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CAMPING WITH MY GIRLFRIEND’S MOM







By








LEO MICHAELS
















 My girlfriend’s mom, Kristy, had always loved camping with her husband before he had died, but hadn’t been since then, now nearly 5 years ago.







 Emma, her daughter and my girlfriend, had decided to surprise her this year with a camping trip for the three of us, as Kristy still wanted to go camping but didn’t want to go alone. We had found a great location about 2 hours walk into the forest, secluded and rarely used, similar to the kinds of places Emma’s dad used to take Kristy.







 Telling her what we had planned for her this weekend, it was great seeing her face light up and she had immediately gone to pack her camping gear, so excited and keen.







 Staying over at their house Friday night in order to get a good and early start Saturday morning, I knew as soon as I saw Emma’s face as she walked in the door coming home from work that something was wrong. Emma is in her first year of being a fully registered nurse and often does some crazy long shifts.







 “Everything ok, Babe?” I ask as she flopped heavily down onto the couch next to me, a long exhalation of breath accompanying her.







 “Work tomorrow. No way out of it.” She answers with economy, wrapping her arms around mine and draping her legs over my lap, squeezing into me, her face resting on my shoulder, seeking comfort in me.







 “Aww, poor you Babe.” I answer, stroking her hair. “And they all but promised you this weekend.”







 “I don’t mind so much, but mom was so excited for camping. You saw her face when we told her. She’s going to be totally devastated.”







 Stroking her hair, I start trying to think of ways I can fix this problem, but other than postponing the trip for another weekend, I can’t see any other way, short of taking Kristy camping by myself.
 Hey!
 My mind exclaims at that thought, as I start to ponder spending a weekend alone in the forest with Kristy, an absolutely stunning MILF if ever there was one. I really would like to take Kristy camping mainly because her heart is already so set on it, but I can’t help but acknowledge the stirring in my pants this new idea has created. Thinking I’d better play this one carefully, I choose my next words cautiously.







 “It’s probably a shit idea Babe, but if
 you
 want me to, I could take Kristy camping?”







 Lifting her head from my shoulder, Emma looks at me. “You’d do that?”







 “Well, yeah. Like you said, I saw her face when we told her about this weekend, I’d rather do this than tell her no and see that face, if that makes sense.”







 Looking at me for a moment, Emma breaks into a large smile. “Thank you, Jake! Thank you so much! That’s so much less stress now!” Emma says, snuggling in closer to hug me tight, planting kisses all over my face as I laugh.







 Her mood lifted considerably, Emma returns to a more usual bubbly attitude. For the next hour or so we loaf around until Kristy gets home from her job, where we inform her of the new situation. Her face dropping as we mention Emma has work, it is soon back to a beautiful grin as we tell her I will be escorting her into the forest anyway.







 “Thank you Jake, I’m sure you’d rather be here with Emma, so I really,
 really
 appreciate this.” Kristy says as we sit down to dinner.







 “That’s ok Kristy, I haven’t been camping for a couple years myself, it’ll be fun to air out the old tent again.”







 Heading to bed at a semi-decent time for the early start tomorrow, Emma and I snuggle up and are soon asleep. In what feels like 10 minutes later as I awake, my alarm is going off and I’m dragging myself out of bed, Emma not quite snoring next to me, her shift not starting for another couple of hours.







 Stirring, she mumbles something about having fun and holds out her arms, so I can lean in to hug her and give her a kiss before slipping out of the room, my stuff already by the front door alongside Kristy’s.







 Standing in the kitchen sipping a coffee, Kristy gives me a big smile and slides a mug towards me over the counter. “I heard you getting up, here you go.”







 “Thanks.” I reply, gratefully taking the mug and sipping its contents.







 Talking softly, to let Emma get her sleep, our coffees are soon finished and I grab my keys and start loading the car, Kristy making a thermos of coffee for the trip. Hopping in the car, everything packed, I pull out onto the street and start the drive for our trip.







 Driving most of the way in comfortable silence, we both listen to the radio while Kristy enjoys the scenery rolling past, and an hour later we pull up as I park the car, a few other vehicles dotted about, the colder weather keeping most hobbyist campers away.







 Grabbing our gear, we put on our backpacks and load up, ready for the 2 hour hike. The crisp air in our lungs as we make our way deeper and deeper into the forest, not yet blanketed in snow, but from the smell of it, it would be at some point in the following weeks.







