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Disclaimer

All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the publisher except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

Although the author has made every effort to ensure that the information in this book was correct at press time, the author does not assume and hereby disclaims any liability to any party for any loss, damage, or disruption caused by errors or omissions, whether such errors or omissions result from negligence, accident, or any other cause.

Also, all characters in this book are of legal age. And any resemblance to real life persons is purely coincidental.


Chapter One

I'd always had a thing for Mrs. Hernandez. While other guys were chasing girls their own age, I was enamored with my sexy older MILF neighbor. Her beautiful, curvy body captivated me. And I'd always sneak a peak at her big, supple breasts whenever I had a chance.

Even though she was significantly older than me and a married mother of two, Mrs. Hernandez was the woman of my dreams.

She was the ultimate sexy, curvy Mexican MILF.

Huge, D-Cup breasts; big, heart-shaped ass; a cute, friendly face; even her chubby “mombod” belly turned me on.

Of course, I knew I'd never get a chance to hook-up with her. Even though Mrs. Hernandez was always nice to me when we talked, it was clear she still viewed me as a “kid” – although I was over eighteen and technically an adult now. Plus, she was married.

I'd have to contend myself with fantasizing about her hot, mature body whenever I jerked-off.

There was absolutely, 100%, no way we'd ever have sex in real life.

Or so I thought...

Then something strange and wonderful happened. It was the biggest and best surprise of my life...

“Hey there!”

I rubbed the sleep from my eyes, still groggy after another late night. It was one in the afternoon but I'd just woken up, and not because I was sufficiently well-rested. There'd been a knock at the door and I'd reluctantly gotten out of bed to answer it.

“I hope I'm not interrupting anything,” Mrs. Hernandez's voice was syrupy sweet. Naturally seductive. “Were you sleeping?”

“Uh,” I felt self-conscious standing there in my sweatpants and a ratty old t-shirt with food stains on it. “I was just taking a short nap.” Wanting to switch subjects as soon as possible, I asked Mrs. Hernandez that most obvious question I could think of, “What's up? Is everything alright?”

“Oh nothing much,” she gave a carefree giggle and then leaned in and touched my shoulder.

I felt a ripple of erotic energy course through my body, radiating from where she'd touched me. It took all of my concentration and willpower to not get hard. If Mrs. Hernandez saw me with a boner I'd die of embarrassment.

“My husband,” if Mrs. Hernandez knew the affect her touch had on me she certainly didn't let on, “was fixing his boat's engine last night and he left the engine laying on the garage floor.” She rolled her eyes and gave an exaggerated sigh of frustration, “And now I can't park my car unless someone moves it.”

Mrs. Hernandez fixed her gaze on me and smiled a warm, flirtatious smile.

“I need a big, strong man to help me.”

If I didn't know any better, I'd think she was flirting with me. The sexy older woman looking to seduce a much younger guy. But that only happened in bad porn movies.

“Yeah,” I said hesitantly, “I guess I can help.”

“Great!” Mrs. Hernandez squealed with joy and squeezed my shoulder. Again, I fought-back against my body's natural urge to get hard.

“Why don't you come over in fifteen minutes?” she continued. Then, Mrs. Hernandez dropped her voice to a low, conspiratorial whisper, “I'll even give you a special reward once you're all finished.”

Maybe I'd been watching too much porn, but something in Mrs. Hernandez's tone made me immediately think that this hot older MILF wanted to fuck. Whatever “special reward” she had in mind, it certainly wasn't going to be a plate of freshly baked cookies. I battled the urge to get hard, again – fighting down my third potential boner during our brief conversation – and then agreed to meet Mrs. Hernandez at her house in fifteen minutes.

After that, I quickly slammed the door shut and ran upstairs for a quick shower.

As the hot water poured over me, I let my imagination run wild with images of all the incredible sex Mrs. Hernandez and I were about to have.

Best of all?

There was nobody around and I didn't have to worry about getting a boner.

I was rock hard and dripping precum as I fantasized about stripping Mrs. Hernandez naked, exploring her sexy mature body, and then bending her over and fucking her hard and raw as she moaned in ecstasy.


