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 At 19 years of age it was safe to say I was coming multiple times a day, my cock seemingly in a permanent state of readiness, the smallest thing able to set him swelling, be it just the bump of a nipple in a woman’s tee, or the glimpse of a sweet ass as one of the fairer sex would bend over, making my face feel hot and my crotch even hotter, desperate to shoot another load, which is probably where the trouble started.







 My girlfriend Jemma was thankfully on the same page as me sexually, always up for fucking and nothing less than amazing at draining my balls, her mouth and pussy taking more loads from me over the last year of our relationship than I could ever hope to count, her sexual hunger as needy as mine, often grabbing me by jeans and dragging me to her room to fuck the moment her mom, Melanie, had left the house, her sweet lips already wrapped around my shaft before Melanie was even reversing out of the drive.







 And her mom Melanie was a drop-dead gorgeous MILF herself, her sexy mature curves often creating a hard cock in my pants to later use on her daughter, her sultry Asian eyes and provocative dress code never failing to increase my heartbeat. A sexually liberated woman, she had passed on her open-mindedness to Jemma, never having a problem with the two of us sleeping in Jemma’s bed, glad that her daughter was being well serviced by a ‘handsome young man’.







 But none of this sounds like trouble, right? Correct, it was bliss staying over at a house with two stunning Asian women, until one day when Jemma and I were on her bed, my balls freshly juiced, our bodies naked and still tangled together, her hand caressing my slippery shaft, slick with her own climax juices.







 “I was talking to some of the girls at work today,” Jemma said, her stunning almond eyes watching mine, her cute little Asian nose and pouty lips making me smile as I watched her talk.







 “Oh?”







 “Yeah, they had some pretty interesting things to say about sex in a relationship.”







 Perking up, I show my interest, Jemma continuing.







 “They were giving me tips on how to keep things amazing in the bedroom, if you know what I mean.”







 “Such as?” I ask, my inner voice cheering that maybe Jemma is going to give up the ass today, the one hole she up until now had said was a no go, fearing her tiny little butthole wouldn’t be able to handle my manhood.







 “Well, they were saying if you have lots and lots of sex, and I think we probably qualify as that, yeah?”







 “Yeah,” I reply grinning, unable to think of the last day that had gone by where we hadn’t fucked
 at least
 three times since we started going out.







 “Haha, I thought you’d agree. Well, they were saying there’s some cool stuff you can do to keep things interesting.”







 “Uh-huh,” I say nodding, my head filled with the single word mantra
 anal anal anal anal.







 “Stuff that will make your orgasms 100 times better.”







 “Uh-huh.”
 Anal! Anal! Anal! Anal! Anal!







 “Stuff like holding off on fucking for a few weeks or maybe even a month, giving you the kind of orgasms that make you just about pass out from pleasure!”







 “Wow, that sounds pretty hardcore,” I answer, hoping that my face isn’t betraying how crestfallen I’m feeling over this twist direction in our talk.







 “I know it seems like a long time, especially after fucking every day for so long, but they guaranteed that our orgasms in four weeks from now will be better than anything you’ve ever experienced, like the first time you had sex level orgasms.”







 Wondering if it’s a coincidence that Jemma decided to have this conversation with me just after draining my balls when I would be most relaxed about not fucking again for so long, I nod my head and accept that this is my new reality, and up until now Jemma has never steered us wrong sexually so hey, maybe this really will end up being the start of somehow even better sex for us.







 “So like, blowjobs? Can I still eat you out?”







 “Haha, no Jake, I don’t just mean no fucking, I mean no orgasms. Think of how hard I’m gonna make you come after letting you build up such a massive load, I’m trembling just thinking about it, so much of your goo shooting hot and hard deep inside me, I can already tell feeling you come is going to send me off too, I can’t wait!”







 Processing what she’s telling me, I can’t even remember the last time since I went a month with no orgasms. In all likelihood, it was probably before I was masturbating as since I’d discovered the joy of coming I’d very rarely gone even a day without spanking the monkey.











 “I know it seems like forever, but trust me ok, we can do this. You know how great it feels when we’ve nearly had to go all day without making each other come and then we finally get to do it? That extra level of intensity from a 24-hour backlog? Imagine that times 30! That’s what you’ll be feeling as I drain you, it’ll be like I’m sitting on top of an exploding come volcano!” Jemma says, her hand caressing my cock, her honeyed words helping convince me this will be worth it.







 “You know what? Fuck it, let’s do this! No coming for a month!” I say, Jemma hugging me close, her naked curves making me almost instantly regret myself, my cock tingling, keen to slide deep inside her tight pussy one more time.







* * *







 It was now a day over one week later and my body was in hell. I never imagined you could be so sexually frustrated, every second of every day obsessed with fucking, my crotch, no, my entire body tingling with need, acutely aware of the rub of my underwear’s fabric against my cock.







 Constantly catching myself with my hand on my shaft, manipulating and touching it through the pants, my hips thrusting absentmindedly as I stand there sipping a morning coffee, my morning wood rock hard and taking all my focus, I wonder how I can possibly make it a full month if this is how bad it is just one-quarter of the way through.







