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EATING MY BEST FRIEND’S MOM’S PEACH

By

LEO MICHAELS

I was at my friend Kevin's house studying. Well, sort of studying. Well, basically, scrolling on my phone and glancing at my textbooks every now and then. I'm pretty sure Kevin has bailed too, considering that he went out to grab a soda like 20 minutes ago and still hasn't returned, although I can now hear the TV in the living room and him chuckling every now and then.

I'd go and see what he's doing but then we might make each other feel guilty enough to get back to studying, so instead I'm now reclined on his bed and scrolling.

The afternoon air, unseasonably warm, drifted through the open crack in Kevin's bedroom window. It carried the distant drone of a lawnmower and the barking of a dog, or maybe two dogs barking at each other, I couldn't tell. Then, layered on top of it, came the unmistakable sound of Kevin's Mom Sandra's laugh. It was a full, happy sound, the kind that made you smile even if you didn't know the joke.

I set my phone down on my chest and stared up at the ceiling, listening. Her friend was over, a woman I'd seen a few times but whose name I couldn't remember. They would be sitting on the patio furniture below Kevin's window. I could picture the scene perfectly: Sandra, with her dark hair usually pulled up but probably down today, lounging in one of the chairs, enjoying the weather, her shapely legs stretched out. I pictured the way the thin straps of her sundress would barely cover her shoulders, the way the material would cling to the generous curves of her hips and breasts, the dress rucked up, exposing most of her thighs as she sat with her friend in her backyard, maybe wiggling her toes, her feet bare.

Her laugh returning to conversation, I shifted on the bed, angling my head toward the window, straining to make out the words, feeling a little guilty but too interested to block them out.

"...just don't get it," Sandra was saying, her voice a low, throaty complaint. "It's like it wasn't even a thing back then."

"Definitely with guys our age," her friend replied, her voice a bit more distant.

"Yes! God, yes. I was telling Linda about it the other day, and she looked at me like I'd grown a second head." A pause, the clink of what sounded like ice in a glass. "I mean, it's just...almost normal now, isn't it? At least, from what I hear."

"Or what you read," her friend tittered.

Sighing, Sandra continues, "I just want to know what it feels like. Just once."

"Would it make you feel better if I told you it's not all that it's cracked up to be?" Her friend asks, my ears straining, wondering what exactly they're talking about.

"Are you saying you don't like it when Roger does it for you?" Sandra says, her voice sounding doubtful.

A long pause and I'm almost wondering if they've realized there's an open window above them before I hear the friend burst out laughing, Sandra joining in a moment later.

"I'm sorry babe, but I can't lie to you, it is amazing. I love it when Roger does it. Every time. You really are missing out." The friend confesses with a chuckle, the clinking ice telling me Sandra is taking another sip of her drink.

"Well fuck, that settles it then, from this day forward I shall search high and low until I find a man that will eat my ass until I'm a puddle of nerves! A man that will devour my butt like it's cake! A guy that will tongue my asshole until I can't take it anymore! I will not live my life any longer as a rimming virgin!" Sandra declares, her and her friend giggling at her declaration, hearing them clink their glasses.

"You go girl! Go and use some guy's face as a seat!" Her friend adds, with more giggling erupting, while I lay there on Kevin's bed, my eyes shocked wide after hearing what I've just heard, my cock plumping up as I swallow hard. I've had a massive crush on Sandra for as long as I can remember. I've lost count of the number of times I've had to go to Kevin's bathroom to jerk off after she's bent over in front of me or shown a bit of thigh as she sits there with her legs crossed, the simple sight of her bare skin enough to make my 21-year-old libido flare up instantly. I've spent years fantasizing about her, and in those fantasies she says all kinds of delicious smut to me obviously, but I never, ever thought I'd hear her talk like this in real life.

The giggle-fest eventually dies down and they move on to another topic, but their words are on a continuous loop in my mind. "Devour my butt like it's cake," I think to myself, imagining myself on my knees behind her, spreading her cheeks, the thought sending a jolt of pure, raw lust right to my groin. My dick is rock hard now, straining against my shorts. The idea of giving my ultimate fantasy MILF pleasure that she's never experienced before fills me with excitement. In my sexual daydreams with her, she was always the experienced one, making my cock feel all kinds of ecstasy women my age couldn't, but to be able to make her shudder from something new? Wow. That would be something else entirely.

For the first time ever, I started thinking about Sandra as an actual woman to flirt with and not just a private fantasy, squeezing my cock through my shorts before remembering I was on Kevin's bed and getting up and shaking my head, trying to focus on losing my boner and getting back to studying with Kevin, grabbing our textbooks and joining him eventually in the living room.

*   *   *

A few days later, I found myself at the grocery store. My mom had sent me out with a list including a specific kind of bread she wanted and a demand that I not come back with the wrong kind again. I was strolling through the aisles, the wheels of the cart making a rhythmic squeak, when I turned a corner into the produce section and there she was.

Sandra.

