
        
            
                
            
        

    






Copyright 2020 Leo Michaels

No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute it by any other means without permission. All rights reserved.

This story is entirely a work of fiction. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events or localities is entirely coincidental.

CAMPING WITH THE MILF

By


LEO MICHAELS



You’d believe in 2020 they couldn’t possibly have gotten the weather report so wrong
, I think to myself as I watch with increasing unease the dark and thunderous clouds rapidly approaching, blocking out the sunlight and making it look like mia-afternoon rather than the sunny lunchtime it actually was 20 minutes ago.

All but guaranteed a great weekend weatherwise, I look around my campsite as I feel the temperature dropping and assess my situation.

My small one-man tent looks less than adequate for the oncoming storm, but it is sturdy and made of thick canvass, well able to keep me dry and out of the wind through just about anything, although I’m not looking forward to being cramped up inside it for the duration of the bad weather. My carefully built fire all but doomed unless I try and built a makeshift shelter for it, I look above and 
around, seeing if any of the trees contain branches likely to fall, but luckily the clearing is good and I cross off falling limbs as one less thing to worry about.

I entertain the idea of making the 2 hour plus (in good conditions) hike back to my car but dismiss it immediately, it being much smarter to stay here where I know it’s relatively safe rather than trekking through muddy tracks with a heavy backpack and what will probably be poor visibility, every tree a potential killer.

With not much more I can do but wait for it to hit, I boil up more water and cook a little food, using the fire’s heat while I still can before hunting around for likely logs and sticks to build a weather protector for the fire.

Over the next hour or so, I construct what basically amounts to a lean-to over the fire, angled in what I think is the direction the rain will hit. I set this up in my mind like a little challenge, the target is to keep the fire alive through the storm. Chewing my lip, I study my work, and, satisfied I’ve done all I can, sit down to eat, the gloom now getting to the point that reading would be awkward without a light of some kind.

With distinct thuds, I hear the first few droplets of water hit the loose dirt of the campsite, soon joined by a dozen of their brothers, a moment later the proverbial heavens opening, pounding the earth with water and reducing visibility to a hundred yards a best, the fire looking brighter and brighter as the light drains from the sky.

Sitting cross-legged in my tent, open and staring out at the weather, I grab my before-bed book from beside my sleeping bag and open it up to my bookmark, still looking outside, guessing whether or not my fire shelter is going to work, the rain getting heavier, literally, each drop now a small grenade of water, darkening everything it touches.

Turning on my lamp, the inside of the tent becoming a small cave of warmth and dryness, I fall into my book, the sound of the pounding on the thick canvas actually quite soothing as it fades into muffled 
background noise, my eyes following the lines of text before me.

“Eh?” I say out loud, looking up from my book, sure I heard a voice somewhere amongst the din of the rain and the wet crackle of the fire as it fought against the encroaching water.

Assuming it was probably one of a million other things, I go back to my book, the chapter approaching its finale, the rush of words urging me back.

“Hello?
” I hear called out from somewhere outside the tent, the rain distorting the sound, making it feel like it could have come from any direction.

Leaning forward onto my palms, I look as far to either side of the tent as I can without drenching my head, squinting as I stare in vain into the downpour. “Hello?” I call back in what I hope is the right direction into the sodden gloom.

“Yes hello!” Calls a voice immediately, female in tone, off to my right, “I can smell smoke!”

Unable to imagine how drenched someone out in this weather must be, I call back, picking up a couple of small pots, “Come to the noise!” and start banging them together, their small tinny rings hitting the wall of water.

“Oh my God thank you!” Says a woman as she materializes out of the rain, absolutely saturated to the bone, one hand shielding the worst of the water from her eyes, ducking down close to my opening, hiding her head under the small canvas overhang.

Even drenched with her hair glued to her head, I can still see immediately how beautiful she is, a total MILF somewhere in her 40’s, caught in the rain from the looks of it considering she’s only wearing shorts and a white tank top, the fabric see-through with rain, the fact she had decided to not wear a bra today extremely obvious, the dark circles of her areola’s prominent, the stiff buds of her chilly nipples tenting her top
.

Trying not to stare at this sudden busty beauty’s large and basically exposed breasts, I grab my only towel and hand it to her, laying out my weatherproof jacket on the floor of my tent so she can enter from the rain without drenching my sleeping bag and other items.

“No problem,” I finally answer as I watch her dry her face, her boobs jiggling under her painted on top as she does so, sitting with her knees up on my jacket, trying not to touch anything else and make it wet.

