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 BOSS MILF TAKEN FROM BEHIND











 I’ve been working as a gardener for a small family-owned company for three years now. They have about half a dozen locations and it’s basically my job to keep them looking presentable. It’s relatively easy work and with the multiple locations it helps from keeping it getting stale, with each site having its own pros and cons. At 22, the thought of being cooped up in an office horrifies me, or crammed in a factory. Some of my friends are earning better money, but they don’t seem as happy. Plus, none of them have a boss as smoking hot as me, I’ll bet.







 When I first started working for her, Mandy immediately caught my eye, being a stunning MILF with thick dark hair and large natural breasts, her blue eyes bright and mischievous looking. I still remember trying to hide my boner during the interview, her large breasts seemingly staring at me from her blouse, the top three buttons undone.







 The first thing I did when I’d gotten home that day was jerk off, thoughts of her thick ruby red lips wrapped around my cock filling my head, my hands playing with her massive melons.







 As I’m at so many locations, I might not see her for days at a time, depending on whether or not our site schedules overlap or not. It’s always nice when she’s on-site, as she’s a very easy-going boss and comes across as very flirty, and her clothing often gives me a great view of her large assets, giving me plenty of ammo for the spank bank when I get home.







 When I first started working for her she was married, but she got divorced about 6 months ago and I’ve noticed a subtle change in her over the last half a year. She has always been a bit of a cheeky flirt, but I never felt any real want in her voice, like she was just having fun. But lately, there seems to be an edge to her flirting, and a sound of need in her tone, like she’s gone without sex since the divorce or something and is starting to get pretty frustrated.







 Her clothes are getting sexier and sexier too, her tops lower and lower cut, and her skirts higher and higher. Obviously, in no way am I complaining about this change!







 I’ve been asked to come and do the gardening at one of the sites by its manager this Sunday as next week the area will be inaccessible. I don’t mind as Mandy has always been good for giving a bonus when working for her on weekends, and the traffic is much easier to navigate.







* * *







 Sunday arrives and I’m in my car, pulling up at the deserted site, the parking lot empty, everyone else who normally works here off somewhere enjoying their weekends. Parking wherever I want, I get out and start to unload my truck, grabbing my lawn mower when I see Mandy’s car, pulling up into the parking lot.







 Seeing me, she waves from her car and parks next to me, before hopping out and approaching me. She’s dressed even sexier than normal, her massive tits almost popping the few buttons on her blouse that are actually fastened, her skirt bordering on just being a thick belt almost, her tanned legs pumping as she comes towards me, her thick hair flowing in the breeze.







 “Hello, Jake! I forgot you were going to be here. I’m just going to do some paperwork.”







 “Hi, Mandy. Yeah, this place will be impossible to get around with the construction starting across the street tomorrow, so give it a quick once over to hopefully tide it over in the meantime.”







 “Sounds great, I’ll leave you to it,” Mandy says with a cheeky smile as she turns and heads for the building, my eyes glued to her full ass as she pumps away from me.







 I’ve barely got my protective gear on before Mandy is back outside, coming towards me. Pulling my earmuffs off so I can hear her, I stop what I’m doing.







 “Sorry to be a pain, Jake, but could you give me a hand for a minute? I know it’s not gardening but no one else is here to ask.”







 “No problem, Mandy,” I say, taking off the earmuffs and gloves that I’d just slipped on and following her back to the building.







 Entering the building, it’s cool compared to outside and seems much darker, my eyes taking a moment to adjust to the half-light, most of the overhead lighting being still switched off.







 “So how have things been, Jake?” Mandy asks as we walk towards the senior staff offices. “Any exciting news?”







 “Haha, no not really, same old same old. Yourself?”







 “I’m not sure if you know, but I’m currently getting divorced. He’s being a real pig about it though, refuses to finalize most of the paperwork. My lawyer says he’s trying to find reasons to get more in a settlement.”







 “Oh, that’s a bummer.”







 “You can say that again Jake. Technically we’re still married. Do you know what that means?”







 “Umm, you can’t marry anyone else?” I say, hazarding a guess.







 “Haha, well yes that obviously, but more to the point, as I’m still married, if I was to sleep with anyone, that would be infidelity, and in this state, that would open up to my ex a whole extra set of demands he would be able to make. I think he wants the company, but I had it already up and running before we even met, so fuck him, excuse my french.”







 “Wow, so like...for the last 6 months...?” I say, not quite wanting to ask it out loud but still wanting to know.







 “Haha, exactly! I’m practically bouncing off the walls at this point, Jake.” Mandy says, stopping as we come to her office, her hand grabbing a set of keys from her handbag and unlocking its door.







 “Well, that’s no good,” I say a little lamely, having flirted with Mandy lots, but never having had a serious talk like this before.







 Looking at me, Mandy stands there, her hand on the door’s handle. “Sorry for dumping all this on you Jake. All of my friends are still married and don’t seem to sympathize with how horrible it is to not be able to have sex, I kinda guessed as a young man you’d know what I mean.”







 “Don’t be sorry Mandy, I understand completely, I can’t imagine 6 months without sex. I’d be blind by the end, if you know what I mean.” I say, giving her a wink.







 “Haha, well I don’t know what a woman’s version of that is supposed to be, but I’m pretty sure I’m about there myself.” Mandy quips with a smile, opening her door and both of us entering. “I’ve gone through I don’t know how many batteries at this point, but it’s just not the same.”







 My brain fills with images of Mandy fucking herself silly with a vibrator, her legs spread wide and her pussy wet, and my cock starts to grow, aching in my boxers as it presses against the fabric of my pants, making them tighter.







 Smiling at me, Mandy’s eyes flit over my crotch, one hand toying idly with the nape of her neck. “I’ve worked out a way to
 almost
 have sex though, Jake.”







 “Ah? What, like dry humping or something?” I say, my cock straining against my pants and my head starting to feel much warmer.







 “Not quite. In this state, anal sex is still under buggery and not actually sex, which means I can still say under oath that I’ve not had sex with another man and still be telling the truth, meaning my bastard ex won't get one extra penny out of me.” Mandy explains, her hand running up and down her blouse, threatening to unfasten another button.







 “But do you like anal sex, Mandy?” I ask, my voice almost cracking and my cock now throbbing painfully hard.







 “I fucking
 love it
 , Jake. I couldn’t believe it when I discovered the loophole earlier this week. Tell me, do you like fucking a woman in her ass?” Mandy asks, her voice becoming a husky whisper, stepping closer to me, her alluring scent filling my nostrils.







 “I’ve uh...I’ve never actually had anal sex before, Mandy.” I admit, feeling like a bit of a noob, my eyes dropping to the floor, but then slinking up to stare at her deep cleavage.







 “Oooh, that’s exciting then!” Mandy says, cupping my chin in her hand and lifting my head to look into my eyes, coming close. “Would you like to try it out? I promise you’ll have a
 very
 good time with me, Jake. I need this so badly right now. Please, please fuck me in my ass.”







 My cock twitching, hearing her ask me that, I smile back at her, my heart pounding, and nod.







 Smiling, Mandy’s hands slip down my body and grab my jeans, pulling me to her, her massive tits pressing against me as he grinds herself against me. “And with anal, you don’t need a condom Jake, you can fill me up with your young come. Fuck me deep in the raw, you’re going to love it.”







 My cock throbbing, I feel Mandy’s hands unbuckling my belt desperately as she gets my jeans loosened and pulls them down, my cock tenting my boxers and poking against her. Watching me the whole time with a mischievous grin, I feel her hands grab my boxers and pull them down too, before wrapping around my shaft, making me gasp with pleasure.







 “He’s so hard, Jake! God, I can’t wait to feel you inside me.” Mandy says, pumping my length, rolling her thumb over my fat head, spreading my pre-come.







 Finally, I stop just standing there and grab her tits through her blouse, feeling their weight, leaning down to kiss and lick at her cleavage, Mandy jerking me off the whole time. Unbuttoning her blouse, I reach behind her and unclasp her brassiere, freeing her massive natural tits, lifting them out of their cups. Her erect nipples feeling great under my tongue as I flick and tease them with it.







 Pulling off her blouse and her bra, Mandy stands before me topless, her massive pendulous boobs swaying as I fondle them, lifting them to my mouth to suck and kiss them, Mandy’s hands all over my cock and balls.







 Grabbing the back of my head, Mandy pulls my face down to hers and we start kissing wildly, our tongues lashing at each other, our lips mashing as we press our faces together, hot with passion and animal lust.







 My hands run down her body and I start to pull down her skirt, Mandy wriggling her hips to help, her skirt dropping around her ankles before she kicks it to a corner of her office. With my hands running over her firm ass cheeks, I squeeze her butt before grabbing her knickers and pulling them down, watching as they soon join the skirt over in the corner.







 Still cupping a buttcheek, my other hand slides around the front and rubs her mons, feeling her cropped bush between my fingers, Mandy grinding desperately against my palm as my hand slides lower to her slick pussy, her lust obvious and wet.







 Rubbing her pussy, she jerks me off rapidly, her hand squeezing my shaft as she milks me, our tongues still wrestling.







 Breaking off from our kiss, she looks at me with a devilish glint in her eye. “You want to get my asshole ready for your cock, Jake?”







 “Mmm, yes, Mandy,” I say, her hand pumping my manhood, filling me with pleasure.







 “Good boy, then get on your knees for me.” She tells me, letting go of my cock and pulling up my shirt, taking off my top as I lower myself to my knees in front of her.







 Smiling, Mandy turns around, her full, firm ass now right before my face, and then bends over her desk, spreading her legs wide, her sex and her asshole revealing themselves to me as her ass cheeks open.







 Reaching behind herself, Mandy grabs a cheek and spreads it wider, gyrating her pelvis, hypnotizing me with her tasty-looking booty, her pussy literally dribbling down her thigh, her lust on overdrive.







 “Come closer Jake, kiss my pussy from the back,” Mandy tells me, arching her back, proffering her most secret of areas to me.







 Leaning in, I kiss and lick at her slit, her pussy juice coating my tongue, Mandy moaning loudly as my tongue makes contact. Twerking her ass slowly, she grinds her sex against my mouth, my hands on her thighs, holding on as I bury my face in her ass







 Grinding higher and lower, Mandy’s asshole joins in, her puckered date running over my tongue as I lick her booty, Mandy’s moans gaining intensity as she grinds herself against me.







 Reaching back behind herself, she grabs the back of my head and holds me there as I eat her ass, getting into it as I find my pace, lapping at her body, feeling the warmth of her slit as she rubs it against me.







 “Mmm, feels so good, Jake. That’s it, gets my ass nice and ready for your fat cock.” She says as she grinds against me.







 Pushing me away from her ass, she tells me to stand up and I do so, my cock absolutely pounding with need.







 “Ok Jake, come here and fuck my ass,
 now
 ,” Mandy says, her legs spread, looking at me over her shoulder, wiggling her butt invitingly.







 Getting close, I grab my cock and guide it to her asshole, my heart hammering with excitement. Holding her hip with one hand, I push my cock against her asshole, feeling her body’s resistance, her tiny date looking too small to possibly let my cock in. Pushing harder, I feel her asshole start to open as my knob presses into it.







 Suddenly, with both of us gasping, my knob enters her asshole, her ring wrapping around my girth and squeezing it. Grabbing her hips with both hands, I start to pump, slowly, as I work my length inside Mandy’s asshole.







 Squirming, Mandy reaches behind herself and pulls me into her, wanting me deeper. Her breath now coming out in shallow little gasps as she backs her booty onto my cock, her asshole stretched tight around it.







 The heat from her body soaking into my shaft, her asshole hugs my body, her velvets walls so smooth along my length as I pump into her again and again. Fully embedded now, I run my hands up and down her back, feeling her muscles tense as she grinds her impaled ass against me, begging me to fuck her harder.







 Doing as she says, I start to fuck her with more force, my body slapping into hers as I drive my cock all the way inside her, my balls smacking against her dripping slit, her body milking me with its firm grip on my manhood.







 Reaching around, I start to play with her sopping wet pussy, Mandy writhing against me and I diddle her clit to the tempo that I fuck her asshole. My other hand reaches around too and I start to play with her tits, pulling and teasing her erect nipples, making her gasp in pleasure.







 “Mmm! Fuck yes! Pull my hair, Jake. Pull my hair!”
 Mandy husks between gasps, throwing herself back against my cock as hard as I can thrust into her, her full ass wobbling as it slaps into me again and again.







 Letting go of her tits, I grab her hair and pull it, making her head lean back as I fuck her asshole. Grunting, she orders me to pull it harder and I do, grabbing it close to the roots and really tugging it back, using her hair like reins as I pump into her.







 Squirming beneath me, I feel Mandy’s pussy get wetter and wetter as we fuck, my hand slippery now as I rub her clit furiously, her breath ragged and her gasps becoming whimpers.







 Almost with a wail, Mandy starts to come, her asshole squeezing my cock incredibly hard as she starts to convulse. Her knuckles white as she grips her desk, her thighs pumping as she pushes herself back onto me as hard as she can, her body shaking with orgasm. Standing on her toes, her legs shake, her eyes rolling in her head as her climax takes control, with me barely holding on as she trembles with orgasm.







 Suddenly going slack, Mandy’s orgasm ends and she flops to the desk, my cock still buried deep in her asshole, her face to one side, panting as she recovers. I slow down but I don’t stop fucking her ass, still holding her hair, my clit rubbing hand now playing with her perfect ass cheeks, rubbing and fondling them.







 Soon I can feel my balls lifting and getting tighter, my orgasm not far away. Feeling the change, Mandy looks at me over her shoulder, telling me to come, telling me it’s ok to fill her now. Needing no further encouragement, I grab onto her hips and slam myself into her, my cock pulsating and erupting, my come shooting out at what feels like a million miles an hour and filling her tight asshole.







 Gasping, I buck into her, my balls emptying their load deep in Mandy’s butt, my grip on her ass relaxing as I start to slow my pumps, Mandy gyrating her pelvis, fucking herself on my cock, still flopped over the desk, spent.







 My own orgasm over, I stand behind her, still balls deep in her asshole, getting my breath back, my heart pounding in my chest. Leaning down I kiss her back a few times before I step back, slowly sliding my cock out of her ass, looking appreciatively at her amazing butt on full display as she lays there draped over the desk.







 Standing up slowly, Mandy turns and smiles at me, her eyes a little glazed. “You’ve no idea how much I needed that, Jake. Thank you
 so
 much.”







 “No, thank
 you
 , Mandy,” I answer, very happy with my first experience with anal sex, reaching out to gently stroke one of her massive breasts, her nipples still puffy and erect.







 “Careful Jake, a young guy like you is liable to get hard again, you start playing with my tits like that,” Mandy says, reaching out to stroke my cock with a smile.







 “Oh no, that would be
 terrible
 ,” I reply with a grin. “Would you mind a round 2?”







 “Not at all! I’ve already got what I need but I’m happy to get an extra one to really make sure the job’s done.” She replies, her hands going to my heavy plums and fondling them gently.







 Closing the small distance between us, I embrace Mandy and lock my lips to hers, kissing her deeply and passionately, knowing that I’ll be hard again very soon, her MILF body too perfect to not fuck another time.







 Our bodies grinding against one another, I slowly lower us to the soft, carpeted floor, mounting her. Her legs spread, I grind and dry hump my body on hers as we kiss, our passion levels rapidly rising again. My hands all over her, I kiss and fondle her amazing natural tits, huge and soft in my palms.







 I feel her hands running up and down my body, the heat of hers turning me on as we make out like a couple of teenagers on a couch at a party, totally enamored with each other, at least for the moment.







 My cock starts to stir and grow, pressing against Mandy’s sopping crotch, her pelvis grinding against me, her need as intense as mine. Getting off Mandy and lying next to her on my side, I turn her so we’re almost spooning before raising her uppermost leg, opening her thighs, and exposing her hungry sex to my throbbing cock.







 With one arm under her head, she uses my bicep like a pillow, turning her head to kiss me while my other hand runs up and down her body, playing with her tits and rubbing her puffy pussy lips.







 Squirming against me, I guide my cock to her asshole and Mandy pushes back against me, relaxing her asshole as it wraps around my shaft, fucking her while spooning. My arms wrapped around her, I hold her close as I work my cock in deeper and deeper, our lips never parting as we kiss passionately, lying on the floor, my cock embedded in her gyrating butt.







 Reaching down between her legs, Mandy plays with my balls as they slap into her sex as I bury my shaft in her ass, her full butt cheeks smacking against me as I take her from behind.







 Fucking her harder, I slowly end up pushing her to her stomach with me on top, her legs spread wide while I ass fuck her on the floor, my forearm around her neck and the other one keeping the bulk of my weight off her, my abdomen slapping into her full ass with every downward thrust, pushing the air out of her as I stuff her ass again and again with hard cock.







 Kissing and nipping at Mandy’s ears and neck, she can barely gasp for more as her face turns red, her eyes bulging, my every thrust sandwiching her between me and the carpet, taking her completely.







 Gripping the carpet, she manages to beg for my come, turning her head to lick and kiss at me desperately, her tongue searching out mine and attacking it with lust and need.







 Leaning in, our mouths locked together, both of us breathing heavily through our nostrils, I fuck her harder, my balls smacking against her molten hot sex, her slit dribbling all over the carpet.







 Holding her tighter, pinning her to the floor, I break off our kiss for just a second to tell her I’m going to come before her hand grabs my head and forces me back to kissing, lapping at me like a deranged beast, our spit flying as we devour each other, my balls getting tighter as I prepare to fill her asshole again.







 Flexing her butthole repeatedly, I feel Mandy trying to milk me and go with it, enjoying the sensation of her tight asshole as it squeezes my cock rapidly towards the finish line.







 Panting through my nose, moaning deep in my throat urgently, I start to come, spasming on top of Mandy as I erupt inside her, my cock shooting hot jizz deep into her asshole, our bodies slapping together as I convulse on top of her in the throes of orgasm. Squeezing her close to me as her body squeezes my manhood, my cock is completely drained of semen by her tight butt, her body shaking under me, our kiss still going, our hot breath mingling with each others.







 Vibrating to a shuddering stop on top of her, my balls pulse one more time and are done, my load fully embedded into Mandy and her hungry ass. Relaxing my grip on her and breaking off our kiss, we both lay there, panting and gasping lungfuls of air.







 Kissing her exposed skin, I slowly slide off her, my cock exiting her body reluctantly, her asshole gripping my manhood inside her momentarily. Laying on my back, Mandy joins me, resting her head on my chest, stroking my stomach.







 “
 Very
 nice, Jake. Thank you again.” She says with a happy murmur.







 “No, thank
 you
 again.” I respond, a large smile plastered across my face, having gone from never doing anal to doing it twice in one time.







 “Haha, well either way, I may need to call on your services again in the future, assuming my ex is going to continue to be a bastard about everything.”







 “I’d be more than happy to help you anytime you need it, Mandy,” I answer, playfully grabbing a massive natural tit and rubbing it.







 “I’m very happy to hear that Jake,” Mandy says, sitting up and looking at my naked body with a smile. “Now, I don’t mean to kick you out but you do still have a lot of work to do, yes? Really don’t want the staff wondering why the gardening wasn’t done.”







 “Good point,” I say, slowly getting to my feet and grabbing my clothes. “I’d totally forgotten why I was here, haha.”







 Getting dressed, we both make our way to the front door, me to do the gardening, and Mandy to lock up and leave, her only reason for coming here being to get fucked by me. Just before we get to the door, Mandy stops me and we share one more kiss, my hands wrapping around her to grab her ass.







 “I’ll see you again soon ok, Jake?” Mandy says as we step out the doors.







 “Can’t wait,” I reply, as we break off, me going to the lawnmower and Mandy going to her car.







 As I said, Mandy has always been good for giving bonuses when you work for her on the weekend!







END







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











 HAVING THE MORNING JOG MILF IN PUBLIC











 The first time I noticed her it was her ass, bouncing a few yards in front of me as we both jogged along the path that circles the parkland in my town. I’m out jogging every morning so seeing a nice butt wasn’t anything new, but this ass wasn’t just good, it was sculpted perfection.







 In figure-hugging light gray leggings, her ass pumped as she jogged, her tight sports crop top showing most of her athletic back. Her thighs, thick and powerful looking, tapered down to well-shaped calves. Wearing a baseball cap with her blonde ponytail poking out the back, I kept pace with her, always staying a few yards behind, enjoying the view, my favorite songs playing in my ears via earbuds, my device clipped to my shorts, as I prefer to run topless.







 Eventually, she stopped to take a drink and I continued jogging, happy to have had a chance to see her. As I jogged past I turned to see her face finally and I remember being surprised that she looked like she might be 20-plus years older than me. She had a body that could easily compete with hot 20-somethings, her thick lips alluring me and her smokey eyes meeting mine for a moment as I passed. Her chest, while well held down by the sports top, was obviously considerable, her bust pushing the top to breaking point, her large breasts making her narrow waist even more contrasting.







 Giving her a friendly ‘fellow jogger’ smile, I continued on my way and didn’t bump into her again that morning.







 The next day I was on lap 3 when I saw the ass that had stayed in my mind yesterday long after I’d gotten home. Jogging slightly slower than me, I found myself slowing down to match her pace so I could trail her for longer. Looking over her shoulder, she caught me staring at her ass as she jogged and I gave her a smile and wave, before speeding up again to get past.







 The next day, she was jogging in the other direction, meaning that every 15 minutes or so, we would pass one another, each time giving each other a friendly nod and smile, her breasts really doing all they could to try and bounce free of her top. Credit to its manufacturers, it was doing an admirable job keeping such massive chest puppies at bay.







 On day 4, I was stopped in a small opening, taking a drink when she jogged up the path, coming to a stop and giving me a smile, before taking a sip of her own bottle. Seeing my chance, I reached out my hand.







 “Hi, I’m John. Been seeing you a lot lately.”







 “Hi John, I’m Mandy.” She says, taking my offered hand and shaking it. “Yeah, I’ve just recently moved into town and this appears to be the spot where the jogging happens, so here I am.”







 “It’s a great spot, I’ve been coming here since high school.”







 “Oh, so what, like two weeks ago?” She says, smiling to let me know she’s joking with me, although I do look a little fresh-faced for 21, still unable to grow a decent beard and always keeping myself clean-shaven.







 “Haha, nice one, but I’m out of college and everything. A proper big boy.”







 “Good to know, John.” She says, her eyes sweeping up and down my exposed torso. “Wanna jog together?”







 “Sure!” I reply, a little keenly, making her laugh.







 For the next hour or so we jog together, with me doing an extra couple of laps than I normally would have just because I’m having such a great time with Mandy. Learning about her, she tells me that she’s a recent divorcee, having spent the last 25 years with one man, who, whilst boring, had always been loyal to her, until a new secretary half his age had shown up at work and ruined everything.







 “It was amazing how quickly he changed,” Mandy told me. “I had never been able to get him to do or try anything, and then suddenly he’s ‘at work’ when he’s really bungee jumping and parachuting with his little floozy. I felt so hurt. I had accepted he was boring but kind and as such haven’t really done anything exciting in the last 20-plus years.”







 Wondering how a man throws away such an exquisite MILF, I watch as Mandy gets in her car and drives off, my car being parked around the other side of the park. We’ve already organized to meet by the drinking fountain tomorrow morning to jog together again. Walking now, I head back to my car, my hand in my pocket, holding my boner at bay, it having woken up half an hour ago and seeming to have no intention of going down, Mandy’s body, stare, personality and scent having driven me wild all morning.







 The next day we meet at the drinking fountain, and after greeting me with a kiss on the cheek, we set off, jogging at a slow pace to warm ourselves up first. The conversation quickly picks up where we left off and Mandy talks about how she feels she’s been very boring for the last 20 years, having done nothing exciting or daring.







 “So Alan was a bit of a missionary-only kinda guy huh?” I ask, testing the waters.







 “You can say that again. Once every two weeks for a few minutes.”







 “Wow, that’s strangely specific,” I say.







 “He was a man of routines. And can you believe this, he didn’t actually like…” Mandy says, before looking around to make sure no one else was listening, “...oral sex!”







 “I’m having a hard time believing that Mandy, what man doesn’t like a blowjob?”







 “Hand on heart I swear it’s true, John.” Mandy says, appearing to blush a little from my use of the word ‘blowjob’.







 “So basically, for the last 20 odd years, you’ve had some missionary sex once every two weeks and nothing else?”







 “Pretty much.”







 “So never had any honey or cream dribbled on your body and licked off?”







 “God no, but I wish!”







 “Never had your hair pulled? Done it in public?” I continue, my cock starting to stir, feeling myself really enjoying talking to her like this.







 “Oh my god, no way!” Mandy laughs, slapping me, before coming slowly to a stop. “Hang on, I’ve got to have a drink.”







 Standing on the path, I look at her amazing figure as she lifts the bottle to her mouth, everything about her turning me on, my cock starting to press against the fabric of my shorts, my head filled with warm lust and not caring as much as I probably should about a soon to be obvious boner.







 Drinking, she looks at me, her eyes staring at my naked torso. Pushing the bottle top down, she looks around and sees no one else. “I’m pretty pooped today, what say we find somewhere cool to sit down, John?”







 “Sounds great I say.” Following her as she walks through the trees and bushes dividing the path from the park proper.







 A nice warm day, it’s still early enough that people are minimal. Following her and watching her ass, I lose all control of my dick and he starts to grow, tenting my pants and making me put a hand in my pocket, holding my fat cock against my leg.







 Finding a secluded spot, Mandy walks up to a tree and leans against it, putting her hands behind her back to hold the tree, making her breasts more prominent, the bulge of her mons visible through the tight leggings. Her face flushed, she looks at me through her eyelashes.







 “Do me a favor would you John? Hold out both your hands.”







 “Haha, what?” I say, stalling, my cock too obvious in these shorts if I let go of it.







 “I’m thinking very naughty thoughts right now, John, but I don’t want you to think I’m a slut or anything. Please, hold out both your hands.” Mandy asks me again.







 Slowly, I pull my hand out of my pocket and hold both my hands out in front of myself, my cock springing outward, tenting my shorts in a way that couldn’t be more apparent I’m hard as a rock right now.







 “Is that because of me, John?” Mandy asks, staring at my throbbing manhood.







 “That’d be a yes, Mandy,” I say, seeing the hunger in her eyes.







 “Show it to me.” She says, now in a whisper, looking around to ensure that we’re still alone.







 My eyes never leaving hers, I grab the elastic of my shorts and pull them down, my cock springing free, Mandy’s eyes widening as she takes it in.







 “Oh, John! Wow! Look at it!” She says, making me smile at her genuine excitement for my dick.







 “Nicer than Alan’s?” I ask, taking a step towards her.







 “Much nicer, and bigger too,” Mandy whispers, staring at it.







 “Would you like to touch it? Go on.”







 Looking around again, Mandy steps forward and reaches out, tentatively at first, like it might bite, before she wraps her hand around my shaft, her soft hand hot and trembling. Staring at my cock in wonder, she starts to pump it, seemingly entranced, like it’s the coolest gadget she's ever got for a Birthday or something.







 Taking off her cap, I stroke her face and hair, looking at her as she stares at my cock in her hand, jerking it experimentally.
 Just how dull was Alan?
 I think to myself.







 ‘I want to...I want to suck it!” Mandy says, saying it like a declaration, daring the world to object.







 “Go on then, I’d love that, Mandy,” I tell her, stroking her soft skin.







 Almost like she can’t believe she’s doing it, Mandy slowly lowers herself to her knees, her face now inches from my cock. Looking up at me, she smiles and kisses my knob a few times, her soft lips mashing against my pulsing head.







 Holding my shaft with one hand, Mandy grabs my balls tentatively with the other, playing with them as if they were made of the world’s most delicate china. Kissing and licking at the underside of my cock, Mandy covers it in smooches, her spit making my manhood shine as she explores every inch of it.







 Opening her mouth, she leans into my pelvis, my cock sliding into her mouth, her tongue hot and slippery as it licks my knob and I fill her mouth. Moaning softly, letting her know she’s doing a great job, Mandy gets better and better by the second as dusty old files in her head with information on sucking cocks, unused for decades, get blown off and fire up into life. Her keenness and hunger obvious, her slurping becoming louder and louder as she tries to make up for lost time, sucking hard on my cock, really pulling it with her mouth’s suction, making me gasp in pleasure.







 Grabbing her ponytail, I guide her head back and forth on my knob, fucking her mouth, listening to the sounds of her oral fill the secluded area in which we’re hiding.







 “You keep doing such a great job, Mandy, and you’ll make me come. Are you ready for that?”







 Taking her mouth from my cock for just a moment, Mandy nods, “Yes John, give it to me! I want to taste you in my mouth,” She confirms, before diving back onto my shaft, my words seeming to have encouraged her as her cock sucking goes up another notch.







 Sucking mightily on my manhood, I feel my balls lifting in Mandy’s palm, my knob starting to tingle, my orgasm moments away. Grabbing her ponytail harder, I start to fuck her mouth, my gasps getting quicker.







 My cock swelling, I give out a grunt and start coming, my hot semen filling Mandy’s mouth as my cock pulses, spurting my cream down her throat. Swallowing, Mandy takes each spurt like a champ, not slowing her sucking, but bobbing on my cock, drawing out every drop, my groans of pleasure filling the hiding spot.







 Standing there panting, I watch while Mandy takes her mouth from my cock, licking her lips and looking up at me apprehensively. “Was that ok, John?”







 “Haha, you just got a mouthful of my answer, Mandy, you really need to ask?” I tell her, helping her to her feet and then getting down on my knees in front of her.







 “What are you doing, John?”







 “Returning the favor. I was raised right.” I tell her with a smile, grabbing at the hem of her leggings and tugging at them, letting her know I want them down.







 Her eyes going wide, she looks at me open-mouthed, looking around. Then looking back at me, she bites her lip and nods, letting me tug down her leggings, exposing her sex. Her mons crowned with a short triangle of golden hair, I keep pulling her leggings down until they’re at her ankles. Sliding one leg right off over her shoe, I spread her legs, Mandy now standing before me with her feet apart, her glistening sex close to my face, her musk filling my nostrils and arousing me further.







 Looking up at her, I lean my face in and kiss her mons, teasing her, my face going down a little lower to her hood, my tongue sneaking out to press against her swollen clit, making her gasp, her stomach tensing in pleasure and making her lean forward over me, her body contracting.







 Kissing her moist slit, I run my tongue up and down it, tasting her sweet natural juices, penetrating her with my tongue a little, feeling the slippery warmth of her body as it mingles with my spit. Wrapping my arms around her, I grab her perfect ass and squeeze it as I dive in, my mouth wrapping around her clit and sucking, filling it and making her spasm in sensory overload, her hands grabbing my hair, Mandy half laughing and half gasping as I make her tremble, eating her out standing up.







 Watching her stunning face contort in pleasure drives me wild and I suck and lap at her sex, wanting to bury my entire face in it. One hand leaves her ass and slowly feels its way up her inner thigh, Mandy’s legs shaking as she tries to stay in control of them.







 Toying with her sex, I slowly slide a finger inside, her warmth encircling my digit, fingering her at the same speed that I suck her clit, turning my hand and looking for her g-spot. A sudden spasm tells me when I’ve found it, and with a combination of licks and sucks on her clit, I press her g-spot again and again, rubbing it faster and faster as my clit attention also speeds up.







 Holding my hair tight, Mandy looks at me with wonder between gasps, her eyes opening to stare for just a second before screwing up again in pre-climax concentration, her pelvis thrust forward and grinding against me as I eat her out.







 Mimicking me, Mandy groans, “You keep doing such a great job, John, and you’re going to make me come. Are you ready for that?”







 “Mmm-hmm,” I answer, not taking my mouth from her clit, looking up at her through her blonde crown.







 Fingering and sucking, I increase the speed, watching Mandy’s face and her body’s reactions, her stomach tensing every second now, her pelvis thrust out wildly, her pussy hard against my face as Mandy holds me there by the hair.







 “Oh my god! Yes John, yes!” Mandy wails as I suddenly feel an explosion of moisture hit my mouth and chin, Mandy’s pussy erupting, coating me in her slick orgasm. Grinding her pussy against me maniacally, Mandy puffs rapidly as she comes on me, her sex squeezing my finger, clamping around it. Pulling my hair, she guides my mouth to exactly where she wants it, second by second, her pelvis gyrating as she humps my face.







 Panting, Mandy lets go of my hair and I sit on my heels, looking up at her with a smile, watching her jerk and spasm as she tries to stand still, her body sending off random signals of pleasure to her brain. In the end, she leans forward a little and places a hand on my shoulder to steady herself. She continues to hold onto me as I stand up, in the end both of us facing one another while she holds my bare shoulders, recovering.







 “Looks like you were pretty overdue for that one,” I say, seeing just how hard her orgasm has hit her.







 Patting my shoulder, Mandy laughs. “Wow, John. Just...wow.” Recovering a little, Mandy pulls her leggings back on, a dark patch appearing on the crotch as her orgasm soaks through.







 Grabbing my hands, Mandy looks at me. “Will you meet me at the fountain again tomorrow, John? I’d love to go again but one of those is all I can handle right now, I need to go home for a power nap before getting on with my day.”







 My balls well drained from the blowjob I didn’t think I’d be getting today, I smile and nod. “Of course, you’ve already ticked off quite a few boxes today as it is,” I say as we head back for the path and our cars.







 “And hopefully a few more tomorrow,” Mandy tells me with a wink, making my heart rate increase with anticipation.







 Getting back to the path, I escort Mandy to her car and exchange a very flavorful kiss with her before waving goodbye, my mind already occupied with thoughts of tomorrow.







* * *







 The next day we meet at the drinking fountain as scheduled, Mandy looking as fantastic as always. Walking to the same spot where yesterday we moved from the path to the park, we make our way between the trees and bushes only to find that the park is a lot more crowded today, the fact it’s a Saturday maybe meaning people are off work.







 Looking at Mandy’s face, I can see she’s having second thoughts. “It’s ok if you wanna bail, Mandy. I don’t mind. Maybe we could find somewhere else?”







 Thinking for a moment, Mandy gets a set look on her face. “No, I’ve spent enough time not doing exciting things, let's go,” She says, taking my hand and leading me back to the secluded spot we were in yesterday.







 Getting there, It’s not as secluded as it was. While no one is sitting under ‘our’ specific tree, there are plenty of couples under other nearby trees, giving us very little in the way of spots we could get frisky that wouldn’t be in someone’s direct line of sight.







 Walking to the tree, Mandy slowly walks around it, looking outward at the other people. Eventually, she stops and leans against its smooth bark, butt outward.







 “Right here, John. In this spot, I can’t see any of them so I guess they can’t see me.”







 From where I’m standing I can still see people, but as I get close to Mandy most of them disappear behind the trunk. Mandy will be hidden, but it looks like I might still be visible.







 Looking over her shoulder at me, Mandy smiles before grabbing her leggings’ elastic and pulling them down over her ass and down to her knees, exposing her perfect, flawless cheeks to me, proffering them, backing herself against my crotch, my boner already well on its way.







 “Fuck me, John. Fuck me right now against this tree with all these people. Go on, fuck me.” Mandy whispers in a sexy husk, reaching behind herself to stroke my hard cock through my shorts.







 Unable to resist such a well-framed request, I pull my shorts down enough to release my cock and balls, tucking my shorts under my heavy plums, standing close to Mandy so as to hopefully not become known as the town flasher or something.







 Grabbing her hips, I bend my knees and get my cock at the right height to fuck Mandy’s dripping pussy from behind. Reaching between her legs, Mandy opens her sex for me with one hand, her other snaking under to grab my knob and guide me to her burning pussy.







 Moaning under my breath, I feel my cock slide slowly inside Mandy’s tight pussy, her walls soft and delicate, hugging my shaft as I bury myself in her, pushing inside until my stomach is pressed against her perfect ass.







 Pumping, I fuck her against the tree, my hands sliding from her hips to her front, grabbing her sports crop top and peeling it up over her breasts, feeling them bounce as they’re freed. Her hands on the trunk of the tree, Mandy arches her back as I take her, her warm, soft tits now in my hands, fondling them as I thrust.







 Trying not to grunt too loud, I pant with exertion and pleasure as my thighs burn, my butt pumping as I slam into Mandy’s hot hole. Reaching down, Mandy starts to play with herself, her own moan getting louder. Looking to my left and right, I can see that I’m at least partially in a few people's eye line, my rhythmic pumping probably a pretty obvious clue as to what I’m doing.








  “God you feel so good inside me, John.”
 Mandy moans, my stomach slapping against her ass, her sex milking my cock.







 Grunting in reply, I try to focus on the fucking but I can see one couple are looking over at me, staring and discussing something among themselves. Saying nothing to Mandy, I fuck her faster, wanting to shoot my load before we end up getting caught.







 “Oh yeah, that’s it, fuck me hard John, fuck me hard!” Mandy pants, my thrusts pushing her against the tree as I try to fuck her while simultaneously hiding from the now obviously aware couple, the man getting up and slowly approaching.







 The slap of my stomach against her ass sounding like the loudest noise in the world, I squeeze her tits and without warning, start to come, my voice cracking as I grunt in pleasure, my arms holding her close as I empty my balls into her tight pussy, Mandy moaning happily, squirming on my back, flexing her sex and pulling out my every last drop with her amazing pussy.







 Pulling out, gasping, I pull my shorts back up over my cock and pull Mandy’s top down, Mandy turning around and pulling up her leggings just as the man comes around the tree, frowning at us.







 “Do you mind? Personal space dude.” I say, trying to act as nonchalant as possible while sporting a still sticky erection in my shorts and a flushed face.







 Glaring at us, he walks away shaking his head, muttering something under his breath, Mandy and I both holding ours.







 Looking at each other, we both do the ‘OMG’ raised eyebrow expression before walking very quickly away. Once we’re about 30-40 yards from the tree we take one look at each other and start laughing uproariously, doubled over as we walk back to the cars with guffaws of laughter.







 “Holy shit that was close, Mandy,” I say about 15 minutes later as we get to her car, leaning against it and recovering from all the excitement.







 “I know, a few seconds more and you would have been coming literally as he stood there watching.” Mandy agrees, adding, “It felt like a pretty big load too,” Rubbing her pussy with her hand through the leggings.







 “I feel bad though, I didn’t get a chance to make you come.”







 “That’s ok, hop in my car and we can fix that now,” Mandy says, pressing the button to unlock her doors and opening a back door, offering me entry.







 “You’re not worried?” I say, looking around the parking lot, nowhere near as private as the park was.







 “No, in fact, I’ve never been so horny in all my life, John, I literally
 need
 your cock inside me again. Right here, in public, with possibly anyone walking past.” She says, her voice becoming a purr as she drives herself into a frenzy.







 Getting into her car, she follows closely and we sit in her back seat, looking out the windows to see how exposed we are or aren’t. We should be ok, as long as the owners of the cars parked on either side don’t return or anyone else walking past doesn’t look too closely at the rocking vehicle.







 Looking at Mandy, I can see how ravenous she’s feeling, the damn of 20 years of tedium breaking in a great big flood, making her keen to take risks and feel thrills. Leaning in, we start to kiss passionately, our hands groping at one another, my hands making short work of her top, making her as topless as me. Leaning back for a moment, I take this opportunity to look at her bare breasts for the first time. Large and natural, they have a lovely sway to them as she wiggles her shoulders for me, her large pink nipples erect, surrounded by silver dollar areolas. Cupping them, I feel their sexy weight, leaning in and kissing them, my tongue flicking over the nipples, teasing her and making her run her fingers through my hair.







 Nuzzling her, Mandy reaches down and scrabbles for my cock, pulling my shorts down. Lifting my butt from the seat, I help her take them off, soon leaving me naked in the back of her car.







 Stroking my shaft and playing with my balls, Mandy kisses me while she goes about waking up my cock. My own hands grabbing her leggings and slowly getting them down, her raw sex soon bare to the world, her legs spread as my hands slide down her stomach and play with her sex, feeling how wet she is.







 Pushing my back against the seat, Mandy smiles and starts kissing her way over my chest and down my stomach before her warm soft lips greet my cock. Slurping on my manhood, I feel it start to grow inside her mouth, her suction incredible, her mouth waking my cock up in record time, her tongue lapping at my balls, stroking my length.







 Feeling how hard I am, Mandy sits back, looking at her handiwork, my cock throbbing keenly before her. Lying down on the seat, she spreads her legs and I get into position between them. Reaching down, Mandy spreads her lips for me, her inner pink vivid and alluring, my cock hungry to be back inside her.







 Crawling over her, I guide my cock to her pussy and push, the resistance of her tight sex soft yet firm as I plunge into her, her body accepting me warmly, her velvet pussy sliding over my shaft as I lower myself into her.







 Reaching up, Mandy hugs me to her body, her large tits swaying as I pump, her fingernails tracing up and down my back. Leaning in, we kiss deeply as I thrust, the car rocking on its suspension as I bury my cock deep into her.







 Sitting up, my manhood still embedded inside her, I watch her body rock as I fuck her, grabbing her leg by the ankle and holding it, the feeling of her pussy as I slide in and out of her divine. With my other hand, I start playing with her clit, my thumb rubbing her hood and teasing the engorged bud hiding within.







 Playing with her tits, pulling her own nipples hard, Mandy begs me to rub her clit faster, my pumps increasing in frequency too as I diddle her clit, feeling it under my thumb.







 Moaning loudly, Mandy tells me not to stop as I watch her stomach tense and flex, an orgasm close. Pounding into her, my balls slapping on her ass, I feel her sex clench and squeeze my shaft.







 Crying out loudly, Mandy starts to come, her hands over her head, pressing against the door, pumping herself against my cock while I pump into her, her tits pendulous and hypnotic, her body trembling as I watch her come on the back seat, my cock practically stuck inside her as she squeezes my manhood with her body, her toes curling, her leg shaking in my hand.







 Panting and slapping against the car’s door, Mandy’s orgasm rocks to an end, her pussy convulsing around my cock. Still fucking her, I watch my cock slide in and out of her sex.







 “I want you to come all over my tits, John.” Mandy pants, her eyes aflame with lust. “Cover me in your load.”







 Smiling, I start fucking her faster, working myself to orgasm, concentrating on my knob and how good it feels. Feeling my balls lift, I nod at Mandy, letting her know it’s coming, and she grabs her tits and pushes them together, giving me a lovely big target to paste with my load.







 Leaving it until the very last second, I pull my cock out and start jerking off, my shaft swelling and pulsing just as I exit her sex. Spurting, my cock erupts, my load flying over Mandy’s stomach to land with wet thuds on her massive tits, each twitch of my cock releasing another rope of hot semen, pasting her tits and leaving them with streaks of vivid white come, hot and runny, trickling over her mounds.







 Kneeling between her legs, panting, I watch while Mandy rubs her large natural breasts, spreading the come all over, glazing her tits, making them shine with my jizz, pinching her nipples between thumb and forefinger.







 “I hear it’s great for the skin, actually,” I say, watching her with a smile. “Not that your skin could be any more flawless,” I add.







 Smiling back, Mandy sits up and joins me, her shiny boobs taking my attention.







 That was absolutely
 perfect
 , John.
 Exactly
 what I needed. Thank you.” She says, kissing my shoulder and squeezing my arm.







 “It was very much my pleasure, don’t you worry.”







 “I’m feeling a little exposed now though, haha.” She says, looking at the windows.







 “Yeah, things are different once you’ve got the ‘poison’ out of your system,” I say, agreeing with her, knowing all too well how radically different a man’s brain can be before and after orgasm, the change happening almost instantly.







 Obviously not feeling too exposed though, Mandy, laughing, gets out of the car stark naked and dashes to her driver’s side door, getting in. Grabbing her car keys, she looks over her shoulder. “I’ll take you to your car, no need to walk.” She says with a smile, her breasts swaying as she puts the car in gear.







 Guiding her to my car, I slip on my shorts and hop out, leaning in through her now open window, perving on her naked body. “Will I see you tomorrow?”







 “I’d say so, John. I have over 20 years of adventures to catch up on, and I think you’ll be the perfect guy to try them all out on.” She answers, grabbing my head and pulling me in for a kiss, our tongues quickly battling for a few seconds, swapping each other’s tastes.







 Watching her drive off, buck naked, I wonder to myself what exactly tomorrow will have in store for me. Whatever it is, I’m pretty sure it’s going to be great!







END







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











 HORNY MILF CATCHES ME FILMING HER











 I know it’s wrong and that it’s a bit creepy, but I couldn’t help myself. My girlfriend had broken up with me two weeks earlier and my parents were always home so I’d built up quite a supply of come in my 20-year-old balls and this MILF’s ass was too much.







 Walking slowly behind her in the aisle, I tried to look like I was just scrolling on my phone when I was actually filming her absolutely amazing ass for jerking off to later. Again, I know, it’s not my proudest moment, but at this point, I was so horny it was surprising I didn’t whip it out then and there.







 Clad in the thinnest of black fabrics, the leggings that were painted onto the MILF’s ass left nothing to the imagination, her cheeks bouncing as she walked slowly in front of me, browsing the shelves, the line of her thong obvious where it finally emerged above her ass, the rest of it buried deep between those amazing cheeks.







 A small top, showing off her stomach and lower back hung loosely from her shoulders, her bra strap visible over one shoulder as the shirt slowly worked it way off her every few steps, the MILF putting it back in place only for the shirt to start slipping again.







 Her long chestnut hair tied back into an informal ponytail, her profile looked stunning whenever she would turn her head this way or that to survey the items, her small nose and full pouting complimenting her large brown eyes, long eyelashes atop.







 With each step, her long legs would pull the fabric of her leggings tighter on alternating cheeks, making them practically see through, my cock stirring, already excited for the tugging ahead, my phone zooming in to witness the flashes of skin color leaking through.







 Stopping, obviously about to grab something, I stop a swell, making out I’m checking my shopping list. Without bending her knees, the MILF bends over, all the way to the bottom shelf, her ass basically visible, right there before me, her fabric all but disappearing as I watch, my mouth agape, but always remembering to film.







 Grabbing the item, she stands up, the leggings now wedged deep between her cheeks, her shape totally revealed. I’m sure I saw the bulge of her sex as well, the pink of her thong bleeding through. Putting the item in the trolley, she looks at me quizzically and I judge I’ve gotten about as much footage as I can get away with. Walking on, I make my way quickly through the checkout and back to my truck, keen to see if I really did get a flash of her sex, wanting to pause and zoom in on the bulge of her pussy, feeling hot and bothered as I walked briskly.







 Hopping in my truck, my windows tinted and rolled up, I feel at least partially secluded, my hands opening my phone and starting the video. Watching excitedly, my cock starts to ache in my pants as I stare once again at her amazing ass, forcing myself not to skip ahead.







 Eventually, I get to it and I hover over the screen, ready to hit pause. At the right moment, I stop the video and ogle in wonder as I see again but almost for the first time, the full bulge of her pussy, her sex right there, so close I could almost touch it.







 Unable to hold off any longer, I unbuckle my pants and shuffle them down around my ankles, my cock standing proud, eager to be stroked. Replaying the video, I start to jerk myself off, staring intently at the screen, my fat cock in my hand.







 Completely lost in the moment, it takes me half a second to even register the passenger side door has opened, and too many seconds to start trying to cover myself up as the same MILF from the screen hops into my car!







 Sitting there, smiling at me, she stares at my cock and the screen, seeing herself. Reaching out a hand towards me and offering it, I take mine off my cock and shake it, in a daze. “Hi, I’m Crystal.” She says, “What’s your name?”







 “Umm, I’m...my name is Brad,” I answer, still dumbfounded, my cock throbbing, wondering why the stroking had stopped.







 “Well don’t stop what you’re doing on account of me, Sweety. Keep stroking that thing.” Crystal says, staring at my cock.







 “Umm,” I mumble, wondering what the fuck is going on.







 “Ha, got the stage fright now have you?” Crystal says, leaning over, giving me a chance to notice for the first time how plump and full her tits are. “Here, let me help.”







 Getting close, Crystal spits on my cock before grabbing it, her soft MILF hand wrapping around my shaft before she slides it up and down smoothly, like a well-oiled machine, stroking my shaft and making me gasp at how much better it feels than when I’m doing it myself.







 Looking me in the eye, she gives me a broad grin, her other hand cupping my balls and playing with them as she jerks me off.







 “You can pull my top down if you want, Brad, let my girls free.”







 Trying to catch up with events, I reach up and grab her top, the loose material stretching easily as I pull it down, her mammoth breasts offering me lots of cleavage. Hooking her top under her tits, I stare at them, her bra lacy and sexy, a hint of areola peeking over the top of each cup.







 “And the bra too sweety, let my girls get some air and maybe a little love.”







 Pulling her soft bra down, I expose Crystal’s huge natural breasts, her nipples large and puffy, pink and sweet looking, surrounded by large areolas. Looking at her, I tentatively reach out and rub them, Crystal nodding her head in approval.







 Her hand pumping my cock and her other hand rubbing my plums, I start to fondle Crystal’s boobs, lifting them, feeling their heft, my thumbs toying with her pert nipples. Squeezing her tits, they feel warm and soft, her skin pliant wherever my fingers go, her breasts calling out to a primal part of me, hardwired for a million years to enjoy their feel.







 “You like them, hey? Go on then, give them a kiss, Sweety.” Crystal says, her hand pumping steadily on my throbbing cock.







 Leaning in, I bury my face between her breasts, her feminine scent strong and sexual, my mouth kissing and licking at them. Lifting them to bring her nipples to my mouth, the heat of her underboob warming my hands as I nip and tease her puffy nipples with my teeth and lips.







 “Mmm, that’s it, Sweety, suck my nipples. Yeah.” Crystal moans, her strokes getting a little distracted as I find one of her buttons. “I saw you wanting me in the store, filming me. I could tell you wouldn’t even wait to get home. Feel this cock? This rock-hard cock in my hands?
 I
 made this erection. It’s
 mine
 . So I get to play with it if I want to. And I
 do
 .”







 “Yes Crystal,” I murmur from between her tits, feeling absolutely no urge to contradict her, her soft hands on my manhood and balls.







 “I want you to come for me, Brad. I want you to shoot your young, hot load all over my tits.”







 “Yes, Crystal,” I repeat.







 “That’s it, Sweety, you work up a nice big load for me. Yeah, you get ready for a nice big blow.” Crystal says, her pumps getting faster, my cock making me jump and jerk as she runs her closed hand up and down, her hand stroking my sensitive knob too, filling me with pleasure, coercing my orgasm ever closer.







 Pushing me off her tits, I sit back against my seat while Crystal leans in, letting a long dribble of spit drip onto my knob before she jerks it into the rest of the lube, her breasts close, her hand stroking me at a fever pitch now, my breath coming in gasps.







 “I’m gonna come, Crystal,” I tell her, my eyes watching her massive tits wobble as she strokes me in a blur.







 “That’s it, Sweety, cover my tits.” Crystal purrs.







 With a gasp, I start bucking in my seat, my come erupting from my cock and shooting over Crystal’s tits, her hand pumping as my cock pulsates, spurting again and again, my come running down Crystal’s chest, glistening in the sunlight.







 “Yes Sweety, that’s it, give it to me, that’s it.” Crystal purrs as she jerks me off, her hand making sure not to stop until my bucking and pumping has.







 Squeezing my cock from the base and pulling upward, Crystal gets the last of my load out of my shaft, watching as it exits my knob and trickles over her thumb, before she wipes it on her breasts where it joins the rest of my orgasm.







 “There, now isn’t that better?” Crystal asks me with a smile, patting me on the thigh with her non-sticky hand, before taking out her camera and taking a selfie, her glazed tits included in the shot. “Now, what say we crawl into the back seat and chat while we wait for Mini Brad to wake up for round two?” And without waiting for an answer, her tits still free, climbs between the seats into the roomier back.







 Seeing me about to pull my pants up to crawl over, Crystal shakes her head. “Don’t worry about those things, Sweety, you just kick them off and come join me with no bottoms.” Flashing me another smile.







 So, my pants off, I crawl into the back seat with Crystal, her hands immediately going to my cock and balls, playing with them softly while she talks to me.







 “Do you think I’m hot, Brad?”







 “Totally, Crystal.”







 “You wanna fuck me? Fuck me raw in my pussy? Come deep inside me?”







 Swallowing hard, I nod. “Yeah, totally.”







 “Well then I’m going to let you, Brad. I’m going to take off my clothes, spread my pussy, and you’re going to shove your fat cock inside me, aren’t you?
 Aren’t you
 ?”







 “Yes.”







 “Yes what, Brad? What are you going to do?”







 “I’m going to fuck you, Crystal.”







 “Where?”







 “In your pussy.”







 “That’s right, you’re going to fuck me in my pussy. Are you going to pull out or are you going to blow deep inside me, so I can feel your hot goo as it splashes inside?”







 “I’m going to come inside you.”







 “Very good.” Crystal purrs, leaning in to nip and kiss at my ear and neck, making my entire body feel like it's covered in nerve endings. Her dirty talk heating me up, I can feel it won't take long for this vixen MILF to make me hard again.







 Grabbing at my top, Crystal pulls it part way off and I do the rest, now sitting in the back naked, Crystal’s hands running up and down my chest, toying with me, her fingertips sending fire through my body.







 Leaning in, Crystal and I kiss, her soft lips feeling so feminine and sensual against mine, her body like it’s made of a completely different substance. Our kiss over as soon as it’s begun, Crystal works her way down my body, biting at my nipples and laughing when I jerk as she does so.







 Her tongue trailing down my stomach, a feel butterflies of anticipation as this near stranger's mouth kisses over my pubis and lands on my shaft, still soft but extremely sensitive. Cupping my balls and fondling them, Crystal’s mouth smooches up and down my length, her warm breath blowing between her lips to tingle my manhood as her kisses land, her tongue flicking out to tickle my cock.







 Her back in my view, I slide a hand under her top and unfasten her bra one-handed after a few tries, her already free breasts now swaying in a slow pendulous fashion as she roves over my length.







 Going further down, my hand slides under her leggings to cup a perfect ass cheek, her butt warm and smooth, the skin feeling flawless. Pulling her leggings down over her ass, I rub it with both hands, Crystal’s head buried in my lap while my hands are clamped to her firm ass.







 Patting, slapping, and jiggling it, I stare at the sexy way it wobbles as I shake it, as hypnotic as a nice pair of tits. Her mouth still on my cock, she lifts my shaft in her hand and goes from kissing its length, to kissing my knob, and then, her mouth warm and open, she slips her lips over my cock, her tongue lapping against it as she sucks, hard, my cock filling her mouth as she pulls it in with her suction.







 Groaning, I can already feel myself getting hard, her oral skills absolutely the best I’ve ever experienced, my cock growing rapidly in her mouth and throat, her suction filling it, almost forcing it to get hard whether it wants to or not, but it wants to.







 Sucking my cock, I rub her ass with one hand, my other going under her to play with her huge tits, pulling her nipples and fondling her titty meat.







 Feeling that I’m fully hard, Crystal grabs her phone and takes a selfie, with my cock in her mouth. I can see her screen from my angle, and the photo really is quite literally her face stuffed with my cock.







 Sitting up, she gives me a smile and grabs her leggings and thong, pulling them the rest of the way down, her pussy completely bald, her mons a smooth bump, leading to two puffy lips, glistening with lust.







 Looking at me, Crystal fingers herself, her other hand spreading her lips so that I can see her delicate inner pink. Her fingers coated, she rubs at her swollen clit, her bud making her buck and moan as she flicks it.







 Straddling me, her arms wrapped around my neck, Crystal guides her sex onto my cock, hands-free. Finding my knob, she gyrates her hips until she has the perfect grip on it with her lips and then lowers herself an inch, getting me inside her, before she lowers herself some more, coating my cock in her lube and her body’s incredible warmth.







 My hands on her fantastic ass, I hold her as she starts to piston herself up and down on me. With Crystal dictating the pace, we fuck in the back of my truck, the sounds of the slap of her ass on my thighs on every downstroke filling the vehicle.







 Getting a great rhythm, I enjoy the sex, my recently juiced balls meaning I can really get into the fuck, Crystal’s amazing body and velvet smooth pussy otherwise liable to make me come quick, so good does she look and feel.







 Still holding me with one arm, Crystal grabs her phone and appears to take a couple of selfies, the camera held high to get the naked man underneath her into the shot too. Wondering what she’s doing, she changes it from photo to video.







 “What are you doing right now, Sweety?” Crystal asks me, bouncing up and down on my cock and looking into the camera. “What are you doing to my pussy right now?”







 “I’m...I’m fucking it.” I pant as I pump upwards into her.







 “What was that?”







 “I’m fucking your pussy!” I say louder.







 “Are you wearing a condom?”







 “No.”







 “So you’re fucking me raw with your big, hard, young cock, Sweety?”







 “Yes, I’m fucking you raw!” I holler for the camera.







 “And are you going to come inside me?”







 “Yes.”






 “Yes, what?”







 “Yes, I’m going to blow my hot load deep inside your pussy!”







 Slowing down for just a few moments, Crystal positions her phone on the armrest of the opposite door, filming us as we fuck. Looking at the screen, I can clearly see myself, with Crystal riding me, her massive tits bouncing as she pistons. Looking from the camera to me she leans in and starts kissing me, wetly and passionately, her face pressing hard against mine.







 Her intense kissing continues as she pulls her body from mine, only stopping to turn around. Crawling between the front seats, her back half still in the rear, she wiggles her ass.







 “Get that fat cock of yours back inside me, Sweety.”







 Kneeling behind her, I can see on the screen that it’s capturing Crystal’s rear half perfectly, my cock appearing and disappearing on the screen as I start to thrust into her once again.







 “Fuck me hard, Sweety, fuck me hard!” Crystal says, loudly, looking over her shoulder, one hand grabbing her ass and spreading it for me, helping me get just that little bit deeper inside her.







 Holding her hips tight, I slam my cock into her, my heavy balls swinging as I fill her again and again, Crystal flexing her pussy as I fuck her, making it an even tighter hug around my length. Feeling my orgasm getting closer, I start to grunt, my fingers digging into her, my lust insane.







 Make sure you come inside me, Sweety, no pulling out!” Crystal calls, her body milking me.







 “Fuck!”
 I yell as my orgasm suddenly hits, my balls lifting and my cock swelling as I erupt, pulling Crystal hard onto my cock, making sure I can’t be any deeper inside her as I blow, my come splashing directly over her cervix, pasting the walls of her sex with my load. Squirming, Crystal moans and purrs as she feels my cock emptying inside her, her hand under herself, rubbing her pussy frantically.








 “Oh fuck yes! Oh fuck yes! Did you see that Anthony? Did you see him fill me with his load? Oh fuck yesss!”
 Crystal starts to yell as she begins shaking in orgasm, her body trembling as she comes, her sex clamping around my dick, her toes curling as she shudders in climax.







 Shuddering beneath me, I hold on while my own orgasm slowly fades, my thrusts calming down. Gasping and panting, Crystal slows to a stop too, both of us staying still and breathing, with me on my knees behind her, my cock still deep inside.







 Pushing against me, I get out of Crystal’s way as she gets back in the back seat and sits, her legs spread wide. Grabbing the phone, she holds it out to get as much of herself in the shot as possible, her raw sex red and wet.







 “Love you, Babe.” She says, blowing a kiss to the camera before finally ending the recording.







 Sitting back against the seat and catching her breath, it takes Crystal a while to notice my questioning stare. When she does, she gives me a small chuckle.







 “Oh. My husband Anthony. He’s a bit of a cuckold. Nothing makes him hotter than seeing another man fill me with come. As soon as I saw you lusting for me I knew I had a chance to make him a surprise video. I’m in for some amazing lovemaking this weekend, I can tell you.”







 “I’m, ah, I’m glad I could help?” I say eventually, having not expected that.







 “You did great, although I’m going to have to go and restart my shopping, I left it in the aisle to come follow you.” Crystal answers, grabbing her scattered clothing and starting to slip it back on.







 Following suit, I also start getting dressed, the back seat adventure over. A few minutes later and we’re standing out the front of my truck, Crystal about to head back inside.







 “Listen, Brad. I’m not sure if you’d be into it or not, but I’ve a feeling you’d make a great bull. Either way, here’s my number.” Crystal says, handing me a slip of paper.”And even if you’re not ready for a meeting, I’d still love to make more movies, just you and me.”







 Standing on her toes, Crystal gives me a peck on the lips before winking and heading back towards the store. Watching her go, I once again admire her absolutely perfect ass and hold tight onto the slip of paper, knowing that I’ll be using it in the near future.







END







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











 MILF NEXT DOOR GIVES ME A HAIRCUT











 For as long as I can remember, I’ve had a crush on my older neighbor, Jenny. I literally wouldn’t be able to count the times I’ve jerked off thinking about her, having spent many sessions in my late teens in my room beating off while remembering whatever sexy clothing she was wearing that day, even if by sexy it was simply jeans and a shirt.







 Jenny had a way of making anything she wore look sexual, her body seemingly made for sin, her curves robust and voluptuous, her ass filling out her pants and her large natural breasts always straining against whatever top she wore.







 Over the years I had grown up and become a young man, now 22, with Jenny around her late 40’s, but still as alluring to me as the first time I noticed her, and women and boobs in general, starting off what would be a mini-obsession between my hand and my cock.







 Our area isn’t exactly poor, but it’s not rich either. We have lots of people starting their own business ventures from their homes, most of the trade being friends and locals at the start, until they either make it or inevitably don’t, either going back to a 9 to 5 or maybe trying something else.







 Jenny had recently been laid off from her job and was trying to get a small hairdressing business going from her home, it having been her passion before she got caught up in the daily grind for the last few decades.







 As my hair got unruly and I was approaching my next visit to a hairdresser, my mom suggested I go next door to Jenny for my haircut, to try and help her out. I liked this suggestion as whilst I often looked at Jenny, we didn’t chat all that much in day-to-day life, my cock always betraying me and getting hard as soon as we would start chatting, an almost pavlovian response, like my manhood had been trained to stand to attention at the sound of Jenny’s sultry tones.







 Walking next door, I knocked and a minute later Jenny opened the door, looking great in jeans and a white blouse, the top few buttons unfastened and showing off some of her ample cleavage, her thick mane of hair flowing over her shoulders, her smokey eyes sparkling and her lips full and turned up into a genuinely friendly (and very attractive) smile.







 “Hi, John! What can I do you for?” Jenny asks, the words sounding mixed up to me but being something I’ve noticed other older people doing as well.







 “Hi Jenny, I was wondering if I could book in a haircut? Figured I’d just come around instead of calling you,” I answer, pointing to the mall business sign she has next to her door, proclaiming her to be a hairdresser and her number.







 “Are you free now? I don’t have another client for an hour.”







 “Sure, if I’m not disturbing you.”







 “Not at all, come in,” Jenny answers, standing aside and letting me in.







 Walking into her house, I compare it to the last time I was inside it, which was about 2 years ago. It looks about the same, although maybe the TV is bigger than last time.







 “I’ve got my set up in the kitchen, easy to keep the floor clean and doesn’t matter if things get a little wet.” She says as I follow her.







 Entering her kitchen, I can see what she means, the large room being mostly bare, except for a large barber’s chair in the middle and a table on small wheels, packed full of hairdressing equipment.







 “If things work out, I’d like to get a dedicated washbasin, at the moment I’m still using the kitchen sink.” She says almost apologetically “But I did get a special hose attachment so I’m not trying to force your head under the faucet.” She adds with a grin.







 “I’m sure it’ll be fine, Jenny,” I reply with a smile, hopping into the chair as she motions me to it.







 “So, what would you like?” Jenny asks as she opens up the hairdresser’s cape and wraps it around me, her perfume filling my nostrils as she gets close, her cleavage now at my eye level.







 “Pretty much what I’ve got but cleaned up.”







 “Easy. It shouldn’t take too long.” She says, wheeling the table over with all her gear on it.







 Spraying my hair with her water bottle, Jenny’s face becomes more concentrated as she goes from bubbly neighbor to hairdresser, her comb brushing my hair this way and that as she seems to formulate her plan of attack.







 “You have lovely thick hair, John.” She says as she moves it about.







 “Haha, thank you. Can’t say I’ve ever been told that before.”







 “It’s the sort of thing I notice.” She replies with a smile as she chooses a pair of scissors.







 Clipping away at my hair, her attention focused on my scalp, my eyes wander down to her jiggling breasts, their full volume moving about as she snips and combs. I’ve never had her massive tits so close to my face before and I don’t waste this opportunity, having a good old look while he works, my cock thickening by the second. Hidden under the cape, I don’t worry about my growing length and enjoy the view, noticing a light dusting of freckles over her chest that I hadn’t yet ever been close enough to notice before.







 Moving around me, her breasts leave my field of view and I quietly reposition my cock, my fat shaft getting uncomfortable where it was. My hair falling to the ground and over the cape, I sit still and enjoy feeling Jenny’s hand on my head every now and then as she repositions it, finding the best angle for herself.







 Soon enough and the haircut is finished, with Jenny downing her tools of the trade and picking up a small neck duster before sweeping me clean of loose hair, coming back in front of me and lifting my chin to sweep under it, my eyes and hers locking for a moment as she holds me in place, her smile warm and approachable.







 Picking up a large mirror, she holds it in front of me and asks if I’m happy with her work.







 “Looks great Jenny, thank you,” I answer, looking in the mirror, her job looking at least as good as the place I normally go to.







 “Thank you, John, I’m glad.” She says, grabbing a broom and giving the floor a quick preliminary sweep before grabbing a lower chair and moving its back against the kitchen counter in front of the sink.







 “If you’d like to hop into the other chair, I can give you a rinse now.”







 Getting up from the barber’s chair and making sure to hold my cock back so that it doesn’t tent the cape, I move to the other chair, Jenny putting a semi-rolled-up towel under my neck so that it doesn’t get cricked against the edge of the counter. My head half in the sink, my hand holding my cock in place, Jenny grabs the hose extension and starts running the water, waiting for it to be nice and warm before she starts wetting my scalp.







 Slightly awkward because it’s a kitchen counter and not a smaller basin, Jenny has to lean over me to see what she’s doing, her thighs against me as she looks down, her massive tits now super close to my face. Scrubbing my head, her breasts graze against me, making my whole body vibrate with excitement.







 Turning off the water, Jenny starts to lather my hair, her breasts once again grazing my face as she works. Knowing that her attention is on my head, I squeeze my shaft with the hand holding it in place, moving up and down my length slowly, my cock throbbing with need, my crush closer to me than she’s ever been and her massive tits having touched my face twice now, driving me insane with lust.







 Her thighs pressed against me, her tits wobbling as she shampoos my hair, I slowly jerk off through the fabric, my head throbbing and my throat almost unable to swallow as my excitement ramps up.







 Unaware, Jenny washes my hair while I play with myself, the warmth of her body soaking into mine, her alluring scent filling my nostrils.







 My head nearly explodes when she steps over me, practically straddling me, her pelvis and stomach pressed against my stomach, her massive tits pushed against my chin, the soft flesh of her breasts rubbing on me.







 “Sorry John, you’re a lot bigger than most of my clients. I’m used to working on women, this is a bit harder, haha.” She says as I sit there frozen, unable to move my hand as she’ll feel it if I do, my cock aching between my legs, inches from her sex, our clothes and the cape all that stands between us and my cock rubbing against her pussy.







 Thinking like this, I move my hand away from my cock while Jenny works on my head while straddled over me. No longer held down, my cock tents my loose pants and the cape, lifting it. I can’t see it because Jenny’s tits are in the way but I can feel it as my cock rises, tenting the cape until it meets the crotch of Jenny’s jeans.







 Now, her every little movement translates directly to my knob, my pulsing head now basically rubbing against her pussy. My eyes closed, I lay there feeling Jenny’s tits on my chin, my cock rubbing against her pussy, wondering if I could actually come like this, my lust so over the top I think I could.







 Jenny pauses in her work and stays still for a moment, like she’s just remembered something, staring out into space before she goes back to washing my hair. Then after a few seconds, I feel Jenny’s pelvis move back and forth as she starts to almost imperceptibly grind against my shaft, dry humping me. Without speaking a word, Jenny washes my hair while her crotch rubs against mine, the sensation making me almost moan like a zombie.







 Grabbing the hose, Jenny starts to rinse my hair, lowering herself ever so slowly onto me, still saying nothing. Eventually, she’s now sitting on my lap, straddling me proper, her breasts in my face, her pelvis rocking back and forth as she grinds her burning sex up and down my length.







 My hair rinsed, Jenny grabs another towel from the counter and pats my hair dry, lifting my head up so that we’re now looking at one another. Leaning back, patting my hair, Jenny continues to rock back and forth on top of me, my cock pressed hard against her pussy. Without a word, Jenny lets the towel drop to the floor and strokes my face, smiling. Leaning in, I kiss her delicately on the lips once, twice, three times, my hands ‘trapped’ under the cape. Wrapping her arms around my neck and shoulders, Jenny kisses me back, her pelvis rocking faster as she grinds against me, her lips mashing against mine.







 Sitting in her chair with her straddling me, we make out like a pair of teenagers, Jenny’s jeans getting soaked as her pussy gushes with lust, her face pressed hard against mine, her arms holding me close, my own hands snaking up from under the cape to hold her thighs as she rocks and grinds against me, faster and faster.







 Suddenly, moaning into my mouth, Jenny starts to come on my lap, having grinded herself to orgasm on my throbbing cock. Bucking and twitching, she rides me trembling, her legs convulsing under my palms, her lips and tongue attacking my face relentlessly.







 Breaking away from me, she finally speaks again. “Oh my fucking god John! Thank you!” She gasps, her pelvis still squirming on my cock. “Get inside me John, I want you inside me right now!” She adds, getting up from my lap and pulling off my cape, exposing my tent.







 Pulling off her jeans and sliding her panties down, Jenny strips off while I do the same, lifting my butt and tugging my pants and underwear off. My pants are barely around my ankles before Jenny is climbing back on top of me, her pussy meeting my cock as she straddles me, her soaking sex opening and swallowing my cock as she lowers herself onto me, impaling herself on my shaft, pulling my shirt off and making me naked.







 Burning hot inside, her pussy takes my breath away as she suddenly engulfs my cock in its hot embrace, her sex hugging my shaft tight, my cock throbbing. Her arms back around me, she rides me fast, grinding her swollen clit against the base of my cock, her eyes boring into mine as she pistons on top of me, her expression almost frowning as she rides me.







 “Oh fuck! Oh fuck yes John!”
 Jenny gasps as she starts to come again, or maybe simply continues her previous orgasm, her body flailing on top of me as I hold onto her and feel her body tremble under my palms. Convulsing around my shaft, her pussy gushes her sweet nectar as she climaxes, my hands wrapping around her ass and feeling it flex again and again as she pumps and twitches in orgasm.







 For a solid 2 minutes, Jenny comes on me, it taking all my willpower and control not to blow as well, her body so perfect, her sex so hot and snug, milking me so well. Finally, slowing down in her ferocity, Jenny gasps and shudders as the last of her orgasm leaves her, making her floppy and relaxed, her grip around my neck becoming loose as she collapses onto me, her head on my shoulder, her blouse becoming slowly see through as our sweat makes it transparent. My hands on her amazing ass cheeks, I stroke them softly as she comes down, my fat cock literally pulsing inside her, feeling her warmth.







 Composing herself, Jenny kisses my neck and shoulder, before leaning back and giving me a smile. “Your turn, John. Would you like to come inside me now?”







 Silently, I nod my head and start pumping her up and down my shaft, holding her by the ass. Her forearms draped over my shoulders, she stares at me intently as I work my way to orgasm, her expression one of happy curiosity as she watches my face become more and more focussed, my balls rising and my cock swelling.







 Squeezing her ass, I start to come, bucking upwards into her, my load shooting deep into her warm sex, filling her with my jizz. Biting her lip, Jenny nods approvingly, feeling my load as it splashes inside her, my cock pumping as it sends spurt after spurt into her. Gasping, I watch her watching me come, so turned on right now as she flexes her pussy around my girth, coercing every last drop out of me.







 Finished, I exhale loudly, my body going slack in the seat while Jenny grinds on top of me, stirring the come inside her, using my dick as a ladle, her head back on my chest, listening to the hammering of my heart.







 My hands running up and down her body, I kiss the top of her head, still trying to believe I really just got to fuck Jenny, my MILF neighbor and fantasy for as long as I can remember.







 “That was
 very
 nice, John. Just what I needed even though I didn’t realize it until I’d had it.” Jenny purrs, her cheek pressed hotly against my chest, her fingertips running up and down my torso, stroking me.







 “Thanks. I really hadn’t intended for that to happen, you were just so irresistible, I had to touch you.” I reply, holding her.







 “I’ve gotten so used to dealing with women, I didn’t think what effect my tits might be having on you.”







 “I’m not complaining. You’re getting a 5-star review from me, Jenny.” I say with a grin, kissing her head again.







 “Haha thank you. But look at you now.” Jenny says, leaning back and inspecting my naked form. “All sweaty and sticky. I can’t let a customer leave in this state. You’d better have a shower before you go.”







 Slowly sliding off me, Jenny stands as my cock leaves her body, slick with hers and my juices. Taking my hand, she stands me up and leads me to the shower, her naked ass perfect as I watch it as she walks.







 Turning on the water she gets it to the perfect temperature before telling me to get in, taking a good look at my naked body as she does so. The water running over my body, Jenny starts to unbutton her blouse, letting it fall to the floor.







 “I should probably shower with you, saves water and is good for the environment,” Jenny says with a wink as she reaches behind herself to unclasp her bra, slowly peeling it off and revealing her massive natural tits to me, her nipples erect and pink, encircled with large areolas. Bouncing, she joins me under the water, grabbing my cock and tugging it playfully. “Make sure you give him a good scrub too.”







 Handing me the soap, Jenny turns from me and asks me to wash her back. Lathering up my hands, I rub the smooth skin of her body, unable to help myself and reaching around to cup her enormous tits, their weight heavy in my palms, the soapy mounds slipping and sliding in my hands as I play with them, my thumbs teasing her fat nipples.







 Reaching behind herself, Jenny plays with my cock while I play with her tits, one hand cupping my balls while the other strokes my shaft. Coming in close, I kiss her neck and shoulder, one hand sliding down her soapy stomach to find her swollen clit, circling it with two fingertips, feeling the heat of her sex as I dip my fingers inside her, parting her puffy pussy lips.







 Moaning, Jenny turns and kisses her way down my body, ending up on her knees with my cock close to her face. Still soft, she takes it and starts to suck, pulling on my knob with her mouth, her lips having formed a tight seal around my girth.







 Holding her head, I guide her back and forth as she sucks my cock back to life, filling him with lust and need as her mouth exquisitely attacks my shaft, her soft lips and tongue exploring every inch of my shaft, only leaving it to spend some time on my full balls, her mouth’s attentions on my plums making me gasp in pleasure into the warm waters.







 Hard as a rock again, I pull Jenny back to her feet and kiss her, her hands playing with my throbbing cock. Grabbing her by the ass, I lift her up and she puts her arms around my neck and shoulders, holding onto me as I lower her onto my waiting cock, her soaking wet pussy slick with her body’s natural lubricant. Wrapping her legs around me too, I start to fuck her in the shower, my pelvis thrust forward as I piston her up and down my length, my balls slapping her ass with every downstroke.







 Kissing deeply, our tongues wrestle under the water as we fuck, her fat tits pressed against my chest, her nipples poking me in lust. Still fucking, I step out of the shower, my hands full of her ass. Walking down her hallway, I make my way to her room, Jenny squirming on my cock as I get to her bed.







 Crawling onto her bed on my knees, Jenny still impaled on me, I fall to the bed, Jenny under me, and start to fuck her harder, my hands holding her ass while my pelvis does all the work now, pumping into her again and again, filling her with my throbbing cock.







 With her fingernails in my back, I pound into her, the slap of our bodies filling the room and mingling with our moans of pleasure, our wet bodies drying rapidly as our heat increases. Pulling out, I roll her over and lift her into doggy style, grabbing her hips and guiding my cock back into her, her sex greeting my manhood warmly, hugging it tightly.







 Fucking her deep, I feel my cock bottom out inside her, my balls slapping her pussy. Grabbing her hair, I pull it experimentally and am greeted with moans of pleasure. Pulling harder, Jenny moans louder, begging me for more. Holding her hair close to the roots, I pull her head back, fucking her deep, leaning in to talk dirty in her ear.







 “You like my cock inside you, Jenny? Huh? You like my fat cock fucking you right now?”







 “Fuck yes John, feels so good inside me!”
 Jenny answers, reaching between her legs to rub my balls as I pump into her, cupping them and fondling them.




 You want my come, Jenny? You want to feel this fat cock explode inside you? You want my come?”







 “Yes John, I want your come!”







Fucking her faster, feeling my balls lift in her palm, I hold her hair tight as I get close to orgasm.







 “What do you want?”







 “I want your come, John.”







 “Tell me again.”







 “I want your come, John.”







 “That’s it, Jenny. Beg me, tell me how much you want it.”







 “Please John, give me your come! I want it so bad! I want to feel you coming inside me!”







 Her dirty talk driving me over the edge, I feel myself about to come, her words so hot.







 “Again, Jenny!”







 “Please John, I want you to fill me so b-”







 “Unngh!”
 I interrupt as I start to blow, my cock convulsing inside Jenny, shooting its load, spurting hot semen deep inside her, Jenny moaning in pleasure as she feels my load coating her walls, my hand gripping her hair tight as I lose myself to the orgasm, my other hand gripping her ass tight as I pump and thrust into her, my teeth grit, Jenny’s hand rubbing my balls as they pulse, emptying inside her.







 Gasping, I lay on top of her, Jenny flopping to the bed underneath me. Still inside her, I pant and kiss her shoulder, getting my breath back, her snug pussy gripping my throbbing shaft.







 “Mmmm.” Jenny purrs contentedly underneath me, squirming her pelvis and ass, teasing my sensitive post-orgasm cock.







 Kissing her, we remain this way for a while, with me enjoying my afterglow and Jenny seemingly happy to feel the weight of a man on top of her, her hand occasionally coming behind her to stroke my leg.







 Eventually I roll off her and sit up on the bed, enjoying the view of Jenny’s awesome body, the mounds of her ass begging to be touched, which I do. Stroking her ass and thighs, Jenny looks up at me. “Still a 5-star review, John?”







 “Haha, if there was such a thing as six stars, it’d be a six-star review now.”







 Getting up from the bed and making our way back to the kitchen to grab our clothes, with Jenny making a quick detour to grab her blouse and bra, we end up in the living room in front of her front door, Jenny having to get the house ready for her next client.







 Handing Jenny the money for the haircut, at first she tries to refuse it but I insist, making sure she understands it’s for the haircut and not connected at all to the sex. Thanking me, we exchange a long kiss before she opens the door.







 “Would I be able to get another haircut in a few weeks' time?” I ask her.







 “Of course, John! But if you want, you’d be welcome to come and visit sooner, y’know, if you’d like to...hang out for a while.”







 My poker face revealing everything, Jenny laughs as she sees just how keen I am on that idea. “Ok then Jenny, I’ll see you again soon.”







 “Ok, John, I’m looking forward to it.” She says as she gives me a wink and closes the door.







 Fist pumping the air, I walk back to my own place, with more spring in my step than I’ve had in a while, keen for my next visit to Jenny’s.







END







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











 THE MILF UPSTAIRS











 I live on the ground floor of a duplex with my parents, we’ve been there since I was little when my folks bought it, but the upstairs apartment is owned by someone that rents it out, so over the years I’ve seen a few different people come and go as my neighbor. Some better than others but nothing particularly interesting, until yesterday when our new neighbor, Michelle, moved in. Michelle, the hottest MILF I’ve ever laid eyes on.







 I was scrolling through my phone not doing anything in particular, the crap weather keeping me inside, when I heard the entrance door to upstairs being opened for the first time in ages. Hearing heavy footsteps and judging by the muffled conversation, it was the moving men bringing in our new neighbor’s stuff.







 Still scrolling absentmindedly, I then heard a third, distinctly feminine voice, instructing the other voices where everything went.
 “She sounds hot
 .” I thought to myself as I tried to imagine what the new neighbor looks like, my 20-year-old imagination forming a bombshell of a woman in my mind, complete with thick lips and a thicker ass.







 Curious, but not wanting to get in the way of what is probably a stressful time, I make a pact to introduce myself to our mystery woman as soon as possible, one ear listening as the men walked down the stairs before returning, walking slower, carrying items for the next few hours.







 Their work apparently done, I listened as they said their goodbyes and for the final time walked down the stairs, heading for their truck out the front. A few minutes later, I heard the much softer footfalls of my neighbor as she also descended, the front door clicking as she left the building.







 Getting up and wandering to the front window, I only managed to catch a glimpse of her as she slipped into her car, my split-second sighting showing me long black hair and a backless top, her skin lightly tanned as she disappeared inside her vehicle.







 Listening to her car, I made sure that I’d keep an ear out for when I heard its particular sound returning, my imagination now building an image of an absolutely perfect 10 now living above me, my young hormones rampant.







 About an hour later and I heard the distinct sound of her car. Getting up from the couch, I checked myself out real quick to make sure I looked ok and wandered to my front door, opening it into the shared foyer just as she entered the main entrance.







 Turning to grab a couple of bags of groceries she’d had to put down on the stoop to open the door, I had a few seconds of looking at her before she knew I was there. Looking to be all of 5 foot nothing, with tanned legs bare in short shorts, her small feet in new-looking sneakers, her long, dead straight black hair flowing around her softly as she bent over, exposing her flawless back, a single thin strap running behind her neck to keep her backless top up, I stood there with my mouth a little agape. She looked even hotter than my imagination had cooked up!







 Straightening back up and turning, her eyes locked with mine and I instantly fell in lust, her features Asian, her almond eyes smokey and sensual, her small button nose sitting above two thick, luscious lips. She could very well be in her 40s and yet looks absolutely stunning, her age simply adding a more experienced and knowing look in her eyes, like she could chew up and spit out a young guy like me without blinking, making me shiver a little with excitement. Her breasts are obviously free-range, her nipples poking the thin fabric of her top, looking like shapely C-cups, swaying a little as she stands.







 Staring for a few moments before remembering myself, I wave hello, “Hi, I’m Jake, you must be our new neighbor?”







 “Hi, Jake. Yep, that’s me, I’m Michelle. I’d shake your hand…” Michelle says, before lifting to arms to show that her hands are currently busy holding multiple bags of groceries.







 Seeing my chance to act the dashing hero, I step forward. “Here, let me take those, Michelle.”







 “Really? Thank you, Jake, that’s so nice.” Michelle says, her beautiful mouth turning up into a smile as she hands her bags over.







 “My pleasure,” I answer as she walks past me and I follow her up the stairs, her short shorts letting me glimpse all of her firm thighs and even a hint of ass, my cock immediately responding to my vision, swelling as I try not to trip on the stairs, my eyes glued to her perfect butt.







 Unlocking her own door, Michelle holds it open for me as I walk in with her groceries, one hand holding the bags in front of my growing erection. Her place is as you’d expect at this moment, basically boxes and furniture.







 “You can dump the food in the kitchen, Jake. You know where it is?”







 “Yeah, I used to play up here when I was a kid and there was a boy about the same age who lived here.”







 “When was that, 3 years ago? You’re still so young.” Michelle says playfully as she now follows me into her kitchen, while I put the bags on the counter, then position myself with the table between me and her, my cock now fully hard and throbbing in my shorts. Trying to be discreet, I tuck my shaft into the elastic of the shorts, hopefully holding it against my belly and my shirt hiding the worst of it.







 “Haha, I’m actually 20, Michelle.”







 “Ahh, that’s still very young from my point of view. I’d love to be that age again.” Michelle says, stepping to the table and rummaging through them, pulling out items.







 Opening her fridge door, Michelle starts to put away the food, her hair so soft looking, the way it waves and flows hypnotizing me. Bending over to put something in the crisper, I watch as her short shorts ride even further up her perfect ass, my cock twitching as I almost let out a moan of need.







 “Would you like something to eat, Jake? Truthfully, I’d love the company anyway.” Michelle says, stopping in her stocking to give me a smile that I cannot refuse.







 “Sure. Can I help?”







 “No, just make yourself comfy.” She says, pointing at one of the chairs encircling the table.







 Sitting down, thankful to be able to hide my hard cock under the table, I watch as Michelle prepares a couple of sandwiches, at one point leaning forward over the table as she looks for the bread, her loose top open enough to let me see her C-cup breasts, unrestrained in a bra, with what looked like the briefest of glimpses of an areola. Looking up from her bag, I stress that Michelle caught me red-handed looking down her top but she doesn’t say anything, simply grabbing the loaf and turning back to her counter.







 “So, got a girlfriend, Jake?” Michelle asks, her bare back to me.







 “No, not yet.”







 “Really? A handsome young boy like you?” Michelle answers, turning to give me another one of her smiles, my lower stomach filling with butterflies as my cock twitches again with primal lust.







 “Ha, I guess I’ve been too busy. Umm, what about you? Got a boyfriend, or husband?” I ask, pleading with the universe that her answer is no, even though I’ve only known her for all of 5 minutes.







 “No, I’m extremely single, Jake,” Michelle informs me with a laugh, finishing the sandwiches and sitting next to me at the table, handing me a plate. “I did have a husband, but frankly the less said about him, the better.”







 “Oh, sorry.”







 “Don’t be sorry, Jake, you’re not him!” Michelle says, giving my thigh a pat, my entire body jolting like I’ve touched an electric fence at the feel of her soft hand on my exposed leg.







 “Basically, we stopped making love long before the end of the relationship, he said he just didn’t seem to want it anymore, when actually it turned out he was busy screwing someone else and didn’t want to ‘waste’ his semen on me,” Michelle says in one breath, then seems to think for a moment, before adding. ‘Sorry Jake, that’s a little too much information, isn’t it? It just felt good to get it out of my system.”







 “No that’s fine Michelle, although I’m having trouble believing there’s a man out there that wouldn’t want you.”







 “Oooh, look at you, Mr smooth operator!” Michelle says with a laugh, her hand once again patting my thigh, a little higher this time, and lingering there, making me almost tremble with excitement. “You’re very nice, but I’m not a 20-something anymore, Jake.”







 “Trust me, Michelle, as a straight male, you’re a solid 10,” I say, her hand on my thigh daring me to take it further, her scent so alluring, her smokey eyes boring into mine, her skin so soft looking.







 “Well I’m flattered, Jake, you’re a bit of a hunk yourself actually. I didn’t think I’d be neighbors with a young cutie like you, if only I was a decade or two younger, eh?” She says, her hand still on my thigh, moving ever so slightly up and down.







 Putting my hand atop hers, I give it a gentle squeeze as with a lump in my throat and a raging cock in my shorts, I press further. “I don’t care about a decade or two, Michelle. You’re the hottest woman I’ve ever met.”







 Her eyes searching mine, Michelle bites her lip and seems to be thinking. I can tell she wants it, her face becoming flushed with color as her own neglected libido warms her from the inside. “It’s been so long, Jake, I must admit that you’re tempting me, but you’re so much younger.”







 My fingers now interlocked with hers from above, I lower my voice and lean in towards her, Michelle leaning into me, our faces now inches apart. “Just think of me as your housewarming present, Michelle. Look what you did to me from the moment I saw you.” I say, slowly moving her willing hand to my pulsating with lust cock, hearing her gasp as she feels just how hard I am for her.







 Grasping my shaft through my shorts, Michelle squeezes it desperately, pumping it a few times, feeling its length, making me shiver with pleasure at her keen pawing.







 “My god, you’re so hard, Jake!” Michelle pants as she pumps my cock a few more times, her flush deepening across her cheeks, her voice almost pleading.







 “You created this hard-on, Michelle,” I tell her, leaning closer, “You can do what you want with it,” I add, moving in and planting a kiss on her thick, soft lips.







 Kissing me back, her hand gripping my cock, I put my arms around her and pull her close as our kiss intensifies, her other hand squeezing my arm and running up and down my chest, feeling my young body.







 Biting lightly and pulling at each other’s lips, her soft hair cascades over my fingers as we get closer, Michelle moving from her chair to mount my thigh, her hot sex pressing against me and feeling me with its warmth. Grabbing my shirt, she lifts it over my head and pulls it off me, her eyes taking in my 20-year-old physique.







 Almost comically, my cock is poking out of my shorts, it’s head fat and red, now exposed to Michelle as my shirt lays crumpled on her floor. Seeing it and smiling, Michelle grabs it again, her hand sliding down the shaft and under my shorts, jerking me off while she plants kisses all over my chest, her soft palm and fingers making me buck and twitch with pleasure, her own body grinding against my thigh, her actions seeming involuntary, like she just can’t help herself she’s so full of pent up lust.







 Smelling her beautiful hair and kissing her head while she teases my nipples with her teeth and tongue, I reach behind her and pull at the single strap keeping her backless top up. It undoes easily, falling to her lap and exposing her perfectly formed breasts, her nipples small and perky, her breasts jiggling as she jerks me off.







 Leaning back on my thigh, Michelle lets me check her out, her hand still pumping slowly on my cock, now almost fully fished out of my shorts, a small dribble of pre-come glistening on my knob and her hand as it strokes.







 My turn now to lean in, I cup her teardrop breasts in my palms and kiss them, my tongue licking her nipples, making her sigh with pleasure, grabbing them with my lips, I pull and tease her firm buds, tasting her and feeling the soft warmth of her breasts in my palms.







 Gripping my head with her free hand, she strokes my neck while I explore her chest with my mouth, her crotch grinding on my thigh.







 “Mmm, come with, Jake,” Michelle says, standing up and taking my hand, her top falling to the floor.







 Taking her lead and leaving our untouched sandwiches, I follow her to the hallway, my cock mostly exposed as she takes me to her bedroom, filled mostly with boxes but also, a large king-size mattress, the bed as yet unassembled, but the mattress still looking very inviting and soft.







 Taking off her shoes and stepping onto the bed, Michelle turns and drops to her knees, her face in front of my throbbing cock as she grabs and tugs down my shorts and boxers, looking up at me with a devilish grin while my heart hammers in anticipation.







 “I wanna taste your cock so bad, Jake, it looks so beautiful.” Michelle purrs as she grabs my shaft and strokes it, pointing it at her mouth.







 “As I said Michelle, it’s your hard-on so you can do what you want with it,” I reply, my hands stroking her hair.







 Licking her lips, Michelle’s eyes look into mine as she leans in and starts sucking my cock, the heat of her warm, wet mouth making me gasp as she envelopes the heat inside her. Her other hand playing with my balls, she bobs back and forth on my pole, working her way down to half my length, my cock shining with her saliva.







 Grabbing my ass, she pulls me into her and I buck, fucking her mouth and listening to the hot sounds of her mouth filling with shaft, her eyes still boring into mine, driving me crazy with how erotic it is to be stared at like this while a woman has her mouth filled with your pulsing cock.







 Standing there and receiving the best blow job I’ve ever had, Michelle’s fat lips forming a perfect seal around my engorged cock, her sultry eyes burning into mine, I feel my willpower draining as my balls lift and I know I won’t be able to last much longer, Michelle’s skills are just too good.







 “You...you better slow down Michelle, or else you’re going to get a mouthful.” I pant, my hands on her head and my hips bucking into her mouth.







 Taking her mouth from my cock, but still stroking my balls and rubbing my ass, Michelle smiles. “That’s alright Jake, I want to taste your young load, give it to me.” She purrs in answer, before wrapping her lips back around my shaft, her eyes never leaving mine.







 Back on my cock, it doesn’t take long to get back to where I was, my balls lifting and feeling tighter as my orgasm builds, my grip on her head increasing with my thrusts as I feel myself wanting to blow my load deep down her throat, Michelle’s eyes seeming to encourage me to give her all my come.







 “
 It’s coming, Michelle
 ,” I breathe, my cock pulsating inside her, my hips thrusting more urgently.







 “
 Mmm
 .” She answers, staring at me, almost with a smile, if she was able to.







 “Oh fuck!” I grunt as I start to come, my orgasm red hot and sudden, my cock spasming inside her as it twitches and erupts, my come filling her mouth and throat, Michelle swallowing with each blast, her hand gripping my ass, pulling me hard into her, making sure I fuck her mouth good and proper.







 Standing there and twitching with pleasure, jolting with each lick, I watch while Michelle cleans my cock with her tongue, wasting not one drop of my young batter, finally taking her eyes from mine to inspect her handiwork, searching my cock for any remaining seed.







 Feeling a little giddy, I sag to the mattress as soon as Michelle is done, my knees feeling weak from the power of the orgasm that Michelle coaxed from me. Kneeling before each other, we start kissing again and I push Michelle to the mattress, slowly, my other hand unbuttoning her short shorts.







 Pulling them down her shapely thighs, I spy her tiny red thong, barely big enough to conceal what looks like two swollen pussylips, the red fabric moist with her lust. Pulling them down as well, her pussy looks delicious, soft and wet, a small triangle of black hair crowning her mons, its bulge begging to be kissed.







 Without a word but with a smile, I give Michelle a wink and move down between her thighs, intending to taste her. Opening her legs, Michelle gives me access and I kiss her flat stomach, making my way down slowly, her hands rubbing my head and shoulders as I make my way lower.







 Getting to her sex, I kiss it lightly, tease it with my lips, kissing her inner thighs and making her moan with need. Pushing up, she mashes her pussy against my face, wanting me to eat her.







 Laughing, I take the hint and stop teasing her, my tongue running up and down the length of her warm slit, her sex slick with her juices, her musk filling me with hunger. Finding her clit, I swirl my tongue around it a few times before clamping my lips over it and sucking it, gently at first and with increasing intensity, Michelle’s fingers digging into my head and back as her body arches and she grinds her sex against my hungry mouth.







 Sucking and licking her wet pussy, I feel her squirm against me and I tease her lips with a finger, coating it in her sex before sliding it in, feeling the heat of her wrap around my digit. With my other hand, I reach up and toy with her nipples, teasing them at the same pace that I finger and suck her.







 Her urges having gone unfulfilled for so long, I can feel her damn already breaking, her moans becoming more guttural as I take her to her edge, her fingers digging into me as she loses control.







 Her pussy is soaking my face as I lap at her sex, tasting her, sucking her, burying myself into her, her grinding against me rapidly increasing with need and desperation.







 “
 Oh fuck, Jake! Oh fuck! Yes! Yes, that’s it, oh my fucking god that feels so fucking good!
 ” She moans through clenched teeth, her thighs hard and tensed, her toes curled and her head thrown back as I slurp on her nectar.







 Yelling, Michelle starts to come, her body slamming against me as she has her orgasm, her climax making her shudder all over while I keep at it with my mouth and tongue, feeling her shake as she grips me hard and trembles in pleasure, panting loudly.







 Twitching, she pulls my face from her freshly satisfied sex, her clit sensitive and red, and looks at me with a satisfied smile, her chest rising and falling as she reclaims her breath. Pulling me to her, I crawl up and she grabs my head and we kiss deeply, Michelle tasting herself on my lips, my face coated in her slick juice. Both of us naked, we lie on her bed and make out with wet, passionate kisses, our bare skin electric as we writhe in pleasure against one another.







 Eventually breaking off, Michelle snuggles into me, her head on my chest, her soft, perfect body pressed to mine, her hand toying with my chest. “God, I
 so
 needed that.” She breathes out happily.







 “Glad to be of service, neighbor,” I say, kissing the top of her head, her taste still tantalizing in my mouth.







 “Mmm-mm, best housewarming
 ever
 ,” Michelle adds, pressing in closer to me.







 Laying there, enjoying the sensation in my balls of a post-great orgasm, I run my hand up and down Michelle’s flawless back, still slightly unable to believe this 10 just sucked my cock and then came on my face.







 “Now, it’s been a while, but if I remember correctly, one of the great things about sleeping with a 20-year-old is how quickly they can get aroused again, right?” Michelle asks, her hand playfully going to my cock and pumping it a few times, her hand so soft.







 “Haha, well, I mean I guess it’s fair to say I’m still like a teenager in that respect, yeah.”







 “Mmm, jerking off multiple times, every day?”







 “Oh for sure.”







 “So how long for you to get hard if I started doing something like this, do you think?” Michelle asks, her hand pumping my cock and her other hand reaching down to fondle my balls.







 “Hmm, not long, is my estimate.” I joke back, her soft hands already making my cock start to rise from its slumber.







 “What about if I added a mouth to the mix?” Michelle asks, her head sliding down my chest and over my stomach, her hot lips kissing my knob as she jerks life back into my shaft.







 “Even quicker, yeah,” I answer, looking down to watch her head bob as she starts to suck my cock back to life, her hands playing with my shaft and balls.







 Sucking hard, Michelle has my cock throbbing again in minutes, sitting on her heels and looking at her handiwork. “Well well well, whatever shall we do with this?” She asks and she watches my cock throb, engorged with need.







 Before I can answer, Michelle is stepping over me, straddling me and lowering herself down, facing me, her sex approaching my cock. Her perfect, tanned body filling my vision as she grabs my cock and aims it with one hand, with the other spreads her sex, ready to slide down over my shaft.







 With a long moan of pleasure, Michelle impales herself on my cock, her slick juices allowing me entry inside her, burying herself onto me until our pubic bulges are pressed against one another.







 Jerking back and forth, Michelle starts to milk my cock with her body, her hands on my chest as she rides me at her own pace, my hands fondling her breasts, our eyes once again locked together.







 Biting her lip, she frowns with concentration and suddenly lets out a yelp and starts coming with my cock buried deep inside her, the walls of her sex throbbing and squeezing my cock, milking it. Jerking back and forth, her pelvis thrusting almost robotically, Michelle comes on me, her eyes screwing shut and her lip-biting increasing as she grunts and bucks in pleasure.







 Finally slowing down, she opens her eyes and looks at me, shocked.







 “Holy shit, Jake. That’s
 never
 happened before!” She pants, her pussy still twitching around my shaft. “I felt that as soon as you entered me, Jesus!”







 “It really has been a while hey? Or maybe I’m just really good?” I joke, my cock soaking up her orgasm’s warmth.







 “I think maybe a little of both, young man,” Michelle answers with a smile, before leaning down to kiss me, her pelvis rocking back and forth on my cock, my hands full of her perfect ass.







 Holding her close, I roll over on the bed, putting myself on top, my cock never leaving her. Watching each other intently, I start to thrust into her, her hot sex practically melting my cock, her arms around me, her lips smiling as she feels me fuck her.







 One hand behind her head and the other cupping her ass, I fuck Michelle deeper and faster, Michelle urging me onward, encouraging me to give it to her. Pulling out, I roll her over and get her on all fours, taking her in doggystyle.







 My hands on her hips I fuck her deep, getting great penetration at this angle, Michelle moaning deeply in time with my thrusts, her perfect ass wobbling as my cock buries itself in her again and again.







 Feeling fingers on my balls, Michelle reaches under herself and starts playing with them, the sensitive skin of my ballbag lighting up with pleasure. Pushing her shoulders, I bury her face into the pillows and fuck her harder, our whole bodies on fire with pleasure.







 Grabbing her hair, I pull it as we fuck, Michelle’s moans telling me this is exactly what she wants, our bodies slapping together, her other hand also reaching under herself to frig at her clit desperately.







 Feeling my balls rise, I roll her back over, wanting to look her in the eye as I come inside her. Entering her, she grabs my ass and nods with a smile, seeing the lust and what I want to do written all over my face.







 “
 You want to come, Jake? You want to fill me with your hot jizz?
 ” Michelle purrs, her eyes locked with mine.







 Pumping into her frantically, I nod.







 “
 Then give it to me Jake, fill me up. I want to feel your cock exploding inside me. Give it to me!
 ”







 “
 Gonna come, Michelle.
 ” I pant, feeling my orgasm crashing towards me.







 “
 Yes Jake, yes! Give it to me, give me your come! Give it to me now!
 ”







 “
 Oh fuck yes, oh fuck!
 ” I grunt as I start to come deep inside Michelle, my cock pulsating as it spurts again and again inside her, my arms wrapped around her, holding her tight as my body convulses, our eyes locked together even as my vision momentarily blurs in climax.







 “
 Yes Jake, yes! Good boy, oh yes! I can feel it, oh yes!
 ” Michelle purrs as she feels my hot load blast inside her, her body squirming with pleasure under mine.







 Gulping air, I finally break eye contact with Michelle and collapse on top of her, my face buried in the pillow, my cock throbbing inside her. Her hands running up and down my back, Michelle coo’s in pleasure softly.







 “That felt like a lot of come, Jake. Guess you still had a backlog too?”







 “Mmm,” I mumble happily, my face still buried in the pillow.







 Eventually, I roll off Michelle, my cock sliding out of her, regretfully. Her body felt so good to be inside, I wanted to stay like that forever. My cock glistening in the sunlight, Michelle snuggles back up to me, her hand running up and down my chest.







 “This isn’t me kicking you out, Jake,” Michelle says, looking at me with a smile, “But I am expecting some girlfriends in a little over an hour, and I should probably wash off the musk of young hunk before they get here and call me a cradle snatcher.”







 “That’s ok Michelle, I should probably get back downstairs anyway,” I answer, taking in her amazing body with my eyes again.







 “And if you’d like to, I’d really like for you to visit me again. We never did eat those sandwiches after all.”







 “I’d be more than happy to come back and eat you again, I mean, eat a sandwich with you, Michelle,” I say with a grin.







 “Great, and I look forward to tasting you again, I mean, tasting a sandwich with you,” Michelle answers, her hand sliding down to my slick cock, to give it a few last pumps before she heads for the shower.







 After getting dressed and letting myself out, I whistle a tuneless little ditty as I make my way down the stairs. Looks like this is the start of a very nice ‘friendship’ with my new neighbor!







END







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











 BEST FRIEND’S HOT MILF MOM











 My name’s Jake and I’ve been friends with Brad for practically as long as I could remember, and by extension, knew his Mom, Sarah forever too. Sarah is and always had been a MILF, having Brad when she was young and never losing her absolutely amazing figure. Her breasts large and natural, her ass and thighs thick and seducing, a simple top and jeans enough to make every male’s head turn as she walked past.







 Brad, being her Son was obviously oblivious to this, but I wasn’t and had probably jizzed like a million gallons while thinking about her over the years, the simplest of touches from her enough to drive me insane for a week.







 Brad and I are both 20 now and I’ve never tried anything with his Mom, but lately, things have gotten slightly strange since I accidentally walked in on her while she was having a shower. Normally, Sarah would shower in her en suite and Brad was in the living room so I assumed the bathroom was empty, though I found out after the fact Sarah was having trouble with her en suite’s showerhead.







 Anyway, I walked in and in the recess of the shower I could see through the clear glass of the shower door, Sarah, completely naked and mid-way through scrubbing a thigh, her leg cocked and her head lowered as she soaped herself.







 Stunned, I stood there for long moments, amazed at how sexy she looked, her massive natural breasts wobbling as she lathered herself, her skin wet, shiny, and flawless. My mouth agape and my eyes wide, I finally came back down to reality and went to turn and leave, just as Sarah looked up from her soaping and saw me.







 Waiting for a yell of “WHAT THE FUCK!?” or something similar, I instinctively raised my hands, palm outwards in front of me, trying to sign “Oops, my bad, so sorry” and everything else as I took a step back, only to witness Sarah give me a smile and casually cup one of her breasts, rubbing it and getting it soapy, before laughing and blowing me a kiss.







 Absolutely stunned now, I backed away as, without a care, Sarah went back to scrubbing herself, a cheeky smile on her face.







 Making my excuses to Brad, I’d left for home as soon as possible and had jerked off like there was no tomorrow, the imagery of a naked Sarah filling my head, her voluptuous body, wet and slick, bouncing up and down on me as she impales herself on my fat cock.







 So yeah, ever since that day things have been a bit strange, Sarah knows I saw her naked but doesn’t seem to care, but I can’t look at her without imagining her naked. She’s always been hot and I’ve always fantasized about her, but now it’s at a crazy level. She seems more flirty too, her hands lingering on my shoulder or arm, her touches more frequent.







* * *







 Two days later and I’m at Brad’s, gaming and generally having a good time, Sarah is out somewhere and I’ve managed to not think about her for nearly five consecutive minutes. Brad and I are hanging out before he goes off for the weekend with his girlfriend Emily, he invited me along but I would’ve felt like a third wheel, plus I think Emily was pretty keen for it to be a romantic weekend, so I really didn’t want to get in her way.







 Hearing Brad’s front door open, Sarah enters, carrying a few bags and heading for her room.







 “Hi boys.”







 “Hey.”







 “Hi, Sarah,” I say, unable to not look, her simple jeans and singlet combo on this warm day immediately threatening to make my cock swell. Her breasts full and bouncing, they strain against the singlet’s fabric as she walks in front of the TV, her ass pumping as she goes by, my eyes lingering on her before remembering that Brad is sitting next to me.







 “Haha! Boom!” Says Brad as I turn back to the TV just in time to see him kill me, Sarah’s ass distracting me from the game.







 “Best out of three?” I say as Brad picks up his phone and glances at its screen.







 “Better not, I need to start getting ready, Emily will be here soon,” He replies, rising from the couch.







 Looking for an online map I like, I start killing time while Brad head’s off to get changed or whatever, a car pulling up in the driveway about 15 minutes later. The doorbell ringing, and with neither Brad nor Sarah around, I get up and answer it, letting Emily in.







 “Hey, Emily.”







 “Hi, Jake.”







 “He’s in his room,” I say, answering her unasked question.







 “Thanks,” She says as I sit back down on the couch, resuming my game.







 Another five minutes and 7 kills later, everyone is in the living room, Brad looking all clean and grown-up, obviously trying to please Emily, and Sarah, looking hot as fuck, a sloppy jumper thrown over her singlet, her large breasts still making even the thick, loose material of the jumper bulge in all the right places.







 “Alright you two, have a great time,” Sarah says, giving Brad and Emily kisses as we all make our way to the front door.







 “Yeah, see you next week, guys,” I say, before turning to Sarah, “I might as well head off too.”







 “No rush, Jake, stay and finish your game first.”







 “Are you sure?” I ask as we wave Brad and Emily off.







 “Yeah, I’m in no rush to be in the house all alone, stay and keep me company for a while,” Sarah answers, her hand on my arm, rubbing it softly, her eyes boring into mine and her thick lips red and smiling seductively.







 My cock twitching, I agree and follow her back inside.







 “Make yourself comfy, I’ll be with you in a minute,” Sarah says, gesturing to the couch while she heads off down the hallway.







 A lump forming in my throat, I pick up the controller with a slightly shaky hand. Excited and nervous, I realize I’ve not been alone with Sarah since the shower situation. My mind racing, I wonder why Sarah would want me to stay behind, each new answer making more even more excited than the last.







 Fully hard and throbbing rhythmically by now, my cock pulses as Sarah comes back to the living room, still wearing her sloppy jumper, but her jeans have been replaced with loose-fitting sweatpants, her bare feet making no sound as she crosses over the carpet.







 It takes me a second to see what else has changed, but then it hits me as I watch her massive tits move under her jumper. Sarah has taken off her bra and singlet, her huge naturals free and seductive, wobbling as she walks towards me and the couch.







 Trying no to, I stare at her chest as she sits down right next to me, crossing her legs and looking very relaxed as I sit next to her, rigid with excitement both in body and cock, her leg against mine, her free breasts daring me to look away as they jiggle with her every movement.







 “Are you winning?”







 “Sorry?” I ask, bewildered, her eyes hypnotic as I look into them.







 “Your game, Jake. Are you winning?” She repeats, a good-humored smile playing across her lips and a knowing look in her eye.







 “Oh. Sure, not doing too bad.” I say, staring at her and ignoring the screen.
 She surely must know what she’s doing to me
 , I think to myself, my heart racing, her scent filling my lungs.







 “That’s good,” she says, before reaching out slowly and moving a lock of my hair, watching me watch her as she does so, “Would you like to talk about you seeing me in the shower recently?” She adds, the words rocking me like a physical blow.







 Quickly turning back to the screen, I race to think of the right thing to say. I’d love to talk about it, but I just don’t know what’s going on. This is Brad’s Mom! But she’s also the hottest MILF I’ve ever laid eyes on! But she’s also Brad’s Mom! But she also smiled and played with her tit when I saw her naked!







 “What did you think?” Sarah asks, derailing my frantically chugging train of thought.







 “Think?”







 “Of my body. What did you think of my body, Jake?” Sarah presses, her hand still toying with my stray hair.







 Swallowing, I tell her the truth, “It was stunning, Sarah, so,
 so
 sexy.”







 “Did you play with yourself when you got home? Brad told me you left in a hurry.”







 “Uh, yeah, yeah I did.”







 “Yes? And did you imagine fucking me, Jake? Coming all over my tits? Giving me your come?” Sarah purrs, her voice low and sultry, her hand slowly teasing my hair, the warmth of her body filling me with heat.







 Her dirty talk making my every nerve ending tingle, I nod my head, my eyes looking but not seeing the screen, the game all but forgotten, the controller sitting in my hands and my cock pulses and my heart thumps in my chest. “I did, yeah.”







 “Do you know why I didn’t cover myself, Jake? Do you know why I played with myself instead?”







 “No,” I say, the room suddenly feeling incredibly big, with me and Sarah in the middle of it, my head fuzzy with lust and nervousness.







 “Because I think you’re
 hot
 , Jake. Because I want you to
 fuck me
 .” Sarah husks, breathing out the last part, making me almost choke with excitement as her words hit me.







 Looking at her, I see her biting her bottom lip, her free hand massaging her breast slowly as she watches me, her eyes flitting down to my cock, then back up to me. Taking her hand from my hair, she places it in mine and guides me to her chest, slowly nodding her head as my hand makes contact with a massive natural boob.







 Dropping the controller I grab her breasts with both hands and starts fondling them, cupping them, feeling their weight, her massive tits heavy in my palms, their heat seductive. Rubbing her nipples with my thumbs, I watch as they become harder, poking through her jumper's sloppy material.







 Smiling and running her hands up and down my chest, Sarah watches as her tits move about in my eager hands. “You like my breasts, Jake?”







 “They’re amazing, Sarah,” I say, unable to believe I’m actually playing with Sarah’s massive chest puppies.







 “Get under the jumper, Jake,” Sarah urges.







 Needing no further provocation, my hands slide under her jumper and the soft flesh of her breasts greets my palms, warm and supple.







 Lifting her arms, Sarah takes her jumper off, throwing it and slowly lowering her arms, her massive naturals as perfect as when I saw them in the shower. Leaning in, I start to kiss them, her perfume sweet as I nuzzle and lick at her massive orbs, her nipples fat and puffy now with lust.







 Moaning appreciatively, Sarah strokes my head as I bury my face in her chest, my tongue teasing her buds, my hands smooshing her tits together, marveling at how heavy they are.







 Grabbing my chin, Sarah lifts my head to hers and looks at me, smiling. After a moment’s thought, I lean in and we start to kiss, wetly, passionately, wildly, our lips pressed hard against one another as our urges take more and more control of our bodies.







 I feel her hands scrabbling at the hem of my shirt and a moment later she’s pulling it off, my younger body exposed to her hungry eyes. Rocking back and forth on the couch as we make out, Sarah’s hands groping me and my hands groping her, I feel her fingers slide over my stomach and towards my throbbing cock.







 Feeling the tingle of nerves as her fingers slide lower and lower, I feel her hand as it dips below my waistband and grasps my cock, my red hot member twitching in her grip. Moaning excitedly into my mouth, Sarah starts to jerk me off desperately, like she hasn’t touched a cock in forever, eager to work it out of my pants.







 My own hand slides from her massive breasts and over her smooth stomach, lingering at the edge of her sweatpants before sliding under. Feeling no resistance, it takes me a second to understand Sarah isn’t wearing underwear.







 Sarah’s legs slide open like magic as my hand slides down the front of her sweatpants, my fingers running over the bulge of her mons, a small triangle of soft hair crowning it before I dip down a little lower and am greeted with an incredibly wet pussy, her slit slick with lust, my fingers getting coated as I rub her clit through its hood, her body opening up for me as I run my fingers up and down her, the heat of her sex as I slip a finger partially into her nothing short of incredible.







 Her moans becoming grunts, Sarah presses herself against my hand, eager to coat my digits in her lust as her mouth savages mine, her hand pumping my cock, her thumbs rolling over its knob and smearing my shaft with my own pre-come, making her handjob even nicer.







 Locked together, our hands down one another’s pants like a couple of teenagers, we grind and pump against each other, my fingers swirling around Sarah’s now engorged clit, her pussy absolutely sopping.







 Breaking off from our kiss, Sarah licks her lips before giving me a hungry smile, dropping to the floor between my legs and tugging at my pants.







 “I need your cock in my mouth. Right now,” She breathes as she strips me bare, my thick shaft pulsing as I sit there, watching her move her hair as she gives it a few more pumps.







 “Mmm, look at him, you have a beautiful cock, Jake.”







 Before I can reply, she wraps her mouth around my cock hungrily, immediately bobbing on it, coating it in her saliva, contented moans vibrating into my dick as she sucks and slurps on it, her eyes closed as she gets lost in the act of the blowjob.







 Watching, in heaven, she takes her mouth off my cock and starts to lick it, before kissing down my length to my balls, where she starts to nuzzle and suck them, watching me as I try not to throw my head in bliss so I can keep watching this utter MILF coat my cock and balls in her kisses.







 Pumping my cock, making me jolt every time her clenched fist slides over my sensitive knob, Sarah laps at my balls, swirling her tongue over them, making them rise close to my body, tight with lust and a full load.







 Kissing back up my length, tasting every inch of me, she starts to fondle my slippery with spit balls as she works her mouth back over my cock, lowering herself as she takes me deeper and deeper inside her throat.







 Holding her head, guiding her up and down my shaft, I moan in pleasure, Sarah’s oral skills better than any I’ve ever encountered before.







 “Feels so good Sarah,” I gasp as she sucks hard on my shaft, her mouth a tight vacuum of pleasure.







 Encouraged, Sarah starts to suck me off faster, her head bobbing rapidly as she works her way up and down my cock her hands playing with my balls, an animal moan escaping her as she does so.







 “I’m...I’m gonna come, Sarah, if you keep at it like that,” I warn her as I feel my legs tensing and my toes curling, her mouth just too good on my shaft.







 Moaning louder, Sarah simply gets even quicker with her slurping, the sounds of our blowjob filling the room, making me tense up even more, my hands holding her head, my hips thrust out as I watch her make my cock disappear and reappear from between her thick lips.







 With a sudden grunt of pleasure, I start to buck and come, filling Sarah’s mouth with my hot semen as it blasts from my convulsing cock, pants and gasps accompanying every spurt that erupts from me. My hands gripping her head in mid-orgasm, I fuck her mouth, thrusting up into her as she takes it all, swallowing each fresh salo with relish.







 My pumping slowing down, I relax my grip on Sarah’s head and pant as I watch her clean my cock, catching every last trace of my hot goo and swallowing it all.







 Teasingly, Sarah kisses and licks at my knob, making me flinch and jolt as it sends almost too much pleasure through my body, her eyes laughing as she watches me squirm under her touch, unable to help myself.







 “Mmm, it’s been so long since I tasted come, I’ve missed it.” Sarah purrs as she kisses my cock, thighs, and stomach, seemingly wanting to keep her face close to my slowly wilting length. “And such a nice batch too, Jake, your come taste’s delicious.”







 “I’m...glad you like,” I breathe, still recovering from my orgasm. Reaching down and pulling her up, I guide her back to the couch, getting on my knees between her legs, my hands grabbing at her sweatpants and slowly pulling them down, exposing her sex, “My turn now,” I add with a smile.







 Watching me with a needy twinkle in her eye, Sarah kicks off her sweatpants and opens her legs wide for me, the lips of her pussy swollen with lust, glistening with her juices, looking like just about the tastiest most tempting thing I’ve ever seen. Sliding a hand down her body, she spreads herself for me, revealing her bright inner pink, flawless, and slippery.







 Needing no words to know what to do next, I kiss my way along her thigh, working closer to her aching pussy, her musk alluring, promising me a very tasty treat. As I get close I can feel her heat, her pelvis gyrating slowly, her need immense.







 Making contact, I kiss her glistening lips, pushing a little harder with each kiss, the softness of her pussy as it presses against my mouth, before I dart my tongue out and tease her slit, flicking along it, dipping it in, tasting her, feeling her heat.







 Sighing her approval, Sarah holds the back of my head and grinds herself against me, looking down at me as I peek up at her over her mons, her face relaxed and one of bliss.







 Licking and sucking her clit I lap hungrily at her sex, devouring it, loving her taste, her texture. Lifting her legs, she straddles my shoulders, pulling me deeper into her with her calves on my back, holding me there as I feast on her beautiful pussy.







 Teasingly at first, I play with her opening with my finger, before sliding two digits in, feeling her sex contract around my fingers, looking up, and seeing her bite her lip in pleasure as I work my fingers deeper inside her.







 Turning my hand so that it’s palm up, I curl my fingers and press against the upper wall of her sex, searching for and finding her button, putting pressure against it as I eat her out and watching her face, knowing the exact moment I strike gold.







 “
 Fuuuuuck yes, oh my god!
 ” Sarah bursts out suddenly, my fingers finding her trigger, her legs holding me harder as her toes curl and her fingers clamp harder on my head, her other hand massaging her huge tits as she grinds against my face, riding my mouth.







 Keeping my tongue and my fingers moving at the same pace, I steadily increase the tempo, feeling Sarah’s body heat up as she gets closer and closer to her own release, her now fat clit in my mouth, between my lips and being rubbed with my tongue, her sex convulsing around my fingers, holding onto me.







 Almost whimpering, Sarah starts to come. A barely audible sound at first, it rapidly increases in volume until she’s yelling in pleasure, holding my face hard against her sex as she grinds one out on my tongue, her pussy squeezing my fingers as she vibrates in climax, her heels digging into my back as she thrashes with me clamped between her legs, riding my face all the way.







 Gasping, Sarah falls back to the couch, her grip on me with her hand and legs relaxing as her orgasm subsides, her massive chest rising and falling as she sucks in air, a thin sheen of sweat on her brow and a bemused but satisfied smile on her face as she looks down at me, with my face coated in her climax.







 Smiling, I get back onto the couch and we both sit there, our legs draped over one another, naked and panting, her taste fresh on my tongue.







 In almost a drawl, Sarah is the first to speak, “God I needed that. Jake, you’re amazing,” she says, patting my leg, her hand staying there like she’s too tired to move it back.







 “Haha, thanks. I can honestly say you have the best-tasting pussy ever, Sarah. It was my pleasure,” I reply, licking my lips and looking at her naked form, beautiful and full.







 Seeing me eyeing her, Sarah chuckles, “God, are you getting horny again already, Jake?” she says, playfully grabbing my cock and holding it, feeling its heat.







 “Can you blame me? You’re beautiful!” I say, feeling my cock stir in Sarah’s soft hand.







 “Oh wow, I forgot what 20 years olds are like!” Sarah says, feeling my cock start to grow in her hand.







 Stroking my dick, almost like an experiment, Sarah leans forward to watch it grow before her eyes, amazed at how quickly I’ve recovered. Reaching out with her other hand, she starts to fondle my balls also, my cock responding well, throbbing harder as it continues to fill in her hand.







 Letting go of my cock, Sarah turns from me and gets on all fours, her arms resting on the couch’s armrest. Looking back at me, she smiles and wiggles her ass, her swollen pussylips peeking at me from between her inner thighs.







 “I hope I don’t have to tell you what you should be doing next, Jake.” She says as she arches her back, making her perfect pussy even more prominent and inviting, still glistening with her own juices in the light.







 Wordlessly I get behind her, my knees between her legs, my throbbing cock in my hand and aimed for her dribbling sex, my other hand on her hip, guiding her backward onto my pulsing hard-on.







 Sliding into her slowly, her slick climax letting me in, we both exhale in pleasure as I slowly fill her, the heat and grip of her sex incredible on my shaft, her pussy giving my cock a warm, snug cuddle.







 My hands on her hips, I work my cock into her, setting a nice pace and simply enjoying the feeling of fucking Sarah’s perfect pussy in the raw, the sensation of the walls of her pussy almost indescribable on my cock.







 Grunting, Sarah backs against me, driving my cock deeper into her, bottoming out a few times as my shaft fills her to capacity. Grabbing her harder, I thrust into her with more force, her grunts telling me she’s liking it.







 My hands slide up her back and find her shoulders, one holding her there while the other gets a good grip on her hair. Holding it close to the root, I pull her head back slowly, tugging her hair in my grip, Sarah’s grunts and moans ones of deep pleasure as I pull her hair and fuck her deep.







 Leaning forward, I kiss her shoulder and neck, before bringing my mouth close to her ear, her head back and her hair in my grasp. My other hand sliding under her and cupping a breast, pulling its nipple and teasing her.







 “You like my cock inside you, Sarah?”







 “Mmm, yes Jake, it feels so good.”







 “Yeah, you like how my cock feels inside you? You like feeling me fill your pussy right now with dick?”







 “Mmm, yes Jake, I love it!”








 “You want to feel this cock fucking you harder, Sarah? Huh, you want this cock harder?”
 I continue, speeding up my pace and pulling her hair a little harder.







 “Mmm yes Jake, yes! Fuck me harder, I want it all inside me!”
 Sarah pants as she starts bucking back against me harder, making me bottom out again and again, her pussy filled to the max.







 My hand on her breasts sliding down, I start to rub her clit, feeling how wet she is, her lust dribbling down her thighs, my balls slapping into her as I fill her with my girth. My fingers circling her clit, Sarah’s moans become more desperate, her whole body thrashing on the couch as I pound into her, my mouth by her ear, compelling her onward.







 “Are you going to come for me, Sarah? Are you going to cover my hard cock with your come?”







 “Yes Jake yes, wanna come again already, yes!”
 Sarah answers, barely able to speak, her whole body on fire with lust and need.







 “Give it to me, Sarah, give me your come! Come all over this hard cock inside you!”







 “Yes Jake, give it to you!”
 Sarah responds through clenched teeth, her ass flexing and unflexing rapidly as her body wells up.







 Rubbing her clit, fucking her deep and growling smut into her ear, I drive Sarah over the edge and she starts to cry out, her arms flopping over the couch as she lets go and is consumed, her body trembling in climax, shaking as she soaks my cock in her orgasm, her voice a squeak as she rides her waves, our bodies pressed together as I take her from behind and above, unable to escape her orgasm, sandwiched between the couch and my throbbing cock.







 Feeling her tremble to a stop, I relax my grip on Sarah’s hair and let her recover, my cock pulsing in her sex while I slowly fuck her, my strokes gentle and teasing, watching her shake every now and then from the occasional aftershock.







 Murmuring something, her head buried in the couch’s armrest, I don’t make out what she said.







 “Sorry, what was that, Sarah?”







 Lifting her head a little, Sarah repeats herself, “ I said: Oh. My. God. I can’t remember the last time I came twice so close together. Thank you.”







 Feeling pretty good, I smile while I continue to slowly fuck her. “You’re very welcome,” I reply, watching her perfect ass wobble as I slide myself in and out of her.







 Sitting up until she’s now kneeling in front of me, my cock still embedded inside her, Sarah reaches behind herself and holds my sides, purring contentedly while I kiss her shoulders and neck.







 “Come with me,” She says simply as she rises from the cock, my cock sliding out of her as she stands before she takes my hand and leads me down her hallway.







 Getting to her room, she hops onto her bed and spreads her legs wide, inviting me over with a smile.







 “I want to feel you coming inside me, Jake, but I want you on top, like a man, there wasn’t enough room on the couch. Come here and fuck me hard, please,” She says, adding the please with a cheeky tone.







 Hopping onto the bed, I get between Sarah’s legs, my cock pulsing with lust as I guide myself into her, her slick pussy once again letting me in with a warm push. Her hands stroking up and down my back, I work my way inside her and pick up the pace, her pussy taking as much of me as it can.







 On one elbow, my other hand under her and holding her ass as I fuck her faster and faster, I watch her huge natural tits wobble with each thrust before leaning in to kiss her, Sarah holding me tight as our mouths wrestle with one another, our tongues flicking and sparring, our breaths going from one to the other as my fucking gets faster.







 Flexing her pussy, Sarah milks my cock as I pump into her, smiling as she hears me grunt and moan in uncontained pleasure. Lowering myself bit by bit, I end up fully on top of her, Sarah trapped under me and impaled on my fat shaft as I fuck her harder and harder, my animal instincts taking over as all I can think about is blowing deep inside this perfect MILF.







 In a reversal of roles, Sarah brings her mouth close to my ear and starts to talk in a low, husky tone.







 “You want to come, Jake? You want to fill me with your hot load?”







 Grunting, I let her know I do.







 “Then come for me, Jake. Fill me with your hot load. I want to feel your cock exploding inside me!”
 Sarah purrs, her lips brushing my ear and driving me crazy.







 Grunting deep in my throat, I fuck her harder and focus on my orgasm.







 “That’s it, Jake, give it to me, go on! Give it to me baby! I want it! I want it inside me so bad!”
 Sarah continues, one hand gripping my ass as I piston inside her.







 “Gonna come! Gonna come!”
 I manage to grunt as I feel my balls tighten.







 “Yes, baby! Yes! Fill me yes!”
 Sarah cries as she feels me start to come, my orgasm shaking my body, making me convulse on top of her as it feels like my entire being is shooting out of my cock. Grunting and bucking, I hold Sarah tight as I push myself as deep into her as I can, my come splashing inside her, painting her walls in my hot goo, my cock twitching and convulsing as it spurts again and again.







 Still thrusting, my orgasm starts to subside, my head buried in the pillow, my body slick with a sheen of sweat as I pump and grind on top of Sarah, her body a receptacle to the biggest feeling load I’ve ever blown, my every muscle flexed, my hand still holding her ass as I pull her deeper onto my cock.







 Panting, I lay there for a moment, Sarah’s hands affectionately gliding up and down my back, tracing small patterns over my muscles while I get my breath back, my view being the side of her head and hair, her hot body under mine, my cock slowly wilting inside her tight pussy, Sarah flexing it every now and then, teasing my cock.







 Eventually, reluctantly, but not wanting to squash her, I roll off Sarah, our bodies sticky. With me on my side and my leg over hers, we look at each other, both feeling pretty satisfied if I’m any judge.







 Smiling, Sarah strokes my chest, “Well young man, was it everything you could have hoped for?”







 “And more,” I answer, looking at her lovely form as she lays there.







 “I’ve thought about you a lot for the last year or so, Jake. You know, sexually. And I
 know
 you’ve been...
 a fan
 of mine for some time now, haha. When you walked in on me showering, I don’t know, but I just didn’t feel like hiding from you. It felt so nice to be looked at with such open lust.”







 “It’s been pretty obvious that I’ve been checking you out and stuff?” I ask, picking up on that particular part of her sentence first.







 “Haha, yeah. I mean, there was the fact that you’re a young man of course, but there seemed to be a little bit more than just regular young hormones.”







 “If I’m honest, Sarah, you’ve been my crush for a long time,” I tell her, amazed that I’m revealing that secret, assuming it was something I’d never share with anyone, let alone Sarah herself.







 “Aww, that’s so sweet,” Sarah says in a mock cutesy voice, pinching my cheek.







 “And there’s something there for me, from you I mean?” I ask.







 “I think there is yes. As I said, you saw me naked in the shower and my first instinct was to pull you in with me, haha.”







 “Wow,” I reply, my mind drifting as I create that scenario in my head.







 “Haha yes, wow. Obviously, we need to keep what happened strictly between us two, ok Jake?”







 “Of course, the last thing I want to do is hurt Brad,” I answer, remembering my friend and feeling bad, but only for a moment as Sarah is still naked and glistening in front of me.







 “Maybe one day, we can be more honest, but for now, I think it best if this is treated like just two adults blowing off some steam and tension.”







 Seeing a future where I might get to actually ‘be’ with Sarah fills me with excitement, but I instantly realize that anything like that is still a long way away, but I can console myself with the fact she likes me too and I just had the best sex of my life.







 Almost like she’s reading my thoughts, Sarah adds, “ And there’s no reason we can’t...
 release some tension
 again when we get the chance.”







 Smiling, I gently stroke one of her large natural breasts, “I’d like that.”







“In fact,” Sarah says sitting up and grabbing my cock, “Brad won’t be back all weekend, so...no time like the present?” She says as she lowers her mouth down to my cock, licking her own juices off my shaft and making me shudder with pleasure.







This is going to be the best weekend ever.







END







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











 STUNNING ASIAN MILF NEEDS MY HELP











 I’d always been pretty good with my hands, from a repairing and building things point of view, happily tinkering away on anything I could get my hands on since I was a kid and as such it had come as no surprise to anyone when my chosen path in life was that of a tradesman.







 At only 20, I still sometimes had trouble with some of the older guys taking me seriously, but that usually stopped when they saw the quality of my work and the obvious dedication I had for my craft.







 Looking for a place to move into, as my parents, as much as I love them, were seriously cramping my ability to meet women, I found a great opportunity with an apartment to rent, at an extremely discounted price, the caveat being that the tenant must be good with repairs and be on call to do the maintenance for the rest of the building.







 My budget being pretty slim, I jumped at the chance and a little over a week later I was moving my few possessions into the building, my apartment on the ground floor, one of 6 apartments, two per level.







 “Nice place, Jake,” My friend Paul, who was helping me move, said as I handed him a beer, our work finished, the fridge plugged in and humming quietly into life.







 “Yeah, I’m, pretty stoked with it. And it looks like a modern enough building, so I don’t think I’ll be fixing stuff for the other apartments 24/7.”







 Sitting on my couch, surrounded by as yet unpacked boxes, Paul and I sipped our beers and enjoyed the quiet time after manhandling all my stuff. A little later, Paul said he better head off and I walked with him to the building’s entrance, thanking him once again for helping me out.







 “No problem, Jake, I’ll come around on the weekend with a few of the guys, have a little house warming or something.”







 “Sounds great,” I reply as I watch him go, also checking out my new surroundings.







 About to turn and head back inside, I see an absolutely stunning MILF jogging towards me. Pausing, I enjoy the view for a few more seconds before she gets too close as I don’t want to be leering at her as she jogs past.







 Heading back inside and walking down the foyer to my door, I’m about to enter my apartment when the main door opens, the stunning MILF walking in, obviously also a tenant of this building.







 Much closer now, I get a better look at her as I linger, intending to say hi. She’s Asian, looks to be in her late 30’s or early 40’s with the features of a Japanese woman, wearing very tight bike shorts. So tight, in fact, I can see the mound of her pubic bone, and the slit that represents where her lips are. Her legs are quite pale but very shapely, a tight tank top hardly containing her bouncing boobs, quite large looking for an Asian woman, I think to myself, but they do seem to be bouncing in a natural fashion, their movements fluid and erotic. Her face, once my eyes finally get to it, is
 beautiful
 , with large lips and what looks like totally jet-black eyes, her irises so dark, framing her tiny nose, her black hair tied back into two bangs, one coming out of each side of her head, just like I've seen in those cartoons.







 She’s perspired a bit, and the sweat has pasted the thin fabric of her tank top to her breasts, really separating and defining each boob. Their happy bouncing keeping me occupied until she gets to my door, jogging on the spot.







 “Hi!” she beams. “Are you our new maintenance man?” She adds, her boobs dancing before me.







 “Yes I am, I’m Jake. Pleased to meet you…?” I answer, leaving the question mark there for her to give me her name, offering my hand for a shake.







 “My name’s Miko, please to meet you too, Jake,” Miko says, before looking at my proffered hand and continuing, “I’d better not, I’m all wet.” gesturing at her clammy clothing, my eyes happy to throw another glance at her form at her invite, enjoying her stunning curves.







 “Ok,” I laugh, “I’ll let I get home for a shower then.”







 “Nice to meet you, Jake, bye,” Miko says as she jogs away.







 Watching her jog to the elevator, I take this chance to check out her ass. it’s small, but perfectly sculpted like a gymnasts, each cheek looking like it could crack open walnuts! Their movement even more hypnotic than the beauty of her breasts were.







 Closing my door and thinking about maybe getting started on unpacking a few of my boxes I realize that my cock has started to grow, the sight of the sexy Miko waking him up after sleeping all day while I worked.







 Not thinking I was going to be christening this new apartment quite so soon, I chuckle to myself as I decide to jerk off, thoughts of unpacking exiting my mind as I refill it instead with imagery of Miko, her breast’s bounce still fresh and vivid in my memory.







 Pulling down my pants, I get comfy on my couch, closing my eyes and conjuring up a mental picture of what Miko’s tits would look like free of their clothes, maybe pressed together with my hard cock between them, her tongue flicking out to lick my throbbing knob, hands rubbing her tits and playing with her pointing nipples.







 My hand pumping rapidly, I’m just wanting to get this load out so I can clear my head, not worrying about trying to run a jerk off marathon or anything, my hand a blur as I quickly get myself close to coming, my legs flexing and my toes curling as I get ready to-







 Knock knock knock! A sudden urgent banging on my door, making me jump as it breaks me from my sexual reverie, my heart banging in my chest.







 “Just a second!” I call out in a cracked voice, trying to get my pants over my hard cock.







 Tucking my boner under my belt, and pulling my shirt down, I hope this will adequately cover him as I open the door, my face a little flushed, hoping I don’t look too obviously rattled.







 It’s Miko on the other side, wearing only a large towel with her hair now out, outlining her face and draping over her shoulders. The towel is a big white fluffy one, hiding her slender figure underneath quite well but still making my boner throb in my pants.







 “I’m so sorry to have work for you on your first day, Jake.” She says as I stand there, hoping my cock isn’t obvious. “But when I tried to have a shower the head came off and water went everywhere! Could you please help me?”







 “Of course, no problem Miko. Just give me a second to see where some of my tools are in this place.” I answer, knowing roughly which boxes they were packed in.







 Miko follows me inside my apartment and chats to me while I rifle through some likely boxes. “Sorry I came in just a towel, but I was already naked when I turned on the shower, and I didn’t want to hop back into stinky clothes, or stink up new clothes!”







 She’s very bubbly,
 I think to myself. And out loud: “No need to apologize, Miko, it’s quite a treat to be greeted by a semi-naked lady on my doorstep, haha.”







 Finding a few tools likely to be useful when dealing with a showerhead, Miko and I make our way to her apartment, with her leading the way and my eyes constantly being drawn to her shapely legs and her exposed shoulders, her skin flawless looking. Getting to her door, she lets us in and leads me through her nicely furnished apartment, showing me the bathroom and the shower in question.







 “See, this bit here,” Miko explains. “When I turned on the water, it just came off and I couldn’t stop it from going all over the place, now I have damp patches, even on the ceiling!” saying this with her back to me, she reaches right up and points here and there, pointing out damp patches, but in reaching up so high, she makes her towel ride up, lifting high enough to give me a glimpse of butt-cheek. Still pointing, she moves a little, and I think I can, yes, yes I can! I can see the outline of her pussy lips, smooth and shaven! She turns back around and I try not to go a little red.







 “Do you think you can fix it?” she asks.







 “Yeah, I think so, it looks like it's just a couple of nuts that need tightening,” I answer.







 “Excellent!” she beams at me, giving me a warm smile, my cock still pounding in my pants, my knob only hidden behind my shirt as it pokes over the top of my belt.







 While I get to the task of fixing her shower, which in reality, couldn’t be an easier job, Miko flits around the spacious bathroom tidying, with me keeping one eye open for another chance to glimpse her smooth pussy or ass. After not long I’m rewarded when she starts to rummage through her washing basket, bent right over with her ass pointing at me, and I get a perfect view of her asshole, her slit, the works, pretending to be tightening something, I stare, feeling bad but unable to pass up such a great chance to enjoy looking at a total hottie’s most private areas.







 Miko stands up straight and maybe a little too loudly I say, “All done.”







 She looks at me with a funny little smile for a few seconds before speaking, “I could see your face in the mirror the entire time, I hope I realize, Jake.”







 “Uhh, what do you mean, Miko?” I say, trying to act innocent, though deep down I know I’m sunk.







 “What? Do I think I’m silly enough not to know lifting my arms will show my beaver in this towel?!” she says, laughing, seeing the color I’m turning. “Or that I was giving you a full display of my sex just now?!” she laughs again. “I saw you staring at my breasts in the lobby, the same as I can see the big boner you have right now!”







 “Are…are you going to try and sue me or something?” I ask, thinking I may have been entrapped into some sort of sexual harassment situation.







 “No you silly boy!” she giggles, “I have good reasons to do this.” and, holding up a delicate hand, counts them off. “ One, you’re the maintenance man, and it’s always smart to be on good terms with him so that what you need to be fixed, gets fixed. Two, You’re a sexy young man, and I’m quite fond of sexual pleasure and can never get enough! And three, from what I can see from here, your cock is a good size, and likes girls!”







 “Umm, ok, that all sounds reasonable,” I say, unable to think of anything else, feeling a little bewildered like Miko is 5 steps ahead of me and I’m playing catchup.







 Miko laughs again. “Now you’re showing your younger age, Jake, I seem to have caught you quite off guard! Don’t worry, I’ll help you understand the situation.” And with that, she lets her towel drop, revealing a perfect body, her small nipples stiff and almost brown, they’re such a dark red. Her pussy lips I already knew to be bald, but now I can see it’s the same all over, a small rise at her pubic bone, then two moist lips are all she has between her sculpted legs.







 “Now get out of the shower, I want to freshen up!” she says playfully, walking up to me and waiting for me to give her room to get in.







 Miko turns on the water, and while I stand there, feeling equally awkward and incredibly horny, lathers herself up, paying close attention to clean her pussy. The water making her fit body glisten in the light. She looks at me and smiles, caressing a boob for my entertainment.








 What the fuck is going on?
 I think to myself, my brain in a tizzy while my cock throbs hungrily for the naked beauty in the shower.







 Soon enough Miko is finished and steps lightly from the shower and beckons me to follow her dripping body through her apartment, leading me to her bedroom. Upon entering, she tells me to strip off and lay on the bed while she prepares a few things. My brain still reeling, I do as she says, stripping off my clothes, feeling a little self-conscious as I expose my pulsating cock to her for the first time, my young body taught and shaking a little bit with excitement and anticipation as I hop onto her bed, laying there, my cock seemingly super exposed as it stands proud from my body, as obvious as a beacon.







 Naked and horny on the bed, Miko crawls up beside me, equally naked, looking at my throbbing cock and smiling appreciatively. “I think we can have a lot of fun, Jake,” she says, a hand lightly gliding over my pole. “I’ll make your stay here a very pleasurable one, no one will make you feel as good as I do just for changing a light bulb.” she jokes, grinning.







 Miko moves up and kneels over my face, her moist pussy glistening just inches from my mouth. It's musk alluring and promising to be tasty.







 “Now, Jake, I seem to have a very intense yearning in my pussy, can you fix it?” she asks, lowering her pussy onto my mouth, not giving me a chance to answer. Its wetness coating my lips in sweet juice. “And my clit really needs some sucking too, I believe, Jake.”







 Taking her hint, I find her swollen bud and suck it hungrily, swallowing the sweet nectar of her pussy, Making her gasp happily.







 “Mmm, yes,”
 she says.
 “You’re a very good maintenance man, Jake.”
 She adds, grinding her pussy against my face, covering me in wet sex.







 Reaching up, I cup her breasts and feel surprised by just how damn firm they are, rubbing them, then pulling her nipples in time with my clitoral suckings.







 Rocking her hot pussy back and forth over my face, moaning deep in the back of her throat, stroking and pulling my hair, watching my face disappear between her legs and reappear a second later, Miko’s orgasm starts building deep within her pussy as she rides my mouth.







 Pulling her nipples, sucking her pussy, I feel the heat rising on my tongue as Miko’s sudden orgasm comes rushing through her body, clamping her legs to my head, grabbing my hair and pulling my face even harder against her quivering snatch as she explodes on me, drenching my face in her come. Unable to breathe, her body wrapped around my head, I ride it out, licking and sucking her sex as she trembles on top of me, her body rocking wildly as she bucks against my face.








 “Ooh, yes, yes, Jake! Oh god I’m coming!”
 Miko grunts through clenched teeth, her boobs shaking in my hands and her pussy drenching me with her juice, her orgasm flowing through her.







 After what seems an eternity, her body shakes and then relaxes and she slides off me, curling up on the bed against me and breathing heavily, my face covered in her orgasm, warm and slick.








 “Mmm, Jake,”
 Miko murmurs. “You certainly know how to look after this tenant’s needs. I wonder if there’s any way I could thank you?”







 Licking my lips, enjoying Miko’s taste, I look at her as she looks at me, a cheeky grin on her face. “You’re not thinking of a 5-star review, are you?” I say, smiling back.







 “Haha, no, Jake,” She answers, kissing my chest and neck, adding between kisses, “You’ve already helped me with two problems, I think that deserves something a little more...personal as a thank you.”







 Working her way down my body with her mouth, Miko grabs my cock and strokes it, her delicate hand soft on my throbbing pole. Kissing my stomach, making me jolt from the pleasure it sends through me, before aiming her mouth at my cock and licking its head, teasing it, making me flinch in pleasure with each swipe of her wet tongue.







 Giggling at seeing me so vulnerable and raw, twitching with each lick of my cock, Miko’s other hand starts to fondle my balls, her fingers massaging my plums, making me moan in pleasure as she expertly plays with my cock, her mouth working its way slowly deeper and deeper onto my shaft.







 Stroking her hair, and watching the show, my mouth open, my other hand strokes her back, reaching down and cupping her ass as she turns for me, bringing her sex closer as she gets her mouth lower on my girth, her own moans mingling with mine.







 Running my fingers up and down her still glistening slit, I lay there and enjoy the feeling of her hot mouth as it engulfs my shaft, slurping on my length, filling me with pleasure, her lips forming a tight seal around my cock, sucking hard and making my cock feel like it’s inside a fleshy vacuum.







 Her head bobbing, she increases her pace on my length, my fat cock glistening as it appears for a second, only to disappear back down her throat. Fingering her, I feel her body’s warmth as she flexes her sex around my digit, holding me inside her with her pussy, her puffy lips soft and smooth.







 Holding her head as I feel my orgasm approaching faster and faster, I grunt a warning to her, letting her know she’s about to get a big mouthful. Moaning approvingly, Miko speeds up even more, sucking my cock hard and deep, my balls rising as she plays with them, my entire body alight with lust and the animal urge to blow my load deep down her throat.








  “Fuck! Oh fuck yes!”
 I grunt as I start to come, my cock twitching and spasming deep down Miko’s throat as I empty my balls inside her, Miko slurping hungrily on my load, each pulse of my cock sending another spurt of come down her neck.







 Bucking into her mouth, I empty myself into her, Miko pushing herself further, giving me deepthroat as I finish, her nose touching my balls as I throb to a stop inside her.







 Slowly unimpaling herself from my shaft, Miko licks and kisses my cock, making me jolt as she runs her tongue teasingly over my now extra sensitive knob, chuckling once again as I twitch and spasm underneath her, her mouth making me her toy, unable to anything but pant as I recover from my orgasm.







 Turning around and crawling up next to me, Miko snuggles in close, licking her lips, her leg and arm draped over me, while I relax and let my breathing return to normal.







 “There you go, Jake, one thank you from me, delivered,” Miko says, smiling at me, her hand trailing up and down my chest.







 “You’re very welcome, Miko,” I reply, “I hope it’s not too long before you need something done around the place again,” I add, my arm underneath and around her, stroking her smooth back as she rests her head on my shoulder.







 “Actually, I think I already have something else for you, Jake, if you’re...up to it?” She says, making the obvious cheesy joke with another grin.







 “Sure, what do you need?”







 “Well, I’ve just had the maintenance man take really good care of my pussy, but I still feel like I need a little more, maybe something...around the back?” Miko says, taking my other hand and guiding it to her hip, turning herself a little so that I’m now cupping one of her perfect ass cheeks, “Do you think you have the right tool for that job as well?”







 “I’m sure I can find something that will accommodate a good job around the back,” I reply with a smile, enjoying this silly bit of wordplay with Miko, excited at the thought of fucking her in her tight little ass, especially since I’ve never done anal before, although I decide not to tell Miko that right now, as I feel a little embarrassed to admit I’m not experienced at everything.







 “Excellent, Jake,” Miko says, grinding against me a little, “I’ll just lay here for a while if you don’t mind while you recharge your...tool, and then when it’s ready, you can attack your next task.







 Snuggling in close, her head on my chest, I enjoy the soft warmth of a woman’s body as she lays half on top of me, especially one as hot as this stunning MILF. Already very happy to have moved out, I think about how just this morning I was still wondering how long before I would next get laid, and then Miko enters my life. Smiling, I stroke her curves, my eyes closed, our bodies naked in the full daylight, her heat emanating into me and vice versa.







 After about half an hour of laying there in a blissful semi-daze, daydreaming, and enjoying the moment, I feel one of Miko’s hands slide down to my crotch where my cock is starting to wake up.







 Feeling it grow, Miko’s hand wraps around it and starts slowly pumping, soon bringing him back to full mast, her fingertips tracing up and down my length and my balls, making my moan lightly as my lust rises.







 Looking up at me with a smile while her hand strokes my cock rhythmically, I can tell she’s ready for the next ‘task’, and so am I.







 “Well,” says Miko. “You appear to have your tool at the ready, Jake, so I guess you should use it to fuck me in my ass!”







 “Haha” is all that escapes me as her sudden crass talk makes my heart pound, the thought of pummelling her ass quite a nice prospect, to put it mildly.







 “Look at how your cock is twitching, Jake! He wants in!” she giggles, rolling onto her back and spreading her legs wide and up, giving me an excellent view of her swollen moist sex and puckered asshole. Smearing her hand with pussy juice, she lubes up her asshole for me, inviting me to fuck her with her eyes and smile







 My cock hard and pulsing, I don’t need to be asked twice. Positioning myself before her, I aim my knob at her butthole and push tentatively into her, not wanting to hurt her, and a little unsure how different or the same fucking an asshole is compared to regular sex. Her asshole pops around the head of my cock and now I’m inside her, the tightness of her butt practically taking my breath away and making me pause as I relish this new feeling, but Miko seems to have other ideas,








  “Thrust it in, Jake, I want it all in me now! Give it to me!”
 she grunts, bucking against my pole, working it in deeper.







 Being inexperienced with anal and not sure how hard to go, getting directions from an older more experienced MILF fills me with confidence. Now armed with a green light, I grab her hips and pump my cock excitedly into her, getting it all the way in by around the 5th thrust, my balls coming up hard against her butt cheeks as I plunge into her, filling her tight ass with my throbbing cock.








 “Uh! Uh! Uh!
 ” Miko exclaims with each thrust of my cock, pumping into her and pushing the air out of her with my enthusiasm.
 “Harder! Fuck my ass, Jake, fuck it!”
 Miko continues through teeth clenched in ecstasy, wildly playing with her tits, pulling her nipples roughly, her eyes screwed shut as I shake her and the bed with my thrusts.







 Her asshole is red hot and tight as a drum around my pole, coaxing my balls to want to come already, each thrust sending intense pleasure along my shaft. I take one hand off her hips and start thumbing her pussy, while the fingers grind her clit, her juices soon coating my digits in her sticky sex. Rubbing her clit in time with my ass pounding, Miko’s groans and grunts go up an octave.








 “Oh fuck yes Jake, that’s so good! I can feel your balls getting tighter against my butt, I think he wants to cum! Uh! Uh! Uh!”
 she pants out between gasps, even now still talking about my cock like it’s a tool, which in a way I guess it is.







 Flexing her asshole, she milks me professionally, the last of my willpower to hold in my orgasm rapidly dissolving under her intense barrage of pleasure on my cock,
 “Please come inside me, Jake! Now!
 She adds, opening her eyes to look at me and lick her lips, nodding her head as she instructs.







 On her order, I squeeze her hip tighter in my hand, the other hand diddling furiously at her wet sex, pushing my cock into her ass as deep as it will possibly go, her sphincter pulsing around my cock, gripping it, finishing me off. With a yell I come hard and deep inside her, my entire body twitching as a massive orgasm erupts from my cock deep inside her ass, filling her with my orgasm, spurt after spurt leaving my shaft and filling her. Slapping against her as I lose all control, grunting like an animal as I empty myself deep inside her.







 “Ohhh! Your come is so hot!”
 Miko yells as she feels me filling her ass with my load, her butthole clenching tight around my dick, milking every last drop out of my length.







 My orgasm subsiding, I start to slow down, but Miko reaches between her legs to hold my hips, pulling me back into her.







 “Don’t stop Jake, please, keep fucking my ass!”
 Miko begs, her legs in the air, a pleading tone in her voice.







 Still hard, I smile and get back to work, fucking her ass while I thumb her sex and rub her clit, watching her squirm in pleasure before me.







 Miko’s hands go back to her breasts and start pulling and tweaking at her nipples, biting her lip as we work together to bring her to another orgasm.







 Pumping into her ass, feeling her wrapped around me, keeping me hard with how good she is, I rub and tease her clit as she pulls her nipples, her groans becoming softer and softer whimpers until soon she isn’t making any noise that I can hear at all, her face screwed up in what looks like concentration.








 “Fuck yes! Fuck yes! Fuck yes, Jake! That’s it! Yes! YES!”
 Miko bawls as her orgasm hits, her eyelids fluttering as she starts to climax, her body trembling and spasming as she comes. Watching, I can see her pussy pulsating as she comes, her sex gripping my thumb and her asshole contracting around my shaft, holding onto me as she thrashes beneath me, her nipples firmly pinched between her thumb and forefingers, pulling them hard, her body convulsing.







 With increasingly small shudders, Miko’s orgasm rolls to a stop, her eyes finally opening and looking at me through heavy lids, her chest rising and falling as she pants, spent and satisfied looking.







 My own thrusts slow to a stop and we stare at each other, smiling, both of our bodies emptied. Her ass still holding my cock, her pussy still impaled on my thumbs. Reaching down, she slowly pulls me out of her, lowering her legs to either side of me, her pussy still throbbing from its orgasm.







 Sitting back on my heels, I look at her beautiful naked form, my cock glistening and now slowly going down, her sex dribbling orgasm.







 “More great work from the maintenance man, I must say,” Miko says with a cheeky grin, reaching up to pull me down next to her, wrapping her arms around me, her leg thrown over mine, her sex burning a patch on my thigh where it’s pressed against it, her mons smooth and slick with her orgasm.







 “That’s what I’m here for,” I answer, my hand stroking her back.







 “Haha, careful, Jake, I could get used to requesting a good servicing fairly regularly, you keep up this level of service.”







 “And? I’m 20, Miko. There’s no such thing as too many servicings at my age,” I joke back, continuing with the job-themed innuendo.







 “Well then if that’s the case, I’ll have to make sure I recommend you to a few of the other women that live here too, we’re all friends, really,” Miko says, giving me a smile.







 Not sure if she’s joking or not, I try to read her face but I can’t tell, but the thought of having stumbled into a job as the maintenance man for a building full of horny women fills me with excitement.







 Apparently a lot better at reading my face than I am of hers, Miko laughs as she sees me doing the calculating in my head, “Haha, look at you, Jake, already thinking about more sex. Tell you what, I have one more problem that you might be able to help me with?”







 “Sure.”







 “You see, the thing is, it’s been ages since I had a 69, you think you could help me out with that this evening?”







 Giving Miko’s ass a playful squeeze, knowing that I’m already booked in for more sex later today now, I nod my head.







 “Great, now how about we test out my shower together, we should make sure it can handle two people at once. I can help...wash your back,” Miko says, getting up from the bed, her full tits bouncing.







Getting up from the bed and following her perfect ass to the shower, I smile. Looks like this is the first day of what’s going to be an awesome job!







END







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











 MY MILF HOUSEMATE











 Funnily enough, my initial reaction the very first time I laid eyes on Jocelyne as she stood at my door was one of disappointment, which is ridiculous really considering she was easily the hottest MILF I’d ever seen.







 But as it was, I was renting out my spare room after my friend had moved in with his girlfriend and I was hoping to rent it out to another guy, hopefully around my age, this stunning MILF in her 40’s not gelling with my idea of the perfect housemate.







 Still, it had been a few weeks since my friend had moved out but the rent still needed paying, so I figured the least I could do was invite her in and let her see the room, the fact that I hadn’t gotten much interest coupled with my thinning wallet helping me come to that conclusion.







 “Hi, Jake? I’m Jocelyne, we chatted earlier?”







 “Hi, Jocelyne. Yeah, I’m Jake, nice to meet you. Please, come on in.”







 “Thanks,” She says as I hold the door open, letting her walk past, her voluptuous body brushing past mine, her curves clad in neat casual, her scent filling my nostrils.







 Closing the door and leading her in, I show her the living room, now feeling a little self-conscious that I haven’t done a good enough job cleaning it.







 “Uh, yeah. So, this is the living room.” I say fairly unnecessarily, before leading her to the kitchen and dining area, Jocelyne smiling politely and looking around the room as I suddenly notice every dirty dish in the sink, even though it’s only a couple of plates and a glass.







 Following me down the hall, we get to what would be her room. This spot at least is very clean, empty save for a bed and nightstand, my friend leaving it pretty tidy when he left and me having not really set foot in it in the weeks since.







 Standing at the entrance and letting her walk into the room and check it out, I tell her the payment system with bills and such, the landlord’s position on animals and anything else I can think of that she might want to know, Jocelyne taking it all in silently as she looks about the space, nodding her head every now and then as I speak.







 Showing her the rest of the house, we finish up in the laundry before Jocelyne speaks again, looking out the window at my backyard, “That all sounds pretty straightforward, Jake. I’ll take it,” She says as she reaches out a hand to shake, smiling.







 Taking her small hand and being careful not squeeze it too much, I feel how soft her skin is, my initial doubts about having an older woman living with me fading as I gaze into her eyes, seductive and smokey.







* * *







 A few days later and Jocelyne has moved in, having explained to me that she’s come from the state over for work, most of her stuff still back in her old city, so she was looking for somewhere relatively inexpensive to stay while she sourced a place of her own, bringing what amounted to only 3 suitcases and a couple of bags with her, preferring to travel light.







 At first, a little worried I was going to have to change my routine a fair bit to accommodate a woman being in the house, I soon relaxed, learning that after work, Jocelyne just liked to chill out in front of the TV and take it easy, seemingly happy to watch whatever I was watching, having no TV in her own room yet.







 Our jobs overlapped by a few hours so I always had some alone time in the early afternoon before she got back from work, during which I usually took advantage of my isolation to jerk off in front of the big screen TV, preferring it to having to watch porn on a little phone screen in my room when she was back, or in the shower. Once or twice, I’d even jerked off while thinking of Jocelyne, her mature curves stirring my lust. Assumedly, Jocelyne was happy to have a few hours to herself each morning, myself leaving for work well before she did.







 After about 2 weeks we had gotten into a nice groove, taking it in turns to cook the main meal, chilling out in the living room and making idle chat while we would watch TV and browse our phones, our weekends usually spent apart as I would hang out with my friends and Jocelyne would explore her new city.







 Something else that started to relax was Jocelyne’s dress code. At first, after returning home from work, she would head for the shower to scrub off the day’s grit and then straight to her room, emerging later on fully dressed in another set of clothes, never allowing me to see her in something as ‘skimpy’ as a bathrobe, let alone in her towel.







 Then, came the first day she emerged into the living room in her robe, it was in and of itself nothing special, but the fact that I hadn’t seen her so informal made it stand out. From the look of it, there was still a top on underneath, but her legs looked bare to at least above the knee, this revealing of as yet unseen skin making me look, then look again, hoping I wasn’t being too obvious but also unable to help myself.







 Not wanting to say anything and potentially scare off her relaxing of her own internal rules, I acted as if everything was normal and as if I wasn’t getting a bit hard, her legs looking firm and sleek.







 And so it went, me and Jocelyne, housemates, hanging out and watching TV on either end of my couch, or sitting in the dining room and eating, making small talk and genuinely enjoying each other's company, Jocelyne’s clothing getting more and more revealing as she felt more at home, my eyes enjoying the feast and seeing what she would be wearing this afternoon becoming a high point of each day.







 Came the first day she walked into the living room without a bra, it was all I could do not to openly drool at her.







 A pair of small tight shorts hugging her figure, her legs and feet otherwise bare, a loose tank top adorning her body, I immediately noticed the natural sway of her large breasts under the top’s fabric, my eyes following them as they undulated as she bounced into the room and sat on the other end of the couch.







 Crossing her legs up on the couch under her and sitting back, her breasts strained against the top, her nipples making two unmistakable bumps in her top, the dark color of her buds bleeding through the thin white color of the tank top I smiled and asked her what she was in the mood to watch, my eyes constantly dropping to her enormous chest.







 “Whatever you want, Jake. I’m easy,” She answered with a smile, surely knowing how her sexy appearance must be making me feel.







 Turning back to the TV, I felt my cock start to grow and crossed my legs away from her, hoping to hide my growing tent, the rest of the evening spent in a state of frustration, wanting so badly to have Jocelyne right then and there, my cock throbbing angrily, demanding release, but not wanting to break some kind of housemate law.







 From then on, Jocelyne in skimpy clothes with no bra or wrapped in a towel became pretty normal, my jerking off becoming almost exclusively over her, thoughts of her fat tits in my mouth while she rode my cock in cowgirl, or her thick ass wobbling as I took her from behind filling my head and goading me on to orgasm after orgasm, often as soon as I got to my room after we would say goodnight for the night.







 More than a few times I found myself standing at her bedroom door, willing myself to knock and see if she was feeling as lustful as I was, but finding myself never quite able to take the final step. I’d slept with plenty of women my age, but something about her maturity was intimidating, like the worst thing I could do would be to make a move to only have her reject me, not too bad in itself, but coupled with the fact we lived together and all the extra layers of stress it would add, and how massively uncomfortable it would become.







 I was sure she knew what she was doing to me, but she had never outright said anything, so maybe I was just reading into it? Maybe she thought I was a nice guy and she could actually relax around me and feel comfortable and I would ruin it by being just another sex-crazed male? Maybe it was even a case of our age gap making it so that she didn’t even think of me in that way? With me simply being the nice young man she stays with, no more threatening than her own Son?







 These thoughts and more would always fill my head and stop me from taking the final plunge of knocking on her door, or openly flirting with her whilst we sat on the couch enjoying each other’s company. Wanting more, but not wanting to destroy what we already had, even as my cock throbbed for hours at a time, Jocelyne’s perfect MILF body keeping me aroused from the moment she got home.







* * *







 By two months into Jocelyne’s moving in, I had accepted our situation for what it was, a hot MILF that happened to live with me and gave me plenty of ammo for my spank bank, nothing more, nothing less.







 It was Friday night and I had outdoor plans with friends for the Saturday, with Jocelyne telling me about a new display she was going to check out, the both of us heading to our separate bedrooms eventually, tired and ready for sleep.







 The first thing I noticed as I slowly woke up the next morning was how dark my room was. Thinking I’d woken up early I checked my phone and was surprised to see it was 9.30, late enough that plenty of sunshine should be leaking through my curtains. Finally noticing the sound that was a constant drone in the background of heavy rain on my roof.







 Yawning, sitting up and sliding myself out of bed, an incredibly gloomy and dull grey sky greeted me as I pulled my curtains aside, the rain lashing everything and making me shiver just looking at it, imagining how cold it must be out there.







 Waiting for my morning boner to go away so I could use the bathroom, I wondered on the chances of my plans for outside today
 not
 getting canceled, coming to the conclusion that everyone will have pulled out by 11.







 Sure enough, as I stood in the bathroom in front of the toilet, my phone started vibrating in my pocket, soon enough letting me know one by one that everyone was canceling, the weather too crap to consider being out in it.







 Wearing just my boxers and sweatpants, and shuffled into the kitchen where I could smell coffee, Jocelyne greeting me with a smile, a warm but short-looking robe hugging her body, the cord pulled tight, accentuating her large breasts, her feet in cute little fluffy slippers as she practically sashayed about the kitchen.







 “Morning, Jake. Coffee?”







 “Mmm, that’d be great thanks,” I replied, my voice still a little croaky as I take a seat at the dining room table, before continuing, “You still going out today in this?”







 “Nope, it’s a snuggled up on the couch with a warm drink kinda day as far as I’m concerned now. You?”







 Waving my phone at her, I shake my head, “Nah, me neither, everyone’s quit on the idea of being outside.”







 Realizing that this will actually be the first time we’ve spent a Saturday together since she moved in, I find myself asking, “Do you want some company today?”







 “Haha, you don’t have to ask, Jake, this is
 your
 house, remember?” Jocelyne replies with a smile, bringing over a mug of coffee and placing it before me, her cleavage prominent as she leans over, my eyes taking a photo to ‘enjoy’ later on, “But yeah, I’d love some company today, I’m really not a fan of storms like this, they always freak me out.”






 “Thanks,” I say, taking a deep swig of the coffee, feeling it as it slides down my throat and heats me up from inside, “To be honest, I kinda like the sound of heavy rain on a roof, like it’s...peaceful or something,” I add, watching her as she sits as the table and crosses her legs, her thighs all but completely exposed to me, the robe sliding open and only held together at her midsection where the cord is knotted.







 “Well that’s perfect, you can be the calm rational one when I start to freak out from the thunder,” Jocelyne says with a grin, sipping from her own mug.







 “Deal,” I say, my eyes brushing over her form again, my morning wood threatening to come back, my balls full as I didn’t get a chance to jerk off this morning or yesterday.







 Both of us in sleepy bear mode, we eventually plod our way from the dining room chairs to the soft comfort of the living room couch, settling in for what we know will probably be a bit of a TV marathon.







 Scrolling through the menu, we both agree on a show neither of us has seen but are both keen to, and importantly, has lots of episodes, and hit play, Jocelyne’s legs in the periphery of my vision, the swell of her breasts pressing against her robe, almost like they’re trying to peek out. Once again, my cock starts to grow and I position myself as best to hide it from her, my sweatpants not offering much in the way of cock-disguising options.







 Time goes by and I notice that my cock has been hard for the whole episode, getting to the point that I want to grab a cushion and just cover it so I can relax as the credits start to roll.







 “I’m getting another coffee. You want one too, Jake?” Jocelyne says, standing up, her robe seemingly a bit loose after sitting down, her breasts more visible, the edges of her brassiere peeking out too, her cleavage deep and welcoming as the bra holds her breasts up and together, making them a formidable sexy attraction.







 Hoping she can’t see my tent from up there, I nod, “That’d be great, Jocelyne, Thanks.”







 Watching her go I immediately grab my cock and reposition myself, he keeps threatening to pop up over the elastic of my sweatpants and I wonder if I should go grab a shirt, but it’s pretty warm inside as Jocelyne always like the thermostat turned up fairly high.







 “Jake? Could you come and give me a hand for a second?” Jocelyne calls from the kitchen.







 “Sure,” I call back, standing up and silently cursing my cock as it makes an unmistakable tent in my sweats. Shoving my hand in my pocket and literally holding my cock against my body, I hope that it will not be too obvious as I walk to the kitchen.







 Standing next to an open cupboard above the fridge, Jocelyne’e eyes wash over me as I approach, I’m trying to hide my cock but I can feel how obvious it is, her stare lingering for just a second before returning to my face, which I can feel getting hot as I turn red.







 “I thought a few cookies with our drinks would be perfect, but you always put them up so high that I can’t reach them,” Jocelyne says, glancing up at the food we keep up there. My pantry is a bit small so we store most of our ‘sometimes’ foods up there.







 “No problem,” I say, reaching up and grabbing the cookies, my other hand stiffly in my pants, holding my cock at bay.
 She normally just grabs a chair, why not this time?
 I wonder to myself as I hand her the treats.
 Did she know I was hard and is playing with me or something?








 Handing me my coffee, Jocelyne seems to just remember something, “Oh, actually, let me grab some chocolates too. Here, you take these with you as well, Jake, I’ll be right behind you” Jocelyne says, holding out the cookies, her other hand holding her coffee.







 My free hand already holding my own coffee, I feel a sudden prickling in my cheeks as I realize I need to extract my other hand from my pocket. With no shirt on, my cock is going to practically spring out in my sweats if I do.







 Stalling for what feels like ages, I feel a wave of ‘oh fuck it’ wash over me and reach out for the cookies, my cock tenting my sweatpants exactly as expected, my throbbing cock basically pointing straight at Jocelyne, unmistakable and throbbing, my embarrassment mixing with the sudden lust I feel, knowing this utter MILF babe can see I have a raging hard-on.







 Saying nothing but looking at my cock, Jocelyne hands me the cookies with a smile, saying thanks as I take them and turn quickly, forcing myself not to run back to the living room, my heart racing.







 Back on the couch, a cushion now on my crotch to hide the worst of it, Jocelyne walks in with her coffee and chocolates, sitting down at her end of the couch, her robe barely closed, taking a dip sip of her beverage as I hit play.







 Watching the screen, I notice that Jocelyne is playing with her hair a lot in my periphery, her glance shooting over to the cushion on my lap, filling me with heat, making me wonder if she’s trying to let me know she knows and doesn’t care, all the usual doubts coming back to counteract my rising urges.







 With a sudden darkening of the room, the rain intensifies, really pounding the roof to the point that I turn the TV up a few presses, the drumming above us sounding torrential.







 “Wow, this isn’t much fun,” Jocelyne says, looking at me with what looks like genuine apprehension.







 “It’s not too bad, it only sucks if you have to be out in it,” I say, hoping to soothe her worries.







 “I guess so,” She replies, but with an unconvinced tone.







 As if to prove me wrong, the sky chooses that exact moment to drown out the sound of the TV completely with a massive crack of thunder, followed by a long low rumbling, more felt than heard, the room as dark as if it was the late evening, the TV our only illumination.







 Looking over, Jocelyne appears to be in genuine discomfort, her eyes wincing at the sound and her hands balled into fists, obviously unhappy with the crescendo happening high above us. Without thinking, I scooch over to be next to her, wanting to be reassuring.







 “It’s really ok, Jocelyne,” I tell her, “It’s loud but otherwise harmless,” I say, patting her right hand with my right, her own hand grabbing back and holding mine tightly.







 “I know, I feel like I’m being silly, but something about it really freaks me out.”







 “No stress, I’m here,” I reply, feeling a little cheesy.







 “Yes, you are. Thank you, Jake,”







 “No problem.”







 Sitting there, watching the TV, I realize that we’re now holding hands like a couple of lovestruck teenagers, our hands resting comfortably on the cushion on my lap, my cock pulsing underneath.







 The thunder subsiding, I don’t move for fear of breaking the moment, Jocelyne’s soft, warm hand in mine, excitement filling me like it’s my first time with a girl all over again, butterflies filling my abdomen as I try to stay relaxed and act natural, wondering what to do from here, still a slave to my nerves and doubts.







 Watching the TV, neither of us move, our coffee’s and snacks forgotten. With a lump in my throat, I manage to will myself to move the thumb of my hand holding hers, lightly stroking her hand, my eyes glued to the screen, terrified to even glance in her direction, not sure what’s about to happen.







 Feeling the shift of her hair, I sense that Jocelyne is looking over at me momentarily before going back to the screen, a long slow breath coming out of her, an exhale of relaxation before I feel her own thumb respond in kind, softly brushing against my hand, such a simple touch and yet sending my heart racing and my cock pounding just below on the other side of the cushion.







 Excited beyond belief, I sit there with Jocelyne, our thumbs stroking each other, something obviously happening, my temperature rising, the low light of the room making me feel like we’re all alone for miles, just the two of us in a warm little nook, enjoying each other’s company.







 With an ominous roll, another peal of thunder begins and Jocelyne holds my hand a little tighter, her thumb still stroking, her body pressing closer to mine, her head coming in to rest on my shoulder. Lifting my left arm, I wrap it around her shoulders and hold her close, stroking her arm in comfort and more than just a little lust, our mutual heat meeting in our embrace.







 Now basically snuggled up, we wait out this round of thunder, our thumbs still playing with each other and my other hand stroking her softly, her head on my bare shoulder, her hair’s scent alluring me.







 Snuggling in even closer, Jocelyne wraps her left arm around my mid-section, her head moving to be more resting on my chest than my shoulder, her other hand still resting on the cushion, enwrapped with mine.







 Leaning my head forward, I kiss the top of her head, my lust finally overwhelming my fear, my heart hammering right in her ear as I do, Jocelyne responding by burying her head deeper into my chest, probably unable to even see the TV now as she wraps herself more and more around me.







 Our thumbs still playing, I feel Jocelyne’s other hand on my stomach, her fingertips swirling in slow circles, making my cock twitch with need and my breath stutter with excitement.







 Sitting there, my stomach full of butterflies, Jocelyne’s fingers continue to swirl, the circles getting lower and lower until they start to duck under the cushion, the soft peck of Jocelyne’s lips as she lightly kisses my chest filling me with giddy passion.







 Getting to the band of my sweatpants, Jocelyne’s fingers pause for a few seconds, making me hold my breath involuntarily in anticipation, before they slide under, my cock greeting them, throbbing and hot.







 Trying to swallow, I close my eyes in pleasure as Jocelyne’s soft fingers explore my cock, brushing down it and cupping my heavy balls, feeling them and their load before running back up my length, playing with my fat head, teasing the end of my cock with a touch too light to be considered jerking off but some erotic light variation of.







 Kissing the top of her head, Jocelyne’s hand finally wraps around my shaft and squeezes it, pumping my length, her thumb teasing the head, making me bite my lower lip with sensation. My hand slowly breaks from hers on the cushion and trails up her body, finding the opening of her robe and slipping inside, her large breasts my target.







 Stroking her large mounds, feeling their warmth and softness, Jocelyne reaches up with her free hand and unclasps her bra, the mechanism in the front between the cups, freeing her boobs, letting them bounce into my eager hand.







 Running my hand over them, toying with her nipples and feeling them harden under my touch, I feel the weight of her breasts as Jocelyne continues to stroke my throbbing cock. The two of us silent, the TV the only sound.







 Horny beyond belief now, I take my hand from Jocelyne’s chest and cup her chin, lifting her head up to look into her eyes and to see similar passion in her stare, leaning in, I kiss her on the mouth, our lips pressing together as we taste each other for the first time, Jocelyne’s hand around my cock increasing its grip as I hold her tighter to me, our kiss intensifying.







 Pashing wildly now, our tongues battling each other, biting and nipping at each other’s lips, Jocelyne’s hand pumping my cock, the cushion falling to the floor, my hand runs down her body and towards her sex, tickling her stomach as I pass over it, finding that she’s not wearing shorts but only knickers, her legs opening as my hand closes in.







 Sliding under her underwear, my fingertips feel the smooth bump of her mons, a small tuft of soft hair greeting me. Her legs wide as she sits on the couch, her hand pumping my cock furiously in heat, my own hand dips past her pubis and slides over her slit, her sex exuding juice, my fingers quickly made slick as I scrub her opening, teasing her swollen clit as I threaten but ever quite penetrate her, Jocelyne moaning into my mouth and grinding her pelvis against my hand, desperate for my fingers to be inside her.







 Like two randy teenagers, our mouths locked together, we make out on the couch, Jocelyne almost grunting with need as I slip two fingers into her sopping sex, her body hot and tight, clamping on my digits as I slide them in and out, my thumb rolling over her swollen bud, making her buck against me.







 The soft, pliable skin of her sex against my hand, I finger fuck her, curling my digits and looking for her special spot, knowing when I find it when she shakes and simply breathes into my mouth, unable to help herself, her free hand clamping over mine and keeping it there, not wanting me to stop, her pleasure immense.







 Biting and sucking at me, her mouth attacking mine, I finger her faster, my thumb attacking her clit, Jocelyne’s hand pressed on top of mine, goading me faster and harder, feeling her tense up, her thighs flexing, her toes curling, a constant moan deep in her throat.







 With a sudden shudder, I feel her sex clamp around my fingers as Jocelyne starts to come, her body shaking as it takes her over, her jerking off of my cock stopping, her hand simply gripping my shaft desperately as she rides her climax, her legs poking straight out as she trembles, her pussy soaking my hand with even more of her visible lust.







 Panting, I feel her hand on top of mine slowly relax its pressure, her other hand slowly stroking my cock again, but languidly, absent-mindedly now, her sex softening around my fingers and I slide out of her, my hand now resting on top of her sex, feeling it pulse in post-orgasm delight.







 Breaking off our kiss and leaning back a little, I watch as she opens her eyes and looks at me, an almost bewildered look on her face, her mouth turned up into a content and slightly glazed smile, her only movement being the slow pumping of her hand on my cock.







 Letting her enjoy her aftermath, I smile back, my hand on her pussy rubbing it gently, relishing the soft, pliant feeling of her sex, giving a feeling that no other part of the body can replicate, her lips swollen and puffy, her heat amazing.







 Without a word, Jocelyne pushes me down onto the couch slowly with a smile, making me lie down on it. Standing, her robe now open and revealing her large breasts and soaking knickers, she grabs my sweatpants and pulls them down, with me lifting my butt to help.







 Now completely naked, I lay there before her, watching her check out my young body, my cock throbbing and glistening with pre-come, before she crawls back onto the couch, nesting herself between my legs, a hand reaching out to cup and fondle my full balls.







 Stroking my shaft with her other hand, Jocelyne bends forward, pulling me towards her, a smile on her face before her hair falls over it and I feel her soft lips make contact with my knob, her tongue teasing my cock.







 Grabbing her hair and holding it out of the way, I watch as this perfect MILF buried her face deeper and deeper on my cock, her hand always on my balls, rubbing, making me moan with pleasure.







 Her head bobbing, I watch as she coats my dick in her glistening spit, her tongue swirling as she sucks, lapping at the underside of my shaft. Breaking off from sucking to kiss my balls, licking and lapping at them, swirling her tongue against my sensitive plums, her eyes looking up into mine as she services my cock and balls.







 Back on my cock, she sucks rapidly, my balls high and tight in her hand, her eyes staring into mine, driving me crazy with passion, my hand holding her hair, guiding her up and down on my length.







 Grabbing her hair with both hands, I start to grunt as I come, filling her mouth with my load as I thrust and buck my pelvis, my cock twitching with each fresh spurt, Jocelyne watching me the entire time, my load being swallowed as fast as I can pump it into her, Jocelyne’s hand still toying with my balls, feeling them pulse in her palm as they sit high against my body.







 Breathing hard, my grip on her hair relaxes and Jocelyne slowly slides her mouth from my cock, flicking her tongue over my sensitive cock eye and chuckling as my body jerks from the overload of sensation it gives.







 Licking her lips, Jocelyne gets herself comfortable on top of me, her head on my chest, her large breasts pressed against me, her robe open and flowing down either side of us, like a blanket, my post-orgasm cock pulsing happily against the mound of her pubis, both of our crotches slick with lust and sex.







 Stroking her hair, we still don’t say a word as we go back to the TV, the rain a constant in the background, our breathing eventually getting in rhythm, a soft doziness feeling permeating the atmosphere, both of us temporarily content, happy to simply enjoy each other’s warmth and proximity.







 As we watch another episode go by, both of us only half watching, my arms wrapped around Jocelyne, her hands under her cheek as she rests her head on my chest, I feel a slight pressure on my crotch as Jocelyne starts to grind against me subtly.







 My hands sliding down, I cup her ass and feel its firmness, pulling her against me as she uses her mons to gyrate and grind my cock, making him start to wake up. Reaching under her robe, I pull her panties down, Jocelyne wiggling herself to get them the rest of the way off, our heat mingling as we warm up for round two.







 At the moment I’m laying with my legs open and Jocelyne between them, but we shift and I close my legs while Jocelyne opens hers, straddling me, my growing cock pressing against her. My hands still under her robes, I play with her bare ass, squeezing and kneading the cheeks, feeling her gyrate against me.







 Moving up a little, Jocelyne kisses my chin, before I lift her higher up my body, cupping her ass and pulling, before our mouths once again lock together, Jocelyne getting up on her elbows, Her large breasts swaying and brushing against my chest as we fondle each other.







 Holding her ass cheeks, I guide her sex down onto my waiting cock, her pussy wet and ready, the head of my cock pushing into her, making both of us gasp. Still gyrating, Jocelyne lowers herself slowly down onto my cock, eventually taking all of me inside her, her sex wrapped tight along my length, squeezing me with her body, small flexes of her pussy making me gasp as she toys with me with her sex, a grin on her face between kisses.







 Riding me, Jocelyne sits up, her massive breasts swaying as she grinds back and forth on my engorged cock, her robe open, her pelvis hypnotic as it gyrates on my crotch, my cock in utter heaven buried deep inside her warm sex.







 Stroking and laying with her breasts, Jocelyne leans back further, working my cock deep within her, getting maximum penetration, her ass flexing in time with her rocking, her pussy pulsating and contracting around my girth, milking me better than I’ve ever felt in my life, her sex almost with a life of its own, able to hold my shaft like no other pussy before hers ever has.







 Biting her lip, Jocelyne’s back and forth rocking becomes jerkier, more desperate, her hands clasping over mine, encouraging me to squeeze her nipples and to pull them harder. Complying, I tweak and tease her breasts, her pain threshold increasing with her imminent orgasm, pulling her nipples hard, Jocelyne whimpers, nodding her head, her lip firmly bitten, her jerky movements become even more erratic as I feel her sex engulf my crotch with warm sticky lust.







 Letting out a burst of short breaths, sounding like she’s holding in a laugh, her eyes screwed shut, Jocelyne starts to come, her hands groping mine tightly, both of us squeezing her breasts as she starts to rapidly rock back and forth on my cock, her body trembling on top of mine, her pussy convulsing around my length, massaging it with her soft walls. Panting and gasping, Jocelyne rides her orgasm, her breasts in ou hands, her pelvis sliding back and forth, her ass flexing and unflexing, and me enjoying every second of the show, watching a stunning MILF climax on top of me with my cock buried deep inside her.







 Letting go of my hands, Jocelyne’s rocking slows down and she rests her palms on my chest, still riding me, her breasts swaying hypnotically as I also let them go, her nipples large and erect, her face flushed, the color running down her neck and blossoming on her chest.







 Grabbing her ass, I pull her backward and forwards, my cock sliding inside her, her sex so soft and hot, Jocelyne watching me with her bemused and content smile once again on her face.







 Sitting up, I grab her thighs and position her around me, with me now sitting on the couch as normal and Jocelyne wrapped around me, her legs and arms holding my back. Cupping her ass, I raise and lower her MILF body up and down on my shaft, feeling the wet slap as I lower her all the way down each time, her ass pressing against my balls, our juices running down over them, leaving a wet spot on the couch as I fuck her.







 Leaning in and kissing, our mouths stay locked together as I slowly stand, her small frame light as I get up. Standing there, pistoning her up and down on my cock, I turn around and lay her down on the couch, with it being my turn to be on top.







 Still fucking, Jocelyne unwraps her legs from my body, her knees coming high as she opens herself for me, my bulk between her legs, my balls slapping into her ass as I fuck her on the couch, her fingertips digging into my shoulder as I start to pound into her, her tight sex gripping my cock the entire time.







 Covered in man, Jocelyne takes my cock, my arms wrapped around her, my shaft relentless in its pounding, filling her sex with my cock. Panting into my ear as I concentrate on my pumping, loving how great my cock feels inside her raw.







 Feeling my balls start to rise, I give myself a quick break, sliding out of her and kneeling between her legs, her sex red and swollen, looking well fucked, Jocelyne looking up at me with a flushed face plastered with a grin, a questioning look on her face, wondering what’s next.







 Grabbing her hip, I start to roll her over and she takes the hint, getting on all fours before me, offering her sex from the back. Grabbing her plump ass, I guide my cock to her waiting slit and drive it in, our slick juices helping me bury my bone on the first stroke, Jocelyne letting out a cry of pleasure as I reach new depths from this angle.







 My hands on her hips, I start to fuck her, my balls now slapping her pussy, her ass wobbling seductively with every thrust, her head low as she takes it all, her breath coming out in pants as I bottom out inside her, her sex absolutely stuffed with my cock.







 Grabbing her hair, I pull it back and she moans excitedly, gyrating on my cock. Riding her hard, I fuck her with abandon, all of my nervousness forgotten, now consumed by nothing but the urge to fuck and fill her with my come. Pulling harder, Jocelyne arches her back, her ass proffered as I drive my cock deep inside her.







 Moaning, I feel a hand on my balls as she starts to massage them, her other hand gripping the couch’s armrest tightly, her knuckles white.







 Leaning forward, one hand still keeping her hair tight, I reach under and grab a massive breast, pulling her nipple as I fuck her, feeling Jocelyne’s hand go from my balls to her clit and back again.







 Fucking her faster and harder, I can feel her sex clamp down on my shaft again, milking me. Holding her tight, I feel her tremble, her panting getting more desperate.








  “Oh fuck. Oh fuck. Again. Again. I’m gonna come again!”
 I hear Jocelyne practically wail as she starts vibrating, her body shaking as another orgasm rips through her, her sex gripping my cock hard.







 The feeling too intense to hold it in any longer, Jocelyne’s sex gripping me is the last straw and I pull her hair hard as I start to come, her breast in my other hand squeezed as we both come, her contracting pussy holding my cock as it erupts, spasm after spasm sending my hot load deep into Jocelyne’s sex, both of us shaking and bucking, our bodies totally slaved to our orgasms, neither of us able to do anything but ride them out.







 Slowly, in increments, we come down, our bodies still twitching and jerking when the odd nerve gives a random burst of aftermath pleasure, me kneeling behind Jocelyne, my cock still hard and buried inside her, her hair loosely in my hand, my chest rising and falling as I get my breath back, Jocelyne’s head low, her hand no longer on my balls, her shoulders slumped as she recovers.







 Pulling out of her and flopping to the couch, Jocelyne joins me, both of us flushed, and rests her head against me, her hand patting my thigh, her body radiating heat.







 Grabbing my coffee and taking a sip, I offer it to Jocelyne and she accepts, her hands shaking a little as she brings it to her mouth.







 With a long sigh, Jocelyne hands me the mug and stares at the TV, a smile on her face.







 “God I needed that. Thanks, Jake,” She says finally, looking at me with a grin, patting my thigh a few more times.







 “Likewise, Jocelyne,” I answer back, “If I’m honest, I’ve wanted to do that from the day I first met you, haha.”







 “I thought so. And I’ve been trying to get you to make a move for nearly as long,” Jocelyne replies, her smile growing, “I was thinking I was going to have to just come out and ask you to fuck me, the way it was going.”







 “Really? Wow, and I was so worried about doing the wrong thing.”







 “I know, you’ve been very sweet, Jake. A proper gentleman. Well, a proper gentleman that likes to stand outside my door sometimes, breathing heavy,” Jocelyne says, smirking as she watches my face react to the news she knew the whole time, “I always got so excited on those nights, knowing a young hunk was standing there, rock hard because of my body, I always ended up having to make myself come on those evenings, but then you stopped, so I thought it might be time to start dressing a little more...provocatively for you.”







 “So...we’ve both been masturbating while thinking of the other? Haha.”







 “Yep. But,” Jocelyne says, grabbing my cock playfully and giving it a few tugs, “All’s well that ends well, yes? We got there in the end.”







 “Yeah, definitely worth the wait,” I reply.







 “And hey, now that we’re here, there’s no need to stop is there? There’s still a lot more rainy Saturday ahead of us,” Jocelyne says, taking my hand and guiding it to her sex, her pussy swollen and hot.







 Leaning in to kiss her, our hands exploring and fondling one another, I give a small thank you to the universe for the terrible weather outside while I continue to have the best day of my life inside…







END







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











 ASIAN MILF DOCTOR











 “Jake Smith?” Came the purring voice from the entrance to the Doctor’s examination rooms, making me look up.








 Wow. She’s absolutely stunning!
 I thought to myself as my eyes washed over the Doctor that had called my name. Looking to be somewhere in her 40’s and of Asian background, her sultry almond eyes behind smart-looking glasses, her long straight jet black hair framing her face, her neat casual clothes hugging her fine figure, I rose from my waiting seat and approached her, her smile warm and inviting, my cock telling me what it thought, my mind in full agreement, instantly imagining her on her knees, sucking my shaft.







 “My name is Doctor Joon, follow me please, Jake,” Doctor Joon said as she turned and walked smartly back to her personal examination room, my eyes taking in her tight ass, prominent in her tight pencil skirt.







 Holding her door open and giving me another smile as I entered and sat at one of her chairs, Doctor Joon closes her door and sits at her desk, neat but crowded with paperwork, slender fingers tapping at her keyboard and bringing her screen to life.







 Glancing over my medical records briefly, her head tilted, looking over her glasses, her thick lips pouting slightly as she takes in the information. I try not to be too obvious as I take in her looks.
 She really is the hottest MILF I’ve ever seen. Holy shit.
 I think, my cock stirring, unable to help itself in the presence of such a babe.







 Turning to me and giving me another of her already familiar seductive smiles, warm and open, Doctor Joon speaks, “Ok, Jake. What seems to be the problem?”







 “Um, well, I’ve been getting these really sharp pains in my lower stomach. They come and go, but sometimes when they hit I can barely move,” I say, filling her in on my last few weeks, and this new discomfort I’ve been suffering from.







 Asking me a series of questions about my diet and my day-to-day activities, Doctor Joon runs through the minutiae of my life, looking for any abnormalities or changes in my routine, searching for the obvious answers before probing deeper, asking about my family history and so on.







 After 10 minutes or so, Doctor Joon swivels in her chair a little, my eyes gazing over her shapely crossed legs, her tight blouse making her C-cups prominent, “Alright Jake, I’ll just get you to take your top off for me please, and we’ll have a look.”







 Fully expecting this, but still feeling a little nervous as I had been expecting a more classic Doctor, some older dude that would make zero impact on my cock, I hope that my slightly swollen cock won’t be too obvious as I pull my top off, Doctor Joon’s face and body keeping him in a state of semi-arousal, even after 10 minutes of totally unsexy chat.







 My top off, I notice Doctor Joon’s eyes linger on my torso for just a moment. I’m pretty athletic in general and I take pride in my body, having a decent enough set of abs, if I do say so myself.







 “Ok, come stand closer, please, Jake,” Doctor Joon instructs, her hands grabbing my sides, her skin soft and warm as she poses me where she wants me.







 Standing where instructed, I look down as Doctor Joon runs her hands over my stomach, pressing and feeling, searching for any abnormalities. Seeing her like this before me, I can’t help but think about how close she is to already being in position to suck my cock, my length twitching at the thought, causing me to try and focus on anything else, really not wanting to bone-up right in her face.







 “How about this? Does it hurt when I press here?” Doctor Joon asks, her fingers pressing against my lower abdomen in a variety of places.







 “No, nothing has hurt yet,” I answer, figuring that it’s always the way. I’ll probably be fine this entire examination and then be doubled over in pain the moment I get home.







 “I must say, Jake, usually I’d be looking for a hard spot, but it’s a little difficult with you, your whole abdominal area is rather hard,” Doctor Joon says with a smile, looking up at me, flirting or making a joke I don’t know, but liking it either way.







 “Haha, thanks. Lots of sit-ups, I guess.” I say, pondering for just a split second about making some sort of joke about how ‘that’s not all that’s hard right now Doctor Joon’ before trashing the idea, not feeling in the mood for a possible slap on the face.







 “It shows,” Doctor Joon says, her hands leaving my stomach and going to her sides, like she’s thinking, “Ok, we’ll get you up on the bed, see if anything is more apparent when you’re lying down,” She adds, standing from her chair and walking to the examination bed of the other side of the room, pulling out the small step from underneath to help me up, even though I’m quite tall and will be able to get up easily.







 Getting onto the bed and lying on my back, Doctor Joon stands beside me, the bed quite high, my body laying at about her navel height, her firm-looking breasts close to me as she begins to again run her bare hands over my stomach, her fingers dipping close to my shorts hemline, making a small flurry of twitches run through me, my excitement building, enjoying having such an utter MILF touch my young body, my cock swelling, making a tent that is getting harder and harder to conceal, especially lying her flat like this.







 Her hands pressing and testing my body, asking me if it hurts, I feel a light sheen of sweat break out on my brow as I feel my cock rising. Squeezing my fists and concentrating on the least sexual things I can, nothing stops him as he grows, filling with lust for this MILF Doctor, tenting my shorts, turning me beet red with embarrassment.







 Staring at the ceiling, wishing the ground would swallow me up, I lay there, my cock literally throbbing with need inches from the Doctor’s hands, my lust and shame filing me in equal measure.







 Saying nothing about it, Doctor Joon ignores my cock, even though a blind person could see it by now, her tone professional, her touch clinical, even though it fills me with gentle pleasure.







 “I’m going to go a little lower, Ok Jake? I need to pull your shorts down, but just a few inches though. Is that ok?”







 “...” I say, before clearing my throat and trying again, a dry-mouthed “Yes” finally escaping my mortified throat.







 Grabbing the elastic band of my shorts, Doctor Joon tugs them down a little, my pulsating cock hitting her wrist as she tries to position them a little lower, my shaft basically getting in the way. Trying to maneuver politely around my shaft, she lifts my shorts a little, loosening the tent, my full cock suddenly released from its prison and slapping against my lower stomach, my knob and a few inches now peeking out above my shorts!







 My embarrassment rising to new and unheard-of levels as I lay there, knowing my cock is basically staring at Doctor Joon while she tries to examine me, I feel heat radiate from my head as I turn even redder.







 Still not mentioning my throbbing guest, Doctor Joon examines my much lower abdomen, pressing in, her hands brushing against my cock as she does so, her questions still platonic and clinical, searching for an area of pain.







 “What about here, Jake? Any discomfort?”







 “No, Doctor Joon.”







 “Hmm. There are a few other places I need to check, so I’ll need you to take your shorts off, ok?” Doctor Joon says, giving me a warm smile.







 “Umm, ok. Ah, but I just want to say sorry about...
 y’know
 …” I say, trailing off, my cock fat and heavy as I slide my shorts down, getting completely naked for her, laying my head back on my pillow, my temples throbbing almost as hard as my cock.







 “It’s fine, Jake. And frankly, it doesn’t look like you have anything to be ashamed of anyway,” Doctor Joon answers, giving me a smile and nodding at my cock, long and hard, making me prickle with excitement, hearing her compliment my package, “I’m going to touch you in a personal area now, ok?” She adds, her hands on my thigh.







 “Sure. Do what you need to do, Doctor Joon.”







 Without warning, I feel a soft palm on my balls as Doctor Joon lifts my plums, gently kneading them with her thumb, my cock positively spasming at this, waving like a metronome.







 “Any discomfort, Jake?” Doctor Joon says to me, her smile warm and professional, but with maybe a hint of a twinkle in her eye?







 “No.” I croak, wondering if it’s possible to come from just having your balls played with, my arousal enormous.







 Sliding her other hand between my legs, Doctor Joon starts pressing under my balls, her fingers searching my perineum for any sore spots, eventually hitting a patch that makes me momentarily wince.







 “Sorry, Jake. Was that a sore spot? Just here?” She asks, pressing there gently one more time, giving me another burst of mild discomfort.







 “Yeah, that was a little ouch-inducing right there,” I say, my balls still in her other hand, my cock pulsating madly.







 “Hmm. Tell me, Jake. What’s your masturbation routine like?” Doctor Joon asks, her hand still idly playing with my balls while the other rests on my perineum, stroking it lightly, almost absentmindedly.







 “Umm. Actually, I’ve been trying to cut back the last month or so,” I say, feeling a little embarrassed even admitting that I masturbate to this MILF, even as she holds my junk.







 “Cut back? Like once a day now?”







 “Oh, no, more like not at all for...27 days now.”







 “Uh-huh. And before this self-ban on masturbating, how often were you doing it?”







 “Umm, y’know, fairly often.”







 “Come on now, Jake. Don’t be embarrassed, I need to know.” Doctor Joon says, her smile warm, but looking like it’s getting a little more predatory, like there’s a part of her definitely enjoying this outside of professional interest. The actual woman, Miss Joon, wants to know about my jerking off, her soft warm hands still on my crotch.







 “I guess, a few times a day on average?”







 “What’s a few? Three times?” She asks, her thumb swirling over my heavy balls, my cock throbbing.







 “Yeah. I’d say I jerk off three times a day,” I admit, feeling strange admitting something like this, my naked body making me feel vulnerable, less able to resist her.







 “Hmm, well I think we’ve found your problem, Jake. In basic terms, you’ve put your prostate in shock.”







 “In shock?”







 “Yes, basically. Your body is used to a certain amount of ejaculation, and now it’s been denied that. The pain is most likely an angry bunch of reproductive organs.”







 “Oh. Umm, what should I do about it?”







 “Come,” Doctor Joon says, her smile widening, her hand on my balls rubbing.







 “Come?” I ask, my thoughts having trouble staying focussed as a loud one in the background keeps yelling
 ‘She’s playing with my balls! She’s playing with my balls!’







 “Yes, that’s all. I want to test something ok? I’m a Doctor so you can trust me. You do trust me don’t you, Jake?”







 “I trust you, Doctor Joon,” I say, her eyes boring into mine, my crotch alight with lust as I feel her hands down there.







 “Good. I’m just going to give you an orgasm ok? And we’ll see how you feel.” She says, my whole body jerking as without warning she grabs my cock with her perineum hand, stroking it, her fingers soft but gripping as she pumps.







 Smiling, her eyes going from mine to my cock as she jerks me off, I watch her chest jiggle as she pumps, my mouth open as I lay there, stunned and in heaven, her other hand massaging my balls.







 “Don’t try and be a hero ok? Just let it out as soon as you feel like it,” Doctor Joon purrs, my pre-come slicking up my shaft, making her handjob feel even more amazing.







 My balls rising, I grab at my thighs, not knowing what to do with my hands, my eyes staring at Doctor Joon, watching her as she smiles down at me, her expression mirthful and fun, my own contorting into an o-face.








 “Oh fuck! Oh fuck!”
 I grunt as my cock explodes. Without thinking, my arm reaches out and I hold Doctor Joon as I come, my hand gripping her ass I hold on for the ride, pulling her to me, her hand still pumping as my cock erupts, again and again, thick ropes of my goo splashing all over my belly and chest, my whole body flailing on the bed as I buck in climax, nearly pulling Doctor Joon on top of me in my excitement, her own eyes wide as she witnesses my huge load spurting from my fat cock.







 Twitching, I slowly come down from my orgasm, realization dawning on me that I’ve pinned Doctor Joon between the bed and my arm, my hand full of her perfect ass, my pelvis pumping into the air as Doctor Joon squeeze my cock from the base, pulling up, getting every last drop of my semen out.







 “Sorry,” I say as I let go of her ass, Doctor Joon dropping a few inches, informing me that I had pulled her enough that she had had to get on tippy toes to not fall onto the bed.







 “Quite alright, Jake. From your face, I could see you were lost in the moment,” Doctor Joon replies, letting go of my cock to grab a large swathe of paper towels.







 Dabbing at my thick load all over my torso, she continues, “That was quite possibly the largest amount of semen I’ve ever seen at one time, Jake. I’m pretty hopeful we’ve found what was wrong.”







 “I do feel a little better already, I must admit.”







 “Excellent,” Doctor Joon replies, now wiping my cock and balls gently with the towel, making me twitch in overly sensitive pleasure.







 Her cleaning of my body finished, Doctor Joon walks over and sits at her computer, typing a few things, her fingers making the keyboard clack softly in the otherwise quiet and still room. Laying there, I wonder if I should get dressed now and sit up, about to get off the bed.







 Turning from the computer screen, Doctor Joon flashes me a predatory smile, “Don’t get off the bed yet, Jake. I still need to do a few more tests.”







 “Oh, ok,” I answer, laying back down, feeling more than a little exposed just lying here, buck naked in this brightly lit room, Doctor Joon with her back to me as she rapidly types.







 Her typing finished, Doctor Joon swivels in her chair, now facing me. Her eyes roving up and down my body, I begin to blush again, her bottom lip bitten, I wonder if her panties are a little wet at this point, the thought of the Doctor getting aroused at the sight of my body turned me on again, my cock already feeling like it could start to swell again.







 At that moment Doctor Joon uncrosses her legs as she gets up from the chair, giving me a split-second glance at the white cotton of her underwear, making a lump appear in my throat as I convince myself that I saw the bulge of her sex, a crease running up the middle, her lips fat and swollen.







 Walking back over to me, she rests her hands with familiarity on my thigh, a wide smile on her lips.







 “I’m going to check the area again now ok? See if there’s any difference in your discomfort levels, Jake.”







 “Ok, Doctor Joon,” I reply, excited to have her hands on me again.







 Grabbing my balls, she lifts them in one delicate hand while her other starts exploring my perineum. Pressing and checking, she comes to where I was sore last time, this time feeling much less pain, although a small jolt still rocks me.







 “Still a little sore, Jake?”







 “A little bit, yeah,” I concede.







 “But not as much as before your orgasm?”







 “No, definitely not.”







 “Excellent, then we’re on the right track.”







 Her hand on my balls, massaging them slowly, Doctor Joon strokes my perineum, sending shoots of pleasure through me, “How long do you think it would take you to get aroused again, Jake?”







 “Umm, not long, I guess Doctor Joon,” I say, before adding after giving myself a little nudge, “You are very attractive, after all.”







 Her hands on my most sensitive of areas, Doctor Joon’s eyes bore into mine at this comment, like she’s trying to read me.







 “Well...thank you, Jake. You’re a very fit and attractive young man yourself, but I’m doing this to help you, not for my own personal gratification or anything,” Doctor Joon tells me, but something in her delivery sounds off, like she’s saying this more in case some third person somewhere is listening, not because it’s true.







 Stroking my balls, I study her in return, trying to read between the lines, wanting this hot MILF more and more, my body warming up again, getting used to being naked while she stands there fully clothed.







 “Of course. You’re a Doctor, Doctor Joon, but can I admit I’m extremely glad it’s you holding my balls right now and not some of the other Doctors that work here?” I say with a smile.







 “Haha, fair point, Jake. Now, shall we see about getting you aroused again? I think it’s best we give you another release, see if that makes things even better,” She says, acting as if jerking me off is somehow a standard thing in her day-to-day job, her hand grabbing my shaft and pumping it, wanting to coerce it back into stiffness.







 Laying there, a sexy MILF jerking me off, I know it won’t be long before I’m hard again anyway, but I decide to try and get things going a little further. I’m sure she wants me as much as I want her now, but her Hippocratic oath and professionalism are stopping her, making her reluctant to go further.







 “Doctor Joon?”







 “Yes, Jake?” She replies, her hand pumping my mostly soft cock, her other hand fondling my balls.







 “Can I...can I touch your butt? I think it will help me get hard quicker.”







 Watching me for long seconds, Doctor Joon seems to have some sort of internal struggle, before speaking, it sounding like she’s choosing every word very deliberately.







 “Ok, Jake But ONLY because it will help you. This is in
 no way
 a sexual liaison between the two of us.”







 “I understand,” I say, thinking I’ve figured out how to approach this within the framework of Doctor Joon’s mindset. Reaching out, my arm snaking behind the Doctor, I start to rub her ass, firm and pert, my fingers sliding between her cheeks before going back to groping her full rump.







 Concentrating on her handjob, Doctor Joon says nothing, but a flush of color across her face tells me she likes it, a small smile playing across her lips.







 Pumping my cock, her eyes now averted from mine, and focussing on my shaft, I watch her face as I slide my hand down her thigh, going back up but this time under her pencil skirt, her smooth skin electric to the touch. Her tight skirt keeps my hand close as I cup her ass, feeling the edge of her knickers, cotton as I suspected, by the feel of them.







 Starting to grow, my cock fattens in her hand, her fingers gripping my shaft as she pumps, her eyes glued to my growing member.







 Slipping under her panties, my fingers grope her bare ass, my hand sliding low, between her ass and thighs, the heat from her sex warming my fingers as I feel the wet patch of her panties, pressed against my hand.







 Silently, Doctor Joon shifts her weight, spreading her feet, standing with her legs apart now and I reach between her legs from the back, my fingers coming into contact with her slick sex, dribbling with lust, her inner thighs coated with her need.







 Gripping my shaft, she stops pumping and just squeezes my length momentarily as I slide a finger inside her, taking her mind off the job, her eyes closing and her mouth opening.







 Remembering herself, she opens her eyes and gets back to jerking me off, my fingering matching her jerking, watching her expression as she squirms on my hand, her pussy unbelievably wet.







 Our hands fondling one another, I tease her clit, feeling her legs wobble a few times as I find her weak spots, making her moan, her sex coating my hand. Finally, she looks at me, need in her eyes. Pure, animal need.







 Grinding on my hand I can see how much she wants it and I offer her my shaft, within her framework.







 “Sorry Doctor Joon, but after coming so recently, I think I’m going to need something even more...stimulating to get me to orgasm,” I say, my eyes glancing down at her crotch, my meaning obvious.







 “Yes, I see what you mean, Jake,” Doctor Joon says, stepping up the step to end up standing above me, her feet on either side, my view up her pencil shirt showing me a soaking wet pair of white cotton panties.







 Lowering herself down until she’s straddling me, Doctor Joon reaches under her pencil skirt and pulls her panties aside, grabbing my cock and aiming it for her sex.







 With a low guttural moan of pleasure, Doctor Joon impales herself on my cock, my shaft sliding into her slick sex, her body gripping my girth and squeezing as I enter her.







 My balls against her ass, Doctor Joon starts to rock back and forth, milking my cock, her face flushed, her hands steadying herself on my chest, her eyes screwed shut and her mouth open.







 My hands cupping her ass through her skirt, I try to last while her tight little pussy squeezes my cock like it’s never been squeezed before, Doctor Joon’s pussy tight and shallow, bottoming out on me as I feel her cervix with each pump, filling her as much as he can possibly be filled.







 Pinching my nipples, Doctor Joon appears to have forgotten about the pretense of making me come, her attention now focussed on her own body and climax, her pelvis rocking back and forth with growing speed as she rides me, my cock her plaything.







 Reaching up, I fondle her breasts through the blouse and bra, still able to feel her erect nipples as they poke at her brassiere, her long hair flowing down and swaying as she bucks atop me.







 I open my mouth to talk dirty to her, but a finger goes over my lips, silencing me. Without opening her eyes, she shakes her head, biting her bottom lip, her pussy contracting rapidly around my girth.







 Taking the hint, I stay silent for her, letting her enjoy herself and have her way with me, my hands tweaking her nipples and fondling her breasts.







 Suddenly, with a stifled series of grunts, Doctor Joon starts to come on me, her fists thumping on my chest as she rides her climax, her body trembling on top of me as I feel her sex convulse around my manhood, buried to the hilt inside her, her head leaning forward, her long black hair falling and covering her face as she shakes in pleasure, my hands sliding down to her ass and holding on as she pumps.







 Trembling to a stop, she lifts her head and silently takes deep gulps of air, her face flushed, her hands rubbing on my chest, almost apologetically after smacking at me in the throes of orgasm.







 Smiling, she leans forward, her hands on the bed on either side of my head, her hair tickling me, her breasts tantalizingly close. Pumping her pelvis, she starts to ilk my cock.







 “Your turn, Jake.”







 Silently, I smile and nod, my hands on her ass as she slides back and forth on my fat cock, absolutely drenched in her lust juices.







 Riding me quickly, flexing her pussy with a cheeky grin, Doctor Joon wraps her sex tightly around my shaft and squeezes, her body soon making my balls rise, my point of no return rapidly approaching.







 Staring at each other, she smiles and gets close but never close enough for me to kiss her, my lips desperate to press against hers, but never able to. My hands up her back, I try to bring her closer but she resists with another smile and a shake of her head, her eyes twinkling with mirth, seeing me aroused and in need of her lips.







 My balls tight to my body, Doctor Joon gyrates and rides me, my face contorting as my orgasm hits, Doctor Joon watching my face closely as I stop caring, my orgasm all-consuming and small details like what I look like as I come ceasing to matter.







 As I erupt, A grunt tries to escape me but Doctor Joon puts a hand over my mouth, holding it there as I buck and thrash under her, pumping my heavy load deep into her tight pussy, Doctor Joon running as she watches me come, wide-eyed and silent, my cock pulsating as it spurts several more times, my load filling her tiny sex.







 My bucking over, Doctor Joon slowly takes her palm from my mouth, letting me suck in air, a devilish grin still plastered on her face, my hot load swirling around inside her, heating her up from within.







 Sitting up, still straddling me, Doctor Joon gyrates on my cock, feeling my load inside her as she stirs it with my length.







 “An now, Jake? Feeling better?”







 “Much better, thank you,” I answer, still wanting to kiss her, her plump lips having never touched mine.







 “Excellent,” She replies, slowly lifting herself off me, her pencil skirt blocking my view, not giving me a chance to glimpse her freshly juiced pussy as she walks down the steps, “You can put your clothes back on now.” She adds as she stands there, watching me.







 Getting off the bed, I get back into my clothes, the large, sticky wet patch around my crotch making my boxers cling to my body as I get myself appropriate for leaving her room, not exactly wanting to walk out into the waiting area looking like I’ve just fucked, even though I have.







 Adjusting her panties, putting them back in their proper position, Doctor Joon watches as I get dressed, a finger toying with her hair, a relaxed expression on her face.







 “Ok Jake, I think we’ve made some good progress here, but I’d like to book your in for a check-up to make sure everything is ok for say, a week from now?”







 Reading between the lines, I smile as I finish getting dressed, keen for the next appointment.







 “Yeah, that would be great. I mean, you know, to stay healthy and stuff.”







 “Haha, ok then Jake, I’ll see you in a week,” Says Doctor Joon, before breaking character for just a second to lean down and grab my cock, talking to it directly, “And I’ll see you in a week too, big boy.”







END







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











 MY HORNY MILF BOSS











It was barely lunchtime and yet I was already busy trying to willpower my growing cock down for the third time that day, my MILF boss standing before me, her massive breasts straining against her white blouse, her buttons barely holding her in.







 “So do you think that will be possible?” My boss, Angela says, taking me out of my momentary reverie, her bright eyes sparkling, a cheeky grin on her face like she knows perfectly well what effect her voluptuous mature figure has on my young body.







 “Yeah, sure,” I reply, smiling back and looking once again at the task she’s wondering about. I was fresh out of college and had had trouble finding any entry-level work in my field so ended up looking for just about anything so I could pay my bills. A friend’s Mom knew someone who knew someone that needed someone good with their hands, so, bluffing my way in, I got a start at Angela’s golf course, as a kind of groundskeeper.







 The work was honest, outdoors, and often fun, in a turn off your brain and enjoy your thoughts kind of way. And it came with a huge perk, well, two huge perks: Angela’s breasts. They were simply magnificent. Natural and huge, I would challenge any man to see her walk into a room and not stare at least a little, they were simply amazing, and once you’d finally had your fill of her chest, you realized she was also very attractive, her face lighting up a crowd and her figure keeping your eyes on her long after she’d walked past.







 Staring at the disassembled shed that was to be my latest job to build as it lay on the ground, I nodded one more time, confident I could have this built by the end of the week, “Leave it with me, Angela.”







 “Great stuff, Brad,” Angela says as she turns and heads back for the main building, my eyes glued to her ass as I watch it pump under her skirt, her shapely legs flexing as she walks, her thick mane of hair waving in the mild warm breeze.







* * *







 Three days later and I was adding the finishing touches to the small shed, the guttering fiddly but eventually getting installed properly.







 The light of the day was slowly draining from the sky as I packed up my tools, placing them in the freshly finished structure, my sweat making y shirt cling to my body in the warm late afternoon sunset.







 I’d had another day on the calendar to finish this, but part of me wanted to impress Angela, knowing that she would see from the main building at some point, almost always being the first to arrive and the last to leave, this golf course seemingly her life.







 As I was putting the last of the tools away and locking the shed up for the first time, I heard a squeal of delight, Angela walking happily towards me.







 “Oh Brad, it’s wonderful!” Angela said, clapping her hands rapidly in glee, her eyes wide as she took in the structure, “And I can’t believe you did it so quickly, and all by yourself!”







 Her obvious joy infectious, I smile and take the compliment, her chest bouncing as she practically hops on the spot, her zest real and open.







 “Thank you, Angela, I’m glad you like it.”







 “I love it!” She corrects, grabbing me in a hug, her massive breasts pressed hard against me, my cock immediately waking up in the presence of such wonders.







 “Haha, careful Angela,” I say, enjoying the moment, “I’m pretty sweaty, actually.”







 “Oops!” She says as she lets go of me and steps back, looking down, patches of sweat soaking through her blouse, making the frilly black lace of her bra show through in spots, speeding up the rate at which my cock grows, my hand going to my pocket to try and keep it in check.







 “You’ve been working so hard, come inside and I’ll get you a drink, come on,” She says, turning and walking off before waiting for a reply, used to people listening when she speaks.







 Catching up and walking by her side, we enter the large building of the golf course. It’s not some billion-dollar ultra-exclusive deal, the type of which I’ve only ever seen in movies, but it’s still a pretty nice place, wowing me the first time I saw it. Three stories tall, about half of the top floor was Angela’s private area, not quite her house as she had her own home, but almost as good as.







 Walking past the empty reception desk and to the stairs, I notice that the is place deserted, the last golfers having left about an hour ago and the last of the staff, other than me, about 20 minutes, the parking lot through the window expect for my beat-up 5th-hand car and Angela’s rather fancy motor.







 Turning and continuing up another flight of stairs we enter a large open area, turning right and coming to a large door, leading to Angela’s private quarters. I’ve only been in here once, back when Angela first interviewed me, the area immediately behind the door still official looking, with a desk and filing cabinets.







 Walking past the cabinets and desk, Angela takes a key and opens the door at the far end of the room, leading me into what looks less like a business’ space and more like a person’s home, a living room if it was based on a fancy hotel’s idea of a living room.







 Dropping her keys in a bowl, Angela walks towards the kitchen, turning on lights in the rapidly approaching darkness.







 “What would you like to drink, Brad?” Angela asks as I follow her slowly to the kitchen, looking around and marveling a little at her place. It’s very nice, better than anything I’m used to, that’s for sure. Not that I live in squalor or anything.







 “Um, cola?” I ask, not sure what kind of a ‘drink’ she was offering.







 “Just cola? You want me to add a splash of whiskey?” Angela asks, a smile on her face.







 “If you’re offering, I certainly won’t say no,” I reply, feeling a little grotty, being so sweaty and dirty in such a nice place.







 Handing me a whiskey and cola, a taste a gulp, the whiskey content quite high, but very tasty. “Phew, a generous pour, thank you,” I say, smacking my lips a little.







 “Haha, you’re funny, Brad,” Angela says, pouring herself what looks like some kind of white wine or champagne I believe, the glass looking like crystal, the liquid golden from some angles as she brings the flute to her lips, her eyes catching at mine as she swallows, a small bite of her lip following, stirring my loins again.







 Leaning against her counter, Angela gives me a smile, “So, Brad. Are you happy working here?”







 “Yes, very much Angela,” I reply without having to lie, “It’s fun.”







 “I’m glad to hear that, Brad. I took a little bit of a chance on you as there were other groundskeepers, older with a lot more qualifications, but I saw an honest eagerness in your eyes, and thought I’d give you a try.”







 “Well thank you. I hope I’ve done ok?”







 “You’ve done
 great
 , Brad. I’m usually a pretty good judge of character and I’m glad I was right about you.”







 “Haha, well, thank you again,” I say, taking another large sip from my whiskey, the alcohol warming me up and feeling very nice as I feel it slide down inside me.







 “You’re very welcome, Brad. And of course, it’s nice to have some fit young eye-candy like yourself walking around, instead of some grumpy old guy, haha,” Angela says with a laugh, her eyes glancing over my torso, my damp shirt still clinging to it.







 The whiskey already warming me up, I feel myself redden a little at her words, looking away and finishing my drink.







 “Oops, let me refill that, Angela says, taking the glass from my unresisting hand and making me another, refilling her own glass as well.







 “Thanks,” I say as I take my fresh drink from her hand, my fingers brushing against hers, Angela looking up at me through her eyelashes, a secret smile on her lips.







 “My pleasure,” She says, a finger trailing down her blouse, drawing my attention to her deep cleavage.







 Feeling my cock grow, I move a little, hiding my tent behind the counter, leaning forward and resting a hand on the bench's surface, trying to act nonchalant, making sure I don’t glance down at my thickening shaft. My other hand bringing my drink to my lips with high frequency, the whiskey and cola tasting so good, and my slight nervousness getting dulled with each sip, my face feeling like it’s warming up, a smile growing on my lips as the alcohol mellows me out.







 Lifting her flute, Angela downs the last third of her drink in a gulp, immediately reaching for her bottle.







 “What about you Brad, care for another?” She asks, looking at my glass, already 3/4s empty.







 “Won’t say no,” I reply with a smile, downing the last of the liquid before sliding my glass over.







 Freshening our drinks, Angela walks past me, beckoning me to follow her. My drink in one hand and my other stuffed into my pocket, holding my throbbing cock at bay, I follow, a nice buzz going on.







 Entering her living room, she leads us to a large couch, sitting down and patting the spot next to her, inviting me to sit.







 Looking at the pristine fabric of her couch, I shake my head, “I’d totally wreck your couch Angela, and it looks expensive.”







 Giving me a smile, like I’ve somehow just given the right answer, Angela looks at my clothes and then the couch, then back at my clothes.







 “Hmm, you’re right, Brad, but I can’t have a guest standing all evening now, can I? You’d better pop in the shower,” She says, standing up and without waiting for my reply leading me to a large bathroom, the shower bigger than my entire bathroom back home.







 Holding my drink in one hand and my cock in the other, I watch as she turns on the faucets, filling the room with steam, a smile on her face as she tests the water, me, standing there, feeling out of my depth and wondering what’s happening, a few seconds ago I was in the kitchen.







 With nothing else to do I sip at my drink, finishing it quicker than the previous two as Angela goes to a cupboard and comes back with the biggest, fluffiest, softest towel I’ve ever seen.







 “Here you go, Brad, just leave your clothes in the basket, I’ll have them washed tomorrow,” She says as she hands me the towel, takes my empty glass and gives me one more smile before slipping out of the room.







 Standing there, my head buzzing, I realize I’m expected to shower now, I guess. Stripping down and tossing my clothes in the basket, I step under the large shower head’s spray of water, my slight inebriation making this all a little surreal.







 Scrubbing myself, I enjoy the experience of washing in such a fancy bathroom, my mind wandering back to Angela, her large breasts and alluring eyes captivating me. A small part of me wonders if she’s flirting or if she just really doesn’t want a stinky worker bee on her fancy stuff, the second option not really gelling with the nice personality that I know of her so far.







 I dunno man, you’re probably reading too much into it. She’s being nice, maybe she was bored and would have had a drink with anyone?
 I think to myself as I lather up, my cock still throbbing as part of me imagines her coming back and sliding into the shower with me.







 I’m about to grab my cock and quickly jerk off when I hear Angela from the now partially ajar bathroom door, my hand letting go of my cock and my body turning away from the glass shower door, the clear glass not hiding much, my ass exposed.







 “I’ve made you another drink, Brad.”







 “Uh, thank you, Angela,” I say, my urge to jerk off gone, feeling self-conscious about busting a nut all over Angela’s shower walls.







 Turning off the water, I grab the towel and pat myself dry, wondering if Angela would have any men’s clothes here. Wrapping the towel around myself, positioning it to best hide my throbbing cock, I walk back to the living room, feeling a little weird walking around my boss’s place in just a towel, the buzz helping me not care too much though.







 “There he is! Feeling cleaner now?” Angela says, walking towards me and taking my breath away.







 Staring at her, I simply goggle, she’s taken off her blouse and skirt and has replaced it with a sheer black nightie, her black lacy underwear quite visible, the fork of her sex prominent, her figure practically naked before me, But all of this pales as I see that her breasts are, except for the see-through fabric of the nightie, bare. Smiling warmly as she comes towards me with my fresh drink in her hand, I stare, mesmerized at her massive breasts as they bounce and sway, natural and free, the most primal of lusts and urges filling my body as her body puts me under her spell.







 After long seconds, I’m finally able to look away from her chest, her nipples erect and her large areolas visible through the nightie, and take my drink from her hand, a small ‘thanks’ croaking from my stunned mouth.







 Leading me back to the couch, she once again pats the spot next to her, like before, this time getting me to sit, my mind racing, my cock painfully hard, and my heart hammering.







 “Is everything ok?” Angela asks, turning to face me as she gets comfortable on the couch, her lithe thighs exposed, her skin looking flawless.







 “Uh, yeah. Of course,” I reply, my eyes flitting from hers to her chest and back again.







 “Haha! It’s ok, Brad. You’re allowed to be a little surprised. You’ve come out of the shower and suddenly here I am, barely dressed. Here’s the thing: I spend all day cooped up in work clothes and frankly, my brassieres kill me after a while. Nothing feels better than to let the girls out, and that’s all they are, breasts I mean. You’re sitting here with no top on, are your nipples somehow magically less rude than mine?”







 Hearing her explain the situation like that, I find myself nodding. I don’t know if it’s all me or partially me and partially the whiskey, but I put it down to Angela being less body shy than I am or something. Why can’t someone be comfortable in their own house, and why are her nipples somehow more rude than mine?







 Yeah, but seriously, holy shit how amazing are her boobs?
 I find myself thinking though, my eyes drawn again and again to her body, easily the most seductive thing I’ve ever seen in real life.
 Just the way she moves as she breathes, her eyes watching mine, god I want her so bad right now.







 “Fair enough,” I finally say, “Although I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t enjoying seeing you like this, Angela.”







 “Haha, I can tell that already, Brad,” Angela says with a smirk, her eyes looking blatantly at my towel tent.







 Turning red, I try to shift a little and hide it, another deep swallow of whiskey helping to hide my face before I reply, “Sorry about th-”







 “Uh uh uh, don’t be sorry for having a perfectly normal reaction, Brad,” Angela says, silencing me, “I’m not offended or shocked. Anyway, I’ve had a few reactions to your body myself, they’re just not as obvious, but equally nothing to be ashamed of.”







 Looking at her, wondering if she means what I think she means, Angela reaches out and takes my hand.







 “I want you to feel something, Brad,” She says, taking my hand with hers under her nightie, spreading her legs open, the small triangle of her panties barely covering her thick pussy lips their bulge prominent behind the tiny piece of material.







 Stunned, I stare at Angela as she guides my hand to her crotch, pushing my fingers down her knickers, my hand immediately getting coated in her warm pussy juice, her hand pressing mine so that one of my fingers slides between her slick lips, feeling how hot she is inside.







 “Feel how wet I am, Brad? That’s because of you,” Angela says in a purr, her eyes half-closed and sultry, her hand moving mine up and down, rubbing herself off on my hand.







 Barely believing that this is really happening, I rub and lightly finger Angela’s sopping pussy, her pelvis gyrating as she bites her lip and watches me watching her, her chest rising and falling as she breathes in deep breaths.







 Her hand leaving mine, I play with her sex while her own hands grip her thighs, squeezing herself as she gyrates and grinds against my digits, my palm rubbing against her clit, swollen and hot, making her moan.







 Spreading her legs wider, Angela rests her head back on the couch, bucking against my hand as she grinds herself on it, her eyes closed as she enjoys my touch.







 Reaching out, her eyes still closed, Angela’s hand runs over my body, searching for and finding the opening in my towel, reaching under and grabbing my cock, her hand wrapping around it, pumping it desperately, her moans changing as she feels how hard I am.







 “Ooooh, yes, feel this big fat cock of yours, Brad, feel this hard cock. Is it because of me? Is this hard cock because of me, baby?”
 Angela purrs between moans and sighs, her head still thrown back and her eyes still closed, her body rocking as I finger fuck her, her hand now pistoning up and down my shaft.








  “Yeah, it’s because of you Angela,”
 I reply, the alcohol helping me not feel self-conscious, having never talked dirty before, especially to a stunning MILF like this.







 “Mmm, yes. I bet you’d like to fuck me with that big fat cock of yours wouldn’t you Brad? Hey? Fuck my wet little pussy with your rock-hard cock?”
 Angela purrs, my hand a blur on her pussy, my palm swirling on her clit.












  Holy shit this is hot!
 I think to myself as I concentrate on her pussy, feeling her body coat my hand in her lust.
 “Yes Angela, I’d love to slide my cock inside you, your pussy feels so good,”
 I reply, Angela rocking back and forth now, riding my hand like she’s riding a pillow, her lips pursed, her eyes screwed shut in sexual concentration.








  “Yeah? You gonna fuck me with your cock, Brad? Gonna fuck my tight little pussy?”







 “Yeah, I’m gonna fuck you, Angela.”







 “Yeah, gonna come deep in my pussy, Brad, gonna fill me with your come?”
 Angela almost growls now, her gyrating reaching fever pitch, her teeth clenched.







 “Yeah, I’m gonna fill you with my hot come, Angela, I’m gonna pum-







 “Ooooh! Fuck! Fuck! Yes! Yessss! Uhhhn!”
 Angela exclaims through clenched teeth, her thighs clamping on my hand as she starts to come, her body shaking as she bucks and rocks wildly, her head thrown back, her eyes clamped shut, her hand on my cock no longer pumping as her orgasm becomes her entire world. Shaking and moaning, I watch her massive breasts shake as her climax rocks her, her free hand slamming on her thigh as she grunts and pants her way to the finish line, my hand absolutely coating in her orgasm.







 Trembling and shivering with post-orgasmic sensitivity, Angela lowers her head and looks at me with a sleepy smile as her thighs relax and she frees my hand, her own hand slowly stroking my cock as she takes a few deep breaths.







 “Wow, Brad. And with just your hand. Well done,” Angela purrs, her hand on my cock, her other hand patting my thigh.







 “That’s a first for me,” I admit, having never made a woman come with just my hand before.







 “Well you’re a natural,” Angela says with a languid smile, coming closer to me, her massive breasts swaying seductively. Her sweet breath mingling with mine, Angela leans in and kisses me, my own mouth responding in kind, our lips mashing together, our tongues flicking against one another as we start to pash, my own lust still mile high.







 Pumping my cock, Angela kisses and nips at me, breathing in my ear, her body pressed against mine.







 “You want me to make you come, Brad?”
 Angela whispers in my ear, her hand speeding up on my cock, making y head swim with lust.







 “Yes, Angela.”








 “Ok then, baby,”
 Angela says, a smile in her voice as her other starts to take off her nightie.







 Her nightie off, her massive breasts bare before me, I look at them with rapture as Angela slides of the couch and onto her knees before, peeling the towel off me, exposing my young body to her.







 Leaning forward, between my legs, Angela presses her massive breasts together and slides them over my cock, my knob poking out between them, Angela laughing and licking it, making me twitch with pleasure.







 Jerking me off with her tits, Angela watching me watching them, her enormous breasts the biggest I’ve seen in real life, easily swallowing my large cock between them, the soft, gentle skin of her boobs feeling so good on my shaft, her hands pressing them together keeping the feeling intense, my balls rising, my breathing getting shallow as I concentrate on her mounds.







 “Come for me baby, come all over these massive tits,”
 Angela purrs, watching my expression change as I lose control,
 “I wanna see your load all over them, I wanna watch you come, baby.”







 “Feels so good,”
 I moan, my body ready to let go,
 “I’m gonna come, Angela.”







 “Yes baby, that’s it, come for me, come for Angela!”
 She says, her tittyfucking increasing in speed, her beautiful body jerking off my cock, her beguiling eyes boring into mine, making me want to do as she asks.







 With a sudden grunt, I start to come, my knob erupting between her breasts, shooting up and splashing on her chin, landing wetly all over her breasts, her pumping continuing as she encourages and moans in approval at my load as I spurt it all over her, my hips pumping as I come for her, giving her my load, watching it paste her breasts, running and dripping down.







 Panting, I sit back against the couch, watching Angela sear my come all over her tits, a wicked smile on her face as she winks at me, my come glistening all over her.







 “
 So much
 come for me, Brad. Thank you,” She says, her breasts now shiny under the light, her chin dripping my come before she wipes it with a finger, and then, looking straight at me, sucks it off her finger, swallowing a licking her lips afterward theatrically.







 Standing up, Angela grabs our glasses and walks off to the kitchen to refill them, leaving me in my afterglow on the couch, smiling to myself as I realize that’s the first time a woman has made me come with just her breasts.







 Lots of firsts today,
 I think to myself as Angela returns with fresh drinks, handing me mine, her breasts large and pendulous with their weight, her body clad in nothing more than a tiny pair of lacy underwear.







 Sitting back down, Angela sips her drink and then snuggles up to me, wrapping her arm around me and resting her head on my shoulder, her large chest pressed against my arm, our bodies heat mingling.







 “Penny for your thoughts, Brad?” Angela says, looking up at me while I sit there, relaxing with empty balls and a full glass.







 “Uh, nothing really, just enjoying the moment, I guess.”







 “Sounds very zen, I like it,” Angela says, kissing my shoulder, her free hand sliding to my crotch and cupping my cock, playing with it lightly, “You have a very handsome cock, Brad.”







 “Thanks, I uh, I’ve never really looked at it that way, to be honest.”







 “Well, he is,” She says, before leaning down and kissing it, her hand stroking my balls as her lips run along my shaft, smothering it in smooches. My hand reaching over, I start to stroke her back as her mouth plays with my cock, enjoying her warm lips on my girth.







 “Careful, you keep doing that and he’s likely to get hard again,” I warn her with a smile.







 “That’s the plan,” Angela replies, her mouth still an inch from my cock before going back to pampering it with her soft lips







 Reaching under her and marveling at the sheer weight in her breasts, I fondle them as Angela takes my cock and strokes it, before lowering her mouth over it, sucking me off while still soft, sucking hard and pulling with her mouth, stretching my cock out and stroking it, her tongue sliding back and forth as her mouth pulls on my length, filling me with pleasure.







 Putting down my drink, my other hand strokes her hair as she sucks my cock back to life, wanting to watch the sexy spectacle, Angela squirming on me as she feels my cock fill her mouth more and more, growing fatter by the second.







 Growing hard, I grab her hair, my hips bucking as I start to fuck her face, her warm mouth too tempting for me to resist. Moaning in pleasure, Angela takes me deep, her throat closing around my shaft as I push myself into her, her hand still fondling my balls, making them rise and tight.







 My hand slides down her back and to her ass, slipping under her panties and between her cheeks, my fingers once again finding her dripping sex, rubbing her swollen and puffy pussy lips as Angela moans and grinds back against my hand, happy for the attention.







 Guiding her up and down on my cock, I fuck her mouth, watching her ass wiggle as she grinds against my other hand, Angela moaning deep in her throat as I push her face down further, her nose between my balls as I deepthroat her.







 Coming up for air, Angela looks at me wildly, her hand pumping my cock desperately and I can see how horny she is, my hand between her legs absolutely drenched.







 Standing up from the couch, I position Angela onto her knees, facing away from me towards the back of the couch, her feet hanging over the edge. I get behind her, my cock throbbing and eager, her plump ass proffered and presenting an irresistible target.







 Her legs spread, I guide my cock between them, one hand holding her ass while I feel my knob press against the hot surface of her lips, before pushing further and feeling them slide open, my cock easing inside her, her body receiving me as I thrust my cock in deeper, Angela holding the headrest of the couch, her head thrown back as my cock fills her tight sex.







 Pumping, my lower abdomen slapping against her MILF ass, I get a foot up on the couch to better steady myself as I drill her deep from behind, Angela arching her back, her sex gripping my cock tightly as the sound of our fucking fills the room.







 Holding her hips, I spank her ass lightly, testing her out, making her moan. Spanking her harder, I redden her ass cheeks as we fuck, my other hand grabbing her hair and pulling it back, Angela’s knuckles turning white as she grips the couch and takes my entire length inside her, her ass red and her teeth clenched in pleasure, grunts escaping her.







 “Yes baby yes! Spank me! Spank my ass raw! Yes!”
 Angela growls as I piston into her faster, my hand coming down hard on her plump cheeks, pulling her hair harder to bring her face closer to mine, biting and nipping at her earlobe as I pummel her.







 Her ass bright red, I grab her thigh and roll her over, pulling her to the edge of the couch so she’s sitting with her pussy right on the edge. Squatting between her thighs, I slide my glistening cock back into her rapidly, taking her breath away, her large breasts bouncing as I manhandle her and fuck her deep, her legs spread wide for me, hiding nothing, her fucked-raw sex dribbling with lust.







 “Uhn, uhn, uhn, feels so fucking good inside me, Brad,”
 Angela grunts as I piston into her, watching her massive chest rock to the sway of my pumping.







 My hands holding her legs up, I watch as my fat cock slides in and out of her pussy, pulling it all the way out every few strokes just so I can plunge it back in again, her fat lips wrapped around it, sucking on it with her tightness.







 Her forearms on my shoulders, her hands clasped together behind my neck, Angela watches my cock disappear inside her as well, gyrating her pelvis seductively, her body made for sex, her figure making me more aroused than I’ve ever felt, her soft velvet pussy feeling so good as my lengths enters here again and again.







 Cupping my hands under her ass, I grab a hold of her and stand up, my cock fully embedded inside her, Angela holding on to my waist with her legs, her feet recessed against my ass as she clasps herself to me, her hands behind my neck.







 Standing there in her living room, I pump her back and forth by the ass, plunging my cock into her, her breasts brushing against me as I hold her close, my thighs burning as I piston into her, Angela coming in close to kiss me, our tongues lapping at each other while I stand there, fucking her in the air.







 Turning, I sit down slowly on the couch, bringing Angela with me, still inside her. Now straddling me, Angela rocks back and forth on my cock, riding me like a bronco while I enjoy the show, her plump ass n my balls and she slides back and forth, our juices coating our crotches.







 Our mouths still locked together, I feel Angela’s hand on my balls as she reaches behind herself and starts to fondle them as I fuck her, her fingers teasing my scrotum, making my plums ache with pleasure.







 Reaching between us, I start to rub her clit as she grinds on me, her sudden moan into my mouth telling me I’ve hit the right spot. Rubbing her clit, Angela rocks back and forth on me faster and faster, her other hand clamping over mine, not letting it get away from her aching sex, her body language that of a woman determined to come any minute now.







 Our tongues wrestling, our bodies pumping, and our hands fondling one another, Angela starts to breathe into my mouth as her climax hits, her breathy grunts sexy as she loses control, her pelvis shaking as she spasms on my cock, my length deep inside her, filling her, my hand on her clit, pressing it as it goes into orgasmic overdrive, her thighs clamping on me, holding me under her as she rides me o her finish line, her pussy drenching me in her lust.







 Panting and sweaty, Angela’s mouth breaks from mine and she gulps air, seemingly vibrating all over, my cock throbbing and still buried fully inside her. Still rocking back and forth slowly, she looks at me with a satisfied smile, her hands running up and down my chest, squeezing my arms and shoulders, still exploring me.







 “Your turn,”
 She says simply, waiting to see what I will do.







 Smiling, I hold her sides and guide her to the couch onto her back, spreading her legs as I position myself between them, my cock more than ready, pulsating in my hand as I guide it inside her.







 Filling her, I lay on top, pistoning deeply, my only concern now my own orgasm, my balls slapping against her as I fuck her deep and fully, Angela’s hands grabbing my back and holding on as I fuck her.







 “Ooooh, yes, you’re so ready, aren’t you baby? That’s it! Fill me with your come,”
 Angela purrs as I get into my rhythm, my ass pumping as my pelvis plunges my cock into her again and again.







 Laying on top of her, her legs spread wide, my hands under her ass as I pump, I lose all pretense of being a lover and simply fuck her, my head buried into the couch as I pound, my mouth kissing and nipping at her neck and shoulder as I feel my climax approach.







 “Oh yes, so, so ready! Give it to me baby! Give it to me now!”







 Her words taking me over the edge, I grunt in a near bellow as I start to come, my pelvis pushing my cock hard into Angela, bucking into her and holding it there as my cock spasms and erupts, shooting my load deep into her sex, her pussy gripping my quivering cock as it spurts several more times, my whole body shaking as I fill her, pinned beneath my bucking form.







 Panting, I lie there unmoving, Angela’s fingers trailing up and down my back, my cock twitching as the softness of Angela’s sex teases it with sensation, her breath on my shoulder as I lay there panting into the couch.







 Eventually, I lift myself off Angela, my cock sliding out of her as I sit on the couch, Angela sitting up and joining me, both of us flushed with color and looking a little drained, but in a good way.







 “Good boy,”
 Angela says simply, patting my thigh with a smile before snuggling back up to me, both of us naked and sticky, sitting on her couch, catching our breaths and enjoying our post-orgasm afterglows.







 Between the drinks and the 2 great orgasms, I feel my eyelids getting heavy and I catch my head starting to droop, Angela’s voluptuous warm body against mine making me feel so comfortable.







 “Haha, I saw that,” Angela says, her hand rubbing my body as she looks up at me from my shoulder, “Would you like to join me in bed?”







 Feeling slightly funny going to be so soon after it’s dark but at the same time loving the idea of snuggling up in what I can only assume is going to be a totally kick-ass bed, I say that I would, Angela rising from the couch and leading me by the hand out of the living room, her naked ass perfect as I follow her.







 Getting to her room, and it’s even nicer than I anticipated, large and ornate, a four-poster bed taking pride of place, the covers thick and warm looking. Leading me to the bed, we pull back the covers and slide in, both of us wrapping ourselves around each other in a bid to stay warm, the sheets cold but soon warming from our naked bodies.







 Snuggled up close, my arms wrapped around her and my head nestled on her massive breasts, I soon drift off to sleep, Angela stroking my head, her thighs entwined with mine.







* * *







 Waking up, the first thing I’m aware of is the feeling of a hot mouth wrapped around my cock. Still half asleep, I look down to see the covers are all pulled back, by bare form exposed, with Angela lying further down the bed, her head resting on my lower abdomen as she sucks my cock, her hand massaging my balls.







 Already close, I gasp as Angela feels me making up, driving her to suck me with gusto, bringing me rapidly to the edge, my balls rising in her palm as my orgasm prepares to burst.







 With sleep still in my eyes and not yet even having had a chance to yawn yet, I start to grunt and pant in pleasure as I come, filling Angela’s mouth with my hot load, Angela rubbing my balls as they empty into her, her own moans mingling with mine as she enjoys the taste of my come, swallowing it all.







 Gripping my cock at its root and pulling up, