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Jessica had been acting strange for the past few weeks and as she sat across from me in the kitchen of our run-down 5th wheel, I knew that the lies I told myself were about to end. I had compromised too many times in the name of love, and the tension in the air as Jessica struggled to start the conversation only confirmed my suspicions. Even though I had every reason to believe that she had cheated on me, I still couldn't accept it as the truth. But when she finally admitted it, something inside of me broke. Despite her pleas and excuses, I knew that I had to leave.

My girlfriend of three years finally crossed a line that I couldn't forgive her for. That trust couldn't be earned back, not from me. So it was time to set off on my own journey and see how far I could make it with $273, a pretty killer body, and a dream of being truly independent.

When I hitched a ride into town with some old friends, I felt like a weight had been lifted off my shoulders. The sense of freedom I felt as my car rolled along the highway was incredible. The sun beat down upon me, and though there was plenty of traffic on the road, I could care less.

I'd made a bit of money doing odd jobs here and there, but I needed to get ahead financially fast. My only real goal was to live comfortably on my own for the rest of my life. That led to me wondering about what kind of life I could lead that would allow for that.

Until recently, I was the kind of woman to clock in and out of a shitty nine-to-five without complaint. I appreciated my checks, and they got us through. But I was tired of just getting through. I needed to finally taste a measure of what I considered success to be. I was sick of being "guided" by other people down paths that they thought I'd excel on. Fuck them. How could they think they knew me better than I did?

Anyone with a brain could figure out that the way of independence was moving online. That meant I'd need a skill I could rely on to earn an income, one I could pitch to others. After a few dozen hours of research, I settled on graphic design and started working my ass off.

In six months, I'd moved off my friend's couch and into my own three-bedroom house a fair way out of town. While that meant about a ten-mile drive from a lot of conveniences, it also meant having a yard, the freedom to do whatever I wanted to my home, and getting away from the instability I'd been dealing with.

There was an unexpected perk to moving this far out of town. My neighbor, Darla, was about as friendly as they came with the added benefit of being an absolute MILF. Given that I was twenty-seven and full of "youthful vigor" as she called it, I'd let her convince me to come over and have dinner once a week in exchange for helping her mow her lawn. It was a reasonable deal, especially considering that we were both lonely.

After a few weeks of the situation, I'd gotten to know her relatively well. She'd been divorced, a pretty rough story if I had to be honest, and she felt the same about mine. And yet, it rarely came up after we discussed it the first time. We both reached an understanding about one another, a silent, mutual agreement that we'd be there for one another as best we could.

That was why my fantasies about her were starting to make me a little uncomfortable. I couldn't hide my erections forever. Eventually, she'd see my bulge and that would inevitably cause her to question my intentions with her... while I had fantasies, I was pretty damn good at not acting on them.

So I did my best to keep it all inside. I tried to keep my distance, but the temptation was too great. With every passing day, I found myself thinking more and more about those lips against mine, the soft curves of her body pressed against me, the warmth of her breath as she inhaled as I sank inside that delicious ass of hers. What could I say? Darla was a goddess in my eyes.

She wore flowing short-sleeved dresses during the hot summer days. Her long brown hair was styled into a messy braid down the center of her back. Her skin was flawless, as was her body, and she was well into her late thirties. But somehow, she managed to look almost a decade younger.

Darla watched me mow the lawn from inside for a little while. Given how loud the mower was, she knew better than to try to keep me company while I worked, but that didn't stop her from wanting me to know that she was still actively waiting for me to come back inside.

While she could have done a hundred other things instead of simply watching me, I couldn't help but take that as one hell of a compliment. Given that I wasn't exactly shy about who I was anymore, I'd gotten comfortable with my obsession with fitness. I didn't care that I was a little more ripped than most men would have liked their women. I wasn't on the market for men. I'd given them a chance when I was younger and more vulnerable.

I felt the sweat bead up on my forehead as my muscles strained to maneuver the push mower where I needed it, not where it wanted to go. Given that I still needed to get around to fixing the dang front-right wheel on it, I was definitely working harder than I usually had to for the task at hand. It felt good, though.

About halfway through the process, Darla came outside with a glass of ice-cold lemonade, a bottle of water, and a towel for my neck. "I was worried you might work yourself to the bone."

