her deepthroat skills rapidly bringing me closer and closer to the point of no return.

Pulling off me again, she grins up at me, stroking my length, "I can feel him twitching and shaking, Jake. Are you about to give me a tasty lunchtime treat?" she purrs.

"Yeah," I gasp, my hips thrusting into her fist as she continues to stroke me, her eyes so seductive as she stares up at me.

"Then give it to me, baby. Give me all your delicious come. I want to taste you again," She urges, taking me back into her mouth and resuming her enthusiastic sucking and bobbing.

Within a minute, I can no longer hold back. My cock pulses and throbs as I erupt, flooding her mouth with my seed. She swallows eagerly, her throat working as she takes every drop, her eyes never leaving mine, a look of pure, unadulterated satisfaction on her face as I empty myself into her mouth. She continues to suck and lick me through my orgasm, her tongue swirling around my sensitive head, milking every last drop from me until I'm completely empty, my body shaking and shivering as she prolongs my orgasm, my cock trapped in her mouth as she enjoys herself on my enjoyment, her fingers massaging my tingling balls.

Utterly finished for the moment, I stumble back a step, my cock sliding from her mouth and my legs feeling weak. Karly releases my softening cock and balls from her hands and wipes her lips with a smirk, looking incredibly pleased with herself.

"Delicious," she purrs, her voice a low murmur, sitting back in her chair like she's just finished a meal and patting her tummy.

Giving myself a minute to recover, feeling a bit exposed standing here naked, I force myself not to cover up and think too much about it, wanting to impress Karly, her body still driving me crazy even though I just came.

"It's still, uhh, pretty hot, huh?" I ask her, my own plan forming.

"Yes, it's definitely a nice day," Karly replies, grinning, my plan apparently clearly written across my forehead.

"Much too hot for that shirt," I say, motioning to her top.

"You're right, Jake, I think I'll take it off right now," Karly says with a grin, grabbing her shirt and pulling it up and off, her massive breasts bouncing as they rock and sway back into position, my eyes taking in the view.

"And I'd say it's totally too hot for those jeans..." I say, not as confidently as she did but still getting the same result, Karly smiling as she lifts her butt and peels her jeans off before sliding them down her legs and kicking them aside, now completely naked too, my cock tingling.

"Oh no, is that a leaf on your upper inner thigh?" I say, Karly chuckling at my cheesiness as I kneel down in front of her and grab her legs, parting them before me and exposing the pink slit of her pussy, moving in closer and breathing in the sexy musk of her sex, guiding her legs up until they're resting on my shoulders and back as I lean in, looking up at her as my mouth makes first contact with her slit.

Karly gasps as my tongue finds her clit, her body tensing as I start to circle it with the tip of my tongue, her hands immediately going to my head, her fingers tangling in my hair and pulling me closer. I look up at her, her face a mask of pure pleasure, her head tilted back, her mouth open in a silent moan. Her massive breasts rise and fall with each breath, the nipples hard with arousal.

I explore further, my tongue now lapping at her folds, tasting her sweetness. I slide a finger into her wet heat, then another, curling them to find that special spot inside her. Her hips buck against my face, her moans now loud and unrestrained, her fingers tightening in my hair, her sounds of pleasure so erotic as I feast on her, knowing I'm the one who's making this sexy MILF moan in such ecstasy.

"Mmm, yes, eat this pussy. Eat this fucking pussy, baby," she grunts, her thighs tightening around my head. I can feel her body start to tremble, the muscles in her legs tensing. I continue to lick and suck, my fingers working in tandem with my tongue, pushing her closer and closer to the edge.

With a loud cry, she comes, her body convulsing as a wave of pleasure washes over her. Her juices flow, coating my fingers and face, her sweet nectar flooding my senses. I lap it up eagerly, prolonging her orgasm as long as I can, her hands holding my head in place, her hips bucking against my face as she rides out the waves of her climax, the chair squeaking like it might very well fail. As she starts to come down from her high, I slow my movements, my tongue now gently teasing her oversensitive clit, my fingers still buried deep inside her.

I pull my fingers out and give her one last, long lick from her hole to her clit before leaning back, her legs sliding off my shoulders. She looks down at me, her face flushed and her eyes glazed with satisfaction, her chest heaving.