Chapter Two

After my shower I threw on a decent outfit that was an upgrade from my sweats and stained tee, but still capable of getting dirty if I really had to lift and carry a boat engine. Then, I spritzed on a little cologne – just in case I needed to boost my sex appeal – and rushed out of the house and down the street to the Hernandez residence.

“There you are,” Mrs. Hernandez wrapped her arms around me and gave me a big hug. Her huge tits were pressed against my body as she held me tight. There was no way I'd be fighting down my boner this time.

“I came as soon as I could,” I said awkwardly as I tried to wriggle my way out of Mrs. Hernandez's hug.

I managed to break free just as I got hard, bending my waist at odd angle to hide my erection.

“Uh, where exactly is this boat engine you'd like me to move?”

“Right this way,” Mrs. Hernandez gripped my forearm and led me towards the garage.

She was extremely grabby today, I thought. In fact, before today, I struggled to think of a time when this gorgeous MILF had ever done more than give me a brief hug. But now, Mrs. Hernandez was touching my body at every chance she could get. Or at least that's what it seemed like. Maybe she was just being overly friendly because she knew she could get some free labor out of me. After all, she hadn't offered to pay me for my help with her husband's boat engine.

We got into the garage and I breathed a sigh of relief. The boat engine in question was a relatively small onboard motor. Lifting it would be easy.

“Don't worry,” Mrs. Hernandez reassured me, “my husband drained all the fuel and oil. That's why it's in our garage. He was supposed to put it back over there,” she pointed to a empty space in the corner, “but then he got called away for an emergency business meeting and forgot to move the thing.”

“It's no problem,” I said as I positioned myself over the motor and lifted it up with both arms.

“That man,” Mrs. Hernandez sounded frustrated. “It's like he only thinks about himself and never considers my needs.”

I grunted as I carried the motor across the garage, pretending to be too focused to respond. The truth was, I didn't know what Mrs. Hernandez was getting at and I didn't want to interject myself into her personal relationship drama.

“You know,” she continued “we haven't...” Mrs. Hernandez paused for a moment, catching herself before she went on, “Well, never mind.”

Was she really about to admit that she was sexually unfulfilled and horny? To me?

It was still hard for me to believe that Mrs. Hernandez invited me here for sex. The idea was simply absurd. But, there was no denying the undertones of my visit. Unless Mrs. Hernandez was the most naive woman on Earth, it was simply impossible that she didn't know what her words and actions were implying.

With one final grunt, I hefted the motor into its designated area.

“There you go,” I said, smiling. “All clear for you to park your car in here again.”

“Wow,” Mrs. Hernandez glided across the garage and nestled-up beside me. “So big and strong,” she ran her hands up and down my biceps. “Your girlfriend is so lucky.”

Okay, this was definitely turning into the plot from a bad porno film.

“Actually, I'm single.”

“Oh!” Mrs. Hernandez looked genuinely surprised. “Well, certainly there's someone you like...”

My throat went dry and my heart started racing at a million miles per second. She had to be coming on to me, right? All the touching, implying her and her husband had stopped having sex, now this question.

I was standing at the proverbial crossroads. Should I take a calculated risk and tell her how I feel? Or should I take the safe route and give a noncommittal answer.

“The truth is,” I hesitated, “there is someone I like.”

“Really?” Mrs. Hernandez excitedly leaned in against me, her massive tits and sexy mombod pressed against my side. I felt the heat of her body as it radiated against mine.

“Yes,” it felt like my heart was about to explode.

I was more scared than I'd ever been before, but I had to do it. I had to confess.

“You.”

For a moment, everything stopped. It felt as if time itself had frozen. Mrs. Hernandez didn't say a word. Then, she looked shocked. And finally, she recovered and smiled politely.

“That's very nice of you,” she said. “But I'm married.”

Suddenly I thought of a funny t-shirt I'd seen once. It read, “The risk I took was calculated, but man, am I bad at math.” I'd been way off the mark and read what, in hindsight, was Mrs. Hernandez being friendly as a flirtatious invite for sex.

Luckily, Mrs. Hernandez was a smooth operator and didn't make a big deal out of the situation or let it get too awkward for either of us.