 Using my map to guide us, I lead Kristy and I from the main path and onto narrower and less used tracks, the undergrowth close to covering them up in parts. Conserving our breath for the hiking, we don’t talk much, but whenever I turn to check on her, Kristy flashes me a broad grin, emanating total happiness at her environment and current activities.







 Taking our time, we come to a small patch of earth, that while still covered in growth, is certainly a little tamer than the area around it. With no footprints, trash or any other signs of human activity, it looks like it could very well have been months since anyone was last here.







 Checking my map one more time to confirm, I turn to Kristy. “This is it, Chateau de Jake un Kristy.”







 Looking around happily, Kristy’s smile gets even broader. “It’s perfect, Jake. Just the sort of isolated place Frank used to bring me. I love it.”







 “About 300 yards in the direction.” I say, pointing down the gentle slope of the land, “There should be a river, so we can boil drinking water when we need it, or have a very cold wash if you’re feeling brave.”







 “Excellent.” Kristy says, peeling off her backpack and placing it on the ground. “What say you get a start on our tents and I’ll start gathering firewood?”







 “Sounds like a plan.” I say, taking off my own backpack and detaching my small tent.







 Although it’s been a couple of years since I last set up my tent, it all comes back to me, after flattening out a suitable patch of ground. Getting it up relatively quickly, I stash the rest of my gear inside before starting on Kristy’s tent, setting it up next to mine, putting her backpack inside it once done.







 A nice pile of wood collected, I help Kristy dig a shallow pit and line it with a few stones before getting a small fire going a few yards from our tents. Sitting on the soft grass and undergrowth covered ground, we both enjoy the fire, staring at it and daydreaming, recharging our batteries after the long hike here.







 Dressed in her cold weather gear, Kristy still looks stunning, her face glowing in the flames as I steal glances at her as we sit quietly, enjoying the fire. Her profile is lovely, a genuinely great looking woman, her lips full and her big beautiful eyes gazing at the flames.







 Reaching over to occasionally grab another another stick to add to the fire, we otherwise sit and enjoy the sounds of nature around us, every now and then hearing the gurgle of the river as it makes it to our ears.







 A little while later, now feeling recharged, Kristy gets up, patting her butt free of any clinging leaves and other scrub. “What say we have a look around? Check out this river and grab some water?”







 “Sounds good.” I answer, getting up and grabbing the canteens we’d drained during the hike.







 Walking slowly downhill, our breath hanging in the still air, making us look like old steam locomotives, we hear the gurgle of the river getting louder as we approach. Breaking through the undergrowth we come to the river, slow and clear, looking very cold and fairly deep in its middle.







 “Should have brought a fishing line.” Kristy muses while we stand and watch the waters languidly flow past. “Next time, eh?”







 “Can't believe I didn’t think of that.” I answer, staring at the water and imagining just what kinds of delicious fish are hiding in there.







 “Ah well, we’re pretty well stocked in cookies!” Kristy smiles as she unscrews the cap on her canteen, walking to the water’s edge.







 Joining her, we begin filling the canteens, the water nipping at my fingers as I submerge the canteen, freezing them almost to the point of stinging. Squatting down, Kristy wobbles as a stone she’s standing on turns out to be less secure than she thought and with a sudden flailing of arms as she tries to keep her balance, falls forward towards the chilly waters. Reaching out to grab her, I get a hold of her jacket, but I’ve lent too far forward, my center of gravity off and Kristy takes me with her, the shock of the water making me gasp and taking my breath away as it hits me.







 Grabbing Kristy, I pull her out of the water, her cold weather gear becoming heavy as it soaks up the water, both of us gasping and swearing, already vibrating with cold.







 “Oh my god Brad, that is so cold!” Kristy chatters through her teeth as we head immediately for the warmth of the fire, our every nerve stinging as the water cools us down.







 “Get to the fire, get out of these clothes and wrap up in our sleeping bags, we’ll be ok in 20 minutes.” I say, hoping to reassure her, my teeth chattering almost comically loud as I try to speak.







 “Other than PJs, this is all I brought.”







 “Me too, I have spare underwear, but I didn’t foresee my clothes getting wet, at least on the inside like this. It’s ok, a few hours in front of the fire should sort the clothes out.”