"I don't think I've ever made a woman come that quickly," I blurt out honestly, my hands caressing her thighs, her pussy looking so wet and shiny.

"Haha, I don't think she was ready for the touch of a real man again after so long," Karly explains with a chuckle, one hand reaching down to rub her pussy softly, "Plus, I've been on a horny hair trigger since last night. Next time you might have to eat me for a bit longer."

"Oh no, that would be terrible," I say with mock frustration, leaning in to give her wet folds another quick kiss and suck, feeling her soft, slippery lips on my tongue, her taste delicious.

Standing up, the sunlight hitting my bare skin through the leaves, I help Karly to her feet when she extends a hand up to me, pulling her close and embracing her soft, feminine figure against mine, feeling her lips on my skin as she kisses my chest.

"We probably should put on some clothes at least," She concedes after a moment, her post-orgasm clarity perhaps kicking in.

"Yeah," I agree, the two of us fetching some light clothing from the tent, shorts and a bare top for me and a sundress with no underwear or bra for her, my eyes drinking in the view as she pulls it over her head and covers her naked body once more, her curves still looking amazing and her breasts jiggling freely.

We spend the rest of the midday and afternoon lounging around the campsite, reading and talking, my sexual tension and Karly's fear of being disliked now replaced by a comfortable intimacy. As the sun begins to dip lower and the main heat of the day starts to leave the air, Karly suggests we cook dinner, and we work together to prepare a simple meal of sausages and roasted vegetables over the fire.

As the last light of day fades, we find ourselves back in our camping chairs. I've put on a shirt, but otherwise the air and fire are warm enough for comfort, a fresh beer each in our hands, and the comfortable silence between us only broken by the crackling of the fire and the bubble of the creek.

Neither of us has said it, but it seems understood between the two of us that we didn't have to rush anything today sexually because tonight when we go to bed we're going to fuck, the thought of being inside her penetrating my thoughts all afternoon, the anticipation always there in the back of my mind, Karly seeming to be having similar thoughts, catching her staring at me and chewing her lip as I toss another log on the fire and such, squeezing her thighs together. Knowing I'm making her feel that way somehow the most erotic thing that's ever happened to me.

Finishing her first beer at the same time as me, Karly puts the empty down but doesn't reach to get fresh ones, instead looking at me hungrily.

"Is it too early to go to bed, do you think, Jake?"

"No, not at all," I reply, my cock twitching and my heart speeding up with excitement as I realise this is it.

"Come on then, let's go to bed," Karly says, standing up and reaching down.

Taking her hand, I let her lead me to the tent, my pulse pounding in my ears. She unzips the flap and we enter, sitting on our sleeping bags, clearly not about to go to sleep.

"I've been thinking about this all day," She whispers as she leans over to me, her lips finding my earlobe, her hot breath sending a shiver down my spine, "Thinking about how amazing it's going to feel to have your big, hard cock inside me."

"Me too," I whisper back, my hands finding her waist, pulling her closer, the two of us becoming entangled as we start making out, her hands exploring my chest and back, my hands roaming all over her curvaceous body, my cock rapidly hardening and straining against my shorts.

Her hands grab at my shirt, desperate to have it off me. I comply and then do the same wit her summer dress, Karly slinking out of it and now kneeling naked before me in the gloom g the tent, her hands wasting no time tugging my shorts off me, the two of us nude now, grabbing her and guiding her to the soft sleeping bags, lying her down and pressing my lips to her, her body so soft under mine as we continue to kiss and nip at each other, her hands roaming all over me, as clearly as turned on as I am right now. I can see the hunger in her eyes, a reflection of my own desire.

"I need you inside me, Jake," She breathes, her legs spreading wide to welcome me as I settle between her thighs, my cock twitching and ready to be buried inside her.

"You're so fucking hot," I reply, smitten with her words, my voice husky with my own need as I guide my hard length to her entrance, her wet heat beckoning me. I rub the head of my cock along her slick folds, coating myself in her juices, her hips bucking upwards, desperate for me to enter her. I tease her for a moment longer, my cock sliding against her clit, her moans growing louder and more insistent.

"Please, Jake, please," She begs, her hands gripping my ass, pulling me towards her.

