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GIRLFRIEND’S MOM LIKES IT FAST AND RISKY
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 I knew it was wrong even as I did it, but by this stage I didn’t even care anymore. My girlfriend Emma’s mom Katrina was absolutely stunning and we’d been flirting heavier and heavier for the last few weeks, and now, two weeks deep into a dry spell because Emma was punishing me for something I didn’t know (and she wouldn’t tell me…) my balls were full to the point of bursting and my cock was firmly in the driver’s seat for my actions.







 Katrina and I had been exchanging good natured innuendo between each other soon after meeting, but lately it had become borderline outright smut talk, Katrina’s libido apparently going into overdrive as the cooler months hit. Then we would ‘accidentally’ bump into each other, or graze one another as we would walk past, making excuses and winking, all the while Katrina’s tops getting lower and her skirts getting higher.







 Emma is beautiful, but Katrina is perfect, everything about her oozes sexuality. Her walk, her stance, her looks, her stare, everything she does makes you think of sex, and god forbid you ever see her eating anything even remotely phallic!







 And so, as I said, after a few weeks of our flirting escalating to something else, I took it to the next level. My head was swimming and all I could think about was how perfect Katrina ass looked today, wrapped in the thinnest of leggings, her short crop top making sure her ass and thighs full curves were all completely exposed.







 With Emma in the dining room, slowly picking at her food, but mostly scrolling on her phone, I found myself in the kitchen with Katrina, Katrina leaning over the counter, scrolling through her tablet, her ass so perfect and proffered.







 Standing at the fridge, my cock throbbing in my pants, I stood there with the door open, a bottle of soda in my hand, unmoving as I simply stood and stared at her perfect ass, my lust at an all time high. The warning beep from the fridge woke me up and I replaced the bottle, closing the door and simply
 needing
 to get closer to Katrina, to touch her, to press my body against hers.







 Standing behind her, I pressed myself against her, my rock hard cock slotting between her firm ass cheeks, my mouth close to her ear, my hand on her hip while my other reached across the counter, making out to grab a spoon that was lying on it.







 “Oops, excuse me, just need to grab that…” I whisper as I grind my hard cock against her ass, knowing how over the line I’ve just gone but not caring. She’s too hot and I’m too horny to hold back anymore.







 Gasping in shock, but only for a moment, Katrina pushes back with her ass, grinding her butt into my crotch, pumping it up and down, dry humping me right then and there.







 “No, excuse me, Brad.” She whispers back, turning her face to look me in the eye, nothing in her expression telling me to stop.







 Staring at her, it suddenly feels like there are magnets in our faces and somehow we’re kissing, my pelvis mashing against her ass desperately while our tongues lash and lick at one another.







 Reaching down, Katrina grabs her leggings and peels them down, her bare ass in my hands as I grab it without thinking, her warm flesh in my palms. Grabbing at my pants, I take her cue and unbuckle my belt, opening my pants and freeing my throbbing cock, Katrina’s hand grasping it and tugging it urgently, feeling my girth in her hand.







 Bending over further, Katrina grabs her ass cheeks and spreads them for me, silently asking me to fuck her, my cock only too willing to comply.







 Grabbing my cock, I guide it to her pussy, amazed at how wet and slick she already is, my knob pressing against her swollen lips, feeling them part as I push into her, the warmth of her sex engulfing my shaft, making me stifle a loud moan as I slip into my girlfriend’s mom’s pussy, Emma just through the doorway, barely a few yards away.







 Pumping into her, but making sure not to go all in lest I slap against her ass loudly, I fuck Katrina right there against the counter, my hands on her hips, the both of us being so quiet we can hear the sliding of my cock as it pushes into Katrina’s tight sex again and again.







 Leaning in, my hands slide around Katrina and I hold her breasts, fondling them as I fuck her from behind, trying to keep one ear on my breath, making sure I don’t start panting too loudly, my cock in heaven while the rest of me stands guard.







 Obviously feeling similar, Katrina grips the edges of the counter, her head thrown back, her sopping pussy pulsating around my manhood and I impale her. Her expression is one of bliss as she looks over her shoulder and mouths some words to me.







 It takes me a moment but I eventually figure out she’s silently telling to to ‘Come! Come!’. Holding her tits tight, I start to slam into her as hard and fast as I dare, my cock tingling as her velvet pussy milks it, her sex hugging my shaft in the snuggest of warm embraces.







 My balls lifting, I start to come deep inside Katrina, trying hard not to make sounds as my eyes roll and eyelids flicker as I spurt, my load filling Katrina as she squirms on my pole, moaning as loud as she dares, my cock twitching as it empties.







 My orgasm had, the poison fog lifts from my head and I lean against the counter, spent and wanting to pant, but only able to breathe slow and deep, watching while Katrina turns to me and pulls up her pants, my load still inside her. Leaning down, I grab my pants and pull them up, silently buckling my belt, my wet cock feeling strange being shoved back into boxers, mine and Katrina’s juices soaking into it.