"It's not much fun to lose all the fluids you've got in you, but hey, I'm sure that steak you've got marinating will make me forget all about this being the hottest day of the year so far," I said between gulps of water. I took the towel from her and dabbed my forehead, "Thanks, ma'am."

She laughed, "Well, you certainly don't seem to be in need of any motivation. Now, why don't you come in, take off those sweaty clothes, and have some fresh-made lemonade? The grass can wait until it's cooler."

"Mm, sorry ma'am, but I'm not one to leave a job half-done. I promise I won't be too long, but I'd really appreciate it if I could hold onto this towel for a bit. Sweat has been stinging my eyes for a dang minute, I keep having to slow down to try and fix that issue," I said.

As expected, Darla didn't mind, "Oh, by all means. Just take care of yourself, okay?"

"You bet I will, ma'am," I said under my breath as I watched her beautiful round ass sway from side to side as she headed back inside taking the sweet lemonade that I wanted with her. That was absolutely intentional if I knew Darla at all. Whether she admitted it or not, she thought I was hot. The feeling was incredibly mutual.

The urge to strip off my shirt and throw it into the trash hit me suddenly. I couldn't help but smile to myself, knowing that it was purely for selfish reasons, "Damn, I need to get laid soon."

It wasn't too horrible an idea, though. I peeled off my t-shirt, content that I was covered well enough by my sports bra. With the added motivation of knowing that Darla was missing my company, I blitzed the rest of the grass as quickly as I could without compromising quality. Then, I toweled off, finished off my bottle of water, and then set about putting everything away where it belonged.

With the towel slung over one shoulder, and my sweat-soaked shirt over the other, I made my way to Darla's front door and knocked. She answered after only a moment, "Come in."

I stepped through the door, grateful to no longer feel the heat of the sun on my already sun-kissed skin. Darla took the towel and shirt from me and gently wiped off my forehead and face with a cool, damp cloth that she'd prepared for me. The nurturing treatment was something that made me feel a slight level of shame, but I absolutely cherished every second of it.

"You're the sweetest person I've ever met, I swear," I murmured, my cheeks pink from embarrassment.

Darla feigned fake surprise, "What? can't a woman help out another woman?"

"No, ma'am. You're not just a woman, you're a goddess for treating me the way you do."

Darla laughed, "You certainly flatter me, baby. I'm much older than you, but it's nice to know that you don't think I'm just some crazy cat lady or something."

My cheeks heated again as I asked, "You think that I'd let age stop me from wanting to enjoy everything you were willing to offer?" I hadn't intended to go there. But the more I thought about her, the harder it was to keep myself from getting into this kind of conversation with her. I knew I shouldn't be thinking about this at all.

Darla seemed surprised by my directness, but her face lit up like she'd won the lottery, "Well, how about you go on into my room and take a shower? Cool off, get clean, and then we can talk about what exactly you had in mind, other than enjoying the taste of whatever I put in your mouth later."

The erotic undertones behind what she said made my girl cock twitch. I'd love to be trapped under her thighs, forced to eat her out while she choked on my cock.

"Sounds like a plan, ma'am," I said and made my way down the hallway to her bedroom. Familiar lust-filled thoughts were starting to creep back into the forefront of my mind, this time without being pushed away.

I took off my sweaty clothes after stepping into the bathroom.  While I didn't have a change of clothes with me, I was pretty damn sure that Darla considered that when she offered for me to use her shower. So, I didn't think too hard about it all.

The water felt good against my skin as I scrubbed the sweat from my body with the soap Darla had left for me. As I washed my hair and worked the suds through my scalp, I thought about how nice it would feel to have her hands on my head, helping me wash. Or what if she bent over so that I could fuck the hell out of that beautiful ass?

My breathing picked up at the thought. Would her tight little hole feel as wonderful as I imagined it to be? My cock jumped a little. I couldn't help it. The very idea of fucking a woman as worthwhile as Darla was just far too enticing.

Imagine my surprise when her fingernails gingerly tapped against the glass door of the shower, her voice calling out, "Mind if I join you for a quick rinse?"

While I absolutely didn't know how to handle the situation, I did know that I wanted her here. "Please do, ma'am, it's your shower. I'm happy to get out if you need me to."

