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By
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Entering my third month of being single after the end of a 3 year relationship, I was in the supermarket when I saw her again for the first time. Not my ex, but her Mom, Dianne, an absolutely stunning MILF that had made my cock rise every time she was in the same room with me.

I’d never tried anything obviously as I was going out with her Daughter Sarah and had loved Sarah very much, but I’m willing to admit I may have jerked off a few times while imagining myself with Diann. And for her part, Dianne seemed to be a natural flirt, always making you feel very welcome and just a little bit wanted, her smokey eyes and cheeky smile taking all of your attention when she was talking to you, ensnaring you in her gaze.

Sarah and I’s relationship had (I thought) been great until I found out she was cheating on me, and so I broke it off with her, even though she had begged for us to try to work through it. Not getting to see Dianne too anymore as I was, towards the end, practically living there had almost been the worst part, Dianne openly taking my side, unable to believe her Daughter had cheated on someone so devoted to her. Dianne had always liked me and made me feel very welcome right from the start.

Facing the shelves, Dianne hadn’t yet seen me as I walked closer with my handbasket, her body in profile, her large breasts and thick ass making her outline 100% woman, her thick mane of chestnut hair cascading down her back, her tanned legs exposed to a good few inches over the knee, her work skirt tight and barely holding her curves in. a thin work blouse tucked in, her breasts straining against her buttons, she was still able to turn any man’s head, even now in her mid/late 40’s (I assumed, I’d never asked her age, haha).

Getting closer, Dianne turns and see’s me, her face cracking into a wide smile, her seductive eyes twinkling as she opens her free arms, beckoning me in for a hug. Happy to oblige, I wrap my free arm around her and pull her a little to me, her perfume filling my nostrils and the warmth of her soft chest pressing against me.

Kissing the side of my neck, our height difference making a peck on my cheek impossible for her, I feel a tingle as her plump lips smooch my skin, her breath warm and somehow erotic, my cock already twitching at her proximity.

“Brad! How are you? You’re looking well.”

“Yeah, not too bad, I guess,” I respond, Dianne’s happy smile infectious and making me smile back, her bubbly way making me feel at ease at what might have been an awkward meeting.

“I’ve missed having you around the house, Brad. Some jars have stayed unopened since you left.” Dianne says, reminding me that one of my unofficial titles whilst there had been that of Jar Opener, both her and Sarah.

With an exaggerated look into her basket, I offer to open any jars she’s got with her, getting a laugh and a playful tap on the arm, my cock growing enough that I consciously put my own basket in front of my crotch.

“But really Brad, I have missed having you around the house. It was nice to have a man around.”

“I’ve missed seeing you too, Dianne. But yeah, I couldn’t stay…” I answer, leaving a whole conversation worth of words unsaid as I trial off.

“I get it. I’m still angry at her, I can’t believe she did that,” Dianne says, before reaching out and stroking my arm softly, her alluring eyes boring into mine, “You deserved better.”

My cock getting uncomfortable now as it transitions from ‘kinda hard’ to ‘needs to start pointing upwards hard’, my boxers and jeans making that difficult as I try to subtly shift my cock with the basket, my eyes flit from Dianne’s face to her ample cleavage as it stares at me from her top few buttons, undone and open, her blouse containing two bumps where her nipples are obviously straining, her brassiere thin and barely able to hold them adequately.

“Thanka, Dianne,” I eventually croak, my lust making me feel like my face must be going bright red, Dianne’s smile wide as I feel like she knows exactly what she’s doing to me.

“So, where did you end up? Back at your Dad’s?”

“No, I got a small place for myself about 5 minutes from here. Nothing special but it’s mine at least, haha.”

“I’m sure it’s lovely, Brad. I’d love to see it sometime.” Dianne purrs, her hand still stroking my arm, my cock throbbing in my jeans, making me worried the head is about to poke over my belt and start staring at her.

“Really? I mean, sure.”

“Of course, Brad. I’m so sorry about what happened between you and Sarah, but I really hope we
 can still be...friends,
” She says, her pronunciation of ‘friends’ making my whole body shiver, her hand still on my arm, her eyes studying me.