 Feeling like this has been the longest week of my life, I experience a pang of jealousy as I see Jemma emerge from her room, looking like she’s handling things a lot better than me, my eyes roving over her curves, remembering how good it feels to slide my length inside her, holding her tight as I blow my load deep within her sex, my cock raging in my pants, tucked behind the elastic, my face burning as Jemma gives me a kiss, her lips soft and cooling.







 “You can do this, baby,” She whispers in my ear as she hugs me, keeping her lower half away from pressing into mine, kindly not teasing me with her body before grabbing her keys to go to work, “I’ll see you tonight.”







 “See you tonight,” I reply, sipping my coffee and trying not to stare at her fine ass as she walks away, Melanie saying goodbye as she emerges from her en suite, a large fluffy towel wrapped around her curvaceous Asian MILF body, another one around her hair like a beehive, the towels in theory thick enough to obscure most of her curves but still driving me crazy in my heightened state, her bare legs making my shaft pulsate, her sensuous face smiling at me as she pours herself a coffee.







 “Morning, Jake.”







 “Morning, Melanie.”







 “Everything ok? You look a little flushed. Do you have a temperature?” She asks, pressing the cool back of her hand to my forehead, her sweet natural scent filling my nostrils, my hips trying to buck in her direction as my urges try to get the better of me, her skin so soft.







 “No, I’m ok.”







 “You sure? You feel pretty hot to the touch,” Melanie says, her hand sliding down to caress my cheek as she looks me over with mild concern.







 “No no, I’m fine,” I reply, giving her a smile and using all my mental strength to not glance down at her chest, a hint of the swell of her breasts apparent just before the thick towel covers her, just this tiny glimpse of perfect, flawless
 almost
 breast skin making my balls tingle and my crotch heat up, gripping my coffee mug tighter.







 “If you say so,” Melanie says with a smile of her own, turning to prepare herself some breakfast, my eyes all over her bare legs as she’s turned away from me, my fingers itching to reach out and cup her amazing ass, making me take a step back, afraid I’m actually going to do it, feeling my self-control evaporate as my lust roars inside me.







 “Seriously, are you really sure you’re ok, Jake?” Melanie says, looking back at me as she places a cereal bowl on the counter, you look like you’re about to faint.”







 “I’m fine, I think maybe I just made my coffee too strong or something this morning, I might go lie down for a minute until the feeling passes,” I say, needing to get away from her, Melanie’s body too tempting, my primal urges all telling me to fuck her here and now, to rip her towel from her flawless Asian body and plunge my cock inside her, my face burning as Melanie looks at me closely, probably trying to read my expression is saying as I try to hide my utter lust.







 Lying on Jemma’s bed and scrolling through my phone, I try to ignore the pulsating heat coming from my cock, crossing and uncrossing my legs, unable to go for more than a few seconds before my mind returns again to sex, feeling like it would take all of 5 strokes to make me explode at this point, needing a distraction but finding that everything reminds me of sex.







 “Knock knock,” Melanie says, walking in through the open door and sitting on the bed beside me, a concerned look on her face, “How are you feeling?”







 “I’m ok, really,” Giving her my best smile but only able to think about how totally fucking
 stunning
 she is, her face so perfect and beautiful, her ruby red lips pursed as she studies me, her long straight black hair framing her gorgeous face, the kind of woman that still gets ID checked even though she’s in her 40’s, and even though I feel a little guilty for thinking it, even hotter than her daughter.







 Watching me for a moment, Melanie reaches out and takes my phone from my unresisting hands, her fingers brushing mine and sending another wave of lust through me. Placing the phone on the bedside table, she looks directly into my eyes.







 “There’s something you’re not telling me, Jake. I don’t know what it is exactly, but I can feel it.”







 “No, there’s nothing to tell,” I say, hearing the crack in my voice as I’m sure Melanie does too.







 “Even you didn’t believe that one,” Melanie says with a grin, patting my hand, “Come on, Jake. I like to think we have a pretty open relationship, you can tell me. Did you and Jemma have a fight?”







 “Not at all, everything’s as great as always between us.”







 “Are you sure? That was some strange body language between you two this morning.”







 “Oh? Umm, well, whatever that was, it certainly wasn’t from arguing.”







 “There’s that look again, Jake, you’re leaving a detail out. You say you didn’t argue but your face tells me there’s something going on between you two.”







 “More like what’s
 not
 going on between us two, haha,” I say, instantly regretting it as realization dawns on Melanie’s face.







 “Ohhh, well then, if Jemma’s holding back on that surely you two have been arguing, yes?”







 Not wanting Melanie to think I’m fighting with her daughter I decide I may as well tell her, Melanie being right about us having a pretty open relationship, although this still feels a little awkward.







 “No, basically we’re holding off so that when we do do it again it will be even better. She got the idea from her friends at work.”







 “Trying out delayed gratification? Pretty bold move when you’re 19!” Melanie says with a chuckle, possibly relieved her daughter isn’t in the middle of a fight, “So tell me, how far along are you, day 3? Day 4?”







 “This is the morning of day 8, actually.”







 “No way!” Melanie exclaims, her mouth literally dropping open, “And how long until zero hour?”







 “You mean when can we come again?”







 “Yes, Jake.”