“I’m so
 sorry for this!” She says as she gestures to my increasing wet towel as she dabs at herself, “I’m Danielle by the way, crasher of campsites,” She adds with a smile, her eyes twinkling, a hand extended.

Taking her hand, soft and a little cold, I shake it gently, “Jake,” I reply, introducing myself, “Did you get caught by surprise by the weather too?”

“I’ll say,” Danielle answers, before telling me her story, about how she was an hour or so from her own campsite when the rain hit, her winding trail soon obscured beyond navigation, becoming lost and cold, her outfit based on the sunny day she had left her campsite in before she had fortuitously smelled a campfire and had made a beeline for it.

“Sorry, I didn’t think I’d be seeing anyone else and was feeling a little wild and free, y’know, so I left the bra in my bag,” Danielle explains, the worst of the water taken by the towel but her top still soaking and seethrough.

“Haha, you don’t have to apologize for that, Danielle,” I say, trying not to stare too hard, “A half-naked beautiful woman appearing at my tent usually only happens in my dreams,” I add, my cock starting to grow in my own shorts, my book covering my lap and hopefully my rapidly developing second tent.

“Thank you for the compliment, Jake,” Danielle smiles as she rubs the towel on her hair
.

“I have spare clothes you can wear if you want. The towel can only do so much for your own wet ones,” I say, turning a little to grab a small bag of clothes and picking a few things out, “Shirt and shorts? They’ll be baggy on you but dry at least.”

“That’s really nice, Jake,” Danielle says, putting down the towel on my jacket and grabbing at the hem of her top, before peeling it wetly from her body, her breasts now bare and exposed fully to me, my cock twitching as I watch them sway and wobble as she leans forward, wringing the top out onto the ground, my mouth dropping open as I stare like a teenager seeing his first boobs, her matter of fact way of doing something as non-sexual as wringing out a top somehow one of the hottest things I’ve ever seen.

The top wrung out, she takes off her shoes and socks, squeezing the socks free of most of their water before she wriggles out of her shorts and does the same thing after pulling them from her long, shapely legs, wringing them out, her white panties practically see-through.

Watching, amazed by the view, Danielle grabs her panties and is about to pull them down when she happens to glance over at me and sees my dumbfounded look, her own eyes opening in shock.

“Oh my god! I’m so sorry Jake! I’m so used to camping alone I totally spaced. What must you think of me?” Danielle says, covering her chest with palm and forearm.

“No, no, I shouldn’t have been staring. It’s just that...wow...you’re absolutely stunningly hot, Danielle,” I say, before turning my face and holding out my spare clothes, “Please, finish up, I won’t stare.”

“Thank you Jake,” Danielle says as I hear her peeling her wet panties from her body, the towel rustling as I assume she dabs at her ass and sex with it, drying her most private of areas. “I actually don’t really mind, to be honest. They’re just boobs, half the world has them after all.”

Unable to help myself, I glance over just a little, the temptation of seeing this total MILF babe naked, even if just for a fraction of a 
second to great to resist.

On her knees, her legs spread and facing away from me, Danielle is patting at her sex with the towel, her other hand spreading her ass just a little as she dries herself, the towel moving away and letting me see the bulge of her pussylips for just a moment, her slit outlined against

The pale background of the outside rain

Looking over her shoulder, our eyes meet for half a second and she smiles, my own embarrassment at getting caught making me look away, the image of her pussy burned into my brain, having a naked MILF babe in my tent about the last thing I was expecting.

Slipping into my spare clothes, Danielle pats my leg, “There we go, nice and dry. Thank you, Jake.”

Looking back at her, my top is huge on her, loose and flowing, but her pert nipples are still creating two unmissable beacons, their sway still alluring as she gets comfortable in my shorts with no underwear, the loose legs allowing me to see right up as she crosses her legs, flashing her beaver at me, making my cock double its efforts to throb out of my own shorts.

Grabbing the towel and attacking the last of the moisture in her hair, Danielle gives me a warm smile, both of us sitting and facing each other in the small confines of the tent, its roof barely a few inches above our heads.

“I really do appreciate this, Jake.”

“No problem, “ I say truthfully, happy to help.

“Sorry for making you uncomfortable,” Danielle adds.

“What? No, I’m not uncomfortable,” I protest.

“Haha, you’re sweet, but yes you are, Jake. A woman crashes your tent and gets naked, I can see you fidgeting, not knowing where to 
put your eyes.”

“I don’t want to be a perve is all,” I answer, “You’re kinda vulnerable, I didn’t want to make you
 uncomfortable.”