“I’d...I’d really
 like that,” I answer, hoping she means what I think she means, and also hoping she understands what I mean.

“I’m so happy to hear that, Brad,” Dianne finishes with a sudden wink, “What say we finish our shopping together?” She adds, turning and starting to walk away, her full ass leaving me with no other option but to follow.

Walking side by side, we grab a few more items, both of us carrying handbaskets, neither of us here to do a large shopping session. Our talk is mellow and easy, but the hidden meaning inside her earlier words keeps coming back to me, wondering how this will play out.

Ten minutes later as we walk out of the building, a few bags between us, I assume that this is the end of the most pleasant interaction I’ve had with a woman in months, turning to Dianne, I speak, “Well, this has been really nice, Dianne. I’m parked over here and I can see your car over there.”

“I thought I was coming to check out your new place?” Dianne returns with a smile.

“Oh? Uh, yeah, sure!” I say, becoming like a teen in heat, unable to hide my enthusiasm.

My heart rate instantly doubling, I start walking to my car, with Dianne pointedly walking with me, ignoring her own vehicle, her smile cheeky every time I look at her, my cock pulsating in my jeans.

Getting to my car, I unlock it and we both put our stuff in the trunk, Dianne walking to the front passenger side and letting herself in as I’m still closing up. Getting in, I look across and see her sitting there, the seatbelt between her breasts, making them even more amazing and prominent than they already were.

“Well, let’s have a look at your new place.” She says with a beaming grin, reaching over to pat my thigh, finishing with a squeeze, her hand staying there afterwards for what feels like an eternity, my brain telling me how her fingers are just inches from my dick, sending another wave of throbbing coursing through my cock.

The drive is quick and uneventful, save for a few bumpy sections that give me cause to glance over and watch the show, Dianne’s impressive breasts swaying and bouncing. Pulling up, we retrieve our things from the trunk and Dianne follows me in, asking if she can keep her stuff in the fridge for now so that it won’t spoil.

“Of course,” I say, leading her to the kitchen and showing her to the fridge, watching her ass as she bends over to place her things inside.

Standing back up, Dianne turns to me, “Ok, Brad, gives me the tour.”

Walking around my kinda small place, I show her the rooms, Dianne full of positive comments about how light it is, or she likes how I’ve set up the lounge, and so on. Getting to the spare of my two bedrooms, I explain how it’s basically storage, before we get to the final room, my bedroom.

“And this is where I sleep,” I say, extremely glad I had remembered to make my bed this morning, it being a 50/50 chance that I would.

Walking into the room, Dianne looks around, nodding her head and smiling. “Nice Brad, not bad at all. A pretty nice bachelor pad you’ve got yourself. So,” She adds, giving me a wink, “How long did it take for you to christen this room?”

“Christen this room?” I ask, not understanding.

“What? Young people don’t say that anymore? You know, to christen
 a bedroom?” Dianne asks, but seeing my still perplexed face laughs and explains, “Brad, it means how long before you had sex
 in this room. Christened it.
”

“Oh. Wow, I’ve never heard of that one.” I answer, also never having heard Dianne say the word sex before, “Umm, to be honest, what with one thing and another, I umm, kinda haven’t actually...had a chance yet.”

Looking at me, Dianne seems to do a few calculations before speaking again, “You haven’t slept with a woman since the breakup, have you, Brad?” Stepping closer to me, her face one of genuine concern, watching me closely.

“Ah, no. Not as such.” I admit.

“Aww, you poor thing! And at your age, 3 months without sex is like a million years! That’s so unfair. C’mere, give me a hug.” Dianne says, her voice sad, stepping towards me and grabbing me in a hug, her head against my chest, her massive breasts pressed against me, my cock, with nowhere to hide, pressing into her, a shaft of heat that must be practically burning into her skin.

My arms around her, I enjoy the feeling of her soft curves pressed against me, ignoring the embarrassment of my cock poking into her, her hands stroking up and down my back, her head turned and resting against my chest.

“I can’t imagine your frustration, you poor thing,” Dianne murmurs into my shirt.

Reaching up, I stroke her hair with one hand, her embrace feeling so right.