"Where's the fun in that?" Darla asked mischievously as she stepped into the shower with me. Her naked form brushed against mine, sending a shiver through me. I held onto the wall as I stood there, feeling Darla's arms wrap around my waist. "I thought I might offer to wash your back for you," she said seductively.

Darla's hourglass figure was hard to keep my hands off of. The beautiful MILF shouldn't have let her desires get the better of her, but I wasn't one to question the first run of good luck I'd had in years. She let out a soft moan as my hands slowly roamed down to her ass, cupping and squeezing her cheeks as I groaned, "You can wash my back, but when you're done, do  you think you could do me a huge favor?"

She raked her teeth over her bottom lip as she whispered into my ear, "Anything."

The way Darla moaned at my words was more than enough encouragement to send me on my way. I pulled her in tight to me, pressing myself firmly against the other woman's body. Her breasts squished together with my chest and her long hair tickled my neck as I continued, "You've been single for a while. I've been single for a while. You've got a nice ass. I've got nine inches. What do you suppose we can do with all that?"

"Mmhm, you're sweet for offering but nine inches is a lot for someone's ass, Serena, wouldn't you agree?" Darla asked playfully, her eyes sparkling mischievously again.

I didn't think that Darla wanted to say no, just that she wanted to make me squirm uncomfortably for a moment after asking for something so bold. "I think we'll find out. But if it hurts, just tell me and I'll stop," I offered softly.

Darla kissed the tip of my nose, a playful smile pulling at her lips, "I'm going to keep from embarrassing myself, but I'm being coy, sweetheart. I'd really appreciate it if you went into my bedroom and grabbed the silicon-based lube from my closet. There's a black toy box that I keep under the shoe rack. Be a dear, would you?"

"You know I will," I said, eager to take care of each other's needs. My hands roamed down to the base of Darla's ass once more, cupping and squeezing her cheeks. My cock was fully hard and firmly pressed against the MILF's soft stomach. Then, I broke away from her and finished rinsing off in the water before getting out and drying off.

I went into her closet and found the toy box she mentioned and was blown away by the depravity of the contents within. On the surface, Darla seemed like a sweet, kind middle-aged lady, but the sheer naughty variety in here... damn, I was excited to see what the experienced cougar would be willing to let me do to her. I grabbed the bottle of silicon-based lube as requested and hurried back to the bathroom and into the shower again.

Darla stood under the stream of hot water and watched my face anxiously, "I wasn’t sure that you’d be interested in someone my age, Serena."

"I know what I'm getting into here, ma'am," I reassured her.

She looked at me and smiled, “I think I do too.”

I squeezed some of the lube into my right palm and slowly started to stroke my nine inches, “Then it’s about time to say what’s on your mind, ma’am.”

Darla chuckled softly as her hand drifted down her stomach to her pussy. After teasing her clit for a second, she slipped a finger inside of herself and began to slide it in and out as she purred, "I do love a woman with some confidence. Pin me against the wall, bite my neck, and fuck my tight ass before I lose my mind, darling."

Well, damn. I wasn’t the only one with fantasies, apparently. I accepted the invitation, boldly forcing her against the wall as I sank my canines into her neck just hard enough to make her gasp from the pain.

I released her neck and pressed myself against her body tightly. Then, I ran my hands down her back, her ass, and then started teasing near her sensitive pussy before I finally put my feet between hers. Shuffling them wider, she spread her legs as wide as I needed them to go, offering me access to her backdoor.

I pressed my cock against her clenching ring. As tempting as it was to slide into her, I restrained myself for just a moment longer as I drizzled another line of lube down the length of my cock, then a fair glob near where my thick crown pressed against her pink pucker.

Then, I pushed the tip of my nine-inch girl cock inside my MILF neighbor, stretching her asshole open around my girth before I slid in completely. It felt amazing.

"Ohhh, Serena! That's so good!" Darla moaned.

I let out a groan of my own as I leaned forward, pressing my breasts against her back to feel as close to her as I could right then. She was truly a woman that deserved appreciation. From cooking me wonderful meals to sucking my girl cock like she was in love with it, all the way to letting me fuck her just because I’d asked.

I slowly pumped into her, nervous as to how much she could handle. She didn’t seem to have any problems, even as I tested her with a few harder, deep strokes. I didn’t spend too much time looking around in that toy box of hers, but it seemed like she certainly kept herself taken care of… in both holes, though?