“Besides,” she patted my arm as she spoke, “I'm way too old for you. You should be chasing girls your own age, not some old mom like me. Now, if you're not too busy, you can come inside. I promised you a special reward and the offer still stands, freshly baked cookies.”

Wow, I'd even been wrong about that!

Mrs. Hernandez's nonchalant reaction to my embarrassing fumble had put me at ease. Sure, I'd humiliated myself and completely misread what this sexy Latin MILF had in store for me, but at least I could sit down and eat a few homemade cookies.

“Yeah,” I said as my mood brightened, “that sounds great.”

“Good,” Mrs. Hernandez smiled warmly and led me towards the door that connected her house to the garage. “Come inside...”


Chapter Three

The cookies were good. Mrs. Hernandez sat me down in the kitchen to enjoy them while she went off into a different room to deal with something or other. I think she'd said she had to make a phone call. Whatever the reason, I suspected she'd actually left me alone because of our awkward situation in the garage.

As soon as I'd finished the cookies, I was sure she'd pop back in and suggest I get on my way. And that would be the last we'd ever see each other in a one-on-one setting.

Fortunately, I was wrong about this too.

“When you're done with your cookies,” Mrs. Hernandez's voice echoed from down the hall, “I have one other thing you can help me with.”

Curious, I set my snack down and followed Mrs. Hernandez's voice to the back of the house.

What I saw made my jaw drop.

Mrs. Hernandez was sitting on her bed, wearing black lacy lingerie that hugged her body and showcased all her Latin curves. Fishnet stockings ran up her beautifully sculpted legs. Mrs. Hernandez smiled at me, a seductive look that screamed come fuck me.

“Why don't you climb into bed with me?” Mrs. Hernandez purred. “I have something for you to eat here, and it's much tastier than my cookies.”

The sexy mature MILF reached over and grabbed my arms, pulling me down onto the bed with her. I landed softly beside her, still too stunned to process what was happening. What had made her change her mind so quickly? Or was this planned all along?

I was in bed with the beautiful MILF of my dreams and she was wearing sexy lingerie, practically begging for my dick.

No reason to overthink things.

I reached over and touched her soft, warm body. I ran my fingers up her thick, sexy thighs, making my way to her supple ass and grabbing a handful of succulent flesh. Heat radiated from beneath the fabric of her thin black panties. Even with my limited sexual experience, I could tell Mrs. Hernandez was wet and horny, her pussy hot and ready for my cock.

“Oh yes,” Mrs. Hernandez moaned as I grabbed her ass. “I've wanted this for so long,” she leaned in for a kiss.

We locked lips, making out passionately. My tongue exploring her mouth as Mrs. Hernandez moaned and ground her body against mine. Her hands reaching down to grab my hard cock and stroke it through the fabric of my pants.

Mrs. Hernandez stripped my clothes off as we continued our passionate make out session.

Soon, she was stroking my bare cock, her warm touch feeling incredible against my stiff shaft.

“I'm so fucking horny,” Mrs. Hernandez cooed, pulling away from our kiss, a string of saliva bridging between our lips.

“But,” she smile mischievously, “you've got to promise me two things if you want to fuck me.”

I nodded, too excited at the prospect of sex to care what the demands were. Probably standard stuff like don't tell my husband and wear a condom.

“First, you've got to eat this pussy,” Mrs. Hernandez pushed me down on the bed and climbed up over me, straddling my face and she pulled her black panties to the side. The fabric was soaked and made a wet popping sound as Mrs. Hernandez peeled it back.

I gasped at the view. Her wet, dripping pussy was gorgeous. Nice and tight and glistening with her mature juices.

I couldn't wait to taste it.

“Fuck, yes!” Mrs. Hernandez moaned as she slowly squatted down, lowering herself onto my waiting mouth. A warm, wet aura radiated from her slit as it descended towards me. I inhaled deeply, savoring the strong yet sweet scent of her experienced MILF pussy.

Her dripping folds slowly enveloped my mouth and nose.

I began to eagerly lap at her well-aged slit, savoring the sweet, sticky flavor of her juices. It tasted delicious, but in the back of my mind I knew there was a problem. With Mrs. Hernandez mounting my face and burying my mouth and nose in her pussy, there was no way I'd be able to breath!