With a slow, deliberate push, I slide into her, inch by inch. I watch her face as I enter her, her eyes widening, her mouth falling open in a silent gasp. She is incredibly tight, her walls stretching to accommodate me, a velvety grip that feels like pure heaven. I keep pushing until I'm fully buried inside her, my balls resting against her ass, my whole length enveloped in her warmth.

"Oh, god, yes," She whimpers, her nails digging into my back, "You feel so good inside me. So big, so hard."

"You feel incredible, Karly," I groan, my head dropping to her shoulder, overwhelmed by the sensation, "So tight, so fucking wet."

I start to move, my hips rocking back and forth, my cock sliding in and out of her in a slow, steady rhythm. The tent is filled with the sounds of our fucking, the slap of my skin against hers, the rustle of the sleeping bags, our ragged breaths, and our moans of pleasure.

Her hands explore my body, her nails raking down my back, her fingers digging into my ass, urging me on, her words spurring me on, driving me wild.

"Fuck me, baby. Fuck me with that big, hard cock. Make me come all over it. Use my pussy," She pants, her legs wrapping around my waist, pulling me deeper, holding me inside her, feeling her flex her pussy around my girth, teasing me.

I pick up the pace, my thrusts becoming harder, faster, more forceful, the sleeping bags rustling wildly. Her massive breasts bounce and jiggle with each powerful thrust, a mesmerizing sight that spurs me on. I reach down and cup one of them, my thumb brushing over her hard nipple, her moan of appreciation a sweet reward.

"Harder, baby, harder," She begs, her hips rising to meet my every thrust, our bodies now moving in a primal, urgent rhythm.

I comply, my thrusts becoming almost brutal, my hips pistoning into hers, the force of our coupling practically shaking the tent, Karly grabbing my head and pulling it down to her, burying my face into her neck and shoulder, her teeth gritted as she grips me, squeezes me, holds me.

"Mmmm I'm so fucking close yes fuck this pussy fuck it," She grunts through her teeth, her body shaking under mine as I try my best to pleasure this perfect MILF, my own orgasm building but ignoring it as best I can for now.

Her body arches off the sleeping bag, a strangled cry tearing from her throat as her orgasm crashes over her. I feel her walls clamp down around me, a series of intense, rhythmic contractions that milk my cock, pulling me deeper into her. I bury my face in her neck, her scent flooding my senses as she comes, her body trembling uncontrollably beneath me, her moans of pure ecstasy filling the tent.

Unable to hold it in any longer, her orgasm driving me over the edge, I join her in climax, grunting into her neck as my cock erupts, pulsing and twitching inside her as it shoots rope after rope of thick come inside her tight sex, flooding it, Karly gasping in pleasure as she feels my warmth spreading through her pussy, the two of us shivering in orgasm, holding each other tight as we come together. We stay like that for a long moment, our bodies entwined, our breathing ragged and uneven as the aftershocks of our shared climax ripple through us. My cock, still half-hard and twitching, remains buried inside her, reluctant to leave the warmth of her pussy.

"Holy shit," I say softly, my face still buried in her hair, her scent intoxicating, my heart still pounding in my chest.

Karly answers with a contented hum, her hands stroking my back in a slow, lazy rhythm. "Holy shit indeed," she murmurs, her voice a sleepy, satisfied purr. "That was...fun, haha."

She tightens her legs around my waist, holding me inside her for another moment before finally letting me go. I slowly pull out of her and roll onto my side, propping myself up on an elbow to look at her. She lies there, her skin flushed and glowing in the dim light, her massive breasts rising and falling with each breath. A satisfied smile plays on her lips, her eyes half-closed and heavy-lidded with post-coital bliss.

I lean in and give her a soft, lingering kiss, "I've wanted to do that for so long," I admit, my voice barely a whisper.

"It felt like it, heh," She replies, her smile widening as she reaches over to stroke my face, "It felt so perfect to be given a good fucking," She adds, her coarse language making me grin back.

We lie there for a while, basking in the afterglow, our fingers tangled together. The tent feels like a small, warm world of our own, the sounds of the night outside mixing with our relaxed breathing.

After a while, Karly moves closer, resting her head on my chest and sliding a leg over mine, her soft skin tingling me as she slides over me, her massive breasts resting on my arm, covering it, heavy and warm, her fingers toying with my chest.