 “Jemma is aiming for a month, so about three more weeks, I guess.”







 Staring at me, still open-mouthed, it takes me a minute to understand Melanie is looking at me with a kind of concerned pity, seeing her try to form a sentence but stopping herself a few times before finally speaking in a slow, deliberate voice, her every word apparently being carefully chosen.







 “That’s a very long time, isn’t it.”







 “Yeah.”







 “And so I imagine all the pained looks on your face today are because you’re so…full?”







 “Full is about the right word, yeah.”







 “Does Jemma realize you’ll probably have a wet dream before the deadline anyway?”







 “She’s never mentioned wet dreams, so I doubt it.”







 “How long without normally before you have a wet dream?”







 “No idea, I’ve never had one before, I’ve always cleared the pipes before that could happen,” I say with a grin, my cock pulsating madly, my heightened lust loving this conversation.







 “So is this already, like, a record for you, even at 8 days?”







 “Yeah.”







 “And she wants you to go another three weeks?”







 “Yep.”







 “It’s borderline torture, you poor thing,” Melanie says, patting my hand again sympathetically.







 “It’s ok, I can do it.”







 “I blame those women she works with,” Melanie says, not hearing me, “Jemma is considerably younger than them, feels like they’re trying to mold her into their own image.”







 “What do you mean?”







 “Oh, the whole ‘treat ‘em mean, keep ‘em keen’ crap. Treating our bodies like bargaining chips to control men instead of just enjoying as many orgasms as you can during this little wink of existence we have called life,” Melanie answers, suddenly getting deep on me, “Or maybe this idea works on men in their later years who have started to slow down a little, but to do it to a 19-year-old man, at his absolute peak of sperm production, whose every driving instinct is to come and come again? It’s just cruel and unusual and will lead to resentment, trust me.”







 “Resentment?”







 “Yes. Nothing good can come from withholding sex from your partner. I’m not saying a woman needs to give it up whenever the man wants of course, but to not sleep with him when you’re just as horny as he is is foolish. You’ll start to dislike Jemma soon, you won't be able to help it.”







 “I doubt I could ever dislike Jemma, Melanie.”







 “And would you have believed you could ever feel as frustrated as you feel right now a week ago?







 “Well, no, I guess not.”







 “Exactly, don’t mess with sexual desire, Jake, there’s no greater force on Earth. The need to fuck has made men and women do otherwise impossible things since we could walk upright, Melanie says, her hand on mine, my body humming with need, wanting to better appreciate this philosophical side to Melanie but only able to enjoy how sexy she is.







 “So, you think I should talk with Jemma tonight, see if she’ll agree to lift the ban?”







 “Yes, I think that’d be the smart thing to do, and if she says yes, a week's worth of backlog is already going to feel pretty amazing for a guy who has been, I’m guessing, a daily spurter until now?”







 “At least, haha,” I reply, feeling a little better, seeing a potential light at the end of the tunnel.







 Laughing, Melanie stands up, adding with a wink, “Good luck, and please try to not come on my carpets.”







* * *







 It was now the morning of day 9 without coming and I was in an even deeper pit of hell. The conversation with Jemma last night had not gone well, at all, my utter and total need to come probably making me press my side of the discussion harder than I normally would, Jemma digging in her heels more and more, telling me I was overreacting and it had barely been a week, her words stinging me and pissing me off, sleeping away from each other, hot and angry and above all, so,
 so
 fucking hard and horny, my sleep filled with erotic dreams, all of them containing Melanie and me, her perfect Asian MILF body pressed to mine, watching her breasts sway as she rode me, my shaft buried deep in her tight pussy, waking up and being surprised that I hadn’t filled my boxers with come during the night, my sex dreams the most vivid I’d ever had, feeling embarrassed as I said good morning to Melanie, my dreams making me feel like we really had spent the night fucking, feeling closer to her than ever before even though nothing had actually happened in real life.







 Noticing the coolness between Jemma and me as Jemma left for work, Melanie came and sat with me at the dining table where I was hiding my throbbing cock and sipping my way through a coffee, her face concerned and as always, stunning, her alluring body wrapped in a loose bathrobe, her cleavage daring me to stare.







 “I’m assuming last night
 didn’t
 contain an extremely happy ending for Jake?”







 “Yeah,” I answer, nearly adding
 but I fucked you a bunch of times!







 “She’s really got her mind set on this temporary abstinence thing then?’







 “Yeah.”







 “And now there’s a flicker of resentment in you?”







 “No, but it’s just that…” I start, before seeing that Melanie is right. I’m feeling wronged, but at the same time, if Jemma doesn’t want to fuck, she doesn’t want to fuck.







 “This is what I’m talking about Jake. Those silly co-workers of hers, they’ve managed to draw the happiest young couple I’ve ever had the pleasure of knowing into a completely avoidable argument.”







 “I think now too with last night, she’ll make us wait every single hour of that month.”







 “I agree, Jemma is like me in that respect, once we decide we want something, heaven and hell can’t stop us from getting it,” Melanie replies, looking at me with a smile and patting my hand sympathetically, her skin electric against mine, her fingertips lingering, her almond eyes staring deep into mine, like she can read my every lust-filled thought.







 “So…should I just…you know, slip off into the bathroom for a few minutes and take care of business?”







 “Jerk off?”







 “Yeah.”







 Seeming to give it some thought, Melanie once again pats my hand before taking it in hers and looking at me.







 “I want to help you get through this Jake, and I’m not sure jerking off is the answer, it’s almost like you’re admitting defeat, and even though it’ll feel good to come, I think you’ll still feel resentment soon afterward, like you’ve been reduced to touching yourself even though you’re in a house with a woman who is longing for your cock.”







 Assuming in my 19-year-old naivety that she’s obviously referring to Jemma, I ask her what should I do.







 “You need to feel relaxed and as close to satisfied as possible without
 actually
 coming, that’s all. I hate seeing you so pent up like this and I’m more than happy to offer my experience to help you get through this, so I have a suggestion.”







 “What is it?”







 “I’ll give you a long, relaxing massage. I’m pretty good at them, I’ll have your body feeling like melted butter, all the relaxed feelings without actually needing to come, by the time Jemma comes home you’ll be a-ok with holding it in, I promise.”







 “I mean, I totally love the idea, but I’ve got to warn you, Melanie, it’s going to be awkward. There’s no way I can have you touching me without him being…you know,” I say, pointing under the table, my cock already hard anyway as if to prove a point even though she can’t see it.







 “Don’t worry about that, I’m fully aware of men’s erections and how little control you guys have haha. This is about keeping
 you
 happy, I can’t risk you and Jemma breaking up, you’re so good to her and I love having you in the house. Do you understand, Jake? Whatever it takes to keep you here, I’m willing to do.”







 “Well, I mean if you’re ok with massaging me I’m obviously keen! Who could say no to a free massage?” I say, Melanie’s hand rubbing mine, having no idea I was the throbbing horny fly being drawn into the beautiful horny spider’s web. Not that I probably wouldn’t have gone along with it anyway even if I had understood.







 “Excellent. Go into my room and get undressed and put on a towel, I’ll give you a few minutes and I’ll see you there, ok?”







 “Sure,” I reply, a lump forming in my throat as the thought of this stunning Asian MILF running her hands over my bare skin filled me with even more excitement, pre-come leaking from my tip.







 In her room and pulling up my top, I notice my fingers are trembling a little, the excitement of the situation flowing through me, my cock absolutely rock hard and ticking to my heartbeat in my boxers as I drop them, feeling exposed and vulnerable standing naked in my girlfriend’s mom’s room, grabbing a towel from her en suite and wrapping it around myself, my boner still obvious and prompting me to lie on my stomach on her bed, the towel and my cock feeling awkward as they press against me, so I lift my butt and undo the towel, moving it so it’s still covering my ass but no longer feeling like it’s crushing my shaft.







 Lying there, the heart hammering, Melanie walks in a minute later, silently crossing over to the curtains and pulling them closed, the room becoming softly lit, light mostly coming in through the open bedroom door, watching as she enters the en suite and returns a moment later with what I assume is some sort of massage oil.







 “Are you comfortable, Jake?” Melanie asks in a soft tone of voice I don’t think I've ever heard her use before.







 “Yeah, very. It’s an awesome bed,” I reply, my voice slightly muffled from the funny sideways-faced position lying chest down on a bed does to you.







 “I know, it’s a shame I only really get to use it for sleeping, almost feels like I’m wasting it,” Melanie says, hopping onto the bed on her knees to kneel beside me, her robe slipping open enough to expose most of her flawless thighs, my cock starting on a fresh salvo of urgent throbbing as I swallow loudly.







 Chuckling as I twitch from its cool touch, Melanie drizzles oil over my back and shoulders, the click of her snapping the lid closed so loud in the quiet room, her soft, delicate hands running over my skin a moment later, her touch absolutely perfect as she massages, kneads and caresses my body, my mouth slack and my eyes half-closed as I’m immediately reduced to a melted mass, all od me butter soft except for my raging cock.







 “I can’t believe how tense you are, Jake,” Melanie says in a soft, low voice, her hands never stopping, “Although I’m guessing part of the firmness is also from being an athletic 19-year-old man,” She adds, her hands caressing my shoulders, my arms limp at my sides.







 “A little from column A and a little from column B?” I slur with a half smile.







 “I’d say mostly column A after 9 days without exploding at 19 years old,” Melanie says, repeating my age again, her voice like honey, “I can’t imagine the levels of frustration you’re feeling, I doubt I ever went more than 3 days without during my youth. But don’t worry, we’ll have you feeling much better soon.”







 “I really appreciate this.”







 “Don’t mention it, it’s my pleasure.”







 Lying there quietly, enjoying the rub, Melanie expertly explores my back, shoulders, and neck, kneading away every ounce of tension apart from my shaft, which has never been harder.







 With a fresh drizzling of oil, Melanie begins on my legs, starting at my feet and slowly, methodically working her way up, my thighs tingling as she works her way along them, her touch making me jolt and twitch as she touches my inner thigh, my balls tingling like they have proximity sensors in them.







 “Everything ok? I’m not hurting you?”







 “No not at all, just a little…ticklish around there.”







