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GIRLFRIEND'S HORNY MOM COMES TO STAY







By








LEO MICHAELS
















 “That was Mom. She wants to stay here for a few days while her house gets fumigated,” Kristy, my girlfriend says to me as I enter the room, her phone still in her hand.







 “Sure,” I say, happy to have her here. Kristy’s Mom, Sandra, is a total MILF babe, absolutely perfect, with a gorgeous face and a tight looking voluptuous vixen’s body, her breasts large and weighty looking, her legs tone and lithe.







 “You sure? She said she’ll grab a hotel if we’re not both on board.”







 “Tell her to save her money, we’ve got a spare room just sitting here anyway,” I say, smiling at Kristy to let her know I’m not perturbed. Anything but, really.







 “Great, thanks Brad,” Kristy says, giving me a quick kiss before texting Sandra the good news.







 Grabbing a drink, I wander off to the living room, looking forward to the next few days with our beautiful MILF guest.







* * *







 “Hi Brad. Thanks,” Sandra says as I greet her at my door and grab her suitcases.







 “No problem. Kristy is out getting a little extra food but said she’d be back by 3.”







 Walking down the hall, I escort Sandra to her temporary bedroom, placing the suitcases on her bed for her, Sandra looking around the room approvingly, the room given a good once-over before she got there.







 “Sorry about this Brad, I hope I’m not being a pain in the butt.”







 “Of course not! Happy to have you here, Sandra. Make yourself at home for the time being. Think of it as returning the favor after all the times I was at your house before Kristy and I got this place.”







 “Haha, I kinda miss those times. It was nice to have a man around.”







 “Still no luck on the dating front then, I assume?”







 “Not even a date, Brad. Frankly, I’d just like a guy to give me a good seeing to at this point, is that so much to ask for?” Sandra answers with a risque raising of her eyebrows, grinning to herself as she sees me momentarily taken aback with her candor before I recover, “Too much information, brad? I am still a flesh and blood woman, y’know.”







 “Haha, no, not too much information, just a little surprising to hear you being so honest about...that aspect of your life.”







 “ ‘That aspect’? You mean sex, Brad? You can say it, I promise I won’t faint if you do, haha,” Sandra says, obviously enjoying herself. She’s never been uptight, but I’ve never spoken to her being so candid, either. It’s quite fun and I can feel myself wanting to flirt with her, like you do when an attractive woman starts using innuendo and such, always potentially opening the floodgates and cheesy sex-based puns.







 “If you say so, Sandra,” I reply, “So, in that case...can I ask how long it’s been since your last ‘seeing to’?”







 “Too long. That’s all I’ll say. If I told you the actual length your young mind would probably explode, to you something like 3 days is a long time to go without isn’t it?”







 Nodding my head, I have to concur that I start getting tetchy and frustrated if I haven’t had a release within 24 hours.







 “24 hours? Well then, if you were me you would have gone critical by now, Brad.”







 “But why? You’re...
 y’know
 ...pretty hot, Sandra. Surely you can get a guy whenever you want? It’s not like men are the ones that normally need to be wined and dined,” I say, wondering if I’ve ever actually admitted out loud before that I think Sandra is a fox.







 “Firstly Brad, thank you, that’s very flattering, but secondly,
 your
 generation’s men might like a strong woman coming on to them, but whenever I try it on
 my
 generation’s men, they recoil like I must be some kind of mad harpy. Sure, they
 say
 they want a woman that is as keen as they are, but in reality, they actually think it makes me a slut to like sex.”







 “Oh, bummer,” I answer, not entirely sure how to reply.







 “Bummer indeed,” Sandra responds with a grin, making me wonder how long this frustration has been waiting to get spoken out loud. Her eyes, boring into mine, allure me and I feel myself heating up, standing her with a beautiful woman and listening to her talk about how sexually pent up she is, a more obvious chance to make a move non-existent.







 “Well...you know…” I start, not entirely sure how to put this, watching myself as I do it, “like you said, if you were to come on to someone from
 my
 generation, I’m sure he’d be really,
 really
 keen to help you out.”







 Staring at me, seemingly trying to read me, Sandra stays quiet for a few seconds, her fingers toying with the hem of her shirt, drawing my attention to her ample cleavage.







 “I don’t know, Brad. I don’t think I could live with the embarrassment if someone from
 your
 generation turned me down after I offered myself to him,” Sandra says, her voice dropping to a husky whisper, her eyes intense and focussed on mine.







 “Trust me, there’s no way in hell...
 he
 would say no to you, if he thought you would say yes as well,” I say, my voice getting quieter, my temperature rising, my heart hammering in my chest and my cock starting to grow, the sudden and unexpected sexual energy of this simple meeting between Sandra and I aking my breath away.







 Glancing at my growing tent, my lust becoming physically obvious, Sandra takes a small step closer, the heat of her body now tangible, “It could be very risky being with someone from your generation, Brad.”







 “I’m sure he’d know to keep his mouth closed. It’s just two consenting adults taking care of one another’s frustrations. It doesn’t have to be complicated, I’m sure.”







 My cock now fully erect and poking directly out, pointing at Sandra, my eyes flit from hers to her deep cleavage and back again, opening checking her out, my body yearning for hers.







 Almost inaudibly, Sandra breaths, “It’s been so long, Brad.”







 “I’d like to help,” I reply, as softly as I can, scared to break whatever spell this moment is happening within.







 Reaching out slowly, Sandra grabs my belt buckle, her fingers hooking into my jeans, my stomach alive with butterflies as she gets closer, her eyes locked on mine.







 “I’d like to see it,” She says, so low I’m not 100% I’m not imagining it.







 “I won’t stop you,” I reply as we stand there facing one another, the sexual tension filling the room, making the air feel thick, my cock throbbing in my jeans, desperate to be freed.







 Her eyes still on mine, Sandra starts to unbuckle my belt, pulling it open. Then, her hands brushing my cock and making me stifle a moan, she pops my button and slowly unzips my jeans, my cock straining to get out.







 Reaching inside, Sandra grasps my shaft through my soft boxers and pulls my cock out, the red of my underwear creating a red tent poking from my unzipped jeans. Still watching me, her face inscrutable, she grabs my jenas and tugs them down to my knees, letting gravity finish the job of dropping them completely.







 Her hands on my thighs, she slides he fingers up until she reached my boxers, grabbing them and tugging downward, my cock hooking them, stopping them from coming down.







 With a smile, she tugs harder and the boxers drop, my rock hard cock springing back up as it’s freed from the downed underwear, my balls tight and high, my head glistening.







 Still staring at me, Sandra slowly lowers herself to her knees, bringing her face close to my engorged cock, my knob basically brushing her face as she looks up.







 Her breath on my cock, she looks at him for the first time, one hand on my thigh, the other reaching up to stroke and fondle my balls, making me swim with pleasure. Grabbing him, she tugs him a few times experimentally, squeezing my shaft and testing its hardness, my cock throbbing at her in return, my body hot for her.







 My hands at my sides, I watch her study my cock, her face enraptured as she devours my length with her eyes, her smile intense, her thumb rubbing the underside of my shaft as she strokes him, her other hand on my balls, hefting them and feeling their load.







 Looking back up at me, she smiles as she watches me enjoy her hand’s attentions, her lips puckering to kiss my knob while she stares at me, before opening her mouth and slowly lowering it over my knob, her warm, wet tongue swirling around my engorged head, making me buck in pleasure, her thick lips sealed around my girth.







 Her eyes still locked on mine, Sandra starts to suck my cock, her head bobbing as she works it in deeper, my cock filling first her mouth, and then her throat as she takes me more and more within herself.







 Gasping, I watch in awe as Sandra takes more of my cock in her mouth than Kristy ever has, spit dribbling down my shaft as Sandra keeps working on my length.







 Eventually, her nose pressing against my pubis and my balls pressed hard against her chin, Sandra holds herself there, the only movement that of her tongue, unseen but felt as it swirls back and forth on my shaft. A contracting of her throat jerking me off with her swallowing muscles as she rhythmically pulsates around my cock, another first for me.







 Finally, after what feels like minutes, Sandra backs off, sliding her open mouth off my cock and gasping for air, thick ropes of spit dripping from her chin and my balls, my shaft glistening in the light.







 Jerking me off, her spit lubing the way, Sandra smiles before she returns her mouth to my cock, working me all the way in even quicker this time, her lips wrapped around the base of my cock, my hips thrusting a little as I fuck her mouth while she deepthroats me.







 Her hand still playing with my slippery balls, the other grabs my ass and pulls me into her, wanting me to fuck her mouth harder. Grabbing her hair, I comply, fucking her face, feeling her tight throat as it jerks my cock off, the feeling incredible and different from any ‘normal’ blowjob I’ve ever received before now.







 Feeling my orgasm build-up, I start to fuck her face harder, my impending orgasm obvious to Sandra as she starts to moan approval, pulling me into her even harder, her fingers digging into my ass cheek as she helps me fuck her mouth.







 With a grunt, I start to come, my swelling shaft twitching and convulsing inside her, my load blowing deep down her throat, Sandra swallowing around my length, her contracting throat muscles milking my cock as it empties inside her, her nose pressed against my stomach as I hold her firmly in place by the hair, my cock buried as deep as it can be down her throat, my legs shaking and flexing as I finish deep inside her.







 Spent, I relax my grip on her hair, Sandra staying fully impaled on my cock anyway, still swallowing, causing her throat muscles to continue jerking me off, making me twitch in pleasure, her hand still gripping my ass.







 Finally, Sandra slowly disengages from my shaft, my cock feeling cold out in the open after the warmth of her throat. Swallowing my come and her own saliva, Sandra looks up at me, her mouth agape as she takes deep lungfuls of air, a hungry look still in her eyes.







 Holding out my hands, she places hers in mine and I guide her to her feet, looking deep into her hungry look and we stand there, our fingers still enmeshed with one another. Pushing her back until her calves hit the bed, she sits on the mattress, my hands guiding hers above her head as she leans back, eventually lying on the bed with me above her, holding her in place, both of us silent but watching the other intently.







 Leaning down, I start kissing her neck, Sandra turning her face to let me nuzzle her deeper, my lips grabbing at her earlobes, nipping at her soft skin, Sandra breathing heavily, squirming under me but with hands still restrained in mine.







 Kissing her throat, I transfer both of her hands into one of mine, holding her there while my free hand begins to unbutton her top, her large breasts straining against the fabric.







 Her top unbuttoned, I open it, revealing her large breasts in her attractive brassiere and flat stomach, her navel begging to be teased with my tongue. Kissing her cleavage, I press my face between her large breasts, inhaling her erotic scent, the warmth of her chest engulfing my face, my hand snaking underneath, Sandra arching her back to help me as I find and unclasp her bra’s hook the sexy item becoming loose, Sandra’s breasts rolling as they are freed.







 Grabbing her bra and tossing it aside, I take in her breasts, large and natural with dark areolas surrounding her erect nipples, puffy with lust.







 Licking and teasing her buds, Sandra squirms and moans with soft delight as I taste every inch of her chest, suckling her and marveling at their sheer size and heft.







 Working my way down, I tease her navel, kissing the soft flesh of her belly, feeling her warmth against my lips, pressing my face in, keen to bury it deeper, eager to get to her sex, Sandra crossing and uncrossing her legs, knowing what’s coming and unable to hide her anticipation and lust-fueled excitement.







 Grabbing at her pants and pulling them down her flawless thighs, spying her cute panties, a small bow catching my eye, I slide my hand up the side of her thigh, going under the cotton of her underwear and grabbing them, before pulling them down in one fluid movement, a small cropped tuft of hair adorning Sandra’s mons, her bump a small island of sensual beauty at the fork of her thighs.







 Kissing my way down, Sandra’s legs open for me, welcoming my touch, my lips pressing closer and closer to her sex, teasing her with flicks of my tongue and small lovebites. The scent of her sex arousing me further as my chin grazes her pussy, my lips kissing their way around her soft mound.







 Sliding a finger up and down her slit, I feel her heat and her lust, slick and glistening, my finger sliding slowly into her for the first time just as my mouth makes contact with her clit, her body grabbing my digit as my lips grab at her bud, sucking it, making Sandra cry out in pleasure, her body squirming, lifting her head to look down and watch me eat her pussy, her eyes focussed and intense, her bottom lip bitten.







 Looking up at her I suck and slurp at her sex, feasting on her sweet tasting pussy, my finger curling and rubbing against her sensitive zone, my mouth already full of her nectar.







 Unable to resist any further, Sandra breaks free of my grip and brings her arms down, her hands reaching for a grabbing my head, holding it to her sex, stroking my hair, her pelvis gyrating as she grinds herself against me, her look one of concentration as she aims her pussy for my mouth, my tongue happy to be used as her own personal sex toy.







 Grinding on me, coating my face in her juices, I lick and lap at her harder, my tongue pressing with more pressure, her fingers gripping my head like she’s scared I’m going to get up and walk away before finishing, her sex contracting around my digit, coating it in its warmth.







 Concentrating on her clit, I suck and flick it with my tongue in rhythm to the work of my hand, Sandra’s body arching in response, her eyes rolling in lust, past the point of caring about her appearance, lost in the pleasure.







 With a burst of short sharp grunts, Sandra’s fingers dig deeper into my head as she starts to grind herself frantically against me, her orgasm smashing through, her body jerking, her legs tensed as she shakes in climax, her pussy exploding with juice, slick on my lips.







 Feeling her legs soften as she unflexes them beneath me, her chest rising and falling as she gulps in air, Sandra’s orgasm slowly rolls to a stop, occasional twitches and jerks of her body striking as I continue to tease her spent sex with my tongue, my finger sliding out of her, her pussy lips puffy and soft.







 Covering her eyes with a forearm, Sandra pants, an expression of happy exasperation on her visible face, her other hand trailing up and down her body, revelling in her post-orgasm delight.







 Moving up to sit next to her, I enjoy the view of her full bodied MILF figure, her crotch glistening with our juices, her toes curling and uncurling, her large breasts swaying as she moves, entrancing me.







 Reaching down, I stroke a breast, watching how it moves to my touch, her nipples firm, making me unable to resist toying with them, before leaning down to give them a kiss, my hand cupping it as I nuzzle her chest.







 Taking her forearm from her eyes, Sandra looks down at me, bemused.







 “Getting randy again already? Oh to be young again, eh?”







 “What can I say?” I answer back, my mouth momentarily leaving her nipple, “When someone so perfect is naked and next to you, how can I be expected to resist?” I finish before going back to her breasts and nuzzling them.







 With a giggle of pleasure, Sandra strokes my head while I enjoy her breasts, obviously relishing the attention, my hand sliding from her breasts to her stomach, trailing softly around and around her navel, listening to her breathing change, her own lusts also not fully abated from the sounds of it.







 Feeling her hands on my body, Sandra reaches down and grabs my cock, her hand wrapping around my shaft and tugging it slowly, feeling it’s weight in her hand, shifting her body a little so that she can fondle my balls with her other hand, her soft fingers brushing daintily over my ballsack, feeling electric.







 Pushing me a little so that I’m flat on my back, Sandra leans over me, my mouth still happily smothered in breast, her hands working on my cock, filling me with fresh pleasure. Wrapping a leg over me, Sandra gets more into it, concentrating on my shaft and plums, now intent to get me hard again, keen to see how quickly she can arouse this young man.







 My own hand stroking her side, I feel my cock start to react to her gentle touch, filling and fattening, Sandra’s strokes getting a little deeper as she feels her work getting results. Grabbing her ass and holding her close, I take my mouth from her breasts and bring it to hers, kissing her deeply, both of us wrapped around the other, our bodies heating up again, her hand pumping my cock, bringing it back to full life.







 Sliding over me, I feel the heat of her sex as Sandra straddles me, her pussy resting on my lower stomach, my hands on her ass, Sandra with one hand behind her, stroking my cock between her ass cheeks, her other hand resting on my chest.







 Fully hard, the heat from her sex emanating into my cock, Sandra aims my throbbing length at her pussy and slides back, her moist lips meeting my knob and parting, allowing my fat cock to slide inside her both of us gasping as her body accepts mine.







 Still kissing, Sandra lets go of my cock as it slides within her, her hand going to my balls, fondling them as she begins to rock back and forth, grinding her clit against my pubis, my hands holding her ass.







 Breaking off our kiss and sitting up, Sandra closes her eyes as she gyrates, grinds and rocks on my cock, her lip bitten in sexual concentration, my own eyes open and watching her large natural breasts sway as she pistons, her sex wrapped tightly around my girth, filling my entire being with pleasure, her hand still cradling my balls.







 Holding her thighs and enjoying the show, I let Sandra have her way with me, her movements deliberate and increasing in intensity. Obviously knowing what she wants, I stay still for her and concentrate on her body, letting her grind it out on me, every now and then Sandra opening her eyes to look down and smile at me, giving me a small nod, her cheeks flushing with color as we go.







 With another short burst of sharp grunts, Sandra starts to come again, her pelvis jerking back and forth rapidly, my cock hitting her in just the right spot, her pussy drenching me in her lust, her hand massaging my balls, her sex fully impaled on me, her eyes screwed shut as I watch this stunning MILF come on top of me, my hands stroking her thighs, letting her control her orgasm.







 With a few more bucks, Sandra’s orgasm comes to a slow stop, her eyes opening to stare at me, unseeing for a few seconds, before focussing and giving me another smile, her shoulders slouching as she unwinds from her climax.







 My cock, still rock hard and literally throbbing inside her, enjoys her warmth while she sits atop me, her hands now resting on my chest, my hands over hers, holding them as we watch one another.







 “Your turn, Brad,” Sandra finally purrs, leaning down to kiss me, nipping at my bottom lip, playful and erotic.







 Smiling, holding her hands, I sit up and roll over, getting Sandra on her back, her arms a little above her head, holding them there with my own, my cock still inside her.







 Leaning in and kissing her, I start to pump, my cock sliding in and out of her wet sex with an audible slickness, Sandra squirming with pleasure underneath me while I fuck her, pinned to the bed.







 Holding both her hands with one of mine, my other slides down to cup her ass, Sandra opening her legs wider for me, her knees high, her toes curled as I piston into her, burying every inch of my cock deep inside her, filling her and making her gasp.







 Ravishing her neck, throat, ears, and face, I kiss her, my ass pumping as we fuck, Sandra’s continuous moan of pleasure goading me harder and faster as I feel my orgasm build, a deep almost-growl in my own throat.







 Letting go of her hands in order to wrap my arm around her shoulders, I hold Sandra close, my other hand firmly on her butt as I pump for the finish line, my every though now devoted to nothing but coming as hard as I can as deep as I can inside this MILF, filling her body with my load.







 Freed, Sandra’s hands scrabble at my back, clawing and holding me, wrapping around me as I bear down on her, filling her sex with my throbbing cock, my balls rising as my orgasm approaches.







 The rapid pumping of my body making the bed squeak, the sounds of our sex fill the room, a crescendo obviously close, Sandra purring into my ear, dirty talking me to the finish line.







 “
 That’s it, baby, give it to me! Give me your come, baby, I want to feel it! Give it to me baby!
 ”







 Her words the last straw, I feel my cock start to swell and spasm as I come, grunting loudly into the mattress, my body engulfing Sandra’s, pinning her to the bed and I shoot my load deep inside her, feeling her body quiver underneath me as she takes it, cooing in my ear as my hot load splashes inside her, my body pistoning wildly, out of control as my every bit of focus becomes localized in my cock and how good it feels at this very moment.







 Panting, still on top of her, I relish my aftermath, Sandra’s hands trailing up and down my back, her lips occasionally kissing my shoulder, my cock twitching, still inside her.







 My hands wrapped around her, I roll over slowly, bringing her with me, putting her on top, with my bulk now pinned to the bed under her. Smiling, Sandra rests her head on my chest, her hands on my shoulders, her fingers drawing random patterns on my skin.







 Both of us silent, we lay there and enjoy the pleasant dull ache in our loins, our bodies momentarily spent, wanting for nothing, having everything we need at this moment in time.







 Almost comically, my cock slowly wilts and eventually slides out of Sandra of its own accord, breaking the moment and making both of us giggle, reality flooding back.







 Sitting up on her knees, her body still straddling mine, Sandra idly rubs my chest, her fingertips soft and delicate, an almost wistful smile on her face now, like she’s already thinking back on the sex we just had.







 Watching her look at my body while she toys with me, I think I can understand. When you’ve waited for so long to get something and then you finally get it, it’s hard not to focus on the fact that in some ways all you’ve done is reset the timer and now another long wait is ahead of you. And having already gone through that, you’re already aware of how much it sucks, like a feedback loop.







 “There’s...no reason this has to be a one time thing, Sandra,” I tell her, watching her face closely, stroking her thighs.







 “That obvious, am I?” Sandra asks, looking at me, her smile becoming pure.







 “As long as we’re careful, I think this is a good thing for you. Frustration isn’t healthy. I read that somewhere,” I add, grinning back, making it up as I go and pretty sure Sandra knows it.







 “I won’t lie that I’m not keen to take you for another ride, Brad. But it must go no deeper than what we have right here, right now. I can’t hurt Kristy.”







 “Of course,” I reply, my heart thumping as I hear Sandra agreeing to basically become fuck-buddies, this beautiful MILF saying that she will be grinding out her future sexual frustrations on my young body, “Think of it as my way of trying to be a good future Son-In-Law to you,” I finish with a wink.







 “Mmm, deal,” Sandra says, gyrating a little on me, her moist sex rubbing on my lower stomach, her ass on my hips, “Now correct me if I’m wrong, but Kristy will be home soon, yeah?”







 Grabbing my phone I confirm that yes, she’s due back in about 20 minutes.







 “Right, well I’m going to give your shower a try, Brad. I suggest you join me, we don’t want to be smelling of sex whe she gets home, do we?” Sandra says with a sly smile, rising off me, my view wonderful as she steps over me and down onto the floor.







 “I agree,” I reply, grabbing my clothes and following her perfect ass to the bathroom, Sandra looking over her shoulder at me, her ass pumping as she walks, putting on a show for me, my cock already threatening to stand up again.







 “I think I’m going to enjoy my time here, Brad,” Sandra says as I turn on the water in the shower, her hands caressing me, fondling my cock and balls.







 “Me too, Sandra,” I admit with relish, following her into the shower, my hand on her ass and the hot water splashing over us…







END
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