Caressing her head as she relaxes on me, it's not long before my cock starts to grow, Karly rubbing my balls with her thigh, her hand sliding down from my chest as she feels the change in my body, her fingers wrapping around my swelling cock and squeezing appprecitively, stroking me slowly, her lips pecking at my chest as she starts kissing me.

"Mmm, is someone ready for more?" She murmurs, her voice a low, husky whisper against my skin.

"It's a distinct possibility," I whisper back cheerfully, her soft thigh stroking my balls as she slowly pistons her hand up and down my cock.

Karly gives my cock a final, affectionate squeeze before she releases it. She pushes herself up, her movements fluid and sensuous in the low light of the tent. She swings a leg over my hips, her knee sinking into the soft sleeping bag beside me. Her heavy breasts sway with the motion, a hypnotic dance in the gloom. She positions herself above me, her knees on either side of my torso, her body so warm and tempting.

She reaches down between her legs, her fingers wrapping around my now rock-hard cock. She guides me to her entrance, rubbing my sensitive head against her slick, wet folds. A soft sigh escapes her lips as she teases us both, my cock sliding against her clit, her hips grinding down against me.

"Ready, Jake?" She whispers, her eyes locked on mine, a mischievous glint in their depths.

I can only nod, my breath caught in my throat, my hands finding her hips and caressing her.

Slowly, tantalizingly, she lowers herself onto me. I watch my cock disappear into her, inch by inch, her walls stretching to accommodate me. She's soaking wet but incredibly tight, a warm, velvet grip that sends jolts of pleasure through my entire body. She takes me all the way in, her ass resting against my thighs, my entire length buried deep inside her.

"Mmm, fuck yes," She moans, "You feel so fucking good inside me."

She starts to move, her hips rocking in a slow, sensual rhythm. She rises up until just the tip of my cock is inside her, then slides back down, taking me to the hilt in one swift, fluid motion, over and over again, her pussy gripping my shaft each time, my breath coming in through clenched teeth as the level of pleasure her pussy gives me makes me shiver, my hands gripping her hips and holding on for the ride.

Her hands rest on my chest for support, her massive breasts swaying above me, their hypnotic dance mesmerizing me. I reach up and cup them, their heavy weight and softness filling my hands. I brush my thumbs over her hard nipples, and she lets out a long, low moan, her pace quickening slightly.

"Yes, play with my tits, Jake." She guides with a pant, her hips grinding against me, her movements becoming more urgent, her body demanding more.

I squeeze her breasts, my fingers sinking into their soft flesh, my thumbs and forefingers teasing and pinching her nipples. Her reactions are immediate and intoxicating. Her back arches, pushing her breasts further into my hands, her moans growing louder, her movements becoming more erratic. She's riding me harder now, her hips pistoning up and down, her tight, wet pussy sliding up and down my cock, her ass slapping against my thighs with each downward thrust, her body becoming slick with a sheen of sweat in the warm tent, this stunning MILF riding my cock for her pleasure.

"Oh fuck, I'm gonna come again," She announces loudly, her body trembling, her movements becoming jerky and uncoordinated as her orgasm builds. Her pussy clamps down around my cock, a series of intense, rhythmic contractions that threaten to milk me dry, her body convulsing with the force of her impending climax. Her moans turn into cries of pure ecstasy, her head thrown back, her hands now gripping my arms, her nails digging into my skin as her release hits.

With a final, shuddering cry, her orgasm washes over her, her body convulsing as she comes all over my cock. I feel her walls spasm around me, her juices flooding my shaft and balls, a warm, wet wave that pushes me over the edge with her. My own orgasm erupts, my cock pulsing and throbbing inside her as I shoot another load of hot come deep into her pussy, my body tensing as I empty myself into her, grunting with each powerful spurt, her pussy milking me for all I'm worth, her own moans and cries of pleasure mingling with my own as I fill her tight sex with my hot semen.

We stay locked together for a long moment, our bodies entwined, our breathing ragged and uneven. I'm still inside her, my cock softening but reluctant to leave the warmth of her pussy. Her body collapses onto mine, her massive breasts pressing against my chest, her head resting on my shoulder, her breath hot against my neck.

We lie there for a while, basking in the afterglow, our bodies tangled together. I can feel her pussy throbbing around my girth as we lie there, her sex gripping me tight even as I wilt, my hands now on her plump ass, massaging and caressing it, Karly trailing her fingers over my upper arms and shoulder, purring contentedly on me.