 Walking funny, we get back to our campsite, our arms crossed tightly, our bodies vibrating with cold. Stripping off our outdoor gear, we go into our tents for modesty’s sake once we’re down to our underwear, although even in my freezing state I can’t help but take a few glances at Kristy in her wet underwear, the cotton becoming transparent, her nipples so erect from the chill they look like they’re about to poke through the fabric of her bra. Her lips visible and the darker triangle of her trimmed pubes daring me to look a few more times.







 Slipping into our tents, I peel off my soaked and clammy underwear, throwing it outside with my other gear, hearing Kristy rustling close by in her tent, the sounds of her backpack being unzipped before hearing her exclaiming, “Nooooo! Shit! Really?
 Really?
 Ugh!”







 Talking to her through the thin walls of our tents, I ask her what’s wrong.







 “One of the bottles of soda I was carrying has come loose somewhere during the walk, or maybe when I put the backpack away. Everything is soaked in lemonade! Everything! I’ve got literally nothing to wear, and even my sleeping bag is saturated. God damn it!”







 “Nothing at all?”







 “Nothing! My backpack is literally dripping lemonade all over the tent’s floor.” She answers, as I hear her lifting the backpack before what sounds like her throwing it to the ground, annoyed. “I’m so fucking cold!







 “I’ve got spare boxers and socks I can give you, Kristy, and you can hop into my sleeping bag while your stuff dries. And a towel for your hair.” I tell her, having slipped into socks and boxers already. Getting out of the tent, my entire body vibrating as the cool air attacks me, I hand another pair of socks and boxers through Kristy’s tent flaps, my other hand reaching out for the fire, needing its warmth.







 “Thank you Brad.” Kristy says, taking the items from my hand. While she puts them on, I start erecting posts out of some of our firewood to hang our soaking wet gear on, the weight of our jackets when wet almost scary.
 You really wouldn’t want to get caught in deep water wearing this
 , I think to myself as I try to work, my body shaking violently.







 Stepping out of her tent, one arm covering her breasts, her teeth chattering, Kristy tries to help, one handedly hanging clothes on the poles I’m making.







 “Don’t worry about that Kristy, get in my sleeping bag, you’ll be turning blue in a second!” I say, trying to keep it light hearted.







 “Thanks, Brad.” Kristy answers, diving into my tent and wrapping herself into my sleeping bag and zipping it up, her teeth clacking in the background while I get our clothes drying. At this rate, it’s going to take hours for even just the thin stuff like my shirt to dry, let alone the bulky winter gear.







 Building up the fire as much as I dare without risking burning the clothes instead of drying them, I stand as close as I can, trying to warm myself, but the cold is so crisp, whichever side I’m pointing at the fire means my other side is painfully chilly.







 “Come in here and get in your sleeping bag too, Brad. I think under the circumstances, it’s not weird. Come on, you sound like you’re freezing to death out there. We’ll just wait out the cold until our clothes are ready.”







 Whilst the purely male part of my brain loves the idea of snuggling in close with a topless Kristy in a cosy one man tent, most of me is too cold to be thinking like that and is just happy at the thought of being warm again, the cold feeling like it’s crept into my bones at this stage, my shivering almost out of control as I vibrate into the sleeping bag, Kristy unzipping it and turning away so that I’ll be behind her with no risk of her breasts touching me.







 Shivering, I slide into the sleeping bag and zip it up, having a little trouble as it was made for one person and with the two of us in here it’s beyond capacity. No matter how I try to position myself, there’s no way I can be in here with Kristy and not be pushed against her along our entire lengths, laying butt to butt.







 Shivering, feeling awkward, our butts kinda getting in the way in an already tiny space, I try to speak with clattering my teeth too much.







 “Kristy, do you mind if I roll over, butt to butt takes too much space and I feel like the sleeping bag is trying to choke me.”







 “No, I understand Brad, you can roll over.” Kristy answers, still chattering herself.







 Slowly, wriggling like a worm, I turn myself around, my body pressed against Kristy’s, the freezing skin of my chest pressed against her cold back, my frozen legs against hers, my crotch pressed into her butt, the sleeping bag forcing us into a spooning position, my cock at this point frozen and hibernating, which is about the only thing saving me from extreme embarrassment.







 Not sure where to put my arm, I keep it at my side awkwardly, trying not to vibrate too hard against Kristy, both of us shivering dramatically.