I squirmed and fidgeted nervously, but Mrs. Hernandez simply locked her legs around my head and laughed.

“You'll get out after I get off.”

I'd need to eat this sexy older MILF's pussy and make her cum if I wanted to escape!

Suddenly, I was overwhelmed with animalistic lust. An uncontrollable desire to please Mrs. Hernandez and make her cum harder than she'd ever cum before.

I began licking and sucking like a madman, my tongue exploring every inch of my dream MILF's dripping wet folds. Mrs. Hernandez moaned and rocked her hips, obviously enjoying herself. At the same time, I was desperately searching for her clit, using my mouth to suck and lick her dripping flesh in my frantic search for her sensitive nub.

There!

I'd found the spot and my mouth latched on greedily, sucking her clit in rhythmic, vacuum-like pulses.

“Oh fuck!!!” Mrs. Hernandez bucked her hips. “Fuck! Fuck! Fuuuuccckkkkk!!!”

My technique was working! I kept up my pace, drawing her clit in and then slowly releasing it. As I sucked, Mrs. Hernandez increased her rocking, working her hips back and forth as she ground her pussy against my face, wet juices smearing all over my mouth and nose.

The experiences older MILF reached down and grabbed my hair, pulling my head deeper between her thighs.

“You've got some incredible skills,” she panted and moaned.

Mrs. Hernandez's rocking and grinding lifted her hips up enough for fresh air to flow in from under her ass. I inhaled deeply, savoring the aroma of her wet, aroused slit.

This didn't slow my mad licking and sucking. If anything, it only motivated me to work harder. I sucked and tongued Mrs. Hernandez's plump, juicy MILF slit like there was no tomorrow. And as I did so, Mrs. Hernandez began to cum.

Her hips bucking and her big, Latin titties swaying back and forth, Mrs. Hernandez let out a long, low moan as her whole body began to spasm uncontrollably.

At the same time, a fresh wave of wet juices gushed from her slit and poured down my face.

I lapped away as my dream MILF enjoyed her orgasm, her body shaking and her sexy, soft belly jiggling as she came.

After riding her orgasm to competition, Mrs. Hernandez giggled as she enjoyed the warm afterglow. For my part, I kept on licking and pleasuring her – not wanting to take my mouth away from her delicious wet hole.

“Now that,” Mrs. Hernandez exclaimed cheerfully, “was incredible.”

She slapped me on the chest as she dismounted from my face, wet juices running down the insides of her thighs.

“Now,” she said as she looked down at me. “Are you ready for my second demand.”

I nodded enthusiastically.

“You have to cum inside me.”

“What?!!!” I was shocked. “Is that safe? I mean, won't you get pregnant?”

Mrs. Hernandez smiled slyly.

“What's the matter? Afraid to have some risky fun?”

I started to protest but she cut me off.

“You already told me I was your dream girl. Why not have a little fun and claim this MILF pussy you've spent so long fantasizing about?”

I knew fucking Mrs. Hernandez raw and cumming deep inside her fertile womb was risky and a bad idea. But I was so horny my dick was doing all my thinking for me at this point. Fuck it. Why not enjoy a hot breeding session with a drop dead gorgeous MILF?

“I knew you couldn't resist,” Mrs. Hernandez teased.

The sexy older MILF glided down my body until she was eye level with my hard, leaking cock.

“You're so big,” Mrs. Hernandez breathed in a sultry tone. Her fingers began stroking my shaft as her tongue teased the head of my throbbing, dick.

“Look at all this yummy precum,” she purred as her tongue swirled around the head of my cock. “It tastes delicious in my mouth.”

Mrs. Hernandez shot me a seductive look, making eye contact as she teased my hard-on.

“But you know what will feel even better?”

She answered her own question before I had time to respond.

“Your hot young cum flooding my tight, experienced pussy.”

With that, Mrs. Hernandez pulled herself up and climbed on top of me, her big juicy tits popped out of their lacy lingerie bra and were on full display as she lowered herself onto my waiting cock.

I watched in awe as her delicious Latin pussy slowly approached my hard shaft.