 Going back to the fridge, I grab the soda and pour myself a glass before walking back out to Emma, unable to believe what I’ve just done now that my balls are empty and I’m able to think straight again for the first time in weeks.







 That night I don’t care that Emma doesn’t want to have sex and I’m able to get a great nights sleep, my head filled with a continuous loop of the wild fuck me and Katrina had.







 At about 4am in the morning, Katrina wakes me up, shaking my shoulder, a rock hard boner between my legs.







 “Brad, wake up! There’s a massive spider in my room, could you come and kill it please? I can’t sleep knowing it’s in there!”







 Rolling over and talking in a mumble, Emma chimes in. “Go help mom, Brad, she hates spiders.”







 Getting out of the bed and trying to hide my boner, not so much from Katrina but from Katrina
 if Emma looks over,
 I follow her to her bedroom, looking at her silky gown, wrapped around her body, and noticing I don’t see any pantyline or anything else that might suggest she’s wearing anything underneath.







 As soon as we get to Katrina’s room she stops and turns around, opening her robe, revealing her naked body with a smile, her breasts swaying as she lets the gown fall to the floor, a small triangle of hair crowning her mons, her lips wet and looking in need.







 Coming close, she holds me and whispers, grinding herself against the throbbing bulge in my boxers, “I was going to suck your cock to get you ready to fuck, but I can see we can skip that.”







 Grabbing my boxers, she pulls them down until they drop to the floor, grabbing my dick and leading me to the bed. Lying down, she spreads her legs and then with two fingers, spreads her pussy for me, her inner pink so bright and tasty looking.







 “Fuck me quick, we don’t have long.” Katrina husks as she rubs her engorged clit, squirming on the bed.







 Crawling on top of her, I guide my manhood to her pussy and push, both of us sighing silently as I fill her, her sex parting for me and accepting me warmly, her body wrapping around my length and filling it with soft, velvet warmth.







 Kissing, I pump into her, my pelvis grinding against hers as we fuck, our tongues wrestling manically. Her hands running up and down my back, I taste her as she tastes me, our pubic mounds grinding, my cock embedded deep inside her.







 “
 Fill me Brad. Fill me with your come, go on now!
 ” Katrina whispers into my ear, breaking off from our kiss.







 Thrusting into her, fucking her harder than I did last night but still being careful, the quiet house feeling like our every sound is travelling straight down the hallway to Emma’s ears, I feel my cock swell as I start gasping at minimal volume as I buck and flail into Katrina, my come erupting hotly from my cock deep into her sex, Katrina moaning softly as she feels my hot load splash against her walls.







 On top of her, panting, she coo’s into my ear sweetly as her fingertips trace gentle lines up and down my back, her body hot and soft beneath me, my instinct to snuggle up to her and go to sleep suddenly overwhelming for a few seconds until I realise where I am and what I’ve just done, and more importantly, who I’ve just done it to.







 Crawling off her, I slip my boxers back on, my slippery and sticky cock staining the cotton. Walking out of the room, Katrina says in a more normal voice, “Thanks for killing the spider Brad, it was a big one.”







 “No problem.” I say as I walk back to Emma’s bed, slipping under her sheets and hoping she doesn’t put her hand down my boxers, perhaps suddenly feeling in a better mood and also frisky. Luckily, she simply rolls over and we both go back to sleep for a few more hours.







 In the morning, as in the proper morning when it’s not still dark outside, we wake up around the same time and trundle to the kitchen, nothing but coffee on our minds. As is usually the case, Katrina is already up, the smell of coffee as the dripolator works its magic filling the room.







 “Morning, you two.” She says with a smile as we grab our mugs and get our morning fixes ready.







 “Morning.” We both reply.







 Her coffee poured, Emma stands at the counter and I do the same, on the opposite side, noticing that Katrina has a cheeky look on her face as she comes to stand next to me, leaning onto the counter, like she’s about to be deep in discussion with Emma.







 Sipping my coffee, I feel Katrina’s hand as it rubs my cock through my pants, my crotch hidden from Emma from the height of the counter. Trying not to spit my mouthful, I act as nonchalant as I can while my shaft starts to harden from the attention Katrina is giving it.







 Unzipping my pants, Katrina reaches in and eventually gets my cock out, my knob just about to poke over the counter top like some kind of dirty version of ‘Kilroy was here’. Stroking me slowly, she continues making small talk with Emma while I simply hold my mug to my mouth and try to hide as much of my face behind it as I can.







 Her hand is so soft and delicate, her expertise on how to stroke a cock approaching near perfection, that combined with just how insane and naughty what we’re doing right now is, I can feel myself actually getting ready to come. Almost unable to believe that I could come from Katrina jerking me off when Emma is just feet away, I start to breath heavily into my mug as my hot load starts running over Katrina’s fingers, my come dribbling out of my cock as she pumps it, my load coating her hand and dripping to the tiled floor, every ounce of my willpower devoted to not bucking and jerking as my orgasm empties my cock and balls.







