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FALLING FOR THE BUSTY MILF

By

LEO MICHAELS

Getting up from my laptop while working when I hear a polite knock on my apartment door, I'm pleased to see it's my sexy MILF neighbor Jessica, a total babe of an older woman somewhere in her late 40's or early 50s, whom I've never missed an opportunity to chat with when we bump into each other. I feel myself standing up straighter as she grins at me and secretly hoping I don't have any of my lunch stuck between my teeth.

"Hi, Jessica. What's up?"

"Hi, Jake. Same old same old, have you read the notice the landlord gave us?" She asks, her voluptuous body filling her active wear clothing to the point of distraction while I try my best to maintain eye contact and avoid her massive breasts.

"Yeah. Something about we're getting our pipes replaced to keep the building up to code?"

"Exactly, but it's not just like some afternoon job, it's gonna make each apartment borderline unusable for weeks once work starts!"

"What? Really?" I ask, having barely skimmed the notice if I'm honest.

"Yes. Apparently, it's a full pipe replacement, so every pipe 'feeding' into our sinks and showers etc, and every drainage pipe leading from those things too all needs to be pulled out. Like, walls torn down to get to them, and floors pulled up!"

"Holy shit! How much is this gonna raise the rent?"

"Apparently, it's a government mandate or something like that. Our landlord has to do it or the state will sue?" Jessica tells me, her big, beautiful eyes expressive as she gives me a 'what are you gonna do?' shrug.

"I've gotta admit, I didn't read the note that carefully, but I don't remember anything about a full-on smash-fest written on it."

"No, I just got off the phone with the company that's going to do it," Jessica replies, before suddenly looking a bit sheepish, "It's actually kind of why I'm here, actually."

"Oh?"

"Yeah...the thing is, they're going to do the apartments one at a time and I'm first in line they say. They said legally I can stay in the apartment and they can't literally kick me out, BUT, they highly recommend I'm out of the apartment for the duration of the work for health and safety reasons. And so, I kinda have a huge, massive favor to ask you, Jake."

"Ouch. But go for it, Jessica, what do you need?" I ask, not used to seeing Jessica almost...shy? Embarrassed?

"Well, the thing is, and you can say no, obviously, but I was wondering, instead of moving temporarily across town to my sister's place, I'd really like to stay close to home and, well, basically, no one's closer to my home than you, Jake. And of course, when it's your turn next, I’m assuming, you'll be more than welcome to stay at my place," Jessica says, looking mortified as she asks but also hopeful.

Embarrassingly, it takes me a couple of seconds to catch on before it clicks.

"Oh! You mean you want to stay with me while your apartment is getting...re-piped?" I say, Jessica nodding her head as I finally catch up.

Knowing I'm going to say yes, I do still have a moment's reflection at what this will mean. Our apartments are all one bedroom, so I'll be sleeping on my couch for a while, and as a single man living by himself, I've gotten pretty comfortable with being naked when I want and, well, quite frankly jerking off whenever the urge struck me. I'm going to have to rein in my behaviour a bit while she's staying with me. It's one thing to be on my best behaviour for a 10-minute chat and another altogether to behave 24/7.

Starting to look worried, Jessica opens her mouth about to say something but I smile and tell her yes before she can start stressing, Jessica smiling wide and clapping her hands before hugging me, her soft, warm body immediately heating mine up.

"Thank you so much, Jake! I promise I won't get in the way!" She gushes, squeezing me.

"No problem. How long until they start working on your place?" I ask, carefully patting her back as platonically as I can while using at least half of my brain power to keep my cock from swelling, her large, natural breasts squished against me.

"A week. The morning of I'll bring around a bag of my clothes? I won't need much, and anything I do need will be just next door and still accessible, so I promise I won't fill your place with all my clothes," Jessica explains, her eyes looking watery with happiness, making me feel like I'm doing the right thing.

***

The next week goes by so slowly, like when you're waiting for the final week before vacation to be over, my spare time devoted to making the apartment look nice, although it's not like I'm a particularly untidy person anyway, the small but now extra clean apartment looking good, if I do say so myself.

Something that I notice that I wasn't really aware of until now is how many boners I get during the day. I don't know if it's because I work from home and haven't had to worry about it, but my cock is constantly swelling up randomly, each one making me chuckle now as I imagine Jessica sitting nearby, minding her own business when I suddenly get an erection in front of her.

Like she said she would, the morning of the day the works were about to begin, she knocks politely as usual on my door, smiling at me with a medium-sized bag in her hand.

"Morning housemate," She says, "Haven't changed your mind?"

"Haha, of course not," I say, taking her bag for her and ushering her inside.

"Wow, you keep this place as neat as a pin, Jake," She says, entering and looking around.

"I, uhh, may have done some extra-cleaning knowing you would be seeing it," I confess, motioning for her to follow me to my tiny hallway, basically no more than an area that has three doors: My bedroom, the toilet, and the bathroom/laundry.

"No need to do that for me, Jake. I want to be as small a nuisance as possible," Jessica replies, although she looks flattered I considered her.

"It was nothing," I say, opening my bedroom door and showing her 'her' room, "Here you go."

"What? Jake, no! I can't take your room. I'm happy with the couch," Jessica says, protesting.

"No way! You're my guest. And anyway, I'm the 21-year-old guy, sleeping on a couch is practically normal for us."

"Are you sure?" She asks, obviously wanting the bed but being polite.

"Absolutely. I'd feel like crap tonight sleeping in my bed knowing you're out there on the couch. So my bed is your bed and that's that," I say, using a mock stern voice for the last bit.

"Ohh, yes sir, then," Jessica laughs, tapping my arm and making me feel a bolt of electricity that shoots straight to my knob.

"Heh. Ok, well, I've got a work meeting in about half an hour so I'll be in my study, by which I mean I'll be sitting at the dining table," I say, hooking a thumb at the small two-chair table between the couch in my living room and the bench of my kitchen that overlooks the living room, a small section of the living room I've designated as the dining area, "Make yourself at home. The TV remote is there, snacks are in the cupboards, drinks are in the fridge. Whatever you want, just help yourself."

"Thanks, Jake, I'll make sure not to be noisy during your meeting," Jessica says, giving me a small smile, making me guess she probably feels about as awkward at this new situation as I do.

"Don't worry about it, I'm on mute most of the time anyway, I really only speak so they know I'm not completely checked out."

"Hah, the more things change, the more they stay the same. Do you mind if I unpack?"

"No. And you don't have to ask, Jessica. Relax," I say, trying to make her feel as at ease as possible.

"Oh that's right, yes, sir!" Jessica grins before turning and going to her new temporary room, my eyes on her full ass.

***

Although admittedly awkward for both of us, the day goes without a hitch, although I do find myself having to surreptitiously tuck my boner under my waistband multiple times a day as Jessica's natural beauty and close proximity have the exact effect you would suspect of my raging libido.

While the loud sounds of deconstruction periodically filter through from her apartment, I work on my laptop while Jessica does the same, revealing she also works from home, the two of us sitting at the table at one point, facing each other, the click of our keyboards filling the otherwise quiet apartment while I try to avoid looking at the deep cleavage across from me.

"What time would you normally have dinner, Jake?" She asks as the day rolls on, looking over at me from where she's now sitting on the couch and I'm sitting at the kitchen counter on a stool.

"Whenever I'm hungry, really, but I guess around 6?"

"Right, well it's 5:30, so what would you like me to cook?" Jessica says, putting her laptop down and rising from the couch.

"No, no, don't worry about it," I say, starting to protest, but Jessica cuts me off with smile.

"Nonsense. You're letting me take over your bedroom and stay in your apartment for weeks, the least I can do is make sure my sweet host is never hungry," She explains, going to the fridge and looking around.

About half an hour later and I'm eating a better meal than I've eaten in a long time, Jessica somehow making food one hundred times tastier than mine with the exact same ingredients that I would have cooked with.

"You like it?" She asks, watching me with a small sweet smile.

"It's amazing, I could eat this every day!" I say, licking my lips, not wanting to waste a drop of whatever this sauce is.

"I'm glad," She replies, looking genuinely happy as she takes a petite forkful herself, her eyes still on me, watching me enjoy her handiwork.

***

As the afternoon shifts into the evening, we find ourselves on the couch, scrolling through the menu of the streaming service, debating what to watch.

I'm hot. Uncomfortably so. Normally I'd be in my boxers or straight up naked by now. I love my apartment but it retains the day's heat long into the night and I don't have any a/c. The best I can do is open the living room window and hope there's a breeze at the time. Unfortunately tonight when I opened the window it barely moved the muggy air of the apartment at all.

Looking over at me, Jessica has what looks like a flash of guilt flash across her face.

"You're boiling up, aren't you, Jake?" She asks softly.

"It's ok," I say, giving her a smile.

"No it's not. My apartment is just like yours, it's too hot in here. And I'm pretty sure if I weren't here you'd be a lot more relaxed. I'm getting in the way of you being comfortable in your own home, sorry." Jessica replies, real sorrow in her tone.

"Don't worry about it, Jessica, I'll get used to it," I say, not wanting her to feel bad.

"You shouldn't have to, Jake," Jessica replies, looking down at herself, before taking a breath. "You're uncomfortable and wearing clothes because I'm here. But you're too much of a gentleman to say so."

"It's honestly fine," I say, her guilt making me feel guilty.

"Jake, it's not fine," She says, looking at me with an earnest expression, "You're clearly hot, I'm hot too. You should be able to be comfortable. You can take off your shirt if you want, I really don't mind."