She was examining a bag of avocados, her brow furrowed in concentration. She was wearing a simple pair of jeans and a dark red top that clung to her figure in a way that made my throat go dry. Her dark hair was loose today, spilling over her shoulders and framing her gorgeous face. Suddenly feeling awkward, for a second I thought about just backing the cart up and disappearing, but she looked up and saw me before I could make a clean getaway.

"Jake! Hey!" Her smile was warm and genuine, lighting up her face. "What are you doing here?"

"Hunting for bread, mostly. My mom's on a mission." Holding up the list, I wheeled the cart closer, trying to keep my eyes on her face and not on the way the red fabric stretched across her chest. "You?"

"Just the usual. Kevin mentioned he was out of snacks, and my fridge was looking a little sad." She placed the avocados into her basket, then continued, "How's the studying going? You and Kevin making any progress?"

"Some, I guess. We get distracted easily."

She laughed, that same full-throated laugh from the other day, and it sent a fresh jolt of heat through me. My brain instantly replayed her declaration from her backyard. My face flushed, and I could feel my body heating up.

"Are you OK, Jake? You look a little warm."

"I'm fine. Just the store lights," I managed, my voice a little tight.

"Ah, well, if you say so," Sandra says, giving me a small but sweet smile,her eyes crinkling at the corners. She starts walking with her basket down the aisle, and I fall into step beside her.

We moved past the lettuce and the pre-cut salads, Sandra occasionally grabbing something while I hang out, happy to be spending time with this sexy MILF.

"Are you a peach person, Jake?" Sandra asks as we arrive at the large display of peaches.

"What?" I ask, momentarily confused, before looking down at the fruit. "Oh. Yeah. I love eating peaches." I reply, my brain replaying her words from the other day about getting her ass eaten, her friend's reply about how much she loved it. Looking down at the fruit, I can feel my dick getting hard, my mind racing with images of Sandra bent over, her glorious ass on display, begging for my tongue.

"You love eating peaches, huh?" Sandra asks, her voice dropping to a lower, huskier tone that goes straight to my dick.

"Yeah, doesn't everyone?" I reply, her husky tones making me have to surreptitiously adjust my cock as it swells in my pants, her innuendo surprising me but in a very welcome way.

"The boys my age don't seem to. You can offer it to them, put it right in front of them and they just ignore it." Sandra replies, looking from me to the peach she's picked up, her eyes coming back to mine, looking like she's trying to gauge me, my instincts telling me this stunning MILF might actually be flirting with me!

Maybe she wants to receive it as bad as I want to give it? I think to myself, seeing an opportunity and deciding to go for it, consequences be damned.

"That's crazy. If someone offered me their peach, I'd devour it. I'd eat it until they couldn't take it anymore." I tell her, my dick straining against the fabric of my jeans after I say it, my heart thumping in my chest, my eyes locked on hers.

"Is that right?" Sandra asks, her lips slightly parted, a slight flush appearing on her chest above the neckline of her top, my eyes glancing down to see it.

"Absolutely," I reply with more confidence than I've ever had in my life.

"Well, I have one that is extremely soft and juicy," Sandra says, her eyes full of lust, her tongue darting out to wet her bottom lip, my body feeling like it's on fire, her meaning crystal clear as she looks from her peach and back at me, my brain in overdrive, trying to decide if this is actually happening. "Would you like to eat it?"

"I'd love to," I reply without hesitation, my mind racing, my cock hard as steel.

Sandra looks over my shoulder for a second before looking back at me, her eyes burning with a look I've only ever dreamed of seeing from her.

"Come with me to my car?" she says, her voice barely a whisper.

"Lead the way," I say, my cock twitching in anticipation.

Sandra places the peach down on the display and starts walking towards the exit, abandoning her shopping basket. I follow, my own cart long forgotten, the two of us walking through the sliding glass doors and out into the bright afternoon sun. I follow her to her car, my eyes glued to the sway of her hips, the jeans she's wearing cupping her ass perfectly, my hands itching to grab her. She stops at her large, dark SUV.

She unlocks it with a beep of her remote, and I watch as she opens the back door, her dark hair falling across her face as she leans in. I'm not sure what to do, my mind a blur of lust and excitement, so I just stand there, my hands in my pockets, my cock rock hard. Sandra turns to look at me over her shoulder, her eyes dark with desire.

"Coming in, Jake?" she asks, her smile incredibly seductive.

I climb in after her, the scent of her perfume filling the car. I close the door behind us, plunging us into a sudden, intimate bubble, the sounds from outside becoming muted, the sun filtered through the SUVs tinted windows.

She doesn't waste any time. She turns to me, her hands coming up to my face, pulling me towards her. Her lips meet mine, and it's even better than I ever imagined. Soft, full, and tasting of a faint hint of lipstick and something uniquely her. Her tongue slides into my mouth, exploring, tangling with mine. A soft moan escapes her as she presses her body against mine, her massive, natural breasts crushed against my chest.