“It’s not perving, Jake, it’s human. If you’re attracted to me, then you’re attracted to me. And if you are, I certainly don’t mind, a young handsome man like yourself looking at my naked body when you think my back is turned,” Danielle says with a smile, bringing the earlier moment between us back to the forefront of my brain.

“I was just looking, but I...uhh…” I say, trailing off, not having any real excuse other than that Danielle is hot and I wanted a look.

“Exactly, and that’s perfectly fine with me. I think you’re very handsome Jake, and I’m getting a little excited that my body could create such a nice change in yours,” Danielle says, her eyes dropping to my crotch and my badly concealed tent.

Turning a little red but not bothering to protest, I can see now that I’m sharing a tent with a no-nonsense woman, her smile hungry as she slowly looks back up from my pounding cock and locks eyes with me.

“I want to say thank you to you, Jake, for being so nice to me, by making you
 feel very nice. Would you like that? Would you like me to make you feel...very nice?
” Danielle says, biting her lower lip, her eyes staring deep into mine, my heart hammering as anticipation starts to boil inside me.

Nodding my head, I watch as Danielle leans forward until her hands are flat on my sleeping bag, leaning in to me, a devilish smile on her lips, slowly coming in closer until her mouth is brushing my ear sensuously. Licking at my ear slowly, I feel Danielle place her hands on my shoulders and push me to my back, her soft lips kissing my neck and working towards my face.

Kissing me, but pulling away slightly with a smile every time I try to kiss her back, Danielle teases me as I feel her hands trail over my 
chest and stomach, grabbing the elastic band of my shorts and tugging them down, releasing my throbbing cock. One hand grazing lightly up and down my shaft, Danielle grabs my shirt and pulls up, guiding me to pull it off, soon having me completely naked underneath her, her bare legs electric where they touch mine, her large breasts swaying and grazing my body through her top as she kisses my face and lips.

Pumping my cock slowly, Danielle starts kissing and nipping her way down my body, my hand stroking her hair, the other rubbing her arm as she holds herself above me. Throbbing with need, my cock twitches as I feel her warm breath on my cock, her hand going to my balls as her hot lips wrap around my head, sucking and pulling me in deeper into her mouth, Danielle’s tongue swirling around my engorged know, flicking and teasing its eye, making me shudder with explosions of pleasure.

Looking up, Danielle smiles at me with her eyes as she starts to piston her head on my cock, impaling her face on my shaft, her fingertips stroking the sensitive skin of my balls, our eyes locked, I watch in wonder as this MILF babe devours my length, sucking hard, pulling my cock deeper into her throat, her warmth all around my cock.

My balls full, I let her know with a look that my orgasm isn’t far away and Danielle responds by sucking me faster, her mouth suction sealed around my girth, milking me rapidly.

My hands holding her head, I buck upwards, my orgasm close, fucking her mouth as she sucks my cock, gasping faster and faster, wanting my seed deep down her throat now, to fill her with my hot load.

Gasping, I start to come, my cock spasming inside her as it shoots, spurt after spurt of hot come leaping from my dick and filling her mouth and throat, Danielle swallowing as my balls empty inside her, her head bobbing furiously as she continues to suck, pulling my shaft inside her with her suction
.

“Mmmm,” She purrs as she slowly slides off my cock, licking her lips.

Panting, I lay there and stare with a happy expression, my balls empty for the moment, my afterglow warm and happy.

“Don’t want you to get cold though,” Danielle says, crawling up and laying on top of me, her head on my chest, her body filling me with its warmth, my slowly wilting cock pressed against her stomach.

Stroking and holding my upper arms, Danielle nuzzles into me as I enjoy the buzz in my balls and the feeling of Danielle’s feminine body on top of mine, her scent still amazing even though she should in theory only smell of rainwater.

The outside world starting to pierce through my attention again, I lay there with Danielle on top of me, dozing almost, the sound of the rain on my tent perfect as we start to breathe in sync, Danielle’s smaller than mine frame rising and lowering as I breathe.

Stroking her back, I enjoy her body, this MILF that just 30 minutes earlier I didn’t even know existed. Listening to her breathing getting deeper, I can hear her drifting off, possibly finally relaxing after the stress of being trapped outside and wondering if she was ever going to find her campsite? Like a cat perching itself on a warm couch armrest, Danielle appears to have nestled in on top of me for a snooze, her soft curves pressed against me, my hand sliding down her back to eventually rest on her ass, cupping and stroking it as I feel myself start to doze off, the fire still battling to stay lit just outside.

*   *   *

Waking up with a small start, I feel wriggling above me, remembering who was with me before I dozed off. Looking down at me with a hungry smile, Danielle wiggles herself out of my shorts, opening her legs to straddle me, her hand reaching behind herself to grab my throbbing cock
.