"I mean, are you sure?" I ask, wanting to make sure but very keen to peel this shirt off me if possible.

"Of course," She replies, "It's your apartment. You don't have to ask. Get comfortable."

I don't need to be told twice, pulling my shirt off and tossing it beside me Jessica's eyes roam across my torso for a split second before looking back up at my face, a small smile on hers as she sees my relief.

"Better?" She asks.

"Much better, thanks," I say, still hot but not feeling like I'm wrapped in a duvet at least now.

We choose a movie to watch and settle in, the two of us clearly still hot, both of our faces flushed as we watch the screen but neither of us knowing where to go from here, Jessica sitting in her full clothing politely while I wonder if she'd normally be just in her underwear at the end of the day, my cock aching to get out of my stifling shorts and boxers.

The movie eventually comes to an end and Jessica yawns as she gets up from the couch.

"I might hit the hay, Jake. I know I don't need to ask but I can't help it. Do you mind if I grab a quick cold shower to cool off before bed? I hate going to bed all sticky."

"Not at all. That's a good idea, I'll probably do the same after you," I reply, saying goodnight as Jessica grabs her toiletries from her room and enters the bathroom, the shower coming on a minute later, my mind obviously filling in the blanks, trying to remember the last time I had a naked babe in my apartment.

Swelling up, it's all I can do to stop myself from jerking off at the thought of Jessica naked in there, soaping herself, her massive breasts glistening under the water, forcing myself to wait until she's in bed before I stroke out all the days pent-up sexual frustrations.

10 minutes later and I get a beautiful glimpse of Jessica in her towel as she takes the few steps from the bathroom to her room, giving me a small wave and a final "goodnight" as she closes the door, her mostly exposed thighs, creamy and sensual, immediately burned into my head as I get up and head for the shower myself before going to bed.

***

The next day, waking up with the sun in my eyes, the window still open, I've kicked my blanket off at some point, lying awkwardly on the couch, my long, thick, morning wood tenting my boxers. Reaching down and scratching my balls, my eyes shoot open as I hear the clicking of plates in the kitchen, the kitchen that is a few yards away, the kitchen that is open plan and only has a counter between it and the living room meaning I'm currently in full view of anyone that would be in the kitchen.

Grabbing the blanket and tossing it over my boner, I sit up, my cheeks flushing, knowing there's no way Jessica didn't see my tent.

"Morning, Jake. I didn't wake you did I?" Jessica says with a smile as she places a plate of toast on the counter, her face totally neutral, her expression not that of someone who just saw my barely concealed erection.

"Morning. No, not at all. Smells good," I reply, searching her face for any signs of a smirk or something.

"It's just toast. You want me to make some for you?"

"Yes, please. How did you sleep?" I ask, wondering if maybe just maybe, she didn't see my cock throbbing in my boxers.

"Comfortably! That cool shower helped a lot. As did skipping on putting any pajamas on, haha," Jessica says, turning to grab more bread and pop it into the toaster.

My cock, which had started to soften, immediately hardens again at that, my imagination going into overdrive. I'm now picturing Jessica, in my bed, completely naked. I can't help but imagine her lying there, her massive breasts rising and falling with each breath. I'm so lost in thought, I don't even notice her looking at me.

"Is that bad? I promise I'll wash your sheets. It was just so hot, even hotter in your room than the living room," Jessica says, reading my silence wrongly and clearly starting to panic.

"What? No! No stress at all, Jessica. I have to sleep naked most nights in there myself. I love this place but the insulation is nonexistent. I was just....trying to remember if I had another meeting today or not," I lie, wanting her to feel ok.

"Oh thank goodness. I'm still worried I'm going to sit in the wrong spot or something I guess. Would you like me to put on coffee?"

"Yes, please," I answer, waiting for my cock to go down so I can get off the couch.

The day continues much like yesterday, although Jessica seems more comfortable, less on edge. The initial weirdness of a new living situation has worn off for both of us, and we're settling in. She's working from the couch today, and I'm at the table, the sounds of our keyboards and the occasional bang or clang from the workers next door the only noise in the apartment.

Stopping for lunch that Jessica prepares, we chat and bond over working from home and its pro's and con's.

"I've got to admit, having someone here with me has probably made me do more than normal," I tell her, biting into my sandwich.

"Haha, likewise. I'd normally be stopping every half an hour or so but seeing you're still working makes me continue," She replies.

"I guess we're good for each other then," I say, and a flicker of something, I'm not sure what, flashes across her gorgeous face.

The evening rolls around again, the apartment once again becoming a muggy sauna. In an attempt to be preemptive with the heat, I've already had a cold shower and changed into my thinnest shorts, my body feeling fresh as I sit on the couch, Jessica emerging from her room with a loose floral summer dress, the hemline high and revealing most of her thighs, the sway and bounce of her tits making it clear she's not wearing a bra, her massive breasts practically spilling out of the top of her dress, the small straps going over her shoulders looking like they might snap under the weight at any second.

Keeping my eyes as politely averted as I can, I can still see how much her breasts rock and jiggle as she sits on the couch and gets comfortable, crossing her legs up on the cushion, her legs basically completely bare, the summer dress rucked up to what must be barely an inch before her panties would start. If I was standing in front of her and not next to her, I'd be able to see the bulge of her sex in her underwear, no doubt. The thought makes me prickle, my cock plumping up as I start thinking of anything but the MILF beside me to stop him from tenting my thin shorts.

We settle on another movie and hit play, the film containing a lot more sex scenes than I assumed, the two of us watching a bit awkwardly as a couple gets passionately intimate on screen, the room seeming to get hotter as their breathing gets heavy.

"What do you think? Realistic or not?" I ask, trying to break the building tension with some lightheartedness.

"Her breasts? Nope, not at all. Real ones that size would be bouncing around a lot more from a guy thrusting that hard." Jessica says matter-of-factly, her eyes still on the screen.

"I just meant the scene in general," I say, swallowing as Jessica's very mild sexy talk still is enough to give me a headspin.

"Oh? Haha, sorry! I was so busy watching her breasts, I thought that's what you were talking about. As a woman who has been blessed with rather...ample chest puppies, I'm always looking at breasts in movies and how they move. Natural vs fake is my favorite game." Jessica says, grinning over at me.

"Chest puppies? That's a new one," I reply, grinning, although the talk is doing nothing to keep my cock down. In fact, it's now at half mast, and my thin shorts offer almost no camouflage. I shift subtly, trying to adjust without being too obvious.

"Really? Maybe it's a generational thing," Jessica says, cupping her boobs and giving them a jiggle, my cock aching in response at the natural bounce and shift that they have as she shakes them, "Yeah, these girls are great sometimes, and a massive pain in the butt other times." She adds, letting go of them and settling back into the couch, "For example, if you put an egg under one of them, it would be hard-boiled in 5 minutes from the heat."

"Haha, I'm kinda the same, but down there," I admit, the mix of Jessica's proximity, the boob talk and the naked bodies on screen making me feel tingly all over. My shorts are starting to feel incredibly tight. I can feel the fabric straining against my cock, which is now fully hard, and I know there's no way she can't see it. The thin material is stretched to its limit, outlining every single inch of my erection. I should be embarrassed, but a strange, exhilarating thrill runs through me. I wonder if she'll say something. I wonder if she'll look.

Jessica's eyes, which had been on the screen, now drift over to me. They widen, just a fraction, as they land on my crotch. She looks away quickly, her cheeks flushing. She doesn't say anything, though. She just focuses back on the movie, a small, almost imperceptible smile playing on her lips. She knows. She definitely knows. And the thought of her knowing, of her seeing my arousal because of her, sends a jolt of pure, unadulterated lust through my veins. I think back to this morning when she MUST have seen my cock. She's being polite, but I think she might also like seeing me like this, the idea that I'm turning this stunning MILF on driving me even more crazy with lust, loving this strange, unspoken situation between us right now, sitting here with a blatant erection, something I would never have dreamed of doing even 24 hours ago.

We watch the rest of the movie in a charged silence, the air thick with unspoken desire. Every now and then, I feel her gaze on me, a fleeting glance at my crotch. I pretend not to notice, but my heart is pounding in my chest. When the credits roll, Jessica stretches and lets out a long, theatrical yawn, her eyes squeezing shut, her arms rising above her head, the action causing her dress to ride up even higher, giving me a perfect, tantalizing glimpse of the white cotton of her panties, the bulge of her sex clearly visible for a few seconds as I take my fill while her eyes are closed, not sure if this is deliberate or not but not wanting to waste the opportunity

"I am exhausted," She says, her voice a little breathy, "I think I'm going to go to bed. I'll take a quick shower to cool down," She adds, standing up and smoothing down her dress, her face unreadable, "Goodnight, Jake."

"'Goodnight."

She disappears into the bathroom, and a few moments later, I hear the shower start. I sit on the couch for a while, my cock still rock hard, the image of her in that fleeting moment burned into my mind. I can't stop thinking about her, my libido making me sit there with a boner, a small doubt creeping into my mind now that she's gone, wondering if I was being sexy or creepy.

A few minutes later and the bathroom door opens and Jessica steps out, this time wrapped in a towel that seems even smaller than the one from last night. It's just long enough to cover the essentials, but it barely goes past her plump ass.