My hands go to her waist, pulling her closer, my fingers digging into the soft denim covering her hips. I can feel the heat of her through the fabric, and it's intoxicating. The kiss deepens, growing more urgent, more demanding. I'm overwhelmed by the reality of it. This is Sandra. Kevin's mom. The star of all my wet dreams. And she's kissing me like her life depends on it.

She breaks the kiss, her breathing a little ragged, her lips swollen and glistening. She looks at me, her eyes hooded with lust.

"I've wanted to do that for a long time, Jake," she says, her voice a low murmur.

"Me too," I manage, my own voice hoarse.

She smiles, a slow, seductive smile. "I know. I've seen the way you look at me."

My face flushes, but there's no shame in it, only a thrill of being caught, of this secret desire being out in the open.

A mischievous glint appears in her eyes. She reaches for the hem of her red top, pulling it up over her head in one smooth motion.

My breath catches in my throat. Her breasts are even more spectacular than I'd fantasized. They're huge, natural, and spill out from the lacy, black bra she's wearing. The pale skin of her chest contrasts beautifully with the dark lace, her cleavage a deep, shadowed valley I long to explore.

She reaches behind her, unhooking her bra. It falls away, and I'm left staring at the most perfect pair of breasts I've ever seen. They're full and heavy, with large, dark areolas and nipples that are already hard, begging for my attention.

"Like what you see?" she asks.

I can only nod, my mouth suddenly dry.

She smiles again, then reaches for my hand. "Touch them, Jake."

My hand trembles as I reach out, my fingers tracing the soft skin of her breast. It's warm, heavy, and incredibly soft. I cup it, my thumb brushing over her nipple. She lets out a soft gasp, her back arching slightly.

"Yes," she murmurs. "Just like that."

I lean in, capturing her other nipple in my mouth. I suck on it gently, flicking my tongue against the hard bud. She moans, her hands tangling in my hair, holding me to her. I move to her other breast, giving it the same attention, my free hand still caressing the other one, my thumb still teasing her nipple.

Her breathing becomes more ragged, her moans more frequent. I can feel the heat radiating from her, the undeniable evidence of her arousal. The car windows are starting to fog up, creating a cocoon around us, shutting out the world.

I'm in heaven. This is better than any fantasy. Her skin, her taste, the sounds she's making—it's all so sensual and amazing.

Her hands trail down my body to my straining cock, rubbing it through my pants, making me grunt in lust as I hear her moan in approval at how hard I am. I've always been proud of my size, but to have my ultimate fantasy MILF feel me up and groan in pleasure at my hardness is an incredible feeling, my cock lurching under her touch.

I continue to worship her breasts, moving between them, my hands and mouth working in tandem. I kiss the soft skin between them, my tongue tracing a path along her cleavage. She shivers, her hips bucking against me.

I could do this all day. I could spend hours exploring her body, learning every curve, every sensitive spot.

My own hands moving down, I unbutton her jeans, my knuckles brushing against the soft skin of her stomach. She lifts her hips, helping me as I tug her jeans down over her hips and thighs. The dark lace of her matching panties is revealed, the fabric stretched tight over her mound.

My fingers trace the edge of the lace, teasing her, before I hook them under the fabric and pull her panties down too. Her pussy is revealed, a cute tuft of downy pubes on her mons, the lips already glistening with her arousal.

I lean back for a moment, just looking at her, once again marvelling at just how amazing the reality of Sandra is, naked and waiting, smiling up at me, the pre-come soaking through my pants letting her know how horny she's made me.

"Your turn," she says, her hands moving to my belt.

Her fingers are nimble, quickly undoing my belt and the button of my jeans. She pulls down my zipper, her knuckles grazing against my aching cock. I lift my hips as she tugs my jeans and boxers down, my hard cock springing free.

A soft gasp escapes her lips as she sees my cock for the first time, her eyes wide as they take in my length and thickness. "Oh, Jake," she murmurs, a look of pure, unadulterated lust in her eyes. "You're a very big boy."

A wave of pride washes over me. To have this beautiful, sexy woman looking at my cock with such desire is an incredible turn-on.

Her hand wraps around my shaft, her fingers barely able to close around my girth. She gives me a slow, deliberate pump, a bead of pre-come welling up at the tip. She uses her thumb to spread it over my head, her touch sending a jolt of pleasure through me.

I groan, my head falling back against the seat. Her touch is electric. She knows exactly what she's doing, her movements confident and sure.

"I want to taste you," she says, her voice a husky whisper.

Before I can even process her words, she's leaning down, her warm, wet mouth engulfing the head of my cock. I gasp as her tongue swirls around the tip, probing the sensitive eye. She takes me deeper, her lips stretching around my shaft, her hand still stroking the base.

It's the best blowjob I've ever had. The women my age are often hesitant, a little awkward, but Sandra is a woman who knows what she wants and isn't afraid to take it. She takes me deeper still, her throat relaxing as she swallows me down, her nose pressing against my pubic bone.