"God, you're a good fuck," She eventually says, her words simple but powerful.

"You're not so bad yourself," I manage to reply, a lazy grin on my face as my hands continue to caress her ass, my soft cock still inside her, a feeling of pure contentment washing over me.

"Heh, thanks. I think I'm going to be sleeping like a log tonight. I haven't felt this...satisfied in years," She says, kissing my neck, the touch of her lips still sending tingles through me. I gently squeeze her ass in response, her plump cheeks so addictive to fondle and knead.

Eventually getting off me, my cock suddenly cold after leaving the heat of her sex, we unzip our sleeping bags and turn them into makeshift regular blankets, sliding under them and spooning up, Karly's perfect ass, nestling into my crotch, my arm around her, my hand sandwiched between her heavy breasts. I bury my face happily into her hair, breathing in her feminine scent, Karly holding my other hand as we both drift off to sleep.

***

Sunlight filters through the thin fabric of the tent with a pale, golden glow, acting like a natural alarm clock. I stir, my body warm and heavy with sleep, and feel the soft curves of Karly nestled against me. My arm is still draped over her, my hand resting on the swell of her hip. I shift slightly, my morning wood pressing insistently against her soft ass, every inch of my cock tingling with the insistent morning wood sensitivity.

She stirs, a soft sigh escaping her lips as she pushes back against me, a subtle, instinctual movement that sends a jolt from my cock and throughout my body. She turns her head, her eyes cracking open, a sleepy, contented smile spreading across her face.

"Morning," she murmurs, her voice husky with sleep. She wiggles her ass against my erection, a playful, inviting gesture. "Is that for me?"

"The thought had crossed my mind to give it to you," I reply, my voice a low rumble. I nuzzle into her neck, my lips brushing against her skin, tasting the salt of her sweat from last night's sessions.

"Well then, waste not, want not," She purrs, lifting her leg, making it clear what my next should be.

Guiding my cock between her legs, I feel how slick her pussy is, Karly obviously waking up as aroused and in need of sex as me, feeling her hand slide down her front to take over, guiding my cock inside her, her heat once again amazing me, my length soon wrapped in her tight grip, my arm holding her tight and her hand over mine, squeezing each other as I start to thrust, fucking her from behind, her plump ass wobbling with every thrust, my head buried in her shoulder, her pussy walls so soft and sensuous on my girth, my entire shaft prickling with ecstasy. She's quieter this morning, her sounds soft little mews and moans as we make love in the morning light, our bodies moving in a slow, steady rhythm.

I feel her free hand snake down her stomach to her clit, her fingers moving in quick, little circles as I continue to thrust into her from behind. Her breathing becomes more ragged, her moans growing louder, her body starting to tremble. I know she's close, her fingers flying over her clit, her hips bucking back against me, meeting my every thrust. With a shuddering gasp, she comes, her walls clamping down around my cock, squeezing me, her fingers still working her clit through her orgasm, prolonging the pleasure.

Her orgasm triggers my own, my cock pulsing and throbbing as I empty myself inside her, my warm come filling her up, my morning wood so sensitive as it erupts that my body shakes and jitters in pleasure, the two of us moaning together in the quiet tent. I hold her close as we both slowly come down from our high, our bodies slick with fresh sweat, our hearts pounding.

We lie like that for a few more minutes, my softening cock still inside her, enjoying the intimacy of the moment, Karly's hand over mine, her fingers toying with mine.

"Mmm, now that's how you start the day the right way," She purrs contently, apparently in no rush for my cock to leave her sex, her plump ass pressed into my lower abdomen.

"I agree," I reply, nuzzling into her neck and kissing her.

"What would you say to a skinny dip? Wash off the night's dust and...other things?" Karly says, turning her head so I can see her daring grin. "I'm feeling a bit sticky, heh."

"I'd say yes," I reply, loving how adventurous and confident she is.

We untangle ourselves from the sleeping bag blankets and leave the tent, the morning air cool but not cold on our skin. The campsite is quiet, the birdsong the only sound. Hand in hand, we walk down to the creek, our bare feet silent on the soft earth. The water is clear and cold, a stark contrast to the warmth of the tent.