She gives me a small, almost shy smile, her eyes meeting mine for a moment before quickly darting away. She walks towards her room, her hips swaying with each step, giving me one last smile as she closes the door, a large part of me wanting to get up and join her, feeling like her look was a silent invitation, but my nerves still getting in the way. What if I'm reading her wrong and she's just being polite because she's in my apartment and doesn't know how to tell me to put my erection away? I don't think she feels that way, but the doubt holds me back, wondering if there's another universe where I followed her into that room and right now we're fucking...

***

Waking up in much the same way as yesterday, the sounds of the world outside filtering through the open window, I've kicked my blanket off myself in my sleep again, although this time instead of tenting my boxers, my aching morning wood has made it out of the top, the waistband of my underwear half way down my shaft's length, keeping my fat cock pressed to my abdomen, watching it throb even as I groggily look up and see Jessica just a dozen feet away in the kitchen, brewing coffee, her eyes pointedly NOT on my clear erection. She's wearing a thin bathrobe of some sort, red and silky, her breasts swaying beneath the fabric, unrestrained, her thighs creamy and flawless.

Pulling my boxers up and over my cock, I grab my blanket and cover my morning wood, just like yesterday.

"Morning, Jessica," I croak, embarrassed but definitely not as embarrassed as yesterday.

"Morning, Jake. Coffee?" She asks, her smile pleasant and not at all the kind of smirk you might have when you've spoken a big, fat cock out in the open.

"Yes please," I reply, my brain trying to make sense of the situation. Is she just being incredibly polite, trying to spare my feelings? Or is it something else? The thought that she might be trying to spare my feelings is a little humiliating, but the thought that it might be something else is...exhilarating.

I get up, my blanket held strategically in front of me, and walk to the counter. Jessica hands me a mug of coffee, her fingers brushing against mine. The contact is electric, a jolt that goes straight to my groin. I take a sip, the hot liquid a welcome distraction from the throbbing in my boxers as I sit on the barstool, Jessica on the other side of the counter.

"Aren't you hot, Jake?" She asks, motioning to the blanket wrapped around me.

You know why I've got this on, I think to myself. You have to know, surely.

"Umm, a bit, but I've...you know..." I say, trailing off, not sure how to actually say it out loud.

"You have a morning glory?" She asks, her smile polite and gentle.

"Heh, yeah. Yeah I do."

"Would you normally have that blanket on if I wasn't here?"

"Umm, no. I'd be just in the boxers with the tent. I guess," I admit.

"Well, this is your place, Jake. You don't need to change anything to suit me. You're a 21-year-old man. Of course you're going to have erections. No need to hide it and feel uncomfortable. I'm the one who needs to acclimatize to your ways, not the other way around. And frankly, I don't mind or have a problem with you being erect, it's totally natural," Jessica says softly, her eyes on mine and her smile hypnotic, although I notice her swallow a little.

"Ok..." I say, still hesitant but wanting to let her see it.

"I promise you, Jake, I don't mind. In fact, let's make a deal," Jessica says, her eyes gleaming, "You be truly comfortable in your own home, and I'll be comfortable in mine when you're coming to stay with me. If that means we see each other in...various states of undress and arousal, then so be it. We're both adults. We can handle it. Sound good?"

I look at her, really look at her. She's being genuine. I can see it in her eyes. She's not just saying it to be nice. There's a real warmth there and maybe a bit of something else.

"Yeah. Sounds good," I say, my hands going to the blanket, Jessica watching me encouragingly.

Taking a slow breath, I let the blanket drop to the floor, my boxers clearly tented as my fat cock throbs with desire. I watch her face, expecting her to maybe blush or look away, but she doesn't. She takes a sip of her coffee, her eyes fixed on mine, and then she smiles.

"Better?"

"It is, yeah," I concur, feeling bizarre as I sit here, my erection pointing at her.

"Good. Now, what's on the agenda for Jake today?" She asks, changing the subject so smoothly that I almost forget I'm sitting here with my cock hard and wanting.

"Not much for me. A few calls, some emails. What about you?"

"I've got a big project due by the end of the week, so I'll be working on that mostly."

"Alright, well, let's get this day started then," I say, a small smile on my face as I take a sip of coffee.

***

The day is a strange one. The dynamic between us has undeniably shifted. There's a new level of openness, Jessica opting to stay in her thin bathrobe all day, her sexy, voluptuous body barely concealed as she sits and types, my cock apparently making up for the past couple of days and spending more time hard than soft, Jessica chuckling a couple of times as I go past her to get a drink and seeing my length still tenting my boxers, a flush coloring her cheeks and neck, I cant help but notice, very sure now that her openness about me being openly hard isn't 100% altruistic on her half.

As the day drags on, the apartment this time becomes a sweltering box, today the hottest so far as the sun leave s the sky. Our work done and our laptops closed with decisive clicks, we look at each other. We're both clearly struggling with the heat, Jessica fanning herself with her hand, her robe open slightly, revealing a deep valley of cleavage glistening with a light sheen of sweat while I feel a trickle of it running down my back.

"I don't think I can take this much longer," She says, her voice a little breathless, "I'm melting."

"Yeah, it's pretty bad tonight," I agree, getting up and grabbing two sodas from the fridge, coming over and handing one to Jessica before joining her on the couch.

"Thanks," She says, her eyes on mine as I sit down, rubbing the cold can against her neck and throat, condensation trickling down into the valley of her breasts.

Taking a long drink, I place the can on the coffee table, the cool liquid a brief respite from the oppressive heat.

"Jake...you know how we made our deal? About being comfortable?"

"Yeah?"

"Well, I'm not comfortable. And I doubt you are either. I was just thinking...what if we just...took off what little we have on? It would feel a lot better," Jessica suggests, her voice casual, but her eyes are fixed on mine, searching for a reaction.

My heart hammers in my chest. The thought of us both, naked, on this couch, is almost too much to process. My cock instantly starts to swell, the fabric of my boxers straining against it, Jessica glancing down for a split second as the movement catches her eye.

"Are you sure?" I manage to ask, my throat suddenly dry.

She nods, a small, confident smile on her face, "I'm sure. It's just heat, right? It's practical. But only if you're comfortable with it too."

"I'm comfortable," I say, my voice barely a whisper.

"Good. I'll go first, so you don't feel like you're putting me on the spot," She says, getting up and standing in front of me, her hands on the tie of her robe.

With a slow, deliberate movement, she pulls the tie. The red silk parts, revealing her body in all its glory. Her breasts, even more magnificent than I'd ever imagined, are large and heavy, with wide, pink areolas and nipples that are already hard and pointing. They have a beautiful, natural bit of sag to them, a testament to their weight and authenticity. Her stomach is soft and rounded, her hips wide and inviting. Between her legs, a neat triangle of dark hair points the way to her pussy, the lips already slick and glistening.

She lets the robe fall from her shoulders, pooling at her feet. She stands there for a moment, completely naked, letting me look my fill. She looks a little nervous, but also proud, and incredibly sexy.

My breath hitches. I've seen countless naked women in my life, in magazines, on screens, but none of them compare to the real, breathing, sweating woman standing in front of me. My cock is now so hard it's almost painful, straining against the thin cotton of my boxers, the tip already wet with precome.

"Your turn," She says, her voice husky.

I don't need to be told twice. I stand up, my hands trembling slightly as I hook my thumbs into the waistband of my boxers. I push them down, my cock springing free, standing proud and erect.

Jessica's eyes widen, her gaze locked onto my cock. She licks her lips, a slow, deliberate motion, "Wow," She whispers, "You're...you're really big, Jake. You have a very handsome penis."

I feel a surge of pride, a primal satisfaction at her reaction. I've always known I was well-endowed, but hearing it from her, seeing the look in her eyes, is something else entirely.

"You're, uhh, you're very beautiful too, Jessica," I tell her honestly, my eyes still roving over her thick MILF body.

"Thank you, Jake. I haven't been naked in front of a man in a long time. It's...It's really nice to see you looking at me the way you are," She says, her own eyes glued to my cock, "Can I be honest? I'm not going to lie to you, Jake, I'm a little bit excited, and a little bit wet."

The air feels like it crackles between us, the heat of the apartment now secondary to the heat building between our bodies.

"I...I am too," I admit, my cock throbbing in response to her words.

"But I'm sure it's just the heat, right?" She says, her tone teasing, a playful smile on her lips, "We're just two consenting adults, trying to cool down. Nothing more."

"Right," I say, playing along, "Just trying to cool down."

Grinning, Jessica sits back down on the couch and I join her, our legs nearly touching now, both of us sitting closer to the middle than we were when we got up.

"Can I pick the movie for tonight?" She asks, grabbing the remote and looking at me, my eyes on her constantly swaying, rocking, and shifting breasts.

"Sure," I reply.

Scrolling, Jessica seems to have something in mind, soon clicking on a movie that within minutes is already displaying fairly graphic sex scenes, my already sky-high arousal climbing higher, seeing Jessica bite her lip as her face flushes, obviously as horny as I am like she said.

After a few minutes of us sitting on the couch and watching the sex, both of us squirming in equal frustration, Jessica turns her head to look at me, her eyes burning with lust.

"Can I tell you something, Jake? Something a little bit rude?"

"Of course," I reply, curious.

"I want to touch myself so badly right now," She whispers in response, her hands squeezing her thighs, "This heat has got me so hot. I'm so, so horny."

"I...I want to touch myself too," I confess, Jessica grinning at my words, her eyes dropping to my shaft.

"Well then," She says, "Should we? Should we pleasure ourselves? Would that be ok?"