I look down, watching as my cock disappears into her mouth, her dark hair cascading over my thighs. The sight is almost enough to make me come right then and there. I have to fight to hold back, wanting to savor this moment, to make it last.

She pulls back, her lips glistening, "You like that?" she asks, a mischievous glint in her eyes.

I can only nod, my words failing me.

She smiles, then takes me back into her mouth, her movements faster, more urgent this time. Her head bobs up and down, her hand pumping my shaft in rhythm with her mouth. She's sucking me with an enthusiasm that's both exhilarating and a little overwhelming.

My hips start to buck, thrusting up to meet her mouth, fucking her face. She takes it, her moans vibrating around my cock, driving me wild. Her other hand moves down, cupping my balls, rolling them gently in her palm.

The combination of sensations is incredible. I can feel my orgasm building, a tight coil of heat in my groin. I'm getting close.

"Sandra," I gasp, my hands tangling in her hair. "I'm...I'm going to come."

She doesn't stop. If anything, she sucks harder, her movements more insistent. She wants it. She wants me to come in her mouth.

That's all it takes. With a guttural groan, I explode, my cock pulsing as I shoot my load down her throat. Buckling and pumping into her, she swallows it all, her throat working as she takes every last drop. Pushing her throat as deep down onto my shaft as she can, while I shake and shiver with pleasure with each spurt. She keeps sucking, milking me dry, her tongue lapping at my sensitive head until I'm spent, my body limp and trembling.

She pulls back, a satisfied smile on her face. "You taste good, Jake."

Wanting nothing more than to give this beautiful MILF the same sort of pleasure that she just gave me, I guide her onto her back without a word, Sandra grinning up at me, probably seeing the utter animal lust in my eyes as I start to kiss her face and neck before making my way slowly down her body. I kiss her collarbones, then the soft swell of her breasts, taking a moment to lavish her nipples again with my tongue and teeth, making her gasp and arch her back.

Moving down, I press my lips against the soft skin of her stomach, feeling her muscles quiver under my touch. I can smell her arousal, a sweet, musky scent that makes my head spin. I can't wait any longer. I have to taste her.

I settle between her legs, her thighs falling open to welcome me. Her pussy is beautiful, glistening with her juices, the lips puffy and pink. Her trimmed hair is soft against my cheeks as I lean in.

I start with slow, deliberate licks, exploring her folds, tasting her sweetness. Her hips buck, her hands tangling in my hair again, holding me to her.

"Yes, Jake," she moans. "Right there. Don't stop."

I circle her clit with my tongue, feeling it harden under my touch. I suck on it gently, my fingers tracing the entrance to her pussy. She's soaking wet, her body welcoming, ready for me.

I slide one finger inside her, then another, curling them to find that magical spot inside. She cries out, her back arching off the seat. Her hips start to move, riding my face, my fingers, her moans growing louder, more desperate, her eyes locked on mine as she watches me over the top of her mons, eating her pussy.

"That's it, baby," she pants. "Just like that. Your tongue feels so good inside me."

Her words are music to my ears and my cock, which was softening after my orgasm, starts to harden again, my youth and lust making it easy to get it up, this incredible woman making me hornier than I've ever been in my life.

I continue to work her pussy with my tongue and fingers, my own arousal growing with every moan, too, every shiver of her body. I can feel her getting closer, her muscles tensing, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps.

Pulling my fingers from her pussy and my tongue from her clit, I hear a small whimper of frustration escape her lips.

"Jake?" she asks, her voice laced with confusion and a hint of desperation.

"Don't worry," I say, my voice low and husky. "I'm nowhere near done with you yet."

I lower my head again. I press soft, lingering kisses to the sensitive skin of her inner thighs, feeling her tremble beneath me, a small whimper escaping her lips. Then I trace a path lower, my tongue leaving a wet trail on her skin.

Sliding my hands under her thighs, I guide her legs up and out, her asshole coming into view, Sandra quivering in anticipation, my breath on her asshole making her gasp.

I press my tongue flat against her asshole, a slow, deliberate lick from bottom to top.

A sharp gasp escapes her, her entire body convulsing with pleasure. "Oh, God, Jake!" she cries out, her hands tightening in my hair, her grip on me strong.

"Is this OK?" I ask, my voice muffled against her.

"Yes! Don't stop! Please, don't stop!"

I don't need any more encouragement. I set to work, my tongue exploring her tight, puckered hole with a newfound enthusiasm. I circle her rim, my movements slow and teasing at first, then faster, more insistent. I press my tongue against her, trying to push inside, tasting her, savoring her intimate flavor.

Sandra is writhing on the seat, her hips bucking, her moans now a constant, desperate sound. She's completely lost in the pleasure, her body responding to my touch in a way she's clearly never experienced before.

"That's it, baby," she pants, her words broken by gasps. "Taste my ass. Eat my asshole. Make it yours."