Fuck me, why was my new, older neighbor everything that the women in my life failed to be?

"You're being too kind, sweetheart. You can fuck me as hard as you need to until you're satisfied,” Darla said between pleasured moans. “You can cum in there if you need to, but you're not going to leave me alone in my bed tonight. Are we clear?"

"Clear as crystal," I muttered in disbelief. It was uncomfortable for me to not show restraint. With a cock like mine, I had the tendency of being a lot for my exes… but Darla was something else entirely. After giving her a few moments to adjust to the shift in pace, I started slamming into Darla's tight ass even harder, sending shockwaves of pleasure through her body with each increasingly vicious thrust.

She turned to look back at me, her mouth agape in disbelief. That only served to further inspire me to drill her harder, causing her eyes to roll back in her head and she bit her lip, squeezing her inner walls tighter around my shaft. Then, she moaned and her hand clenched my hair tighter. Her tight asshole was gripping my cock so tightly that I could barely keep drilling into her, but I wouldn't stop. I wasn't going to cum yet, not even though my body was desperate for the release.

No... I wanted to savor this ass. That didn't mean that I was going to give her that same mercy. My fingers brushed against her clit and she let out a low moan as I started rubbing her sensitive bead as I savored the feeling of her textured walls gripping my cock every time her body spasmed from pleasure.

"Yes. Fuck me harder, Serena," she pleaded as she let her head thunk against the shower wall. Her tight little hole did its best to drain me with every powerful thrust, but I refused to give in before my partner came.

Darla's cries of ecstasy grew louder and louder. She started panting heavily and her voice became less coherent until she finally lost control entirely, her hips buckling forward as she cried out my name, "Serena! I'm cumming!"

Her sweet nectar flooded her thighs with juices that were almost immediately washed away from the shower.  I wasn't far behind, my cock throbbing and twitching as I buried myself inside of her again and again. To call it anything other than using her at that point would have been a lie. Darla wouldn’t want me to stop until I was satisfied, especially not if she knew how close I was. My hips crashed against hers a few final times before exploding deep into her. My balls tightened as I shot rope after rope of cum deep into Darla's greedy hole.

Fuck, I couldn’t remember the last time I came like that. I lowered my head, resting against her shoulder as I fought to find my breath. Once I could manage to speak without gasping for air, I asked, "You okay?"

"Oh, god, yes," she moaned, "That was... absolutely amazing. You really know how to make a woman feel special, sweetheart."

I kissed her cheek softly and she looked back at me. There was no hesitation or uncertainty. She knew that she wanted me, and that she absolutely could handle me. But that left the lingering question, how long could I fuck my MILF neighbor before this inevitably turned as sour as everything else did in my life?

I had to hold out hope that I was just being negative, that I was self-sabotaging again. Shoving those thoughts as far aside as I could, I did my best to bask in the wonderful feeling that permeated my entire person. I turned off the water and stepped out of the shower, then I grabbed a towel from the rack.

Darla followed me out of the shower and gave me another one of those smiles that just made my heart flutter, "Would you happen to want to stay the night over here?"

"Hell yes I would, darlin'," I said as I wrapped an arm around her shoulders, "We've already got our dinner plans made. So, are you thinking the same thing for dessert that I am?"

The tone of my voice left no room for question. We were absolutely going to fuck again after a few hours of enjoying one another's company.

Darla giggled as she stood on her tiptoes to kiss me, "Seeing as how you're such a big girl, I think that I might be the one asking to enjoy your creamy filling tonight. Would you mind taking care of my sweet tooth instead, sweetheart?"

I smiled and gave her ass a firm squeeze, "It's been a while since I had a real treat like that. Of course, I'll help you take care of that sweet tooth, baby girl."

I cupped her chin with a hand and pulled her closer to me for a deeper, passionate kiss. Darla returned the kiss eagerly as her hands ran through my hair. Her tongue danced with mine for a few moments before I felt my cock starting to throb to life again.

Unwilling to ask to relieve myself using her body again after only two minutes, I broke away from the kiss and sheepishly muttered, "So, any chance I could borrow some pajamas?"

Darla smirked at me as she took my hand and led me out of the bathroom. "You can have anything that you want, honey. So long as you don't mind continuing to help a lady feel young every now and then."