 “I understand, like the first time a guy starts to slip his hand down your pants, you get all twitchy and tight in the stomach. It’s like our more private areas have these invisible borders near them and a new hand sets them off.”







 “I was just thinking something similar, haha.”







 “Great minds think alike, Jake,” Melanie says with a purr, her hands now trailing high enough up my thighs that her fingers are slipping under the towel, my balls practically vibrating with excitement, it taking all my willpower not to lift my butt and give her easier access to my cock, desperate for her touch.







 “Do you mind if I remove the towel, Jake? I don’t want to get oil all over it. I promise I won't look.”







 “Not at all,” I say, trying to sound as nonchalant as possible, my heart hammering as I feel the towel being lifted from my body, leaving me 100% naked in front of my girlfriend’s mom, the towel crumpling softly on the carpet as Melanie drops it over the side of the bed.







 Lying there, my eyes closed, wondering what exactly she’s seeing, I feel her hands work on my upper thigh, my breath catching as she begins on my ass, my balls humming with need, my cock sandwiched between my stomach and her bed, leaking precome onto her sheets.







 “Relax, Jake, it’s just a butt,” Melanie chuckles, giving it a playful spank before going back to her kneading, my body on fire with lust, the urge to grind my hips, to thrust and buck almost overpowering me again.







 Massaging my ass and upper thighs, her thumbs dipping deeper and deeper into my inner thighs, I feel them start to brush against my swollen balls, her touch making me jolt involuntarily and gasp with pleasure, her slight touch feeling 100 times better than I could have imagined in my heightened state of need.







 “I’m sorry did I hurt you?’ Melanie says, her hands slowing but not stopping, her thumbs barely an inch from my balls.







 “No, no, I’m fine. I guess they’re just really sensitive at the moment.”







 “I can’t imagine,” Melanie purrs, “So totally and completely full of semen. Overflowing almost,” She adds, her thumbs once again brushing my plums, slowly and deliberately, her touch lingering as the room goes quiet and I feel like I can literally hear my own heartbeat, lying here with my girlfriend’s mom rubbing my swollen balls, wondering if maybe I’m still dreaming.







 “You don’t mind do you?” Melanie asks in a husky whisper, her hands slipping down, now rubbing my scrotum with all her fingers, my cock jerking as I feel short of breath with pleasure, “they just look like they need at least as much attention as the rest of your body, all tight and swollen.”







 “No, I don’t mind, Melanie,” I say, my own voice barely a whisper.







 “Could you spread your legs a little more then, please Jake? Give them room to breathe,” She replies, pushing against my inner thighs to encourage them open as I do as she requests, feeling extra exposed as I lay there face down and my legs spread, my balls swollen and assumedly glistening in her oily hands as she massages them, an unknown amount of precome flowing from my cock, sticky and hot as I grind, just a little, against her touch, unable to help myself at this point, my utter need overpowering any embarrassment my position and the woman I’m in front of might normally inflict on me.







 “That’s it, Jake. get into it, enjoy yourself. This is all about making you feel better,” Melanie purrs approvingly at my lustful grinding, cupping my balls and massaging, utter bliss running through my every nerve.







 Arching my back and lifting my butt, I moan softly as I lose myself to the moment, Melanie’s hand slipping under and up, caressing and squeezing the base of my shaft, making me grunt with lust as her slick touch works its way up and down my length, Melanie’s other hand caressing my balls as she semi-jerks me off, my mind spinning at what’s happening but not wanting it to stop.







 “Roll over, Jake,” Melanie whispers, her hands slipping away from my aching cock and balls, their sudden absence horrible, the need to have her touch back on me rolling me over without thinking, my cock pulsating madly, long and thick, glistening with oil and precome, panting as I watch Melanie stare at it, chewing her lip as her hands descend back onto it, her touch electric as she starts to jerk me off with both hands, slowly and deliberately, my body vibrating with arousal and lust as I watch this perfect MILF jerk me off, her robe partially open, one perfect breast rocking as she strokes my cock, her skin flawless, her nipple pink and erect.







 Knowing we’ve gone past some kind of limit but not caring, I openly stare at my girlfriend’s mom’s breast, Melanie smiling down at me as she sees the utter powerlessness to my need I have, taking a hand from my cock just long enough to open her robe more, both breasts now exposed, shaking and jiggling as she jerks me off, faster and faster, her look hungry too, her glance going from my face to my cock and back again, enjoying my expressions of pure bliss but not wanting to miss the big moment, precome trickling constantly now.







 Stroking and stroking, both oily hands slipping up and down my entire length I can’t hold it in anymore and start to come, the most powerful orgasm I’ve ever had exploding from me, shooting my load hot and hard, semen splashing over Melanie’s breasts and face, Melanie gasping with pleasure as she sees what’s she’s done, my cock pulsating and throbbing madly in her grasp as she continues, spurt after spurt of come, more than I’ve ever launched shooting from my cock, the feeling indescribable, my entire body coming, shaking under her, Melanie never letting go, making sure she gets me all the way to the end, her hands still sliding up and down my length as I lay there, twitching and finished, gasping for breath, hot come trickling over her hands.