I press my face deeper into her ass, my tongue working her tight hole with a single-minded focus. I can feel her muscles clenching and unclenching around my tongue, her body trembling with the intensity of her arousal. My nose in her slit as my tongue works. The sounds she's making are driving me wild, my cock, now fully erect again, throbbing with need.

I reach up, my fingers finding her clit, rubbing it in tight circles as I continue to feast on her ass. The dual stimulation is too much for her.

"Oh, God, Jake! I'm...I'm coming!" she cries out.

Her body arches off the seat, her back bowing as a powerful orgasm rips through her. Her asshole clenches around my tongue, her juices flowing freely, soaking my fingers and face. Her legs shake, her whole body convulsing with pleasure as I continue to lick and probe her ass, drawing out her climax as long as possible, her hands holding my head in place as she grinds and squirms on me, ehr first anal orgasm reminding me of the first time I came jerking off, the total shock and awe feeling that crashed through me currently happening to her, and because of me.

I keep up my assault on her senses, my tongue delving deep into her asshole, my fingers working her clit until she's a quivering, whimpering mess. Her orgasm seems to go on forever, wave after wave of pleasure crashing over her.

Finally, with a final shudder, she collapses back against the seat, her body utterly limp. Her chest heaves with each breath, her face flushed, her eyes closed. A thin sheen of sweat glistens on her skin, making her glow in the dim light of the car.

I lift my head, my face wet with her juices. I look at her, a feeling of immense satisfaction washing over me. I did that. I gave this incredible woman a pleasure she'd never experienced before. I was the one to show her what she'd been missing.

I crawl up her body, my hard cock dragging across her thigh, leaving a trail of pre-come in its wake. I press my lips to her lips in a deep, passionate kiss, letting her taste her own essence on my tongue.

She responds eagerly, her arms wrapping around my neck, pulling me closer. The kiss is slow, sensual, Sandra still panting between kisses. When we finally break apart, she looks at me, her eyes shining with a mixture of awe and disbelief.

"Wow," she whispers. "Just...wow."

I smile, my chest puffing out with pride. "You liked it?"

"Liked it? Jake, that was...that was incredible. I've never...I had no idea." She shakes her head, a slow, dreamy smile spreading across her face. "You've ruined me, you know that? No one else will ever compare now."

"That's as good a review as a guy could get," I say, swelling even further with pride.

"It's the truth." Sandra says, her hands moving down my back, her fingers tracing the muscles there, before moving underneath to caress my cock, feeling it twitch eagerly at her touch. "I had no idea. It felt...so dirty, and so naughty, and so fucking good." She confesses, her cheeks flushing again as she looks at me, her hand starting to stroke my shaft.

"Would you like to fuck me, Jake?" She asks suddenly, biting her lip with a smile like she can't believe she just said that.

"It's something I've wanted for so long," I confess, my cock jerking in her grip as she continues to toy with my length. "I'd love to fuck you."

"Then what are you waiting for?" Sandra asks, her legs falling open even wider, a clear invitation.

My cock is so hard it aches, my balls tight with a fresh load of come. I get myself settled between her legs, my gaze fixed on her beautiful face, my mind still reeling from the fact this is actually happening.

Reaching down, I take my cock in my hand, rubbing the head up and down her slick slit, coating it in her juices. Her hips buck, a soft moan escaping her lips.

"Please, Jake," she begs. "I need you inside me."

I position my cock at her entrance, her heat radiating against me. With a slow, steady push, I sink into her. She's incredibly tight, her walls gripping me like a velvet fist as I enter her. A deep, guttural moan escapes her, her head falling back against the seat, her eyes closed.

Her tightness feels amazing, her pussy walls clenching around me as I bury myself to the hilt. Her heels dig into my lower back, pulling me deeper, her hips rising to meet me. I'm completely inside her, buried to the balls, my cock throbbing with the sheer pleasure of it. This is better than any fantasy I have ever had.

I start to move, my hips rocking in a slow, steady rhythm, pulling out almost all the way before pushing back in. Each thrust draws a soft gasp from her, her hands moving to my ass, her nails digging into my skin, her legs wrapped around my thighs now.

"Yes, Jake," she moans, her eyes fluttering open to meet mine. "That's it. Fuck me. Just like that."

Her words fuel my desire, my movements becoming more confident, more deliberate. I pick up the pace, driving into her with a newfound urgency. The car is filled with the sounds of our fucking, the slapping of skin against skin, our ragged breaths, her increasingly desperate moans.

The tinted windows of the SUV are now completely fogged up, trapping our heat, our scents, our sounds. We're in our own little world, a bubble of pure, unadulterated lust.

I lean down, kissing her lips in a passionate kiss. She meets my passion with her own, her tongue wrestling with mine, her moans vibrating in my mouth. Her breasts are pressed against my chest, the hard nubs of her nipples digging into my skin.

"You feel so good, Sandra," I murmur against her lips. "So tight. So wet."

"You're so big, Jake," she gasps, her head falling back, her neck exposed. "You're filling me up so good."