I chuckled as I let my hand fall down to that absolutely divine ass of hers and squeezed it, "That goes without saying, ma'am."

I truly felt lucky to be able to touch her and have her respond so fucking well. After years of having my advances rejected, having someone that appreciates me made my heart race unlike anything I’d ever felt before.

Darla offered me a pair of silk pajama shorts with a matching top. While they were a little tight on me, they fit decently enough and kept me covered. That was enough of a reminder for both of us to try and calm down for just a little while. As lustful as I felt and as willing as Darla seemed, a certain measure of caution had to be kept in mind. While I was still interested in a relationship, Darla was considerably older than me. For all I knew, I needed to temper my expectations and just enjoy being able to provide this vixen with the best sex I could.

For the next hour, believe it or not, I helped her finish preparing dinner and then started the meal. We had time to enjoy a few Youtube videos while we waited for the steaks to cook. Eventually, we had to stop entertaining ourselves as it was time to make the side dishes, then enjoy a wonderfully prepared meal.

Once dinner was cleared away, she pushed me up against the kitchen counter and kissed me again. The moment our tongues met, I moaned into her mouth. She responded by sliding her hands up my back and pulling me tighter against her, grinding her hips forward against mine. Heat radiated off her, making her intentions all too clear.

Instead of having her tell me what I already knew she wanted, I took the initiative and sultrily purred, “Your dessert is waiting for you. All you've got to do is drop to your knees and suck until it's time to swallow, baby girl."

Darla gave me a lopsided grin as her fingers traced over my nipples through my thin top and then over the waistband of my pajamas. Her hand slipped between my legs to stroke my hard cock before she continued, "Mm, you make it sound like work. Honey, I’m a giving person. I’d absolutely love to."

That was too much to hear from a woman I respected as much as I did. Even though this wasn't a relationship, there was no reason to hide my unrelenting attraction to her. There was no need for the games we'd been playing up until now.

So, I nodded at her and she smiled. Darla sank down onto her knees in front of me in the kitchen. I relaxed back against the counter and let Darla's fingers quickly remove my pajama shorts. Ripples of pleasure coursed through my veins prematurely as my cock bobbed angrily in front of her.

Darla's tongue darted out and licked up the entire length of my cock before she slowly wrapped her lips around my cock. Her cheeks hollowed around my shaft, drawing a light suction without impeding her from freely sliding up and down my length. Her wet, warm tongue explored my girl cock like it was a bona fide wonder of the world as she masterfully took my full length down her throat. Her eyes fluttered open for a second and met mine. There was genuine warmth behind them and if her mouth wasn’t full, I was sure she’d be smiling up at me.

Maybe I was seeing things, but that looked like sheer admiration to me. My heart thundered in my chest. This was everything I’d told myself I dream of since getting away from the oppressive life I had… but I didn’t really believe it could be true. Not until Darla.

I didn’t even care how pathetic my moans sounded as my head fell back against the cabinets behind me with a loud thud. Darla understood that she’d got her point across and went back to work bobbing up and down my length. That fucking tongue of hers was going to make me cum so much sooner than I wanted to… but if she was being honest with me, then I could always have this again another time.

Her wet slurping noises filled the kitchen as she sucked my cock with a level of enthusiasm that I didn't believe was possible. How could anyone be that fucking excited to suck a cock, regardless of who it belonged to?  The pleasure that flowed through me grew and grew until my balls started tightening up.

I felt myself teetering on the edge of release, the pressure building and building until it was almost unbearable. Darla's skilled tongue and lips worked my girl cock relentlessly as she drove me closer and closer to the brink of ecstasy.

I gasped and moaned, my body arching towards her as she sucked the soul out of me. Each touch of her lips against my base sent a shock of pleasure coursing through my veins, leaving me trembling and gasping for air.

"Fuck, baby girl," I groaned, feeling myself slipping further into the abyss of desire. "You're going to make me come so hard."

But Darla didn't slow down, didn't give me even a moment's reprieve as she brought me to the brink of orgasm time and time again. I was completely at her mercy, lost in the sea of sensation that she was creating within me.

Finally, unable to take it any longer, I cried out her name as pleasure ripped through me like a tidal wave. My body convulsed as I came, my fingers clawing desperately at the countertop as I struggled to keep from collapsing under the onslaught.