 “Haha, I didn’t think this is what we’d be doing right now, Brad. Right about now I thought I’d be on my 5th S’mores.”







 “I know what you mean.” I answer, my teeth clattering loudly in the small tent.







 Lying there and shivering, feeling pretty awkward, my face pressed into the towel wrapped around Kristy’s hair, my shivering starts to come down from ridiculous to just constant, our bodies slowly thawing out against one another, the sleeping bag trapping our heat and helping us along.







 “I really should check the clothes but I’m only just now getting warmed up again.” I say, close to Kristy’s ear, which is unavoidable considering we’re like a couple of tinned sardines in here. “You can still feel how cold it is outside on your face, unzipping is going to be painful.”







 “Give it another 10 minutes, Brad, I’m not keen on you leaving yet either, I’m just starting to feel like I won't be shaking for the rest of my life.”







 “Don’t need to tell me twice!” I say, happy to stay warm, Kristy’s soft body pressed against mine as she inadvertently continues to be the little spoon.







 Snuggled in close, my body finally returning to something approximating normal, I become overly aware of the soft mounds of Kristy’s ass cheeks, pressing into my crotch. Until now my cock has been too frozen to give me any grief, but now as he thaws, he’s already set to start making trouble, the warmth and smooth feeling of Kristy’s ass as it presses against me waking him up, my cock starting to fill as I try in vain to get even just a few inches between my pelvis and Krity’s butt.








  Any second now he’s going to start poking into her, and what the fuck do I do then?
 I think frantically as I decide that now is the
 perfect
 time to go and check on the clothes and add a few more logs to the fire.







 Scooching around awkwardly, I unzip the sleeping bag and slide out, trying not to flap it any more than necessary, keeping as much heat in for Kristy as possible. My cock starting to become obvious in my boxers, I exit the tent and feel the slap of the cold air once again on my body, my breath visible on the air as I check the clothes and add more wood to the fire.







 Already chattering, I crawl back into the sleeping bag, Kristy yelping as my already chilly body makes contact with hers.







 “God! You feel like a block of ice, Brad! Just from a minute out there!” She says as I chatter in her ear, my body vibrating against hers. Grabbing my hand, she wraps it around her waist, my hand ending up on her belly, her hand over mine, holding it there. “Let’s get you warmed back up, that’s not even funny, that’s scary.”







 Glad to be holding her for the warmth, I don’t argue, her soft skin warm and pleasant under my palm and fingers. The next few minutes return my body to normal, Kristy’s ass once again suddenly becoming very prominent in my mind as I feel stirring in my crotch.







 Holding her close, I can feel my cock starting to swell, the soft skin of her body pressed against me making sure that I’m powerless to stop my boner from happening. Feeling him grow, he starts lengthening, wanting to go from hanging down to pointing up, Kristy’s ass obviously in the way.







 Unable to stop him, I close my eyes and swallow hard. “I’m sorry Kristy, I’m really
 really
 sorry.”







 “What? Don’t be silly! If anything I basically pulled
 you
 into the water, it’s not your fault we’re...ohhhhh...oh I see.” Kristy says, her voice trailing off as my cock throbs against her, hard and hot, the thin fabric of mine and her boxers leaving nothing to the imagination, my knob sliding between her soft cheeks as my cock stands to attention.







 Staying very still, Kristy goes silent, my cock pulsing against her as my face turns beetroot red and I wonder if anyone has ever died from embarrassment.







 After a minute, breaking the silence, Kristy offers her thoughts. “Well, first of all Brad, you don’t have to apologise, I’m old enough to know that men have very little control over what goes on down there. Secondly, if we look at it from a purely biological point of view, we’re two practically naked adults rubbing against one another, so he probably assumes he’s supposed to be hard right now.”







 “Thank Kristy.” I say, glad she isn’t angry.







 “No problem Brad, and since it’s happened and we can’t exactly ignore it, I might as well say that on the bright side, your erection is very hot, which right now is most welcome. And as an ego boost, it’s nice to have a young man like yourself react in such a way to an old thing like me.”







 “Don’t put yourself down Kristy, you’re a total babe.”







 Saying nothing, Kristy holds my hand to her belly, her fingers rubbing over the tops of mine, my cock throbbing between her butt cheeks.







 “Sorry, now probably isn’t the time to be saying things like that.” I say.