Her words send a fresh wave of desire through me. I thrust harder, deeper, my hips moving with a primal rhythm. I'm lost in the sensation of her, the feel of her pussy wrapped around my cock, the sounds she's making, the sight of her beautiful face contorted in pleasure.

I shift my angle slightly, trying to hit that spot deep inside her.

"Oh, God!" she cries out, her body arching off the seat. "Right there! Don't stop! Right there!"

I've found her G-spot. I focus my efforts there, my thrusts becoming shorter, more targeted, my cock head grinding against that sensitive bundle of nerves with each push.

"Yes! Yes! Yes!" she chants, her body trembling, her hands clutching at my back.

I can feel her getting close again, her walls starting to convulse around my cock, her moans becoming higher-pitched, more desperate. I reach down, my thumb finding her clit, rubbing it in tight circles.

The combination is enough to push her over the edge.

"Oh fuck! Oh fuck yes!" she gasps.

Her pussy spasms around my cock, a powerful orgasm rippling through her. Her legs clamp around me, her body shaking as she rides the waves of her climax. Her juices gush around my shaft, a flood of wetness that drives me wild.

I keep thrusting, riding out her orgasm, my own climax building, the pressure in my balls becoming almost unbearable. The sight of her coming, the feel of her pussy clenching around my cock, the sounds she's making, it's all too much.

With a final, powerful thrust, I bury myself to the hilt and explode, my cock pulsating as I shoot my load deep inside her, spurt after spurt of hot come flooding her velvet walls, the two of us shaking and grunting as we climax, her legs holding me inside as my cock erupts again and again within her, filling her, my mouth agape as I gasp in utter pleasure. Her pussy so soft and perfect, milking every drop out of me.

A few seconds later, I collapse on top of her, my body spent, my cock still twitching inside her. Her arms wrap around me, holding me close, her heart pounding against my chest, the scent of her sweat and perfume making my head spin.

We lay there for a long time, our bodies tangled together, our breathing slowly returning to normal.

Finally, I lift my head, looking down at her. Her face is flushed, her eyes closed, a contented smile on her lips. She looks more beautiful than ever.

I lean in, kissing her gently, a soft, lingering kiss.

She opens her eyes, a sleepy, satisfied look in them. "Hey, you."

"Hey, yourself," I reply, a grin spreading across my face.

"That was...amazing," she says, her voice a soft murmur. "You were amazing."

"We were amazing," I correct her, my pride swelling, my cock still inside her.

She laughs, a soft, breathy sound. "We were, weren't we?" She shifts slightly, her legs tightening around my waist. "You're still twitching inside me, I can still feel him jerking."

"I can't help it," I say, flexing my cock inside her. "You're just too sexy."

She bites her lip, a slow, seductive smile spreading across her face. "Normally, two orgasms would be my limit, but if you're in no rush, I'd be happy to try for a third?"

"Challenge accepted," I say, slowly pulling out of her, my cock slick with our combined juices. "I'm going to need you to get on all fours for me," I tell her.

"With pleasure," Sandra says, a look of pure lust in her eyes as she does as I ask, turning over and presenting me with her gorgeous ass, her pussy and asshole still wet and glistening from our activities, her head turned to watch me over her shoulder.

Kneeling behind her, I admire the view. Sandra has an incredible ass, full and round, the perfect shape for grabbing. Her cheeks part slightly, giving me a glimpse of her tight little asshole and the wet folds of her pussy. The sight makes my cock throb with need.

My hands go to her hips, my fingers digging into the soft flesh. I lean in, pressing a soft kiss to the small of her back, tasting the salty sweetness of her skin.

"I'm going to eat your ass again, Sandra," I say, kissing her back again.

Her response is a soft whimper, her back arching in anticipation.

I start with her cheeks, my teeth leaving a faint red mark on her soft skin. I work my way inward, my tongue tracing a path towards her most intimate place. I can feel her trembling, her body responding to my touch even before I've reached my destination.

I spread her cheeks, her asshole coming into full view. It's a beautiful shade of pink, slightly puckered, glistening with her juices. I lean in, my tongue making contact with her rim.

A sharp gasp escapes her, her entire body tensing with pleasure. I smile to myself, knowing that I'm the one who introduced her to this world of pleasure.

I start with slow, deliberate licks, exploring every inch of her, I press my tongue against her tight hole, trying to push inside. She's relaxed now, her muscles yielding to my touch. My tongue slides in, her warmth enveloping me.

"Oh, God, Jake," she moans, her head thrown back. "That feels so good."

I work her asshole with my tongue, my movements becoming more confident, more insistent. I'm fucking her with my tongue, my hands holding her cheeks apart, my face buried in her ass.

She's writhing beneath me, her hips bucking, her moans growing louder, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps.

I reach around, my fingers finding her clit. I rub it in tight circles, my tongue still working her asshole.