Darla didn't stop until I had ridden out the last waves of my orgasm, her tongue tracing lazy circles over my sensitive flesh. I felt spent and sated, my body trembling with the aftershocks of pleasure.

"Fuck, baby," I panted, my voice husky with desire. "That was intense."

Darla smiled up at me, her eyes dark with satisfaction. "I aim to please.”

As my breathing returned to normal and my pulse slowed, my eyes traced over the curves of her body. Darla was the picture of raw sexuality, her body glistening with sweat, her eyes full of wanton desire. Confident, assertive, and utterly sexy. Her words, spoken in a sultry purr, only added to the arousal pulsing through my veins.

"That's my girl," I whispered, feeling the familiar tug of desire in my gut. "So then how could I possibly return the favor, Darla?"

Her eyes shone with a mix of lust and mischief. Darla didn't hesitate to push the boundaries further.

"Would you be willing to breed me?" she asked, her voice dripping with wanton need. "To fuck me until I can't walk straight and then paint my insides white?"

I groaned at her words, the image of her writhing beneath me taking hold in my mind. I knew I shouldn't give in so easily, but the way she looked at me was too much to resist. I traced my fingers down the curve of her waist, pulling her closer until her hips were pressed against mine.

"You're insatiable," I growled, my hands sliding down to grip her hips. "And you're mine, you dirty slut."

Darla giggled, her hips swaying seductively as she led the way out of the kitchen and into the bedroom. I followed her every move, my eyes fixed on her curvy figure, and the way her ass moved with each step. I couldn't help but admire the way she looked in the soft light, her skin glowing and her hair falling in perfect waves down her back.

She climbed onto the bed on all fours, a tempting vision that made me ache with desire. I crawled in behind her, my hands reaching out to grip her hips, my thick cock already hard and eager for her. I teased her pussy through her clothes, my fingers brushing against her heat, making her moan softly.

She turned to me with a playful smile, feigning ignorance as she asked, "W-What are you doing back there?"

I chuckled, "Contemplating world peace."

Darla laughed, the sound sending shivers down my spine, before whispering, "Just fuck me already!"

My fingers slipped under the waistband of her pajama shorts, feeling the smoothness of her skin, before pulling her panties aside. I slid my tongue against her tender folds, savoring the taste of her arousal.

I couldn't get enough of her, my tongue tracing every inch of her wetness. I could feel the heat radiating from her core, and it only fueled my desire further. Her hips rocked against me, begging for more, and I was more than happy to oblige.

“Oh, son of a bitch, please don’t stop, Serena,” Darla begged softly.

I knew I was driving her wild, and I couldn't help but feel a sense of pride at that. Her moans grew louder with each passing second. She arched her back further, offering herself to me as fully as she possibly could. Her juices tasted like warm, sweet honey and I had to hold myself back from diving into her pussy and staying there for hours.

While I could have made her come with my mouth if I wanted, that could be saved for another time. She asked to be bred, and my baby girl would always get what she wanted if I had anything to say about it.

I pulled away from Darla, my body aching with desire as I stood behind her. The sight of her curvaceous figure swaying to the beat of her own arousal was mesmerizing. Her hips moved in a tantalizing rhythm as if begging for me to take her. I took a deep breath, trying to steady myself as I gazed upon her wet, glistening pussy. The sight of her desire only fueled my own, causing my cock to throb with anticipation.

As I positioned myself behind her, I couldn't help but marvel at her beauty. Her back was arched, her ass pushed out, and her legs spread wide open. It was as if she was offering herself up to me on a platter, ready and willing to be taken. I pressed my thick crown against her drenched pussy, savoring the sensation of her raw desperation to have me inside her. The heat between us was palpable, the air thick with lust.

Darla's eyes met mine, full of longing and desire. Her look was intense as if she was willing me to take her harder, faster, and deeper. The intensity of the moment took my breath away, and I couldn't help but wonder why it had been so difficult to find someone that looked at me with such pure desire.

With a racing heart, I entered her slowly, inch by inch. She gasped, her body tensing up as she welcomed me inside her. My hands found her hips, holding her steady as I pushed in until I was fully inside her. Darla moaned, her head falling forward as she gave in to the pleasure of having me inside her. With each thrust, I went a little deeper, a little harder, building the tension between us until it was almost unbearable.