“I felt him waking up and pressing against me pussy, thought it would be rude to deny him entry,” Danielle purrs as she slides down a little, the soft lips of her sex pressing against my knob, the downy hair of her pubes tickling my shaft as she slides down onto my pole, her slit dribbling with slick lust, allowing me to fill her easily.

Grabbing her ass, I guide her up and down my shaft, awake for only seconds but already balls deep in a beautiful MILF, better than any dream I might have been having. Flexing herself, she squeezes my girth with her sex, smiling as she watches me gasp in pleasure at the sudden extra burst of tightness of her already snug little pussy offers, the soft walls of her sex hugging my length in a velvet-vice grip.

Sitting up, straddling me, Danielle watches me watch her as we fuck, my hands sliding up her top to fondle her large natural breasts, teasing her nipples with my thumb and forefinger, before I need to see them and I start pulling the shirt up, Danielle finishing the job and pulling it off, now as naked as me, rocking back and forth on my hard cock, fully impaled inside her, her amazing tits swaying to the rhythm of our fucking.

Pulling her down, I grab her ass and piston up into her, holding her soft body against mine, kissing her deeply, Danielle responding, our tongues fighting each other wetly, the slap of our sex filling the tiny warm tent.

Holding her and rolling over, I end up on top, Danielle’s legs spread as I thrust into her, pulling her thighs up, helping me get in good and deep within her sex, making her grunt with every thrust as I bury my cock inside her.

Resting on my hands, I watch her massive tits sway as we fuck, her feminine body driving me wild as my cock aches with lust inside her, gripped by her pussy like it’s trying to jerk me off, holding my cock desperately with each outward stroke.

Leaning in and sucking her nipples, Danielle moans and holds my head, gyrating her pelvis against mine, helping my cock tickle all her 
right spots within her. Finding the right angle, feeling her body get wetter as I press it, I fuck her faster, Danielle’s eyes closing and her face flushing as I stretch her pussy with my girth, my balls slapping against her as I fill her with my cock.

Her nails scrabbling at my back, Danielle starts to claw at me desperately as she moans louder and louder, grabbing my ass and pulling me into her, wanting my cock harder and deeper, our pace reaching a crescendo.

“Oh fuck! Oh fuck yes, Jake!
” Danielle starts to gasp as her climax hits, her legs shaking on either side of me as I piston into her, her pussy gushing with lust, my cock slamming into her as her body convulses underneath me in orgasm, the rain pelting the tent, Danielle’s yells of pleasure getting lost in the noise as I feel her sex vibrating around my length.

Her eyes opening slowly, a broad languid smile on her lips, Danielle strokes my chest and arms as I fuck her, my own orgasm not too far, her legs spread, her face and chest flushed. Seeing my expression, she playfully tweaks a nipple.

“Are you going to come soon, Jake?”

“Yeah.”

“Please don’t come in my pussy, I’m not on the pill.”

“Ok, I’ll pull out,” I answer, still pumping.

“Or you could come in my ass?” Danielle retorts with a cheeky smile, wiggling her eyebrows and gyrating her pelvis.

Having never had anal sex before, I simply stare for a second, not wanting to say something noob like ‘really?’ even though it’s exactly what pops into my head, but Danielle can obviously see that I’m a little stunned and her smile broadens.

“Go on, Jake. Fuck me in my ass, fill me with your hot young 
come,” She says, shifting under me so that I pull out of her, my cock throbbing in mid-air now.

Rolling over, looking back at me over her shoulder, Danielle spreads her legs, rubbing her pussy and smearing her body’s natural lube all over her asshole while I watch, turned on beyond belief by her display, my cock pulsating madly, desperate to be back inside her.

“Never fucked an ass before, Jake?” Danielle says with a grin.

Silently, still staring at her puckered offering, I shake my head.

“That’s sweet. You’re going to really enjoy it, trust me,” Danielle says, grabbing one perfect ass cheek and spreading it, making her asshole an irresistible target.

Positioning myself, I lean down, aiming my cock for her butthole, my knob pressing against her tight little button and wondering how I can possibly get my fat cock to go through suck a tiny opening.


“Push it in, Jake, don’t be scared, honey,”
 Danielle purrs to me over her shoulder, shaking her ass a little and making it wobble seductively.

Pushing harder, I feel her tight asshole resist until suddenly my knob slides inside her, her asshole now gripping my shaft, my knob plugged in her. The intensity of her asshole immediately hits me, so tight, like a fleshy scrunchie wrapped around my shaft.