Still holding me tight, Dianne continues, “But, I think I can feel it, Brad. Wow, there’s a lot
 of frustration built up right there, isn’t there?” she says, before grinding herself against me a little, making my cock rub against her stomach, our height difference meaning my cock is pressed against her belly.

“Sorry-” I begin but Dianne cuts me, pressing a finger to my mouth to silence me.

“Shhh, don’t apologise, Brad. I understand, and it’s perfectly normal. I’d like to help you. Would you like that?” She asks, looking up at me from my chest.

Her finger still pressed to my lips, I nod slowly, my heart racing.

“Good. Just lay on the bed and Dianne will make everything better, ok?” She purrs, pushing me, her tiny frame compared to mine unable to actually shove me, but I happily allow myself to be steered, stepping backwards to the bed and lying down on it, my throbbing cock becoming obvious as I lay there.

Crawling over me, her blouse revealing her massive breasts as she approaches, Dianne’s face comes close to mine, straddling me on all fours, my hands, without thinking, sliding up and down her thighs, her body soft and warm.

Smiling at me, her eyes watching mine, Dianne purrs, “I’ve wanted to do this from the first day I met you.”

Leaning down, her lips meet mine, softly, tentatively at first, a peck, then another one, then a smile as she licks her lips before returning for a deeper kiss. My heart pounding, unable to believe I’m actually lying her with Dianne, the perfect woman. Our kiss deepening, my hands squeeze her thighs and run up an over her full ass, holding it, feel her squirm above me as we taste each other.

Her tongue flicking against mine, our kissing becomes wilder, Dianne lowering herself onto me, her hands scrabbling at my head and mine at hers as we increase the intensity. Kissing and nipping at me, we bite and play with each other’s necks and earlobes, two horny teens in their first make-out session, consumed with primal lust.

Sitting up, straddling me, Dianne pulls at my shirt, wanting it off. Removing it, I lay under her while she grinds against me, the heat from her sex seeping into my crotch, even through our underwear and my jeans.

Leaning back in, Dianne smothers my chest in kisses and nips, playing with my, enjoying every inch of my torso as she works her way down, moving her body until she between my legs, her kisses reaching my lower abdomen, making me flinch with excitement and anticipation.

Giving me a hungry smile, she unbuckles my belt and opens it, grabbing at my jeans and unbuttoning them. At her urging, I lift my butt and she yanks my pants down, exposing my throbbing cock to her, smiling again as she sees it for the first time, pulling my pants completely off, leaving me naked before her, feeling a little vulnerable and very excited.

Grabbing my shaft and stroking, her other hand playing with my balls, she licks her lips and gives me another grin before, without a word, leaning down to wrap her plump lips around my throbbing shaft, taking my breath away, the heat of her mouth suddenly around my knob, her tongue rolling over my length as she quickly works her way deeper on my length.

Bobbing up and down rapidly, her eyes locked with mine, her hands playing with my cock and balls, I watch the show, almost dumbfounded from the level of pleasure Dianne is sending through my body.

Holding her hair, keeping it out of the way so I don’t miss a second, I watch as she impales her face on my length, slurping loudly as her suction draws even more blood into my cock, filling it to the point of bursting, every nerve along my shaft and especially in my knob turned up to 11 o the sensitivity meter, making me groan with pleasure as I receive the best blowjob I’ve ever had, her delicate fingers massaging my balls as she feasts on me.

Never letting up, Dianne sucks my cock continuously, not giving me a chance to pace myself, her skills just too good. Watching me, I swear I can see her almost smiling as she watches my face contort with pleasure, my orgasm obviously close.

Panting out a warning to her, she simply moans deep in her throat and sucks me even harder, her head bobbing faster, not caring that she’s about to make me erupt.

Holding her hair, my hips bucking, I yell out as my orgasm hits, my cock twitching violently as it starts to shoot, my come erupting out of me, filling her mouth and throat, Dianne sucking hard, pulling every drop out of me as my cock pulsates and gives her more and more to swallow.

Moaning with pleasure, Dianne swallows my load loudly, her fingers massaging my tight balls, her other hand jerking me off, squeezing my cock from the base and drawing upwards, letting no semen escape from her hungry mouth.