"I'd like to think so," I respond, my eyes roaming over her body, the screen forgotten about, the real thing even better, watching her breasts heave as she breathes in long, slow, deep breaths.

"Ok then, if you don't mind me touching myself..." She says, her hands slowly trailing up her soft, creamy thighs, her legs spreading wider as she exposes her pussy to me.

I watch, mesmerized, as she slides a finger between her folds, gathering her slickness before circling her clit. Her breath catches in her throat, a soft moan escaping her lips. She closes her eyes, her head falling back against the couch cushions, lost in the sensation.

My own hand wraps around my cock, the familiar feel a shock to my system this time though and amplified a hundred times by the fact that I'm not alone, that a stunning naked woman is right next to me. I start to stroke, a slow, steady rhythm, my eyes locked on her face, on the way her body moves as she pleasures herself, her expression so beautiful as she bites her lip and moans softly.

"Mmm. You have a beautiful cock, Jake," She sighs, her eyes opening and locking onto my throbbing shaft, "So thick and hard. I love watching you touch it."

"And I love watching you too, Jessica. You're so sexy," I groan, my strokes becoming faster, the need for release building inside me, "Your body is so...perfect. If I could have any woman with any body type, it would be you and yours, every time."

Jessica smiles at my words, chewing her lip as she stares at my cock, her hips gyrating against her hand.

"Fuck, Jake. You're making me so hot," She whimpers, her other hand moving to her chest to cup one of her massive tits, squeezing it and pulling at the nipple, "I want to make you come so bad. I want to see it shooting out of you, knowing I helped create that orgasm."

"I want to make you come too, Jessica. I want to watch you shake with pleasure," I reply, the dirty talk making my head spin.

"Mmm, then come for me Jake, make that monster-sized cock erupt for me and send me over the edge," She purrs, her hand a blur on her pussy now, her eyes unblinking as she watches my cock, desperate to see it erupt.

Her words sending me over the edge, I barely have time to tell her I will before my cock starts jerking and pulsating wildly, launching jet after jet of hot semen, splashing over my legs and onto the floor, my orgasm so powerful I don't care as I gasp and shake in pleasure, the sexiness of this situation, jerking off with my neighbor watching making me shudder in ecstasy, Jessica's moans almost immediately getting louder as my orgasm sets off hers, watching her almost double over as she starts to come, rubbing her pussy furiously and grunting, watching my cock as it spits, her toes curled and her body shaking.

For a long moment, we just sit there, breathing heavily, the room quiet now except for the sound of the movie's general sighs and moans of the actor's pleasure. The air, which was already hot and heavy, now feels thick with the scent of our sex and sweat, the musky aroma only adding to the intoxicating atmosphere.

I slump back against the couch cushions, my body spent but tingling. I look over at Jessica, who's leaning her head back, her eyes closed, a blissful smile on her face. Her chest rises and falls with each deep breath, her breasts looking even more magnificent in the afterglow of her orgasm.

"Fucking hell, Jake," She whispers, finally opening her eyes and looking at me. There's no awkwardness, no regret, just a deep contentment as far as I can tell, "I feel so much better now."

"Yeah," I agree, my voice a little scratchy, "Like a huge pressure has been removed."

"Let me get you a cloth," Jessica says, smiling at the volume of come on my legs and the floor. She stands up, her body glistening, and walks over to the kitchen, her massive unrestrained breasts swaying pendulously.

I watch her go, my eyes glued to the sway of her hips and the jiggle of her ass. I can't believe this is happening. Just a few days ago, she was just the hot older woman I'd see in the hallway, and now...now we're naked, after watching each other orgasm.

She comes back with a warm, damp cloth and kneels in front of me. She gently starts to clean me up, her touch soft and careful. My cock, which had started to soften, begins to stir again at her proximity, at the intimate act of her cleaning my semen from my skin. She looks up at me, her eyes meeting mine, a small smile playing on her lips.

She's so close I can feel the warmth radiating from her skin, mixing with the humid air of the apartment. Her hair falling in soft waves around her face. She finishes wiping the semen from my thighs, her hands creeping closer to my cock with the warm, wet cloth, perhaps waiting for me to object or stop her, the proximity of her fingers as they come within a few inches of my balls and shaft making my lower stomach twitch and tighten involuntarily.

Her touch is deliberate, a slow, torturous glide of the warm cloth along my shaft. My breath pauses. A fresh wave of heat, entirely separate from the muggy apartment, floods my groin. My cock, sated and soft just moments ago, twitches with a life of its own. It swells, thickening in her grasp, the head pushing against the fabric she holds.

Jessica pauses, her fingers stilling. She looks up, her eyes wide and beautiful, locking with mine. There's no shock there, no discomfort or disgust. A slow smile spreads across her lips, a smile that's both amused and intensely intimate.

"Well now," She murmurs, her voice a low, husky whisper, "Look at you. Barely even a breather and you're ready for more. This weather is really doing a number on you, huh?"

A hot flush of embarrassment creeps up my neck, coloring my cheeks. I somehow feel like this boner is inappropriate, like we've just had our fun and now I'm going too far, my confidence momentarily wavering, "Sorry. I...it's just..."

"Shhh," She hushes me, pressing a soft finger to my lips to silence me, which it does, her other hand still holding the cloth against my hardening length, "Don't you dare apologize. Not for this."

Trailing the cloth up and down my length, cleaning it but mostly driving me mad with pleasure, my still sensitive post-orgasm glans jerking every time the fabric slides over it, Jessica smiles at me sweetly, naked and on her knees between my legs.

"This is your place, Jake, and if you want to be hard, be hard. I want you to be as relaxed as possible in your own home, I want to be as little a burden as possible. If seeing my body has this effect on you, please, don't fight it. Let it happen."

"Jessica..." I groan, not wanting her to think this is all I'm thinking about, but my cock telling another story, twitching in her hand.

"It's just a natural reaction, Jake. You're a young man with a healthy libido, and I'm a naked woman. Your body is reacting exactly how it's supposed to," She says softly, her eyes full of warmth and a hint of mischief, "In fact...I'm flattered. Very flattered. Seeing you become aroused a second time is making my own body start to tingle again."

My eyes widen at that, my gaze drifting down to her chest, noticing her hard nipples and the flush blossoming on her skin.

"Look," She says, dropping the cloth and bringing a hand up to her breast, cupping it and showing me her stiff nipple, "You see? You're having an effect on me, too."

Watching her holding her own heavy breast, the nipple pointing directly at me, is so sexy, Jessica watching me closely with a sweet smile. My cock throbs and twitches as I stare at her.

"Would you like to...touch them, Jake?" She asks quietly, her words making me jerk.

"Can I?" I whisper back, my eyes widening as I stare.

Her slow, deliberate smile spreads across her face. She doesn't answer with words. Instead, she leans forward, her breasts swaying with the movement, and takes my hand and guides it to her chest, placing my palm directly over her warm, soft flesh.

The feeling is electric. Her skin is so soft, the weight of her breast filling my hand. I gently squeeze, testing the firmness, my thumb brushing against her hard nipple as Jessica grabs my other hand and places it on her other breast..

She lets out a soft sigh, her eyes fluttering closed for a moment, "That's it, Jake. Touch me. Explore my body."

My hands start to move on their own, my fingers tracing the shape of her breasts, my thumbs circling her nipples, feeling them stiffen even more under my touch. I'm in a daze, my senses overwhelmed by the feel of her, the sight of her, the scent of her.

Her own hands come up to cover mine, pressing them harder against her breasts, "Squeeze them a little harder, Jake. Don't be shy."

I do as she asks, my fingers digging into her soft flesh, a low moan escaping her lips. Her hips shift, her thighs pressing together, a sure sign that she's getting turned on again.

"You're a fast learner," She whispers, her eyes opening to lock onto mine, a dark, hungry look in them that sends a fresh jolt of lust straight to my cock, "Shall I get a little closer so you can enjoy them better?"

"Sure," I answer breathlessly, watching as she slowly stands up and straddles me on the couch, her plump ass on my thighs, her knees either side of my hips, her massive, pendulous breasts now right in front of me, my hands roaming over them while my hard cock throbs between our stomachs, Jessica's hands on my shoulders, caressing me while I fondle her.

"Do you like playing with my tits?" She asks, smiling at me.

"Y-yeah," I say with a slight stammer, swallowing hard, her boobs the biggest I've ever felt in real life.

"Would you like to kiss them? To suck them?" She purrs, moving her hands from my shoulders to the back of my head and guiding my face to her breasts without waiting for my reply. I let her pull me forward, my lips parting as they meet the soft, warm skin of her breasts. I take a nipple into my mouth, my tongue swirling around the hard nub, savoring the slightly salty taste of her sweat. I suckle, my hands still kneading the heavy globes, my fingers rolling and pinching her other nipple.

Jessica lets out a soft moan, her head falling back, her fingers tangling in my hair, holding me to her, "Yes, Jake. Just like that. Suck my tits."

My cock is trapped between us, the hardness of it now pressed against her soft belly, every little movement she makes sending sparks of pleasure through me. I can feel the slickness of her arousal on my thighs, and the knowledge that she's this wet for me, that I'm turning her on this much, is intoxicating.

I move my mouth to her other breast, giving it the same attention, my teeth gently grazing her nipple. Her hips start to rock, a slow, grinding motion that rubs her mons against the base of my cock over and over again, her heat incredible.