"Fuck, it's so fucking good!" She grunts, pushing back against me, grinding her ass into my face, totally succumbed to the pleasure of a good ass eating, it only being her second time but already being totally addicted, her whimpers of pleasure so erotic and exciting to hear, my cock swelling, not hard yet, but plump, her sounds driving me on as I continue to eat her asshole. Her hips are moving in a slow, steady rhythm, her ass grinding against my face. She's lost in the pleasure, her body responding to my touch.

I can feel her getting close again, her walls starting to convulse around my tongue, her moans becoming more desperate. I'm determined to please Sandra more than she's ever been pleased before.

I keep up my assault on her senses, my tongue delving deep into her asshole, my fingers working her clit until she's a quivering, whimpering mess, her hands clutching at the seat, her knuckles white as she grips it, her head thrashing from side to side, her hair plastered to her face with sweat.

"Oh fuck, I'm coming again!" she cries out, her back arching, her whole body convulsing as another powerful orgasm rips through her, feeling her shake and shiver on all fours, her arms shaking so much I worry she's going to collapse.

I keep licking, my tongue probing her asshole, my fingers rubbing her clit, drawing out her climax, wanting to give her another one right on top of the last one.

"Oh God, Jake, stop! I can't take it!" she cries out, her body trembling, her legs shaking.

I pull back, a feeling of immense satisfaction washing over me, my cock fully hard now, seeing her collapsed on the seat, a quivering, whimpering mess, her face pressed against the leather, her ass still up in the air, her pussy and asshole glistening, her body slick with sweat, looking like she's been thoroughly pleasured.

"You OK?" I ask, my voice a low murmur, rubbing her ass gently, my cock lurching at the feel of her soft skin.

"I'm better than OK," she says, her voice a little shaky, a small smile playing on her lips. "That was...incredible."

"I'm glad you enjoyed it."

Looking back at me, Sandra sees my throbbing cock, her smile widening. "It looks like you did too."

"What can I say? Eating your ass is my new favorite pastime."

Sandra laughs, a soft, breathy sound. "Well...since I'm already on my stomach and my ass is all lubed up and relaxed, why don't you go ahead and park your cock in there?" She asks, biting her lip, a look of pure lust in her eyes. "After what you just did to me with your tongue, I'm feeling adventurous."

"Are you sure?" I ask, my voice hoarse, my cock looking too big for her tight little asshole but my eagerness obvious.

"Never been more sure of anything in my life," she says, her eyes locked on mine. "Fuck my ass, Jake."

My cock twitches in anticipation. I've dreamed of this moment, but I never imagined it would happen like this. I position myself behind her, my hands resting on the small of her back.

I start by rubbing my cock up and down her crack, my head bumping against her tight little hole. She shivers, a soft moan escaping her lips.

"Please, Jake," she begs. "I need it."

I press the head of my cock against her asshole, applying a slow, steady pressure. Her muscles resist at first, then slowly start to relax, allowing me to enter.

A sharp gasp escapes her as the head of my cock pops inside. She's incredibly tight, her walls gripping me like a vice.

"Are you alright?" I ask, my voice tight with restraint.

"Yes," she gasps, her hands clutching at the seat. "Don't stop. I want it all."

I push deeper, my cock sinking into her inch by inch. The feeling is incredible, her tight heat enveloping me, her walls clenching around me as I fill her up. I'm buried to the base, my balls resting against her wet pussy.

"That's it, Jake," she moans, her head turned to the side, her eyes closed. "Fuck my ass. Just like that."

Her words fuel my desire, and I start to thrust in and out of her ass. I pick up the pace, driving into her, my abdomen smacking against her full cheeks, Sandra grunting with each inward thrust.

Her hands are still clutching at the seat, her knuckles white. Her body is slick with sweat, her muscles quivering with each thrust.

"You're so big, Jake," she gasps. "You're stretching me so good."

Her words send a fresh wave of desire through me. I thrust harder, deeper, my hips moving with a primal rhythm. I'm lost in the moment, the feel of her tight ass wrapped around my cock, the sounds she's making, the sight of her beautiful face contorted in pleasure.

Lowering myself, letting my weight rest on her, I kiss the back of her neck, grunting with pleasure into her ear as I fuck her ass, wrapping my arms around her, pinning her to the seat while I pump and thrust, Sandra's moans getting more animalistic as she feels me lose control on top of her, pushing back against me, the two of us rutting now, my cock fully embedded in her tight asshole, the sensation so tight and intense.

"You like my asshole, Jake? You like the way my asshole grips your cock?" Sandra grunts, her words so dirty and sexy.

"Yeah, I love it, I love it so much," I gasp in reply, thrusting madly.

"Then fill it with come for me, I want to feel you coming in my ass, Jake, I want to feel this big dick shooting in my ass."

My cock, already harder than it's ever been, seems to swell somehow at her words. The idea of filling her ass with my come, of marking her in such a primal way, is too much to bear.

Holding her tight, my cock pulsating, I shoot my load deep inside her, a more powerful orgasm than I've ever had before, my entire body spasming on top of her as I buck and thrust, my cock shooting again and again deep inside her asshole, filling her with my come as requested, my body shuddering with the force of my orgasm. Spurt after spurt of hot come floods her bowels, the intensity of the pleasure almost overwhelming.