 “Haha, no you’re fine Brad. And if anything, it’s hard to ignore the evidence that you’re telling the truth.”







 Lying next to each other, spooning closely, we lie in silence, my cock throbbing to my heartbeat against Kristy, her hand slowly rubbing mine as I hold her belly. My head close to hers, the smell of her skin driving me wild, I snuggle in closer, my lips pressing against the nape of her neck but stopping short of kissing her. So close to her, with conflicting emotions all trying to take the controls, I press against her a little harder, my cock grinding ever so slightly between her cheeks, testing the waters.







 Almost imperceptibly, Kristy pushes back against me, her body hard against mine, my breath feeling short as my excitement rises. Saying nothing, hoping to still somehow retain some sort of plausible deniability, I ever so slowly dry hump her ass, my cock on fire with lust, her hot MILF body turning me on so much.







 Sure that she can feel my heart pounding in my chest against her back, I try to breathe calmly, the intensity of my lust and feelings overwhelming me, our bodies locked together, feeling absolutely perfect, my every instinct to mount her.







 My cock on fire, I kiss her, almost imperceptibly at first, on the neck, my lips pressing against her soft skin. Sighing, Kristy squirms against me, turning her head ever so slightly, offering me her earlobe. Holding her tight, the crackle of the fire outside, I nuzzle her ear, her soft lobe between my lips as I smooch her delicately, not wanting to break this spell that we both appear to be under.







 Interlocking her fingers with mine, Kristy holds my hand from the top, and guides it gently upwards, the swell of her breasts greeting our hands. Cupping one, I hold it while I nuzzle her, Kristy’s butt grinding against my cock.







 Her breast is firm yet supple, my thumb slowly tracing around its erect nipple, the heat from between her tits as she lays on her side warming my hand as I sandwich it between them. Her skin flawless and soft, I enjoy the sensation of holding her close, our bare torso’s stimulating one another.







 Our feet becoming entwined, Kristy grips me with her body, both of us no longer pretending that we’re maybe still just trying to keep warm, our passions rising.







 My cock harder than it’s ever been, I kiss and nuzzle at Kristy, my hand sandwiched happily between her warm breasts. Breaking off, still saying nothing, Kristy starts to wriggle around, eventually facing me, our faces now inches from each other.







 Silently, she guides my hand back to her breasts and presses her lips to mine, hers so full and soft, feeling so delicate as they press against me, her breathe sweet, our tongues coming out a little, flicking against one another.







 Our bodies warming up, I feel Kristy’s hand on my chest as she strokes my body as we kiss, our legs interlocking. Taking my hand from her breasts, I wrap my arm around her, holding her close as our kiss gets more and more intense, her smooth skin under my fingertips.







 Kristy’s hand slides down over my stomach, making my lower abdomen flutter as she continues down. Getting to my boxers, she reaches inside and grabs my cock, making me grunt into her mouth with pleasure. Jerking me off, she tugs at my cock, her other hand appearing to snake into my boxers too, grabbing my balls and fondling them.







 Trapped so close together, it’s all I can do to lay there and be jerked off while I kiss her, my pre-come making her hand slick as she milks my cock from base to tip, collecting my slippery liquid and lathering my cock with it, my hips bucking in tempo with her pumps.







 Aroused beyond belief by how hot what’s happening is, I start to breath heavier, an orgasm rapidly approaching. Feeling my balls lift in her palm, Kristy jerks me faster, gripping my shaft and pulling up towards us, keen to make me come.







 Holding her close, my hand going up and down her back as my orgasm hits, I moan into her mouth and start to buck, a sudden eruption coming from my cock as I spurt my load, mostly into my boxers and all over Kristy’s hand. Still pulling, Kristy doesn’t stop jerking me off until my pelis stops thrusting, at some point my mouth disengaging from hers to concentrate on gasping, my eyes screwed shut as my orgasm flows.







 Breathing deeply, I open my eyes to see Kristy’s face close to mine, her eyes open and a happy smile on her face, her tugging hand still stuffed down my boxers, holding my dick and covered in jizz.







 Saying nothing, she leans in and puts her forehead to mine, closing her eyes and resting. Happy to relax after an orgasm, I close my eyes and feel her breath mingling with mine as we doze lightly together, her hand still down my boxers, my slowly shrinking cock slick with come, her hand still holding it loosely.