Karly is the first to wade in, her gasp audible as the chill water embraces her legs. I follow, the cold a shock at first, but quickly refreshing. We swim out to the deeper part, the water rising to our chests. The cold water does little to dull the heat that passes between us, both of us exchanging glances and grinning like idiots happily.

Approaching each other, we embrace in the water, only Karly's shoulder-tops and head out of the water, her head resting on my chest as we hold each other, my hands cupping her ass in the water, and Karly fondling my balls and cock, tight and shrunk in the cold water.

"Oooh, I'll have to help you warm him back up once we're out of the water," She giggles, before looking down at her chest, Karly's nipples in a similar predicament, tight and shrunken, her areolas barely a quarter of the size they normally are.

"Hah, and I'll have to help warm these guys back up," I say, cupping her heavy breasts and lifting them, leaning down to kiss her nipples, their nubs so hard and tight.

We wade out of the creek, the morning sun warming our skin, our fingers intertwined once again. I grab a towel from the tent, a large, fluffy one, and begin to dry her off. I take my time, my hands moving over her body. I dry her back, her arms, her legs, lingering on her plump ass cheeks before coming to her front and dabbing away at the water on her tummy and breasts, Karly watching me with an amused expression as I linger on her curves and bumps, enjoying myself.

"Your turn," She whispers eventually, taking the towel from me.

She dries me with the same unhurried attention, her touch sending shivers through me, the towel now a caress, not just a tool for drying. When she reaches my cock, it's no longer shrunk from the cold. Her fingers wrap around it through the towel, her strokes slow and deliberate.

"It seems he's feeling a bit warmer now," she purrs, her eyes gleaming with mischief, "But I'm sure I could make him warmer if you'd like?"

"Sounds very tempting," I say, Karly draping the towel over a lawnchair and taking my hand to guide me back to the tent.

Inside, she gives me a gentle push, and I lie back on the soft sleeping bags, my cock rapidly swelling as my anticipation skyrockets. She doesn't lie down beside me. Instead, she swings a leg over my chest, her knees settling on either side of my head. Her massive breasts hang down, brushing against my stomach as she leans forward, her ass now directly above my face.

"I've thought of a way I can warm your face at the same time I'm warming your big, beautiful cock," She teases, her fingers caressing my balls.

I look up at the feast before me. Her pussy lips, still puffy from our morning fuck, are parted slightly, revealing the pink, glistening flesh within, and above it, the tight, puckered star of her pink asshole.

She lowers her head, her hair tickling my thighs. I feel her warm breath on my cock a moment before her tongue laps at the head, a slow, deliberate swipe that makes my whole body tense. She takes me into her mouth, her lips sliding down my shaft, her tongue swirling around my girth. I groan into her folds as she starts to suck, her head bobbing in a slow, steady rhythm, my hands reaching up to squeeze her ass and guide her down, eager to taste her.

I breathe in her musky, womanly scent before my tongue finds her clit, already swollen with arousal. I circle it with the tip of my tongue, her moan vibrating around my cock. I explore further, my tongue lapping at her slick folds, tasting her sweet nectar, my chin soon wet with her juices as I feast on her, her ass resting on my face.

She mirrors my actions, her own tongue and lips working their magic on my shaft and balls. Her movements become more urgent as her arousal builds, her sucking more intense, her pace quickening. The tent fills with the wet, slick sounds of our oral pleasure, our muffled moans and gasps, Karly riding my face, her sex so hot on my mouth.

Overcome with temptation, I grip her ass and guide her a few inches lower, my tongue tentatively licking at her puckered asshole, Karly shuddering as soon as I do, her mouth moaning around my shaft as she stops mid-suck, grunting with surprise and pleasure, feeling her press her asshole eagerly towards my mouth in response, obviously desperate for more of that sensation.

Emboldened by her reaction, I begin to explore her tight back door with more confidence, my tongue swirling around her rim, then probing gently, feeling the resistance before it gives way. Her response is immediate and intoxicating. She pulls her mouth off my cock with a wet pop, her cries of pleasure loud and clear.

"Oh fuck, Jake! Yes! Eat my fucking ass!" she pants, her hips grinding against my face, her body trembling.

I eat her ass with renewed vigor, my tongue delving deeper, my hands gripping her cheeks, holding her open for me. Her moans fill the tent, her body bucking uncontrollably. She takes my cock back into her mouth, her sucking now frantic, her movements desperate as she chases her orgasm, my tongue buried in her ass.