Gasping with pleasure, I watch as she finishes her salty meal, kissing my shaft, lapping at my sensitive, a twinkle in her eyes as she sees me watching, a stunned expression on my face.

“Haha, look at your face,” Dianne says with a smile, studying me, my wilting cock in her hand as she swings it back and forth like a lollypop, “It really has been a while hasn’t it?”

“Haha, yeah. Glad I got to finally...christen
 the house though.”

“That wasn’t a christening, that was just a blowjob to warm me up, Brad. Christening has to be sex
,” Dianne says, giving me the biggest grin so far, tapping my cock against her face playfully with her hand.

Seeing my face light up as I realize that more fun is coming, Dianne laughs and moves up, straddling me, my sticky cock pressed against her sex, the thin fabric of her underwear the only thing between them, her skirt having rucked up.

Grinding against me and swaying hypnotically, Dianne gives me my own personal strip show, slowly unbuttoning her blouse and letting it slide from her shoulders, her sexy brassiere valiantly trying to hold in her enormous breasts.

Reaching behind herself with a smile, she unclasps her bra and holds it in place, the straps falling but the cups remaining in place, her forearm holding them up. Slowly, oh so slowly, she lets the bra fall, revealing her massive tits to me for the first time, my cock twitching despite having just been milked, her huge breasts swaying to her gyrations, her large, pink nipples, surrounded with silver dollar areolas pointing outwards, stiff and aroused looking.

Taking my hands and guiding them to her chest, I hold them gently at first, feeling their impressive weight, kneading them softly, playing with her nipples, watching them move under my hands, her form so alluring, so sexy, so womanly
.

Biting her lip, Dianne grinds against me, a warm patch of moisture soaking through her underwear and into my cock, her body hypnotic as she rides me, her breasts in my hands.

“Would you like to make me come, Brad?” She breathes, looking down at me through half-closed eyelids.

Nodding, I continue to play with her breasts, watching her grind against me.

Slowly standing, her legs on either side of me, Dianne reaches down and peels off her panties and skirt, kicking them off at the last second to my floor, now standing above me naked, her sex glistening, a small tuft of hair crowning her mons, her lips puffy with lust, soft and delicious looking.

Moving up until her feet are planted on either side of my head, Dianne starts to lower herself onto me, her pussy the helicopter and my face the landing zone. Closer and closer she comes, while I reach up to fondle her ass on its way down.

Now on her knees, she sits back and I feel the heat as her sex is lowered to my face, her plump ass partially resting on my chest, her thighs on either side of my head, locking me in, only the top half of my face visible. Looking down, she smiles as she grinds her pussy on my mouth, coating me in her lust and giving me a chance to taste her sweet nectar.

Looking up at her over her the bulge of her pubis and breasts, I lick and lap at her sex, watching her jolt and momentarily close her eyes in pleasure as I find her hit points, teasing her, feeling the lust emanating from her body as she rides my pinned-down head.

Holding my hair, she starts to slide back and forth, riding my face like a saddle, working my tongue deeper into herself, my mouth finding and sucking her clit, making her gasp as I squeeze it with my lips.

Leaning back, one hand resting on my stomach while the other holds me firmly by the hair, Dianne rocks her pelvis on my face, slathering me in her juices while I reach up and play with her breasts, teasing her erect nipples flicking them at the same tempo that I’m flicking her clit with my tongue.

Sliding back and forth on my face faster and faster, I breathe through my nose while Dianne’s whimpers increase in urgency, her movements becoming more desperate and her grip on my hair getting tighter, her body flexing, her thighs squeezing my head as she grinds one out on me.

With a sudden bucking, Dianne starts to come on my face, her pelvis jolting back and forth rapidly, her thighs, sex, and hand smothering my head as she climaxes, her stomach taut as she leans forward, her orgasm making her curl up in pleasure.

Holding my breath, I lap at her exploding pussy, feeling her tremble all around me, her body sending wave after wave of pleasure through her body, feeling her shake as she bucks and grinds, desperate to get it all out, riding my face like a sex toy, using my mouth for her pleasure.

