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 Feeling a little nervous, I walked up the driveway to my girlfriend’s house for the first time. This was it, the big ‘meet the parents’ moment. Making my way along the driveway I noticed that Sarah’s house was pretty big, and there was a very nice BMW parked in front of a wide door garage, closed and hiding any other luxury cars that might be hiding within. The house was a pretty new looking two-story, all angles and terracotta roofing, like something from a fancy Italian villa postcard, the kind of place that would have plenty of nooks and crannies, somewhere to duck off with Sarah after the introductions were made so we could fuck, hopefully.







 Checking myself in the reflection of a large window near the door, I make sure that I’m presentable for Sarah’s folks before ringing the bell. From inside I hear the chimes and the way they echo I can already tell it’s going to be a big entrance, their home as spacious inside as the outside promised.







 About 30 seconds later the door opens and my first thought is
 ‘Holy fuck, she’s smoking hot!’,
 standing before me, a large warm smile on her face, is easily the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen in real life, hands down. I had no idea that women could be this hot without a million filters and a small army on Photoshop.







 Wearing what looks like the sort of thing I think they call an evening gown, she stands there, framed by the clean white interiors of the house. She looks like she’s about to go to a ball or something, she’s so elegant. She looks about 5’10”, her long tanned legs ending with expensive-looking pumps, the kind that has lots of straps like the Roman soldiers wore. One leg is nearly completely exposed, the slit of her dress going up practically to where her panty line must be. The dress has a plunging neckline, showing most of her large breasts. The gown seeming to hang off her nipples, I don’t know how she’s keeping it there, because I can see no trace of a bra. Two transparent straps holding it on her shoulders, she looks like at any moment her boobs will wobble free of the silky cages. Her long, thick, wavy hair draped over one shoulder, expensive earrings glinting in the sunlight. Her eyes sultry with eyeliner and long luscious lashes. A perfect little nose and thick cocksucker lips, a vivid red, her white teeth peeking through as she smiles.







 She stands there and lets me drink her in for long moments before leaning forward to take me by the hand and pull me to her. Unresisting I come to her and she plants a warm kiss on my cheek, her smell so exotic, so alluring, I want to wrap my arms around her and engulf her, or be engulfed.







 “You must be Michael, Sarah has told me so much about you!” She purrs at me, her voice as sexy as the rest of her, “Although I’d say you’re even more handsome than she’s always promising. Come in, come in.” She finishes, standing aside and bidding me enter.







 “I’m Christine, Sarah’s Mom, obviously. Her father is away at the moment for work but I promised him I’d check you out and make sure you’re not bad for our little Sarah.” She adds with a grin as I enter the house, gobsmacked not just by Christine’s effortless beauty, but by how big the interior of the house is. It’s a straight-up mansion.







 “Uhh, hello Christine, it’s nice to meet you,” I croak, finally finding my voice, “You, uhhh, you have a very nice house,” I say, trying to think of polite conversation that couldn’t possibly offend.







 “Haha!” Christine laughs, clapping her hands together, “Look at how nervous you are! Relax Michael, this isn’t going to be an interrogation. Sarah won’t stop talking about you and I was curious to meet you. We’re more like best friends than mother and daughter really, I wanted to meet the boy that had swept her off her feet.”







 Turning on her exquisite heel, she asks me to follow her. Walking behind her, I can’t help but marvel at how perfect her ass is, wrapped tightly in the fabric of the dress, each cheek looking firm as her weight shifts from leg to leg as she walks, the rise and fall of each buttock hypnotizing me. I almost walk into her when we get to a large room, an insanely long couch running along one wall. I’d call this a living room but I suspect they might call it a parlor or something.







 Catwalking over to the couch, Christine turns and sits down delicately, the dress opening and revealing her entire legs as she crosses them, her thighs and calves tanned and athletic looking. She keeps herself in perfect shape, I think to myself. Patting the spot next to her, she tells me to come and sit.