With a loud cry, her body convulses as she comes, her juices gushing onto my chin and throat, her thighs vibrating around my head. I feel her asshole clench around my tongue, a series of intense, rhythmic contractions that tell me she's experiencing a powerful, full-body orgasm, her moans of release muffled as she lies there shaking with my cock down her throat.

"Oh my god," she gasps, taking my cock from her mouth, her body going limp on top of me. She slowly pushes herself up, her movements slow and languid, her body still trembling from the force of her climax. She swings her leg over my head and collapses onto the sleeping bag beside me, her massive breasts heaving with each breath. She turns her head to look at me, her eyes wide with a mixture of shock, awe, and raw, unadulterated lust.

"Nobody...nobody has ever done that to me before," She whispers, her voice hoarse, "That was...incredible."

I just grin, a feeling of masculine pride swelling in my chest. I lean over and give her a soft, lingering kiss, letting her taste herself on my lips.

"You deserved it, and I'm really happy I could be your first," I murmur.

She looks at me for a long moment, her expression unreadable. Then, a slow, mischievous smile spreads across her face. She reaches out and wraps her fingers around my still-hard cock, giving it a firm, appreciative squeeze.

"Tell me, Jake," she says, her voice a low, husky purr, "Have you ever had a chance to stick this big boy in a woman's ass?" The question hangs in the air between us, bold and direct, a clear invitation.

My breath hitches. "No," I admit honestly, "Never."

"Well," She replies, her grin widening, "I think you deserve to, and I'd be really happy to be your first," She finishes, obviously smitten from the ass eating.

She releases my cock and rolls over onto her hands and knees. She looks back at me over her shoulder, her hair cascading down her back, her massive breasts hanging down, swaying with every little movement. Her back is arched, her plump ass presented to me in a silent, desperate invitation. The tight, pink star of her asshole beckons me, glistening with a mixture of my saliva and her own juices.

"I want you to fuck my ass, Jake," She says, her voice firm and commanding now, "I want to feel every inch of your big, hard cock stretching me, filling me up. I want you to come deep inside me."

My cock throbs with a desperate, primal need. I move behind her, my hands caressing the soft globes of her ass, my thumbs spreading her cheeks, giving me a perfect view of her tight hole. I position my cock at her entrance, the head nudging against her puckered rim. She tenses for a moment, a soft gasp escaping her lips.

She takes a deep breath, her body visibly relaxing, and I push forward, feeling it as her asshole's resistance gives way. I slide into her, inch by incredible inch, the tight, velvety grip of her ass a sensation unlike anything I've ever felt. It's so much tighter than her pussy, a hot, squeezing pressure that milks my shaft as I enter her.

I keep pushing until I'm fully buried inside her, my balls resting against her wet pussy. I hold still for a moment, letting her get used to the feel of me, my hands stroking her hips and back.

"Are you ok?" I ask, my voice thick with lust and pleasure, amazed that such a small-looking entrance can take something as thick as my cock.

"Okay?" She pants, pushing back against me, "I'm more than ok. Fuck me, Jake. Fuck my ass."

Grinning and aroused by her eagerness, I start to move, my hips rocking back and forth, my cock sliding in and out of her tight hole. The sensation is mind-blowing, a tight, hot grip that threatens to send me over the edge with every thrust. The tent fills with the sounds of our fucking, the slap of my skin against hers, our hot breaths, and her loud, unrestrained moans.

"Harder, Jake, harder!" She begs, her hands gripping the sleeping bags, her body rocking back to meet my every thrust.

I comply, my thrusts becoming faster, more forceful. Her massive breasts swing beneath her and I reach around and cup them, their heavy weight filling my hands, my fingers pinching her hard nipples, her moans of pleasure a sweet reward, her tight ass so incredible on my cock.

"Oh fuck, I'm so close," She grunts, her body starting to tremble, "Don't stop. Please don't stop."

I thrust into her with all my strength, my hips pistoning, my cock plunging deep into her tight ass. With a loud cry, her body convulses as she comes again, her asshole clamping down around my cock in a series of intense, rhythmic contractions. Unable to hold back any longer, my first experience with anal the most intense pleasure I've ever felt, my own orgasm erupts, my cock pulsating as I fill her ass with my hot seed, slamming into her over and over as my cock throbs and twitches, flooding her asshole with my load, gripping her ass tight as I pull her back onto my length, wanting to be fully inside her as I blow, my body shuddering with the force of my release.