"I want to touch you, Jake. I want to touch your cock," She pants softly into my ear, my face buried in her breasts, "Can I do that? Can I touch your cock?"

My body shivering every time she says cock, I mumble a yes into her cleavage, feeling her hands leave my head and trail down between us, her soft finger wrapping around my shaft and making me grunt into her as she starts to stroke my length.

I suck harder, my tongue flicking faster, my hands squeezing her heavy tits. I'm lost in the sensations, the taste of her, the feel of her, the way her hands move on me, firm and confident.

"You're so hard, Jake," She whispers, her thumb spreading the bead of precome that's welled up at my tip, making me buck into her fist, "Do you like that? Do you like how I'm stroking your big, hard cock?"

I can only nod, my mouth too full of her boob to speak.

"Good. Because I love doing it. I love the feel of you in my hand. So thick and powerful. I want to keep stroking it until I make you come. Can I make you come, Jake? Can I make you shoot your come all over my belly and breasts?"

Her words, so filthy, so direct, choke me from speaking, my hips starting to move of their own accord, thrusting up into her tight grip.

"Mmmm, I'll take that as a yes. I'm going to make you come, baby. I'm going to stroke your cock until you give me all of it. I want to see you lose control," She urges, her strokes becoming faster, more insistent.

Her other hand lowers to cup my balls, rolling them gently in her palm, the dual sensation almost too much to bear. I can feel the pressure building quickly, the familiar tightening in my groin. I'm getting close.

"Jessica...I'm gonna..." I manage to pant into her chest, holding her breasts tight as my orgasm comes barrelling towards me.

"Yes, Jake. Let go. Come for me. I want to feel it all over me."

That's all it takes. With a guttural groan, my back arches, and I explode. My cock pulsates in her hand, shooting a thick, white stream of come that splashes across her stomach and the undersides of her breasts. Another jet follows, then another, painting her skin in my release. Jessica continues to stroke me, milking every last drop, a triumphant, satisfied purr coming from her throat as she feels me coating her in my load.

As the last spasm subsides, I slump back against the couch, boneless and spent. I watch, dazed, as Jessica scoops some of my come onto her finger and brings it to her lips, her tongue darting out to taste it.

"Hmm, salty," She says with a smirk, her eyes twinkling, "And there's so much of it. You're a real geyser, aren't you?"

I can only nod, my breath still coming in ragged gasps. She leans forward and kisses my forehead, a gesture that's surprisingly tender given the raw, primal intensity of what we just did, the two of us slick with a sheen of sweat.

Still sitting on my thighs, with my hands resting on hers, we look at each other, obvious lines having been crossed, her belly streaked with my come, her hot body on mine in this heat so sexy, the two of us slippery and sensitive.

"I was thinking, Jake..." Jessica says, caressing my face gently.

"Yeah?" I reply softly, still in post-orgasmic bliss.

"Well, I was thinking...since we're not scared of seeing each other naked now, it's probably no big deal if you wanted to sleep in your nice, big comfortable bed with me rather than on this couch all alone?"

"I...I like that idea," I reply, watching Jessica closely as I continue my next thought, "Although...being in a bed with you? I can't promise I won't spend a lot of the night erect if I'm being honest."

"That's fine, we can cross that bridge when we get to it," She replies, her meaning clear, and the knowledge that the two of us will be sleeping together making my body heat up even further, "Now, would you mind if I had a shower and went to bed?"

"Not at all, I'll do the same thing after you," I reply, watching her voluptuous body jiggle as she slowly gets off me and walks to the bathroom, my arousal still high even though I've just come twice.

After a few minutes, I go to the bathroom as I hear Jessica finishing, Jessica smiling seductively at me as she stands naked and wet, casually dabbing at herself with a towel, her massive breasts shaking as she does so, watching me as I turn the water back on and step in.

"See you soon," She says, leaving me to it, my hands a blur as I try to scrub myself free of the day's sweat as quickly as possible.

5 minutes and I'm entering my bedroom, Jessica lying on the bed on her back, her hands under her head, naked and without a blanket on, the air easily warm enough to do so without being cold, her massive breasts pooled in that way large ones do, every little movement she makes making them sway and jiggle hypnotically as I get onto my bed, a little nervous despite what we've already done together, Jessica watching me with a smile, my cock soft but plump with anticipation.

"How would you like to sleep? Big spoon? Little spoon? My head on your chest? Your head on my tummy? Or just side by side if you'd like?" Jessica asks, rolling onto her side and facing me, her breasts resting on the mattress.

"I love the idea of being a big spoon against you but...I'd be hard pretty quick," I say, her eyes on mine.

"I told you, we can cross that bridge when we come to it," Jessica replies with a grin before rolling over so that she's now facing away from me, her amazing plump ass offered as a parking spot for my crotch, "Here, come spoon, Jake."

Shuffling over, I press myself against her, my cock resting between her soft ass cheeks, my chest to her back, one of my arms under her head and the other over her and resting on her hip, the feeling of her hot, naked body against mine incredible, so soft and fresh from our showers, the skin on skin contact so...extra real.

"Mmm, that's nice," Jessica sighs contentedly, wiggling her ass back against my hips as my cock instantly throbs in response, rapidly hardening, my length now wedged firmly between her cheeks, my glans against her tailbone.

"You feel good too," I say, pulling her tighter, my lips pressing a soft kiss to her shoulder as my hips involuntarily thrust gently against her, my length sliding in her crack. Everything about this just feeling so right, the way we slot together so perfectly.

"I can feel that," She giggles softly, grinding back a little harder against me, "Was that even 30 seconds before he started growing?" She adds, her words playful and affectionate.

"He's got a mind of his own," I reply, kissing her again, this time on her neck, my hips still gently rocking.

"A horny one, heh," She whispers, pushing her ass back against my now fully hard cock, a silent invitation to keep going, her hand resting on mine on her hip, my other arm still trapped under her neck as I hold her to me.

My thrusts become a little more deliberate, the length of my cock sliding up and down between her cheeks, my glans exiting the top of her crack with each motion.

"Mmm. You're making me wet again, Jake," She pants softly, her body starting to move in sync with mine, a slow, sensual rhythm that's driving me wild, "I can feel myself getting so slippery for you."

"Yeah?" I ask, my hips rocking a little faster now, the tip of my cock now leaking precome, the slick fluid making each slide between her cheeks even more pleasurable.

"Mmm, yeah," She replies, her hand reaching back to grab my hip, pulling me tighter against her, "I'm so wet, baby. My pussy is dripping for you."

I groan at her words, my cock throbbing against her. I want her. I want to be inside her. I want to feel her slick heat wrapped around my length. Her body so sexual and feminine it's making me unable to think of anything else other than how much I want it. My lips find her neck again, my kisses becoming more demanding and hungrier.

"You're so sexy, Jessica. I want you so bad," I whisper into her ear, my hips now grinding against her in a circular motion.

"I want you too, Jake. I want you inside me."

She shifts slightly, lifting her top leg and hooking it back over mine, opening herself up to me. I feel her reach down and grab my length, guiding it to me sex, the head now nudging against her slick, wet entrance, my throat getting a lump in it as I feel her heat radiating into my shaft.

"Are you sure?" I ask, my voice strained with the effort of holding back, not wanting to just thrust and be done with it, wanting this to be more than just me getting my rocks off.

"I've never been more sure of anything in my life," She replies, pushing her hips back, taking the tip of my cock inside her.

The feeling is exquisite. She's so hot, so wet, so tight. I let out a low moan, my hips involuntarily pushing forward, sinking deeper into her. She gasps, her back arching, her inner walls clamping down around me, pulling me further in, my cock sliding all the way in until I'm buried to the hilt.

"Oh, fuck, Jake. You're so deep," She whimpers, her body trembling, "You're filling me up completely."

We stay like that for a moment, joined as one, my cock pulsing inside her, her walls fluttering around me. I can feel the heat from her body, the slickness of her arousal, the steady rhythm of her breathing.

Slowly, I start to move, pulling out until just the tip is inside her, then sliding back in, a long, deep, powerful stroke. Her ass jiggles with the impact, the slapping sound of our bodies echoing in the quiet room, taking my time, not wanting to come too quickly, her pussy so tight and soft I can feel the temptation to just thrust and blow whispering in my ear, her pussy one of those borderline magic ones that can milk you in moments if you're not careful.

"Yes, Jake. Just like that," She encourages, her hips meeting my thrusts, our bodies falling into a natural, primal rhythm.

I keep the pace slow and steady for as long as I can, my hands exploring her body, one on her breast, the other sliding down to her hip, gripping her as I drive into her again and again. I can feel the tension building in her, her breathing becoming more ragged, her moans growing louder.

"Jesus Christ, your pussy is good," I gasp, her walls gripping me tighter and tighter.

"Harder, Jake. Fuck me harder," She pants, her hand reaching back and grabbing my ass, pulling me deeper into her.

I pick up the pace, my thrusts becoming more forceful, more demanding. The bed starts to rock, the headboard hitting the wall with a rhythmic thud. The slap of our skin against skin is louder now, wetter, a raw, primal sound of pure, unadulterated sex as we both develop a sheen of perspiration over our bodies.

"Oh fuck yes! That's it! Nice and deep, baby! Fuck me hard!" She gasps and grunts, her pussy squeezing me tight.

Holding her tight, kissing her neck and shoulder, I plow into her, her ass shaking with each thrust, pistoning into her as fast as I can without losing control, Jessica coming undone within a minute.