 Listening to the sounds outside, I relish this feeling right now, cocooned with Kristy, our bodies entwined, our heat emanating into each other, her soft skin touching mine in a dozen different places, each one making me tingle. The crackle of the fire continues peacefully as we lay together.







 About half an hour later I rouse from my sleep as I feel Kristy slowly extracting her hand from my boxers, wiping her hand on them and smiling at me. “I’m going to go put some more wood on the fire. It’s my turn anyway.”







 Unzipping the sleeping bag, I open it so Kristy can slip out, her MILF body making my cock stir as she crawls out of the tent. Swearing, she throws a few more logs on the fire before diving back in, peeling back the sleeping bag and laying on top of me, her head on my chest, using me like a living heater as she presses her body against me.







 “Brrr, man it’s cold out there!” She says as I zip the sleeping bag back up, Kristy’s pelvis pressed against mine, her breasts pressing into me.







 Wrapping my arms around her, I hug her as she squirms on top of me, finding the most comfortable position. Her wriggling gets the attention of my cock, as it starts to stir, her pubis rubbing on mine. Stroking her hair while she uses my chest as a pillow, I feel my cock start to press against her, trying to get into an upright position.







 Lifting her head from my chest, Kristy looks at me with a smile as she feels my manhood start to throb against her sex, her pubic mound pressed against mine. Saying nothing, she reaches down and with some difficulty, manages to slip her boxers down to her knees, where she uses a series of complex leg wriggles to get them the rest of the way off.







 Grabbing my boxers, Kristy and I lift and shift and wriggle about until they’re down around my knees, at which point I mimic Kristy and jiggle my legs until I’m completely boxer free too.







 Resting back on top of me, my cock now upright and pointing to my bellybutton, Kristy feels my shaft as it throbs against her stomach, the bulge of her sex against my balls as she lies, arms crossed on my chest, her chin on her forearms, on top of me.







 Squirming slowly, Kristy smiles as she manipulates my shaft with her body, moving about, rubbing my cock between herself and me in some kind of whole body-job massage.







 My hands wrapped around her, I slide them down to her ass and cup her firm cheeks, rubbing them in the tight confines of the sleeping bag, the two of us getting hotter and hotter, staring deep into each other’s eyes.







 Grinding against me, I can feel her sex getting wetter as it starts to dribble over my balls, my hands massaging her ass as we dry hump. Moving up a little, Kristy brings her face to mine, kissing me as I feel her sex moving on my knob, Kristy guiding herself onto my cock, her arms still crossed and on my chest.







 Feeling her hot lips kissing my knob, I hold her ass and pull her onto me, my cock slowing entering her, both of us biting our lips as my girth fills her, her snug pussy hugging my cock as it slides inside, her natural lubricant helping me in.







 With no room to manoeuvre, I simply hold Kristy’s amazing ass and piston her slowly up and down on my shaft, fucking her while she bites her lip, her eyes screwed shut, my cock feeling the pressure of her body all around its length, squeezing it.







 Her clit grinding against my pubis, Kristy gyrates as we fuck, two people barely moving but every movement coming with a maximum of feeling and intensity. Uncrossing her arms, she slips them under my armpits and around the back, to grip my shoulders, holding herself against me as she starts to grind against me harder, my hands on her ass now just for my own pleasure as Kristy starts to dictate the ride.







 Panting, her head on my chest, her hands gripping my shoulders, Kristy grinds herself against me like my cock is a pillow and I’m her mattress, her mons rubbing against me furiously as she sighs rhythmically to her movements, her pussy getting hotter by the second, her walls contracting, milking my cock in a pulsating fashion.







 Holding her ass cheeks, feeling them flex again and again as she grinds herself faster against me, my cock embedded inside her, I feel her feet straightening and her toes curling against my legs as her moans become whimpers, her grip on my shoulders increasing, her grinding on my crotch becoming jerky and frantic.







 Pressing her head into my chest, she starts to come, her climax shaking her body, her sex gripping my manhood, her fingers digging into my shoulders as she gasps into me, a sheen of sweat coating her despite the chilling temperature outside the sleeping bag. Her legs thrashing against mine, her orgasm rolls through her, her ass flexing in my hands as she squeezes herself against me, our bodies as close to being one as is possible.