Karly collapses underneath me onto her stomach, bringing me with her so that I'm on top of her, almost in the prone bone position, my cock still jerking in her asshole as we lie there panting, our skin flushed and red hot to the touch. Her plump ass is so soft against my hips as I keep my cock inside her for as long as possible, Karly sighing sweetly as she feels my girth twitch and shrink inside her.

My cock eventually slips from her tight embrace and I roll off her onto my back beside her, my chest heaving, my body spent and satisfied.

"Holy...fucking...shit," Karly says, her voice a breathless, awed whisper, turning her head to look at me. She has a dazed, blissed-out look in her eyes, a look of pure, unadulterated satisfaction, "How'd you make me come from anal, Jake? That was supposed to be just for you, haha."

"You don't normally come from anal?" I ask, smiling back at her awed smile.

"Not unless I'm also rubbing my clit or something. Are you sure that was your first time?" She asks with mock seriousness.

"I promise. I thought I was going to come as soon as I entered you," I confess.

"Heh, I felt him twitching and throbbing the whole time. I thought you were going to come sooner too. But if that's how good you are the first time, I can't wait to see what you're like on the 10th, 50th, or 100th time."

Reading between the lines, I caress her face.

"So you're saying you wouldn't mind if this...thing between us continued?" I ask.

"Yes. All cards on the table, Jake. I want this to continue. I want to fuck you. A lot. I want to feel your big cock inside my pussy, my mouth, my ass...everywhere. I want to wake up next to you, and I want you to wake up next to me. I want to go on adventures with you, and then I want you to drag me back to a tent or a hotel room or the back of your car and have your way with me. So yes, this thing between us is definitely something I'd love to continue. I understand we have to be careful because of Emma, but I think you're man enough to handle two women, yes? When we're at home, Emma is your girlfriend, but when we go out like this weekend, I'd like to be your girl."

My mind races at her words. The thought of having both of them, of leading this double life, is incredibly intoxicating. Looking at Karly, at her raw, naked honesty and desire, I know I can't say no. I don't want to say no.

"I am. I want this too, Karly. All of it," I say, my voice firm, my decision made.

A wide, brilliant smile spreads across her face. She leans in and kisses me, a deep, passionate kiss that seals our pact. When she pulls back, her eyes are shining with happiness.

"Just to make sure, you don't think Emma will get annoyed if we start going out every other weekend without her?" I ask.

"No, not at all. You saw her on Friday, she doesn't want to leave the house and she's happy I'm finally getting to go outdoors again. From her point of view its win/win. I'm going out again and she didn't have to come or feel bad about not coming. Plus, her boyfriend and Mom are getting along now."

"Yeah, you're right," I say, reconfirming my yes.

"And now you've got a girl on the side who can take this great big cock of yours in all three holes," Karly adds with a lewd grin, her words making my still sensitive cock twitch. She reaches down and gives it a gentle squeeze. "Mmm, look at him. Already getting excited again. We're going to have so much fun, you and I."

Seeing her hungry expression and understanding that Karly has a backlog of years with no sex to make up for, I smile at her, knowing that between her and Emma, my future is looking like a never-ending fuck-fest with my hot girlfriend, and her even hotter, even hornier MILF Mom!

END

------------------------------

If you liked this, here are some of my other sex-filled camping with a MILF themed stories, with plenty more hot MILF action (Girlfriend’s Mom, Best Friend's Mom, FFFM Foursome, MILF Next Door, Mom’s Best Friend, Fertile MILF, and MORE) on my author page:

Camping With The MILF Next Door

Camping With My Mom’s Best Friend MILF

Camping With My Best Friend’s MILF Mom

Seduced By My Girlfriend’s Asian MILF Mom While Camping

Camping With My Best Friend’s Asian MILF Mom

Or hit ‘follow’ on my author page and see all my titles (300+ at the time of writing!)

Some of my covers are considered a little too ‘cheeky’ by Amazon and can only be seen on my author page. Don’t miss out on what could be your perfect fantasy, have a look!

Leo Michaels
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