 Utterly,
 utterly,
 spent, all I can do is lie there, my entire body alight, my orgasm taking more out of me than any orgasm has before, Melanie watching me knowingly, still holding my shaft with one hand, the other gently caressing my balls, my chest heaving, my mouth agape, probably looking a little goofy but not caring.







 “I know it was going to be a lot but even so, wow, Jake,” Melanie purrs with a smile, looking down at her plastered breasts as a dollop of come chooses that moment to drip from her chin, Melanie licking her lips slowly, her seductive almond eyes locked with mine.







 “That was…that was…soooo good,” I manage to reply, Melanie chuckling at my continued struck-dumb routine.







 “Do you feel a little better?”







 “Unbelievably.”







 “Excellent, I was just going to massage you but when you arched your back I couldn’t help myself, I hope you don’t think any less of me.”







 “No no, of course not!”







 “Obviously this is something we can never tell Jemma.”







 “Yeah.”







 “You think you can start again, try and hold your load until the deadline? I doubt anyone could tell the difference between a three-week build-up versus a four-week build-up.”







 “I think so, yeah,” I reply, feeling so drained I appear to have already forgotten just how bad a week was let alone three of them, “But thank you, Melanie, that was literally the best orgasm I’ve ever had.”







 “Not at all, Jake, it really was my pleasure,” Melanie answers, patting my thigh.







* * *







 Three days later and my confidence in being able to hold off is once more crumbling, Jemma and I on great terms again as from her point of view I was much calmer and on board with the plan, and Melanie playing the part of a mother who
 hadn’t
 recently jerked off her daughter’s boyfriend very well, with thankfully no awkwardness in the air.







 Saying goodbye to Jemma as she leaves for work, Melanie enters the kitchen. Her familiar robe loosely tied around her alluring body, her bare legs flawless and drawing my gaze.







 “Uh-oh, I know that look,” Melanie says with a grin, “Is Jake starting to have trouble concentrating on anything but sex again?”







 “Haha, I don’t mean to, but after a day my balls just don’t stop tingling, they totally take over.”







 “Would you like another massage?” Melanie asks, watching me closely over her mug as she takes a sip of coffee.







 Swelling immediately, my cock answers for me, Melanie glancing down at my rapidly growing bulge, a knowing smile on her lips.







 “All right then, you know the drill. Go get undressed and I’ll see you in my room in a minute.”







 My heart hammering with excitement, now knowing just how good a time is ahead of me, I have to force myself not to sprint for her room, my cock heavy and full as I undress and get on her bed, a towel over my ass again.







 “I think we can dispense with this pretense now, Jake,” Melanie says, grabbing the towel and pulling it from me before tossing it to the floor, spanking my butt as she grabs the oil and kneels on the bed next to me, my cock raging beneath me.







 Drizzling oil over my back, she starts to knead my appreciative body, my cock wanting me to lift my butt, selfish to get to the jerking off part, the rest of me wanting to enjoy the amazing build-up Melanie's soft hands create.







 “Uh, these annoying sleeves,” I hear her say to herself, her hands leaving my body as she shifts about out of my eye line, the soft rustle of her robe all I can hear before I see it being tossed to the floor alongside my towel, her hands back on my naked body a moment later as I wonder what Melanie still has,
 or hasn’t
 , got on.







 Kneading, caressing, and rubbing, her massage once again melts me like butter, her skilled hands working on my thighs now, her thumbs staying clear of my balls as I desperately try to will her to touch them, Melanie chuckling after a while.







 “Stop squirming, Jake, you’re like a wriggly worm!” She says, spanking my butt, the oil making the slap sticky and wet sounding, my cock leaking with need, “I hope you’re not assuming I’m going to touch you there just because I did last time?”







 “No no, of course not,” I reply, trying to sound ok but feeling a little bummed out, wondering if maybe she’s feeling guilty or something.







 “Ok then,” Melanie purrs, her hands kneading my ass, “Well you can roll over then, I’ll get started on your chest.”







 Trying to focus on the good of this situation, knowing this is still an amazing MILF experience even if it doesn’t include an orgasm, I warn Melanie that my cock is super erect before I roll over.







 “That’s ok, I assumed he would be, I’ll just work around him if I have to. Now come on, roll over,” Melanie replies, spanking my butt again and chuckling.







 Rolling over, my boner is immediately forgotten as I finally get to see what Melanie was wearing under her robe, the answer being
 absolutely nothing
 , her flawless Asian MILF body bare for me as she sits on her heels on the bed, her long black hair framing her gorgeous face and spilling over her shoulders, her perky breasts, full and heavy looking with their pink erect nipples as my eyes continue down her flat stomach and past her belly button to the swell of her pubis, a small tuft of soft looking jet black hair crowning it, her sex hidden as she kneels with her thighs together, my cock twitching and jerking as I openly gawp in utter disbelief and fascination, Melanie’s alluring almond eyes watching my reaction, her oily hands resting on her thighs as she lets me drink her in, looking amused.







 “Everything ok, Jake?” Melanie asks, toying with me, her the cat and me the mouse.







 “Yeah, of course,” I manage to croak out as I lay on my back, my cock upright like the pole of a circus tent, throbbing and ticking to my heartbeat, my eyes glued to her nakedness, my fingers trembling to caress her soft skin and pull her to me, to press my lips to hers, wanting her, I feel myself a little ashamed to admit, more than I’ve ever wanted Jemma when she’s similarity naked before me.