 Still a little nervous I sit down next to her and get another lungful of her amorous scent. I’m not sure how a smell can make me want to fuck but there it is. I sit there for a minute trying to think of something to say, but her beauty really has got me tongue-tied, like back when the hottest girl in class gave you any attention and you’d just freeze up trying to talk to her. Christine watches me, a bemused expression on her face and I feel like she can see my every thought, the nervous ones,
 and
 the lusting ones.







 “You’re still pretty nervous, aren’t you, Michael? Do you know how I can tell? You haven’t asked where Sarah is yet.” She says with a knowing grin.







 She’s right, where is my girlfriend? “Uhh, yeah, haha. So, where is Sarah...ummm...Mrs?”







 “Call me Christine, Michael. Sarah has told me so much about you I feel like we’re already friends. Sarah is out, she won't be back for another hour or so, but she really wanted us to meet.” Christine tells me.







 “Oh, ok.”







 “You’re disappointed, Michael? You don’t want to spend any time with old Christine?”







 “What? No! I didn’t mean-







 “Haha! Relax Michael, that was a
 joke
 ,” Christine chides me, patting my leg and sending every nerve ending in my dick on a twitching tremble. “Sarah just thinks that since the two of you are getting serious, I should meet you finally. Don’t feel tricked, it’s just a woman’s way.” Pat, pat, pat, her hand on my leg, threatening to wake my cock up.







 “You’re very handsome, Michael. Sarah wasn’t exaggerating when she told me that. I wonder if she was telling the truth about other things too, regarding you.” Christine says a little cryptically, her smile becoming devious.







 “Umm, thank you. You’re very pretty too, Christine?” I say, making it sound more like a question, not sure what to make of this.







 “Thank you, as I said, Sarah and I are more like best friends than Mother and Daughter, and you know how best friends chat. So as you can imagine, there’s nothing about you that Sarah knows that
 I don’t
 .” Christine purrs at me, and I see her move in a little closer, her body and perfume seducing me.







 “Nothing?” I squeak.







 “Nothing.” Christine replies, before bringing her mouth close to my ear, making her boobs an unmissable view as she whispers: “Mr. Bigloads.”







 “Umm, she really told you that?” I ask, but I already know the answer. Sarah has obviously told Christine that I have a tendency to come quite a lot. I don’t know why and I didn’t think it was more than normal until I saw porno and realized that other than maybe Peter North, my loads were always more voluminous than the guys and their money shots.







 “Yes she did, and everything else besides. Something else that best friends do is share their things with each other, Michael,” She says, a hand going to her gown, picking the tiny strap from her shoulder and letting it fall, her left breast suddenly bare and before me, large and natural, her nipple pink and encircled by a large areola, “Do you understand what I’m saying?”







 Swallowing hard, I try to look away but I can’t, her large breast is perfect and my cock is already growing thicker with every beat of my heart. “But Sarah’s Dad?” I ask.







 “Is about 12 hours flight away and doesn’t matter. Sarah has told me how great a fuck you are Michael, and I want to see for myself. Touch my breast, I know you want to, I can see how fat your cock is getting.” She says, grabbing my dick through my pants and rubbing it, sending any last thoughts of control flying away.







 Unable to help myself I reach out with both hands and grab her large boobs, peeling the gown off the other shoulder to have them both free before me, my hands lifting them, jiggling their impressive weight, my thumbs roving over her nipples, making her sigh. Grabbing the back of my head she guides me in and I greedily comply, burying my face between them before taking one in my mouth and sucking it, my tongue teasing the nipple, my hand holding it like a bottle as I slurp on her massive tit.







 I feel her hands at my belt and she undoes my pants, unzipping the fly and reaching under my boxers to grab my hard cock. I lift my butt off the couch and she pulls off my pants and boxers, my cock now able to stand proud, fully erect. Her hand grabs it and pumps it urgently, her voice cooing as she feels how hard she has made me.