 Still dripping, Katrina puts my cock away and closes my pants, wiping her hand carefully on my thigh, her monotone with Emma never faltering. My face red, I simply stand there while the women chat, my plums juiced, my head light and fuzzy.







* * *







Later that day in the afternoon, Emma and I are both sitting in the living room, not wanting to be apart but me apparently still enough in the doghouse that she’s not sitting on the couch with me but opting to sit in a single seater. Katrina walks in wearing a short skirt and I see her give me a wink as she chooses the sofa opposite me.







 Sitting down, it’s immediately apparent she’s not wearing any underwear, the smooth lips of her perfect pussy staring at me as she sits open legged for a few seconds before slowly crossing her legs. My cock starting to harden, Katrina stares at my growing bulge knowingly while Emma sits close to her, oblivious.







 Uncrossing and recrossing her legs, Katrina smiles each time she flashes her pussy at me, enjoying the flush that is creeping over my face as my cock becomes rock hard in my pants.







 “Emma, did we remember to check the mail yesterday?” Katrina asks, staring at my throbbing tent.







 “I didn’t do it, did you?” Emma replies.







 “No, I didn’t either. Could you do me a favor and go and check it please? I’m expecting a letter.”







 “Why do I have to-”







 “
 Please
 , Emma. Thank you.” Katrina says, cutting her off and using the ‘parent’ tone on her.







 Mumbling under her breath, Emma gets up and walks towards the front door, Katrina rising at almost the same time.







 Grabbing my pants and opening them, Katrina is lowering herself onto my dick within seconds of Emma leaving the room, my cock pushing against her hot lips just as we hear Emma slamming the front door as she makes her way out.







 “You’d better be quick, Brad, we’ve got almost no time on the clock.” Katrina says with a grin, pistoning herself rapidly, coating my cock in her pussy’s natural lube as she works my shaft deeper and deeper into herself.







 Grabbing her amazing ass, I pump her up and down on my shaft, my only aim to come, and come quickly, deep inside her. In my mind I can already see Emma getting to the letterbox, opening it, either seeing it’s empty or maybe finding some mail. Now she’s grabbed it, and it heading back. Holding Katrina and fucking her like a sex toy, I concentrate on coming as I imagine Emma halfway back now, my cock so happy inside Katrina’s warm pussy. My eyes closed, my every thought dedicated to making my manhood erupt, I start to come just as I hear the front door opening, my load shooting out of my pulsating cock as Katrina and I squirm in pleasure, the door slamming closed a second later, my thrusts uncontrollable, Katrina squeezing her pussy around my shaft, my hands trying to lift her off me, knowing that we’re cutting it too fine.







 Finally pushing Katrina off me, I actually shoot one more time, my load flying into the empty air and landing back on my crotch as Katrina stands next to me, trying not to look suspicious as Emma enters the room, with me pulling down my shirt to hide my still hard and twitching cock.







 “What are you doing, mom?” Emma asks as she walks back in, seeing her standing over me.







 “Brad was just showing me something on his phone.” Katrina answers while I try to come down from my orgasm as unobviously as possible.







 “What’s that on your leg?” Emma asks, pointing at Katrina’s thigh, where I notice for the first time that one of my spurts has landed on her inner thigh as she got off me and is now trickling down, a glistening trail of guilt.







 “What? Oh, I don’t know…” Katrina says, backing away, wiping at the come.







 Frowning, Emma suddenly approaches me and pulls up my shirt, revealing my still hard cock and splashes of recently released come. My dick, glistening with the juices of Katrina’s pussy, shines at her.







 “Oh my god! I cannot believe you two would do this to me!” Emma yells, storming off to her room, while I sit there feeling well and truly busted.







 Sitting down next to me, Katrina pats my leg. “Pushed our luck I think.”







 “Umm, yeah, this last one was pretty crazy, Katrina. “ I tell her, still trying to come to terms with what’s happened.







 “How much fun was it though, Brad? Be honest, it was pretty good, wasn't it?”







 “Yeah, I must admit that this is about the most exciting thing I’ve ever done.”







 “I think it could get even more exciting actually.”







 “What? How?”







 “Well, right now she’s in there waiting for you to follow her and apologise, but how about you stay right here and I suck your cock?”







 “You can’t be serious.” I say, looking at her and realize that not only was she serious, she was smiling, this was all still a jokey adventure to her. Knowing it was wrong and that I really,
 really
 , shouldn't do it, I nodded my head and grabbed her hair, guiding her mouth to my already sticky cock, her lips sealing around it and sucking it back to life.







 Sucking me hard, my cock swelling to full size in record time, Katrina slurped on my pole while I listened to the sobs of my girlfriend from her room nearby, my orgasm being one of the weirdest of I’ve ever had, Katrina swallowing everything I gave her, licking her lips afterwards and grinning.







* * *







 As you can guess, Emma dumped me that day, and once the taboo factor was removed from our sex, Katrina soon lost interest too, but I’ll never forget Emma, or her wildly horny and possibly slightly insane MILF mom and her unquenchable thirst for come.







END
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