“Ooooh fuck yes, Jake,”
 Danielle purrs, “That’s it, baby, push it in now, go on.”


Emboldened, I push my hips forward and down, feeling her tight asshole as it slides further down my shaft as my cock becomes embedded inside her, the heat amazing as it soaks into my length.

Inside her, I start to piston slowly, the tightness of her ass threatening to drain my balls very quickly, so good does it feel. 
Leaning down to kiss her neck and shoulders, I work up to a slow but steady pace, looking down and watching enraptured as her ass wobbles with every slap of my body as I bury myself up to the root in her butt.

Sliding my hands down and onto Danielle’s, I hold her hands below mine, our fingers interlocking as I fuck her faster, trapping her beneath me, impaled by the ass on my fat shaft. Kissing and biting at her neck and ears, I feel my eyes wanting to roll from the level of pleasure her asshole is sending through my body via my cock, my every nerve on fire.

“You want to fill my ass with come, Jake? You wanna fill my ass?
” Danielle purrs from beneath me, a smile on her lips as she hears me moan with pleasure, knowing her body has sent me to heaven for the moment.

Concentrating on fucking, I answer simply, “Yeah.”


“Go on then, baby, come in my ass, fill me with your hot come. I want to feel you explode inside me,
” Danielle whispers just loud enough to be heard above the rain, flexing her asshole and just about knocking me out with pleasure.

Fucking her faster, knowing this pace won’t last long because it feels too good, Danielle smiles and gyrates under me, encouraging me to come inside her, my cock swelling and my head getting fuzzy as my orgasm barrels towards me.

With a low bellow, I start to come, my body going rigid as I push myself fully into Danielle’s asshole, my cock jerking with each spray of my come, filling her with my hot load, my hands clenching around hers as I finish inside her, my cock pulsating deep in her ass, stuffing her, my grunts animal-like as I lose myself to the moment, my only concern coming hard and coming deep in this MILF pinned to the ground by my cock.

Kissing her neck and shoulders, I tremble and buck with aftershocks, my cock still in her as I come down from my climax-
high, Danielle gyrating underneath me, stirring my come, making me twitch, my knob now extra sensitive, a low purr coming from her throat as she feels my load within.

With a final pull, I slide out of her and collapse by her side in the narrow tent, my first time with anal sex the best sex I’ve ever had, the intensity eve better than my friends had described.

Turning and snuggling up against me as the little spoon, Danielle wraps my arm around her and we enjoy each other’s bodies, listening to our breathing and the rain. Eventually, we start to feel the slight chill and I open up and pull the sleeping bag over us, cuddling up beneath it. My balls aching pleasantly, the rain pounding on the tent and snuggled up to a warm body, I start to feel a little dozy again but don’t fight it, happy to enjoy this moment with my eyes closed, Danielle’s perfect ass pressed into my crotch as we spoon.

*   *   *

Waking up a little later the first thing I notice is that it’s brighter than it was, the clouds, and therefore the rain, having left, a bright sky once again shining through the tent. Sensing no sign of Danielle I sit up, still naked, and crawl to the opening, seeing her just outside, back in my spare clothes, coaxing my fire back to life.

“Hello, sleepyhead! I would have left but you don’t have a notepad or anything for me to leave a message on. Young people these days,” Danielle says with a grin, her eyes going to my swinging dick as I stand up out of the tent.

“You have to go?”

“Yeah, I really want to check my own tent, hope it didn’t blow away or something. But
, we really should exchange numbers, I’ll have to see you again sometime soon...to return your clothes,” Danielle says, grabbing at my spare shirt, “And maybe say thank you again, in my own special way,” She adds with a cheeky grin
.

“Give me 20 minutes and I’ll pack up and come with you if you want,” I say without thinking, knowing that I just have
 to fuck this MILF again, asap.

“You’d do that?”

“Of course, gotta make sure you get back ok,” I reply with a grin, my young lust patently obvious.

“Well, that’s very kind of you, Jake. Assuming my tent is still in one piece when we get there, I’d probably have to invite you in, y’know, to say thank you,” Danielle responds, her eyes dropping to my cock.

“Deal.”

Fast forward a little and one ‘thank you’ later, Danielle and I exchange phone numbers, Danielle insisting that it’s only polite she take home the clothes she borrowed so she can wash them, telling me she’ll be happy to drop them off when they’re clean, her hand stroking my cock as she tells me, letting me know that there’s still plenty of fucking for the two of us if I’d like there to be.

Accepting her offer and saying goodbye, my spare clothes left with her, I start the slow walk back to my car, happy knowing that this certainly isn’t the last I’ve seen of Danielle and her perfect MILF body…

END

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