 Purring softly, Kristy’s orgasm subsides, with her body still pistoning up and down on my me, her sex slipping slickly up and down my shaft, her orgasm coating it. Still holding me tight, Kristy starts flexing her pussy, milking my cock as she rides me, her breasts pressed against me, her hot, soft body rubbing on mine.







 Coming up from her ass, one hand grabs her head and I guide her mouth to mine, desperate to be kissing her. Our mouths locking together, we kiss deeply as my thrusts upward into her get more wild, my balls tingling, Kristy’s tight body coercing my body to want to come.







 Holding her tight, our tongues wrestling, I start to come, my load shooting deep into Kristy, making her moan in surprise as she feels the force of my spurting within her, my orgasm the strongest I’ve ever had, my cock jerking, twitching, and pulsating as it erupts, filling Kristy with my come, my plums high and tight as every last drop of my jizz exits me explosively, my grunts muffled by Kristy’s mouth.







 Still kissing, my orgasm over, I lay there in my afterglow while Kristy ravenously smooches me, her arms holding me tight, my chest rising and falling, making Kristy rise and fall too. With a final big kiss and a small playful bite of my lip, Kristy snuggles down on top of me, her head back on my chest, her sex still impaled on my cock, my hot load deep inside her.







 Stroking her hair, her towel having long since come off, I close my eyes and enjoy the warm throb of her sex on my cock, and the beat of her heart against me, my own heart filling her ears.







 Feeling about as cosy and comfortable as I ever have, I drift off to sleep, Kristy almost snoring on op of me.







 I’m not sure how much time passes, but jolting awake I hear something that isn’t nature. Groggy for a few seconds I realise it’s my phone and Kristy and I slowly manage to get out of the sleeping bag, Kristy hopping back in, the cold still piercing outside of it.







 Getting to my phone on possibly its last ring, I see that it’s Emma and I answer.







 “Hey Babe, how’s work?”







 “Not too bad today actually, how’s mom and the camping?”







 “Pretty mellow, spent most of our time trying to stay warm, haha.”







 “Sounds fun. Listen up, I’ve got great news! I only have to do a half shift today, so I’ll be about to head off in an hour, I should be there by 6.”







 “You’re coming up? That’s great!” I say as I creep back into the tent, Kristy listening closely as I look at her.







 “Yeah, is there anything extra you’d like me to bring other than my own stuff?”







 “Anything extra to bring?” I repeat, letting Kristy hear, Kristy shaking her head regarding her clothes, but making a fishing pantomime. “Ah yeah, a basic fishing line would be good, try our luck in the river tomorrow, see if we can catch our breakfast.”







 “Ok Babe, I’ll see you in a few hours, love you.”







 “Love you too.” I say, as Emma hangs up.







 Sitting down, I can already see that the moment between Kristy and me has passed, hearing her daughter’s voice bringing her back to reality.







 “I figured when you didn’t mention fresh clothes you weren’t keen on admitting the whole getting wet thing.” I say, as Kristy sits up in the sleeping bag, holding it up to her chin.







 “Yeah, I think the less said about that the better, rather than trying to explain what happened during the hours when we were both naked and there was only this sleeping bag.” Answers Kristy, giving me a smile. “Look Brad, I’m not sorry about what we did, but we can’t do it again ok? Emma is coming here soon and you’re her boyfriend. It was nice and I’ll certainly cherish the memory, but I really think I need to go back to being your girlfriend’s mum, and not someone you’ve slept with, ok?”







 “I understand completely.” I say, putting my phone down. “We can’t let this wreck an otherwise great relationship. I’ll never regret it either Kristy, but I agree, this was a one time thing.”







 Slipping back out of the tent, I’m pleased to see that the thinner clothing has dried, albeit smelling strongly of smoke. Pulling on my shirt and jumper, I hand Kristy hers as she exits the tent, one arm covering her breasts and the other her sex. Taking the clothes, I get one last look at Kristy’s naked body before she’s hidden it under knickers, bra, shirt and jumper.







 Our upper halves warm enough, I grab my sleeping bag and open it up, laying it out like a blanket over our legs as we sit close to the fire, roaring again now that I’ve added more wood. Our main plan of action now is to get our winter gear dry, so that by the time Emma gets here, everything will look like normal.







 Stealing a glance at Kristy, I again marvel at how beautiful she is, and even if this is the only time I’ll get to sleep with her, at least I
 got
 to sleep with her.







END
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