"I need you, Serena, I need your cock," Darla panted. "Please just fuck me like you mean it!"

Obliging my lover, I held onto her hips tighter, holding her firmly in place as I started fucking almost hatefully. She wanted me to be rough with her, I could discern that much, but I wasn’t sure where to draw the line. Still, I couldn't help but marvel at how tight she was, how perfectly she fit around me.

Her moans grew louder with each thrust as I continued testing to see how much she could take. Darla threw herself back against me as hard as she could, silently telling me that it still wasn’t hard enough for her. But I was determined to make her beg for mercy, to make her scream my name so loud that the neighbors would know exactly what we were doing in here.

As I leaned over Darla, my hand found its place next to hers on the headboard, giving me the leverage I needed. The sudden shift made her whimper with delight, her eyes locking onto mine, begging me not to stop. Her voice was barely above a whisper, but it was enough to fuel my desire.

Without a moment's hesitation, I surged forward, slamming into her with enough force to make the headboard make a loud crack, warning that it would break if we continued. Darla immediately dropped down onto her forearms, screaming in pleasure, "Fuck yes! Just like that, baby!" And I knew then that I had hit the sweet spot, the place where she needed me to be.

I rode her hard, our bodies moving in perfect sync. The sound of skin slapping against skin and her moans of pleasure filled the room. Darla's hips bucked against mine, her body aching for more, and I gave her everything she needed, pounding her relentlessly until she was a quivering mess beneath me.

Her orgasm came fast and hard, her pussy clamping down around me as her eyes rolled back in her head. She was too far gone to notice when she started mewling and calling my name. I didn't expect her to start chanting that she loved me under her breath, but who was I to judge how she got off?

There was still the small matter of me needing to flood Darla's fertile depths with my cum, though.  As I slammed into her over and over again, I felt myself on the cusp of exploding. My balls tightened, ready to unleash my load.

Darla's mouth hung slightly open in pleasure, "D-Do it, baby. Cum for me."

I pounded into her tight pussy, my hips slamming against her ass causing it to jiggle deliciously each time we connected. My body tensed up as I finally to the orgasm I'd tried to hold back as long as I could. But this pleasure didn't have to be something unique. If I was lucky... if I showed Darla that I'd work hard no matter what the job, then maybe I'd be able to find a few more reasons to spend the night at her house instead of alone in mine.

Thick, creamy ropes of my potent cum spewed forth from my cock and found its home deep within her fertile depths. As her body naturally clenched around my cock, I felt just how tender I'd gotten from all this rough sex. A thin smile pulled at my lips as I slowly pulled out of Darla's creampied cunt.

Darla giggled softly, "You know, you're going to have quite the reputation as a mother fucker now."

"I can live with that," I said. As I looked into her eyes, I didn't feel the same shame I typically did after having sex. This felt natural, more natural than it had any right to. "You want me to help clean up?"

She offered me a warm, genuine smile. But when she spoke, her voice still shaky with lust, "If it means that you'll stick around a bit longer, I'd love that, baby girl."

The End


Message from the Author

Thank you for reading this story. If you’re comfortable leaving a review or rating, it would be greatly appreciated. Until next time, please feel free to check out my Amazon page.

I’m supposed to plug my newsletter, but I really don’t use it all that often. Maybe if more people signed up?

Still craving MILFs? Don’t worry, sweetheart, I’ve got you:

Fertile for the Futa: Triss and a MILF on the Job

Getting dinner shouldn't have been as fun as it was every night after work. But the MILF that worked at the fast-food chain made it absolutely going every night. Up until tonight, things were harmless teasing. But, she took things too seriously and I let her take things too far. When she told me her stipulation required for me to visit her on her lunch break for something a little more fun, I almost backed out. Almost. I couldn't let that little risk be the reason I didn't enjoy her...

Hot for the Futa MILF: Stories 1-5

This is a collection of the five Fertile for the Futa stories: Megan’s Cheating Neighbor is a Sweet Treat, Aubrey Catches an Emo Trespasser, Ruby Spanks her Slacking Maid, Laura Trains a Shy Client, and Vanessa Cheats on her Wife with another MILF.

Enjoy yourself, but try not to let these mature futas get you too excited! ;)!
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