 “It’s just skin, Jake. And you’re naked anyway so this might help you feel more relaxed,” Melanie purrs, grabbing the oil and trickling it over my stomach and chest, clicking the bottle closed and caressing my abs and pecs, her fingers splayed as she spreads the oil, her heavy breasts rocking as she rubs my body, my cock throbbing each time her arm nearly brushes against it as she works on my abdomen and sides before slipping back up to my chest, almost leaning over me, looking down at me with a quiet smile, her hair brushing my face, my eyes wanting to look everywhere at once.







 After a few minutes of this, a lump in my throat the entire time, Melanie frowns a little.







 “This is a little awkward from this angle, Jake, do you mind if I sit on your legs?”







 “No, of course not,” I say, swallowing hard.







 “I won’t be too heavy?” Melanie asks softly, her hands lingering up and down my chest, my cock leaking precome.







 “Not at all.”







 “Ok then,” She purrs, shifting on the bed, resting her palms on my stomach as she lifts her leg over mine, her perfect ass suddenly resting on my thighs, her thighs against my sides, her weight barely even noticeable, the black crown of her bush partially obscured from my sight by my cock and balls, positive that I can feel the heat of her sex, her pussy barely 6 inches from my swollen plums, her breasts rocking once more as she begins massaging again.







 Watching her from the breasts up, I can imagine that she’s riding my shaft in cowgirl position, her body rocking back and forth as she kneads me, her seductive eyes watching mine as I lay there, my arms at my sides but itching to reach out and caress her chest, her nipples so erect and pink.







 “Does this still feel good? I’m not crushing your legs?”







 “It feels amazing, Melanie, and not at all.”







 “That’s good. It’s almost like I’m a pilot in a fighter jet, except the joystick keeps twitching and jerking,” Melanie replies with a grin, looking down at my erection, rock hard and pulsating, so close and yet so far from her body.







 “Adds an extra depth to the term cockpit,” I reply, making her chuckle and pat my stomach.







 My thighs slippery from her massage, she slides erotically further up them, her burning pussy now scant inches from my balls, her soft pubes tickling my skin as she leans forward to better rub my chest and shoulders, my cock threatening to poke her stomach as she leans over it, my breath catching in my throat as I look up at her, utterly spellbound by her almond eyes, her return stare knowing and playful, controlling me with my body and seeing that I’m loving it, the horny younger guy being seduced by the hot MILF, her experienced hands caressing my athletic figure, feeling her sex radiate warmth, another bead of precome forming on my glans.







 Unable to help myself, I reach up and hold her hips, pulling her ass down firmer onto my thighs, Melanie grinning but shaking her head and taking my arms and putting them back down on the bed.







 “Uh uh uh, Jake, you just lie there while I make you feel better, ok? Don’t do anything, just relax and enjoy.”







 “Ok,” I breathe, so fucking turned on by her soft but firm control, her body hot and slippy on mine, her hands running so slowly up and down my chest and shoulders, her gaze hypnotic, her face so beautiful.







 Watching me closely all the while, she slides up further still as she starts to gently rub my temples, her pubes brushing my balls excitedly before I feel the heat of her sex as it presses to my plums, her pussy now unmistakably touching me, feeling myself shiver with arousal as she caresses me, my balls tingling as they rub against her pussy lips, unbelievably soft and sensual, my cock literally aching.







 Leaning in to better rub my temples and head, her stomach brushes against the head of my cock, my precome leaving a clear streak across her skin as I jerk with sensation, her skin on my knob almost too much, Melanie not acknowledging it, her belly teasing and touching my knob again and again as she massages me, her sex burning hot against my tight and swollen balls.







 Breathing in and out slowly, trying to remain calm, I gasp as Melanie inches up a little further, her pussy lips now pressed to the base of my cock, letting me feel just how sopping wet she is, her pussy trickling over my base, her eyes locked with mine quietly as she massages me, not glancing down or otherwise acknowledging what’s happening below our beltlines, feeling her rock back and forth almost imperceptibly, teasing my base with her sex.







 Inching forward a little more, she starts to press my cock down with her body as her lips go from kissing the base to mounting my first couple of inches, her lips on either side of my buzzing shaft like a fleshy saddle, her pert ass on my balls and thighs, her hands never ceasing their caresses, her eyes always locked with mine, her quiet knowing smile on her face as I lay there, letting her do as she pleases.







 My base slick with her juices, she inches forward a little more, her sex now well and truly slathering my cock in a cameltoe slide position, my cock a giant hotdog and her sex a soft, hot bun, too short to wrap the entire length but sliding back and forth, her forward movements always bringing her a little closer to my glans as she basically jerks me off with her pussy, my breath ragged as I tremble with pleasure, this being easily the hottest, most seductive things that’s ever happened to me.







 Rocking her pelvis, her pussy makes contact with my knob, a gasp escaping me as Melanie slides now fully along my entire length, from base to tip, her sex caressing the underside of my cock, so hot and soft, wanting to be inside her more than I’ve ever wanted anything, Melanie’s quiet smile still on her face, her look making it clear she’s loving every second of this game.