Panting, Dianne trembles to a stop, sliding back enough to let me draw breath through my nostrils, her face flushed, her mouth open and her vice-like grip on my hair easing as she comes back down to Earth.

Still kissing her sex, I get a little kick as I flick her clit with my tongue, making her jump and laugh, her raw sex now extra sensitive. Falling to the bed beside me, she stretches out, her eyes closed, looking very content, her every limb flexing as she gives a whole-body yawn.

Her stretch complete, she rolls to her side and wraps herself around me snuggling in close, her warmth soaking into me, her breath on my neck as she kisses me there.

“Thank you very, very
 much, Brad,” Dianne purrs in a satisfied tone, wiping away a little of her own juices from my face as she does so, “That was perfect.
”

Licking my lips, I give her a smile, our arms wrapped around one another.

Snuggling in even closer, Dianne’s hand drifts down to my balls, where she starts to gently caress them, rolling them between her thumb and fingers, every now and then giving my shaft a few strokes, her fingertips gliding along its length, her butterfly touch making me shiver with pleasure.

Holding her, I play with her body in return, exploring her curves, enjoying her body and how it feels beneath my fingers.

Kissing my neck, we lay there for a while, both enjoying our post-orgasm highs, Dianne’s hand always on my balls, caressing, caressing.

Soon enough my cock begins to wake up and Dianne notices almost immediately, her hand going to my shaft and giving it a playful squeeze, before going back to the gentle fondling of my balls, the pleasure so subtle yet so very good.

Becoming hard, I feel my temperature rising as my lust increases, Dianne’s soft hand on my balls driving me mad with need. Reaching down, I guide her hand from my plums to my cock and she strokes him happily, her hand gripping my length and pumping me slowly, her kisses on my neck getting needier and wetter.

Turning my head and lifting hers, our lips meet and we start to kiss, our eyes closed, our bodies naked and prone, except her hand on my cock, stroking me to full hardness, my shaft throbbing in her hand.

Turning my body towards her a little, she continues to pump my cock while I run my hand up and down her body, lingering on her breasts. Turning more I start to slowly become above her, her hand still pumping, our kiss unbroken as I work my way above her, my legs between hers, her thighs opening to make room for me, both her hands now playing with my cock and balls.

Kissing deeply, I feel Dianne aim my throbbing cock for her sex and push forward, my hips thrusting until I feel my cock’s fat head pressing against her sex. Pushing further, I slide into her, her slick pussy letting me in as we both sigh in pleasure in one another’s mouths. Shifting her hands from my cock to my ass, Dianne pulls me into her, encouraging me to go deeper as I start to pump my pelvis.

Her legs spread open for me, she wraps her calves around me, holding me to her as I bury my throbbing cock inside her, filling her sex, feeling it hold onto my cock in its wet grip. My hands under her ass, I hold her close as I pump into her, our bodies writhing together in passion, the slap of our fucking filling the room.

Burying my head into the pillow, I fuck Dianne harder, her fingernails tracing up and down my back as I plow into her, making her gasp with each plunge of my cock, hearing her breath in my ear, unable to speak too busy enjoying the fucking.

Sitting up, I roll her onto her side in the scissor exercise position, my knees planted on either side of her lower thigh, and slide my cock back into her, pushing deep inside, getting maximum penetration at this angle, watching her breasts sway to our bodies rhythm.

Feeling myself bottom out inside her, Dianne gasps as I fill her sex with my girth, her eyes screwed shut, her mouth open as she succumbs and gives in to the fucking.

Rolling her over again, with her now on her stomach, I open her legs wide, aiming my cock for her sex and re-enter her, making her gasp as I take her from behind, like doggy style but with her flat on the bed. Lowering myself onto her, I pin her to the bed, my mouth kissing her neck, Dianne turning her head, desperate to kiss me, practically lapping at my mouth as she falls deeper and deeper into animal pleasure.

One hand around her shoulders, holding us close together, the other under her, kneading her massive breasts, I fuck her hard and fast, my pelvis slapping into her plump ass, making it shake as I fill her from behind.