"Oh, yes! Yes! Yes!" She cries out, her body tensing, her back arching as she's consumed by her orgasm. Her pussy clamps down on my cock, spasming around me, her juices flowing, coating my length, her moans of pure ecstasy making my own orgasm build rapidly, the feel of her coming enough to send me over the edge. With a loud groan, I bury myself deep inside her, my cock jerking as I spill my seed, filling her with my come, flooding her womb with my load, spurting everything I have inside her warm body, holding her tight as we both shake and shudder in bliss on the bed, Jessica fully impaled on my cock as it unloads inside her, twitching and pulsating.

For a long while afterwards we just lie there, a tangled, sweaty mess of limbs. My cock slowly softens inside her, but I don't move. I don't want to break the connection. I wrap my arms around her, holding her close, her back pressed against my chest, our bodies still trembling with the aftershocks.

"That was perfect, Jake," She whispers after a while, her voice a little shaky, "And at the end, I could feel your warmth spreading through my pussy, so nice."

"You felt amazing, Jessica. And your pussy? Holy shit. Absolutely amazing," I reply, my lips finding the soft skin of her shoulder, kissing her gently, "I've never...that was..."

"I know, baby. Me neither," She says, her hand covering mine, her fingers lacing through mine.

We lay in silence for a few more minutes, the only sounds our breathing and the distant hum of the city outside. The heat in the room seems to have intensified, our combined body heat adding to the oppressive mugginess, but I don't care. I feel more comfortable than I have in days.

Still locked together, slick with sweat against each other but happier than ever, we both drift off to sleep...

***

The next morning, I wake up, still naked and still without a blanket. I've untangled myself from Jessica at some point during my sleep, now lying on my back, the air much more neutral now and no longer insanely hot and muggy.

Turning my head, I see Jessica on her side facing me, her eyes open and a soft smile on her lips.

"Morning, handsome," She says softly, reaching over to caress my jaw.

"Morning, sexy," I reply with a grin, caressing her face in return, Jessica kissing my fingers, "Have you been awake long?"

"A little while. I was just enjoying the view of the sleeping angel," She responds before looking down at my crotch, "And the angel's massive morning wood too, of course."

My gaze follows hers down to my own body. My cock, free of the confines of any fabric, is standing at full, proud attention. The memory of being inside her last night rushes back, and my length gives a lazy, satisfied throb.

Jessica's smile widens, a slow, predatory heat entering her eyes that sends a fresh jolt of desire straight down my spine. She shifts as she props herself up on one elbow, her heavy breasts swinging free and dangling beautifully. Her other hand reaches out, her fingers tracing a slow, delicate path up my thigh, making the muscles jump under her touch.

"You know," she murmurs, her voice husky with lust, "I've been thinking about this particular part of you since I woke up. About how it felt stretching me, filling me up, the warmth of your orgasm as it flooded my pussy," Her hand inches higher, her nails lightly scratching my skin, raising goosebumps in their wake, "So hot inside me, so hard."

I can only groan in response, my hips shifting involuntarily, pushing my cock closer to her exploring hand. Her touch is electric, my body tingling.

"But then there's a different pair of lips that haven't had a chance to enjoy him yet," She continues, her eyes locked on mine, her thumb brushing against the sensitive skin of my inner thigh, dangerously close to my heavy balls. My breath catches.

"Would you like that, Jake?" She asks, her voice a low purr, "Would you like me to taste you? To take this beautiful, hard cock in my mouth and make you feel good?"

"God, yes," I rasp out, the words barely audible.

Smiling, she comes closer. Her fingers wrap around the base of my shaft, her grip firm and confident. My cock jerks in her grasp, a steel bar of heat wrapped in her soft hand now.

She leans in, her warm breath ghosting over the head. The anticipation is agonizing, a sweet torture that has every nerve in my body on fire. I watch, mesmerized, as her tongue darts out, flicking against the tip, tasting my precome. The contact is fleeting, yet it sends a bolt of pleasure straight through me.

"Mmm," She purrs, "You taste good, Jake."

Her tongue swirls around the head, a slow, deliberate exploration that has my hips bucking off the bed. My hands grip the sheets, my knuckles white as she takes me into her mouth.

The wet, enveloping heat is exquisite. She takes me deep, her lips stretching around my girth, her tongue pressing against the sensitive underside of my cock. I groan, a raw, primal sound of pure pleasure. I reach down, my fingers tangling in her hair, not to guide her, but simply to hold on, watching this stunning MILF as she impales her face on my length.

She starts to move, her head bobbing up and down, her mouth creating a perfect, slick suction. Her hands join in as one cups my balls, rolling them gently, her nails lightly scratching the sensitive skin behind them, while the other strokes the base of my cock, following the rhythm of her mouth, her seductive eyes looking up at me, so smoky and sensual, the eye contact adding another layer of desire and pleasure.

"You're so good at this," I pant, my hips starting to thrust, my body moving on its own, seeking more of that incredible pleasure.

She hums in response, the vibration sending a jolt straight to my balls, making them tighten. I can feel the pressure building already, the familiar tingling of an impending release. I try to hold back, to make this last, but the sight of her, the feel of her, the sexy sounds of her suction in the otherwise quiet room, it's all too much.

She pulls back, her lips releasing me with a soft, wet pop. She looks up at me, her lips glistening, a triumphant, wicked glint in her eyes.

"Are you close, baby?" She asks, her voice husky, "Does my mouth feel that good on your big cock?"

"Fuck, yes," I groan, my cock throbbing, desperate for her to take me back in.

"Good. I want to taste you. I want to feel you come in my mouth. Don't try and hold it in, we can always do this again...and again if need be," She replies, her words so hot.

She dives back down, taking me deeper this time, her head moving faster, her strokes more demanding. Her tongue is a blur of motion, flicking and swirling, driving me wild.

My hips buck, thrusting up to meet her, my cock hitting the back of her throat. She doesn't gag, she just takes it, her moans vibrating around my length, her hands working in tandem with her mouth, pushing me closer and closer to the edge.

I can't hold on any longer. With a loud groan, my back arches, and I let go. My cock erupts, shooting a thick, hot stream of come down her throat. She swallows, her throat working, her lips tightening around me as I pulse again and again, flooding her mouth with my seed, my fingers in her hair, holding her head now as I pump and thrust into her mouth, fucking her face, overcome with pleasure, Jessica going along with it, letting me use her mouth to come as hard as I ever have, a purr of approval coming from her as I blast her throat with come, grunting and moaning in ecstasy. She holds me in her mouth for a moment after the last spasm subsides, her tongue gently cleaning me, before releasing me with a final, soft lick.

I collapse back against the pillows, my chest heaving, my body spent. My cock, now glistening and starting to wilt, rests against my stomach, the last few drops of my release trickling from the eye of my glans.

Jessica crawls up my body, a smug, satisfied smile on her face. She leans down, her lips finding mine, and I can taste myself on her, a salty, intimate mix that's incredibly erotic and not something anu woman has ever done to me before, finding myself responding, wrapping my arms around her as we start to make out, our tongues wrestling as she lays on me, her soft, feminine weight on my body, my hands sliding down to knead her ass as we writhe in intimacy together.

We lie like that for a while, a tangled, blissful mess of limbs, Jessica slowly grinding her mons against my hip, the heat of her pussy soaking into me.

"Feels like maybe you're in need of a tasting too?" I ask, kissing her lips one more time.

"Mmm, what did you have in mind, Jake?" She asks, although her face makes it clear she already knows.

"I'm not sure. Perhaps you might like to sit on my face? I'm just spitballing here, of course." I say with a smile.

"Well, when you put it like that," She replies, a sly grin spreading across her face, "How could a girl refuse such a polite and gentlemanly invitation?"

"Indeed," I chuckle, my hands running up her back to pull her in for another quick kiss before letting her go.

With slow, deliberate movements, Jessica shifts before she swings her leg over my chest, her body straddling me. She's a vision above me, her breasts swaying with the motion. She slides forward, her knees on either side of my head now, her hands braced on the headboard.

The scent of her arousal fills my senses, a heady, musky perfume that's uniquely hers. She's so wet I can see the glistening slickness on her folds, little drops of arousal clinging to her lips.

"Are you ready, baby?" She asks, her voice a low purr.

"Yeah," I reply, my hands coming up to rest on the soft skin of her thighs, my thumbs stroking her sensitive skin, eager to taste her slick pussy..

She lowers herself slowly, giving me a tantalizing view as her pussy descends towards my face. Her scent intensifies, the musky aroma of her desire filling my lungs, making my head spin with lust. I can see the hard, swollen bud of her clit peeking out from its hood, a small, pink pearl begging for attention.

My breath hitches as she finally makes contact, her slick folds pressing against my lips. She's so hot, so wet. My tongue darts out, parting her lips, and the taste of her explodes on my tongue. A little sweet, a little salty, a flavor that's pure, unadulterated Jessica.

"Mmm, that's it, Jake," She moans, her hips shifting, grinding against my face, "Eat my pussy."

I don't reply with words. Instead, I show her. I lick her from her entrance to her clit in a long, slow, deliberate stroke, my tongue flat and broad, savoring her taste. She shudders above me, a soft gasp escaping her lips.

"Again. Do that again," She pants.

I obey, my tongue repeating the motion, this time lingering a little longer on her clit, circling the sensitive nub. Her hips buck, her body trembling. I can feel her thighs tighten against my head, her fingers digging into the headboard.