Her ass clenches around my cock, her own body responding to my climax, a final, shuddering moan escaping her lips. She pushes back against me, her body milking me dry, her hips moving in a grinding rhythm.

I collapse, my body spent, my cock still twitching inside her. My breathing heavy in her ear as I try to get my breath back, my body making random twitches and spasms as any movement from Sandra sent a jolt of electricity through my sensitive post-orgasm glans and up through my body.

We lay there for a long time, our bodies tangled together, my weight on top of her, our breathing slowly returning to normal, my cock slowly softening.

Easing out of her, we slowly sit up, the two of us flushed and looking sweaty as we sit naked on the back seat of her car.

She reaches out, her hand resting on my chest. Her touch is gentle, affectionate. I cover her hand with mine, my fingers lacing through hers. The air in the car is thick with the scent of our sex, a musky, intimate perfume that clings to our skin, a sexy reminder of what we've just done.

Looking over at the windows, I see that they're still completely fogged up, our little world still intact. I can't help but smile. We really lost ourselves there.

We stay like that for a few more minutes, not saying anything, just enjoying the afterglow. The silence is comfortable, a welcome respite from the intensity of our fucking. Finally, she lets out a soft sigh.

"As much as I'd love to stay here with you all day, I should probably get going," she says, her voice a little sad. "I told Kevin I'd be back soon with his snacks."

The mention of Kevin's name is a splash of cold water. A pang of guilt hits me. I'd completely forgotten about him. I'd completely forgotten that this was my best friend's mom I was just balls-deep inside of, her asshole now filled with my come.

"Yeah," I say, my own voice a little subdued. "Me too. I still need to get that bread for my mom."

We start to get dressed, the movements a little awkward, the silence now tinged with a new awareness of the reality of our situation. I pull up my jeans, the fabric feeling rough against my sensitive skin. Sandra wriggles back into her own jeans, her movements fluid, graceful. She puts her bra back on, then her red top, her magnificent breasts disappearing from view.

Once we're both dressed, we sit there for another moment, the car feeling smaller, the space between us more pronounced. The fog on the windows has started to clear, revealing the bright, ordinary world outside. A shopping cart rattles by, a car alarm blares in the distance. Normal life.

Sandra turns to me, her expression unreadable for a moment, then she leans in and gives me a soft, lingering kiss. It's different from the other kisses, less hungry, more affectionate.

"So," she says, pulling back, a small smile playing on her lips. "This is the part where I say we shouldn't have done this and must never do it again, right?"

A nervous laugh escapes me. "Is it?"

"Possibly," she says, her smile widening. "But I DO want to do it again."

My heart thumps in my chest. "Yeah. Me too"

"Good." She runs a hand through my hair, her touch gentle. "You're a good boy, Jake. A very, very good boy."

Her words send a fresh jolt of desire through me. My cock, which I'd thought was completely spent, gives a hopeful twitch.

"Stop that," she says, with a light laugh, seeing the look in my eyes. "We both have things to do. But..." She leans in close, her lips brushing against my ear. "Next time, I'm going to suck your cock until you can't see straight. And then you're going to eat and fuck my ass again."

She pulls back, her eyes meeting mine. The promise in them is unmistakable.

"I'll hold you to that," I say, my voice a little hoarse.

"I hope you do." She replies with a grin as we open the doors and slip out back into the afternoon sun, feeling a lot more dishevelled than when we entered, making me wonder if it looks obvious we've been up to mischief in the backseat like a couple of horny teens.

Walking back to the store, we find that our cart and basket have already been moved, so we both start again, making small talk until it's time to go our separate ways when we're both in the parking lot, bagged groceries in hand.

"See you soon, Jake," Sandra says, leaning in, both hands full of bags, and giving me a quick kiss on the lips, the kiss over before I can even kiss her back.

I watch her walk to her SUV, a slight sway in her hips that wasn't there before. The beep of her car unlocking as I unlock my own car, the taste of peach on my lips, excited for when I'll get to taste my MILF fantasy, now a MILF reality, again!

END

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

If you liked this, here are some of my other sex-filled Best Friend’s MILF Mom-themed stories, with plenty more hot MILF action (Girlfriend's Mom, FFFM Foursome, MILF Next Door, Mom’s Best Friend, Fertile MILF, Free Use, and MORE) on my author page:

Sex With My Best Friend’s Asian MILF Mom

Giving My Best Friend’s MILF Mom What She Needs

Busted By My Best Friend’s MILF Mom

Losing It To My Best Friend’s MILF Mom

My Best Friend’s MILF Mom Seduction

Or hit ‘follow’ on my author page and see all my titles (300+ at the time of writing!)

Some of my covers are considered a little too ‘cheeky’ by Amazon and can only be seen on my author page, don’t miss out on what could be your perfect fantasy, have a look!

Leo Michaels
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