Heat radiated from Mrs. Hernandez's hot, fertile slit and I could feel it on my cock. Then, my whole body shivered with pleasure as my dick penetrated Mrs. Hernandez's perfect pussy, sliding into her warm wet mound. I was ready to breed her raw and claim her womb as my own.

Mrs. Hernandez moaned as her slit stretched to accommodate me.

For a moment, we were both motionless, simply enjoying the feeling of each other's bodies.

Then, I got to work.

If a hard, passionate, raw fucking was what Mrs. Hernandez wanted, it was what I was going to give her.

I grabbed her beautiful MILF tits. They were perfect. Big and squishy, the type of breasts your hands just sink into. I pulled them to my mouth and began to suck Mrs. Hernandez's taut brown nipples, alternating between each. The sexy MILF moaned with pleasure, and I felt her tight wet pussy squeeze my cock – she was clearly enjoying herself!

For an older woman with kids, Mrs. Hernandez's slit was still surprisingly tight. And being inside her felt natural. Like I'd always been destined to fuck her incredible Latin pussy.

Mrs. Hernandez rose up and down, bouncing on my cock and grinding her hips against me as she worked my hard shaft into all her most sensitive and pleasurable spots. Her experience and sexual prowess paid off too, as she flexed her pelvic muscles, sending wave-like contractions pulsating through her pussy. Each spasm massaged my cock, and it took every ounce of my willpower not to cum right then and there.

I knew Mrs. Hernandez wanted me to shoot my hot young load deep inside her, but the sex was so good that I wanted to enjoy it for as long as possible.

My hands ravaged her body, exploring her curvy physique and gripping her soft flesh as she rode me. Mrs. Hernandez's heavy hanging breasts swayed back and forth as she ground against my cock. And her cute, chubby belly jiggled as she worked her hips back and forth.

We kissed passionately as I gripped her big supple ass, holding on tight as I thrust deeper into her while she bounced on my dick.

“Fuck,” Mrs. Hernandez panted. “Fuck, fuck fuck!”

Her body began to tremble and quiver again.

“I'm about to cum,” she leaned in and gave me a big, wet sloppy kiss with plenty of tongue.

“Do you want to cum with me?” she asked as she pulled back from our kiss.

“Fill me up, cum inside me? Put your babies in my hot wet cunt?”

She was moaning heavily, her hips grinding rhythmically against mine, her pussy contracting tighter-then-looser as she built herself up for another orgasm.

The sight of my dream MILF riding me, cumming on my dick, begging me for my cum...

It was too much. I couldn't hold back any longer.

At the same moment, the walls of Mrs. Hernandez's slit tightened into a vice-like grip, strangling my dick, milking my cock for all its precious cum.

“Oh fuck!” I groaned.

Load after load of hot, sticky cum shot out of my throbbing cock and into her tight, fertile MILF pussy.

“Yes! Yes! Yes!” Mrs. Hernandez was cumming hard, her body spasming with pleasure as I unloaded deep inside her. “That's it! Fill me up!” Her eyes were closed and she was biting her lip, lost in her own private world of pleasure.

As Mrs. Hernandez came down from her orgasmic high, she collapsed on top of me, obviously exhausted from her intense climax. We both lay there – her warm soft body pressed up against me – the two of us panting and basking in the warm afterglow of sex.

I could feel my hot seed leaking out of Mrs. Hernandez's well-fucked hole. And honestly, I was shocked at how much cum I'd unloaded deep inside her. Her womb was completely flooded with my young, fertile sperm. Whether she actually wanted to get knocked up or not, I wasn't sure. Maybe she was on the pill and it was all a fantasy. Or maybe she wasn't and I'd actually bred her.

Either way, the sex was so good that I didn't care.

We lay together for a while longer, enjoying the silence and recovering from our sexual highs.

Then, Mrs. Hernandez looked down at me and lovingly caressed my face with her hand.

“That was incredible,” she whispered.

“Let's do it again next week,” I exclaimed eagerly. “i mean, if your husband isn't home then.”

“Honey,” she teased. “Why wait? We can go round two right now.”

And with that, she mounted me for another intense session of raw, unprotected MILF breeding sex...

The End.
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