I focus my attention on her clit now, my tongue flicking against it, fast and light, before changing to a slow, circular rhythm. Her moans grow louder, more insistent, her breathing ragged. Her hips start to rock, a frantic, desperate rhythm, seeking more of the pleasure I'm giving her.

"You're so good at that, Jake. Your tongue feels amazing," She gasps, her head bowed, watching me eat her pussy, one hand leaving the headboard to grab and hold my head as she gyrates herself against my mouth, "Don't stop. Please, don't stop."

I have no intention of stopping. I'm lost in the taste of her, the feel of her, the sound of her pleasure. Gripping her ass and pulling her onto me tighter, wanting to bury my face in her sweet cunt, lapping, licking, and sucking her pussy, feeling her sliding back and forth on my mouth faster and faster, her grip on my hair tightening.

"Oh, fuck! Right there! Don't you dare stop!" She cries out, her body tensing, her back arching as she grinds her pussy hard against my face.

I keep going, my tongue pushing her closer and closer to the edge. I can feel her walls start to contract, like her sex is trying to grab my probing tongue, her hand in my hair pulling my head into her as I pull her into me, her pussy and my face mashing together, her pleasure rapidly growing.

"I'm close, Jake. I'm so close," She whimpers, her voice husky, her hips moving wildly back and forth.

I redouble my efforts, my tongue flicking faster, I want to make her come. I want to feel her lose control as she's consumed by her orgasm.

With a loud cry, she shatters. Her whole body convulses, her pussy clamping down on my tongue, a wave of her hot release washing over my face. I don't stop, I keep licking, keep tongue-fucking, keep clit sucking, prolonging her pleasure, drinking in everything she gives me, her eyes wide as she watches herself come all over my face, her massive breasts shaking as her body shudders in orgasmic pleasure, grinding and writhing on me, the view so sexy as I watch this MILF come so hard from my mouth.

Her orgasm seems to last for an eternity, a series of rolling waves of pleasure that crash through her, leaving her trembling and breathless. Finally, with a final, shuddering gasp, she collapses, her body limp, her weight settling on my chest. I gently release her, my tongue giving her one last, slow lick before she shifts, sliding off my face to lie beside me.

She pulls me into a tight embrace, her body still trembling slightly. Her eyes are closed, a blissful, sated smile on her face.

"Holy shit," She whispers after a moment, her voice a little shaky.

I just smile, my arms wrapped around her, holding her close.

She turns her head to look at me, her eyes soft, her expression tender, "You're something else, you know that, Jake? That was...intense. My head is still spinning."

"Glad I could help," I say with a grin, my ego swelling a little, her praise making me feel like a king.

"Oh, you helped, alright. You've turned my brain to mush. In the best possible way," She says, leaning in to kiss me, her lips soft and yielding, her tongue meeting mine.

We kiss for a while, a slow, deep, exploring kiss that tastes of her arousal and our shared intimacy, her hand sliding down to my cock and squeezing it, feeling its plumpness, her orgasm having partially woken him up again.

"Mmm, I keep forgetting how constantly hard a younger man can be," She purrs, stroking my fat cock appreciatively.

"Having a naked babe touch him doesn't exactly help trying to keep him down either," I say, my hips moving a little as I enjoy her touch.

"A 'naked babe,' huh?" She teases, a sly glint in her eyes. "I haven't been called a 'babe' in years. I like it."

"Well, you are one," I say, my hands exploring her body, one caressing her heavy breasts, the other sliding down to rest on the soft curve of her hip.

"And you're a 'stud,' I've learnt. A very well-hung one at that," She replies, her thumb swiping over the sensitive head of my cock, making me jump, "So, would you like to fuck me before I make us breakfast? Help you get an appetite?" She adds, untangling herself from me and lying on her back, her thighs spreading invitingly, her eyes and smile wicked.

Loving her bluntness, the way she makes this so uncomplicated, I nod, getting between her legs as my cock hardens eagerly, Jessica watching him grow, one hand toying with herself as she gets ready to take him inside her.

"Come on then, handsome. Come and fuck me," She purrs, reaching for my cock with her other hand and pulling me towards her waiting sex. The head nudges against her wet lips, the heat from her core radiating into my shaft, an irresistible invitation that I'm more than happy to succumb to.

I enter her slowly, relishing the feeling of her tight, wet heat enveloping me. She's so slick from my oral attention that I slide in easily, but she's still wonderfully tight, her walls gripping me, molding to my shape. I watch her face as I sink into her, her eyes fluttering closed, a soft sigh of pure contentment escaping her lips.

"Fuck, yes," She whispers, her hands coming up to grip my biceps, her nails digging into my skin, "That's it, Jake. Fill me up."

I bottom out, my hips flush against hers, the bump of her cervix against my glans, my cock buried to the hilt inside her. I stay there for a moment, savoring the connection, the feeling of being one with her. Her body feels so right beneath mine, so soft, so receptive.

"Mmm, you're the perfect size for my pussy, it's like your cock was specifically made for it," Jessica whispers, smiling up at me as we just enjoy the initial penetration, her eyes filled with desire but something softer too, her hands caressing my shoulders and arms.

I start to move in a slow, deep, deliberate rhythm. Each stroke is long and languid, pulling almost all the way out before sinking back in, filling her completely. The bed starts to rock gently, a soft, rhythmic creak of the frame accompanying the wet sounds of our sex, our bodies moving as one as I kiss her.

"You feel so good, Jake," She pants quietly, her hips rising to meet my thrusts, her legs wrapping around mine, pulling me deeper.

I can feel her heels digging into the back of my thighs, encouraging me, spurring me on. I increase the pace slightly, my thrusts becoming a little more forceful, a little more demanding. My angle changes, and I hit a new spot inside her, one that makes her gasp, her eyes widening in surprise.

"Oh! Right there!" She grunts, her back arching, her nails raking down my back.

I focus on that spot, my hips pistoning, driving into her again and again, my cock hitting that sensitive place deep within her. Her moans become louder, more desperate, her body writhing beneath me, her breasts bouncing with the force of my thrusts.

"Mmph! You're so deep! You're hitting my spot so good! Keep fucking me, just like that!" She gasps, her hands gripping me tight, holding me close as I pound into her again and again, the two of us fucking steadily for a few minutes, a sheen of sweat developing on our skin.

"I'm going to come, Jake. I'm going to come all over your beautiful cock," She pants suddenly, her hips bucking wildly, her body tensing, her pussy squeezing me tight, pulling my own orgasm out of me, her words sending me over the edge. I can't hold back any longer. With a final, powerful thrust, I bury myself deep inside her, my cock erupting, my release flooding her, a hot, thick wave of come that fills her completely, her own orgasm a long moan of pleasure as she comes at the same exact moment, her tight cunt milking my cock, my whole body convulsing as I empty my balls into her, her arms and legs wrapped around me, making sure she gets every drop of semen as I continue to shoot my load, mh head buried in the crook of her shoulder, panting with pleasure as I give this busty MILF everything I can..

Shaking, I finally come to a stop, the two of us panting. My cock slowly softens inside her, but I don't pull out, my head next to hers as I kiss at her salty neck, Jessica purring as she trails her fingers up and down my back, her heels rubbing the backs of my thighs, her pussy still periodically squeezing my cock, the heat of our bodies soaking into one another.

"Woops. That was supposed to be just for you, but I ended up coming too," Jessica whispers, kissing my ear.

"Ah well, no harm in an extra orgasm, huh?"

"Mmm, no, not at all," She agrees, her legs unwrapping from around me, "So, what say I make my perfect stud a nice big breakfast? Make sure he has lots of energy in case he wants to...oh I don't know...fuck my brains out another 10 times today?"

"I think that's an excellent plan," I reply with a grin, slowly pulling my softening cock from her and rolling off her to sit by her side on the bed. I can't believe that she's not just a total babe, or that she's a great fuck, but she also seems to be as horny as I am, a match made in heaven.

"Right, breakfast time then," Jessica says, sitting up, a knowing smile on her face making me wonder if she can see I'm a bit smitten by her. She leans in and gives me one last, long, lingering kiss before scooching off the bed and heading for the kitchen, still naked. The sight of her plump, round ass swaying as she walks away, her hips rolling with a natural, confident grace, is mesmerizing.

***

And with that begins a blur of sex, Jessica and I seemingly spending more time engaged in love making than not, neither of us putting on clothes unless absolutely necessary, instead spending our time working naked and fucking, relaxing naked and fucking, or being in bed...and fucking, our libidos in total sync, her mouth and pussy made for my cock, her ability to extract come from me better than any woman I've ever been with, her pussy still as amazing on the 100th fuck as it was the first time I slide inside her, still taking my breath away each time I initially penetrate her, and likewise for Jessica, her face an expression of bliss every time I enter her like its the first time all over again.

At this point it's beyond words, I'll be working and Jessica will look over and spy that my cock is a little plump and a moment later she's kissing him to full strength before sliding her wet, hot sex onto me, eager to make me come, always eager for another load to be blasted inside her.

After 20 days, the phone call comes and Jessica is informed that she can move back into her apartment, a tiny part of me worried this might be the end of our...relationship?

But my fears are unfounded as Jessica eagerly takes my hand and leads me next door, keen to display the same hospitality that I did, her apartment the same design as mine, but obviously with different furniture. After checking the new faucets, the quick tour of her apartment ends in her bedroom, Jessica smiling at me.

"And this is my bed. Or should I say, our bed," She explains, her hand still interlocked with mine, her eyes looking at me expectantly.