Her pussy absolutely soaking, we fuck like animals, Dianne pinned under me, kissing at me as I mount her, her hands scrabbling behind her, reaching for me, grabbing my ass, pulling me to her, begging for my cock.

The bed rocking, our bodies squashed together and getting hotter by the second, our sweat mingling, I feel my balls start to rise, Dianne’s tight pussy milking me to orgasm. Licking and biting at one another, I grab her hair and pull it, Dianne moaning with pleasure as I turn her head so I can kiss at her throat.

Our bodies rocking together, I feel Dianne start to quiver, her pussy convulsing around my cock. Fucking her faster, she lets out a gasp and starts to thrash underneath me, an orgasm hitting her, making her shake, her fingernails digging into me as she grips me to her, her climax making her whole body taut, her toes curling, her ass flexing.

Growling in her ear, I speak as her orgasm subsides, “You like huh, Dianne? You like my cock inside you?”



“Yes Brad, it feels so good,”
 She gasps in answer.

“I can feel your pussy wrapped around my cock, so wet from your climax. My cock just made you come, didn’t it, Dianne?”


“Yes Brad, I came, so good so good,”
 Dianne pants, barely understandable, puffed, and post-orgasmic as she is.

“You want my come, Dianne? You want to feel me come deep inside you?”

“Yes, Brad, I want your come.”

“Tell me then, Dianne, tell me what you want.”

“I want your come, Brad, I want to feel you explode inside me. Give it to me, give it to me please!”

Her words spurring me on, I feel myself rapidly approaching the point of no return. Holding her down under my body, fucking her as hard as I can, holding her hair, the level of pleasure I’m feeling in almost unbelievable.


“You want it?”
 I grunt, my own voice almost gone now, lost to animal lust.

“Yes!”


“Tell me again what you want, Dianne,”
 I growl, knowing I’m so close and hearing her ask for it is going to send me over the edge.

“I want your come inside me, Brad, give it to-”


“Ungh! Fuck!”
 I interrupt as her pleading for it drives me over the edge, my cock pulsating madly as it starts to blow, huge ropes of come shooting out of me and filling her red hot sex, my body convulsing as I empty myself into her, my balls tight and my shaft throbbing. Holding her tight, giving her everything I can, I thrash like a wounded animal on top of her, my entire being wanting nothing more than to come, Dianne underneath me, moaning in pleasure as she feels my hot semen fill her, her pussy stuffed with cock and now overflowing with come.

Grunting, biting, and kissing at her neck, face and shoulders I finally shudder to a standstill, my orgasm destroying me, leaving me a gasping wreck, her body so perfect, her pussy holding onto my twitching cock as I lay there.

Giving out a long, low moan, Dianne gyrates her ass a little, teasing my spent cock, purring with contentment underneath me, enjoying the weight of a man on her, our bodies hot and glistening in the light, our fluids mixed together.

Kissing her softly now, my animal side subsided, I taste the salty tang of her sweat as my lips rove over her neck and shoulders, nuzzling her ear slowly rolling off her, my cock sliding out of her warm body with a little regret, it feeling like such a perfect home for it.

On my side, Dianne turns a little so that we’re spooning, my arms around her and her arms around mine, her plump ass pressed against my cock, my slippery shaft wedged between her full cheeks.

Saying nothing, we enjoy our afterglow, the sex I’ve just had with Dianne better than anything her Daughter and I ever had. Dianne’s fuller, more womanly body feeling much better to spoon with too, her curves pressed against me, her form tantalizing something basic and male within me.

Occasionally kissing her head, we simply lay there, basking, the happiest I’ve been in a long time, having no urge to say anything and potentially break the spell.

Eventually, rolling over and now facing me, Dianne lays with her forehead to mine, giving me a contented smile, our arms around one another, her leg hooked around mine. We kiss for a minute and I finally speak.

“Well, now
 I can say we’ve christened this house, yeah?”

“Well we’ve christened this
 room, Brad, but we’ve still got a lot of work to do before I’d call the house
 christened,” Dianne responds with a cheeky grin, reaching down to playfully stroke my cock, letting me know our fun’s just begun…

END

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