 Caressing my head with her hands and my cock with her sex, she starts to linger on my glans, gyrating and pressing down, grinding her slick pussy on me, my cock electric and buzzing with need, Melanie’s face flushing as she watches me closely, my knob always
 just about
 to slide inside her before she retreats from penetration, the sexual torture both unbelievable and enthralling, my hands itching once again to hold her and pulls her body down onto my length.







 As if she can sense my willpower breaking, Melanie’s hands slide from my head and down to my arms, holding them in place, gripping them as she starts to grind harder against me, her flawless face flushed with passion, her back arching and her pelvis rocking as she slides back and forth faster and faster on my length, milking me as she rubs herself on my length, biting her lip and fluttering her eyelids as her stare on me breaks, her own needs apparently taking over, feeling her get faster and faster as she holds me tight and masturbates on my cock, small, cute gasps escaping her, her head leaning back and her long hair flowing hypnotically.







 Shaking violently and shuddering, she starts to come, her orgasm making her tremble as she coats my cock in her climax, hot juices trickling down my balls as she squeezes my arms tight, her pussy incredibly hot as she slides back and forth rapidly, shivering with pleasure.







 Gasping and panting, she rides me like this for a minute while all I can do is watch in aroused wonder, seeing this perfect Asian MILF come on me like this nothing less than incredible, my cock throbbing with need against her twitching orgasms, Melanieslowing down as her orgasms subside, her head forward, her hair framing mine.







 Her eyes slowly opening, she looks at me with half-lidded satisfaction.








 “I need you inside me, Jake. While I’m still buzzing, I need it. Now,’
 She pants, nodding her head in agreeance with herself as she reaches down to grab my cock as she lifts herself off my length, guiding me inside her in one easy movement, my head spinning as suddenly the hottest, tightest pussy I’ve ever experienced is sliding down my length, Melanie grunting loudly as she pushes herself deeper and deeper on my cock, her hands on my chest as she starts to bounce up and down desperately, not objecting this time when I grab her hips, holding on as we fuck madly, gasping with pleasure as the soft velvet walls of her sex envelope and milk my length.







 “I need it, give it to me Jake, give it to me!”
 Melanie gasps, biting her lip and staring at me as she rides me faster and faster.







 “Your come, Jake! I mean your come! Please! Fill me while I’m buzzing! I want to feel him explode inside me!”
 She pants, flexing and squeezing her pussy around my length as we fuck, the bed shaking as she rides me, taking me as deeply as her tight sex can.







 Already turned on beyond belief, her words rapidly bring me to the edge, grabvbing her and pulling her down, mashing my lips to hers, thrusting up like crazy into her, my cock pulsating as I go over the edsge, moaning into her mouth as my orgasm hits, my cock red hot as it shoots, Melanie gasping in =return as she feels me empty my massive load inside her, shaking again with another orgasm, the two of us grioping each other tightly as I plow her sex, spurt after spurt of hot semen flooding her tight pussy, filling her with my load, my best orgasm ever seeming to go on forever, more throbs, ticks, and pulsations than ever before, unable to stop, my body shaking as I give this stunning Asian MILF more come than I’ve ever given any woman, her sex gripping my girth tight, the two of us staring at each other, gasping and moaning between desperate kisses, our juices hot and trickling everywhere, ouyr bodies locked together as her tifght sex drains me of every drop.







 Going limp on top of me, Melanie rests her head on my chest, our skin buzzing where it touches, my arms caressing her back and ass, my chest heaving as we both slowly recover, my cock still pulsating hotly inside her, her pussy filled with my load.







 “Feeling a little better now, Jake?” Melanie whispers slowly, her fingers caressing my arms and shoulders, a purr of satisfaction in the back of her throat.







 “Definitely,” I whisper back, staring at the ceiling and enjoying the afterglow, the hottest woman I’ve ever met naked and on top of me, my cock inside her, this being the best day of my life.







 “Let’s hope this gets you through the next few days at least, hey?”







 “Haha, sure.”







 “Although to be honest, I’m not sure
 I’m
 going to be able to go without climaxes like that for more than a few days ever again,” Melanie replies, lifting her head to look at me with a hungry smile.







 “Oh?”







 “Yeah. Again, let’s be honest, Jake. That was the best orgasm I’ve had since…well…
 ever,
 actually. There’s no way I can go without having that again, and I’m certain I made you feel pretty wonderful too?” She asks, looking vulnerable for the first time as she watches my face for any clues.







 “Totally. It was my best orgasm too,” I answer, open relief showing on her face as she grinds against me, leaning down to kiss me with her soft lips, her Asian features so alluring, her eyes warm and hungry.







 “So shall we agree to continue doing this? You can keep a secret, can’t you? There’s no reason why you can’t have your cake and eat it too, I’m sure you have the stamina to keep two women satisfied in the long term.”







 Seeing a future filled with amazing sex with not just my hot girlfriend but even more amazing sex with her even hotter Asian MILF mom, I hold her close and kiss her deep, our tongues playing as I give her a yes with my body, Melanie grinding on my cock, this horny MILF keen to milk my length often, and myself keen to let her!







END
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