Knowing that look very well by now, and elated that things are still amazing between us, I guide her to our bed, laying her down and sliding my hands to her jeans, unbuttoning them wordlessly. Lifting her hips for me in assistance, I slide her jeans and panties off her hips and down her legs, her legs spreading instantly, my jeans and boxers soon following as I free my already hard cock, quickly lining myself up and pushing into her hot, wet, and willing body, my fat length sinking in easily with a contented sigh from Jessica, her face one of bliss as I fill her, her legs wrapping around me.

"Mmm, home, sweet home," Jessica whispers, pulling me in for a deep kiss, her pussy immediately starting to milk my cock, her body needing my come as badly as I need to give it to her. She pulls her top off as we kiss, her massive breasts now exposed for me.

It's a slow and lazy fuck, the two of us grinding against one another, a deep connection that goes beyond the physical as we make love for the first of many times in her apartment, her face and body making it clear that she loves me as much as I love her, although we've never said it, perhaps each of us waiting for the other even though we show it in a million little ways during each day.

Rolling her over, I get her into doggy style, a position she loves for the perfect penetration it makes my cock hit her in, her back arching as she smiles at me over her shoulder

"Come and get it, stud," She purrs, pushing her perfect ass back against me, her pussy so wet and slick.

Grinning, I grip her hips and slide home, my cock burying itself in her hot depths, her ass jiggling with the impact as my hips meet hers, her walls clamping down around me as she whimpers, her head down and her back arched, a small grunt escaping her with each inward thrust.

"Mmm, you love this, don't you?" I ask, my hands sliding up her back and then back down to grip her hips again.

"You know I do," She moans, pushing back against me, her body moving in sync with mine as I fuck her with long, deep, steady strokes, "Your cock feels so good like this, so deep. I love your cock."

"And I love your pussy. It's the best one I've ever had," I reply, my hands caressing the soft skin of her ass, my thumbs spreading her cheeks slightly, giving me a better view of my cock sliding in and out of her glistening folds.

"You're just saying that because I let you fuck it whenever you want," She giggles, her breath hitching as I hit that special spot deep inside her.

"I'm saying it because it's true," I counter, leaning down to kiss her spine, my hips never ceasing their steady rhythm, "It's so tight, so wet, so hot. And the way you grip me when you're about to come...fuck, it's incredible. I genuinely love your pussy."

"Mmm, you're going to make me come, Jake, if you keep talking like that," She pants, her hands gripping the sheets.

"Good. I want you to come. I want to feel your pussy trembling in orgasm, and then I'm going to fill you up with my hot come," I grunt, my thrusts becoming harder, more forceful, the two of us flirting with the idea of telling each other how we feel, rampant and constantly fucking apparently our love language.

"Mmm, so fucking perfect," Jessica grunts, whether at my words or strokes I'm not sure, feeling her bucking and pushing back even harder against me, wanting every inch on her over and over again. She's such a passionate lover, always 100% into it and never holding anything back, our bodies moving together in that now familiar dance.

We're building a steady pace, the slapping of my hips against her ass growing louder, the headboard starting to tap against the wall. Her breathing is ragged, punctuated by soft moans and whimpers of pleasure. I can feel her muscles tensing, her back arching even more, her knuckles white where she grips the sheets.

"Come on, baby. Let me feel it. Let me feel your pretty little cunt explode all over my cock," I growl, my voice low and commanding, my hands gripping her hips tighter, pulling her back onto my length with each powerful thrust.

That's all it takes. With a loud, uninhibited cry, her body convulses. Her hot release floods and flows over my cock, her inner walls clamping down on me, a series of powerful, rhythmic spasms that milk me for all I'm worth. Her orgasm is a beautiful, overwhelming thing, a raw display of pure pleasure that never fails to push me over the edge.

My own release follows immediately. With a deep groan, I bury myself to the hilt, my cock jerking as I spill my seed deep inside her. The feeling is exquisite, a wave of hot, intense pleasure that radiates through my entire body. I continue to thrust, each movement drawing out my orgasm, emptying myself into her welcoming heat, my balls tight against her as I pump my come into her, gripping her hips tight, making sure I'm fully impaled inside her as we writhe and climax together.

We stay like that for a long moment, our bodies connected, our breathing slowly returning to normal. My cock softens inside her, but I don't pull out right away. Instead, I lean forward, draping my body over hers, my chest pressing against her back, my lips finding the sensitive skin of her shoulder. The scent of her hair, the feel of her skin, the warmth of her body—it's all intoxicating.

"Mmm, that was perfect as always, Jake," She murmurs, her voice a satisfied, sleepy purr, "I could feel you so deep. I love feeling you claiming my pussy with your come."

"And I love claiming you, it's a very pleasurable experience, haha," I reply, carefully pulling out of her, the two of us ending up lying on her bed, Jessica resting her head on my chest as the two of us bask in the afterglow.

Jessica shifts, her head a comfortable weight on my chest, her hair tickling my skin. Her fingers are tracing lazy circles on my stomach, a slow, gentle movement that's both soothing and incredibly intimate. The room is quiet, the only sound our soft breathing and the indistinct buzz of the city.

I run my fingers through her hair, the silken strands slipping through my grasp. I press a soft kiss to the crown of her head, my lips lingering on her skin. She sighs, a soft, contented sound that makes my chest feel tight.

"You know," She says, her voice a low whisper, "When I got the call that I could move back into this place, I got a little...worried."

"Worried? Why?" I ask, Jessica lifting her head to look at me, her expression more vulnerable than I've seen before.

"I thought...I don't know. I thought this might be over. Us, I mean. That once I was out of your place you'd quickly forget about me or not want me around anymore."

"What? No," I reply, "That I'd just forget about you? Impossible!" I reply smiling, wanting her to feel encouraged.

A slow, genuine smile spreads across her face, replacing the last traces of her uncertainty. She props herself up on her elbow, her heavy breasts pressing against my side, and looks down at me. The raw affection in her eyes makes my breath catch.

"You're perfect, Jake," She says, her voice soft but full of conviction, "Not just for a fuck, although holy shit, you are the perfect fuck. The way you feel inside me, the way you move, your stamina, that incredible cock...you were built to fuck me. I've never had a man fit so perfectly with me, or have a man whose desires are so matching to mine, or has such a matching libido...but...but it's more than that."

Her fingers stop their circling and rest flat on my chest, over my heart. I can feel the warmth of her palm seeping into my skin.

"I guess I was worried because...what we have is special. I didn't plan on it, but you've quickly become the most important person in my life. And...well...I'm completely, head-over-heels in love with you. I have been for a while now. I was just too scared to say it, to ruin what we had. But lying here, in our bed...I can't not say it anymore. I don't just love your cock, I love you."

"Jessica," I say, surprised at how relieved I am to hear her so those words. I reach up, cupping her face, my thumb stroking her cheek, "I'm in love with you too. At first it was just some amazing sex with a gorgeous MILF woman, but now I can't think of anything but you. I'm obsessed. Not just with your body, but with you." I lean in and kiss her, a deep, lingering kiss that tastes of relief and happiness and a future I'd been hoping for but was too afraid to name.

When we finally break apart, she's beaming, a radiant, genuine smile that reaches her eyes and makes them sparkle. She snuggles back down onto my chest, her arm draped over my waist, her leg hooked over mine.

"My God," She whispers, her breath warm against my skin. "I feel so...light. Like a huge weight I didn't even know I was carrying has been lifted."

"I know what you mean," I agree, my arms tightening around her, holding her close. "I've been walking around with a knot in my stomach, terrified this was just a temporary thing, that you'd see me as some kid you had a fling with."

"Never," She says, her voice firm. "You're not a kid, Jake. You're a man. My man. And you make me happier than I've ever been."

We lie in comfortable silence for a while, just enjoying the feeling of being in each other's arms, the truth of our feelings hanging in the air between us, making everything feel brighter, more real.

"Hey," She says after a while, her head tilting up to look at me.

"Hey," I reply, smiling down at her.

"So...I have this problem." She says, grinning.

"Oh?"

"Yeah. I've got this really strong urge to sit on a big, hard cock until it fills me with come. Any idea how I could solve this problem?" Jessica asks, her hand sliding down to caress my already rising length.

"Hmm," I respond, stroking my chin like I'm deep in thought. "That is a dilemma. I think...I think the best course of action would be to straddle me and lower that perfect, wet pussy onto my dick. But what do I know? I'm not an expert."

"Well, you are the only one with a cock in the room, so your opinion does carry weight," She teases, her eyes glinting with amusement and raw lust.

She moves with a sinuous grace, swinging her leg over my hips to straddle me. Her heavy breasts sway with the motion, and I can't resist reaching up to cup them, my thumbs brushing over her hard nipples. She shivers, a soft sigh escaping her lips.

I'm already hard again, my cock standing at full attention, eager for her. She positions herself above me, her wet folds hovering just above the tip. The anticipation is a delicious, agonizing torture, the heat from her pussy warming my knob.

"Are you ready, my love?" She asks, her voice a husky whisper, clearly relishing 'my love'.

"I sure am, my love," I reply in kind, making her giggle, my hands gripping her hips, guiding her down.

She lowers herself slowly, and I watch, mesmerized, as my length disappears into her, inch by inch. The feeling of her hot, tight walls enveloping me is exquisite, a perfect, slick embrace that feels as good as the first time, as always, the next of many, many fucks that the two of us are going to enjoy, our lives together just beginning!

END

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