 Pulling me off her tits, she shoves me back and leans down, her hot lips quickly forming a seal around my cock as she sucks hungrily on my manhood. I grab a handful of hair and guide her sucking, though she needs absolutely no help, she’s perfect at it, her hand playing with my balls. My other hand runs over her exposed back and down under the gown, cupping her ass. Her cheeks are bare as she’s wearing a g-string. Firm to my touch, I rub her ass as I pump into her mouth.







 Feeling my nuts tighten, I grab her hair harder and fuck her mouth, before jerking as I come, my load shooting down her throat, making her cry out in shock as the sheer volume takes her by surprise. She’s barely able to swallow half of it, the rest running down my cock and her pumping hand, covering my crotch in our mingled semen and spit.







 Wiping her mouth and sucking her fingers clean, Christine stands up and lets her evening dress fall to the ground, revealing a body as perfect as I imagined it was. Looking at me, she grabs her g-string and pulls it slowly down, revealing a totally bald pussy, not what I would have guessed, but very sexy, her pussy lips puffy with lust, already glistening. Laying down on the couch, her feet closest to me, she opens her legs wide and simply raises her eyebrows, telling me to eat her pussy. Keen to see what she tastes like, I do as her eyebrows told and dive between her legs, my arms wrapping around her thighs as I kiss her pussy, teasing her clit with my tongue, kissing her smooth mons and pulling at her lips with light bites, my teeth covered by my lips.







 She tastes so good, like some kind of fancy dessert you’d get at a restaurant, like honey or something else that is sweet and full. Darting my tongue in and out of her dripping sex, I tongue fuck her faster and harder, pausing every now and then to suck on her clit. I feel her hands grasp the back of my head and pull me harder into her, wanting me to mouth fuck her harder. My jaw a blur against her sex, she lifts her hips and little and guides my mouth lower, lower, until I’m no longer licking her pussy but her ass. I’ve never done this before and I’m momentarily shocked, but tasting her ass she tastes no different and I allow myself to let go in the moment, eating her ass and hearing the much louder moans coming from deep in her throat in response.







 Christine takes one hand from my head, the other still holding me firmly against her ass, and starts playing with herself frantically. Her hand a blur on her clit while my tongue licks and swirls around her asshole, making her squirm in ecstasy.







 “Yes...eat my ass…yes…ugh, fuck! Yes!” Christine grunts at me as I treat her ass like I was eating her pussy, her hand holding my hair tightly.







 With a sudden shudder, she starts fucking my face, her pelvis sliding up and down my mouth as she grinds out her orgasm on me, a loud yell escaping her, filling the large room with the sounds of her orgasm. Bucking and grinding, making me fear that I’m going to get a broken nose, she finishes herself on my face, my tongue sore and my jaw aching.







 She lays there panting, her perfect chest rising and falling to her breaths as I sit back and admire her figure. Her legs wide open and her soaking pussy still pulsing a little from her orgasm, watching it beat as I spy how pink she is inside.







 Slowly sitting up, she looks at me with a smile, her hair askew and her makeup smudged, but somehow she just looks sexier now, a layer of slutty to go with her natural beauty. She sits astride me and puts her arms around me, grinding her wet sex against my cock, making him twitch and get ready to re-awaken







 “I think you should fuck me now, Micahel.” She purrs, making my cock start his journey upward.







 Grinding against me, my cock soon stiffens again and I grab it, guiding it inside her. She lets out a long sigh as she lowers herself down onto it, her large boobs swaying as she rides me. My hands full of her firm butt cheeks, I fuck her deeply, unable to believe such a beautiful woman is fucking me, before the animal urge in me fully takes over and I’m too busy enjoying the fuck to think about anything more than penetration. The wet slap of her crotch as it meets mine the only sound as we stare at each other, fucking. I lean in and suck her breasts, pulling them, her hands roving over my chest and abdomen.







 Lifting her off me, I put her in doggy position and enter her, her slick pussy letting me back in easily, pushing her head down into the couch, making her arch her back I fuck her deeply, and harder than before, our bodies slapping together loudly. Her moans muffled by the couch as I pound into her. My hands full of hips, I start slapping her ass, making her squeal in pleasure, soon turning her cheeks raw, swapping back to the other when I think one has had enough. Grabbing her hair I pull her head back as I fuck her, my other hand slapping her ass, making her moan again and again as I don’t let up.







 I pull out my cock and roll her over, putting her on her side, the leg that’s not on the couch I lift right up, before sliding my cock back inside her. She looks like she was about to do a leg lift exercise when I appeared and started fucking her. Getting very good penetration with this angle I feel my knob pressing against her cervix as I get deeper than I have so far. Moaning loudly, Christine looks at me with sexual desperation in her eyes. I think I’m fucking her better than she anticipated, the power shifting to me now.







 Her leg up on my chest, my hands are free to do as they please, so I grab her perfect ass as I fuck her while my other hand plays with her clit, making her moans go to the next level. Playing with her tits, Christine begs me to fuck her harder, telling me she’s close to coming again, her eyes screwed shut as I pump my cock deep into her.







 Turning my thrusts up a notch I fuck her harder, my hand rubbing her clit as I see her breathes get shorter and shorter before she spasms and starts coming, her whole body shaking and writhing on the couch and my dick as she comes. Once again, a loud long yell comes from within her as she lets the world know her pleasure, her eyes still closed but her mouth wide open.







 Finished with her orgasm, I slide my cock out of her and put her flat on her back, it’s my turn now and I want to fuck her hard, on top of her. Nodding, she opens her legs for me and urges me to get back inside her welcoming pussy. Getting on top, my face close to hers, I push and I’m inside her again, making her face contort in pleasure as I fill her. My hands under her, grabbing her ass, I’m fucking her fast and hard now, racing for the finish line, fully intending to blow my load deep inside this exquisite slut and I tell her so.







 “Mmm, yes Michael, fill me, fill me with your massive load,” she begs as I rail her, her hands squeezing my ass as I thrust into her wet sex.







 Feeling my orgasm coming, I start kissing her, deeply, wetly, our tongues lashing against each other, trying to push our faces together in the heat of the moment.







 Grabbing her ass hard with both hands, my weight bearing down on her, I grunt in release as I come deep inside her, my hips pounding, my thrusts burying my cock inside her as my load exits, my manhood jerking and sending spurt after spurt of my hot seed inside her. Biting her neck, burying my face into her shoulder as my orgasm takes over, pounding into her, wanting every last drop of my come to be inside her, my ass flexing as I empty myself completely within her pussy.







 Her hands gently stroking my back, I lie there breathing on top of her, her breath warm on my shoulder, her scent still amazing.







 “Feel a little more relaxed now, Michael?” She says to me, softly.







 “Mmm-hmm,” I murmur into her neck. My balls have never felt so totally drained as they do now. Eventually, I peel myself off Christine and I sit up, watching as a thick trickle of my come oozes out of her pussy.







 “So...Sarah is really fine with this?” I ask her, wondering about the best friends sharing story, now that the poison is out of my system.







 “Actually, Michael, when I said that Sarah and myself are more like best friends and we share everything, that might not have been 100% true. The truth is more that I overheard her talking about your loads and your lovemaking to her friends, and wanted to see for myself. I don’t think you should mention what we’ve just done to her if you really have feelings for her.” Christine answers, sitting up, a mischievous grin on her face.







 Realizing that this vixen has totally used me as her plaything but not caring in the slightest because it was one of the best fucks I’ve ever had, I look at her with fresh eyes.







 “No problem Christine,” I tell her, starting to get back into my clothes, “My lips are sealed!”







END
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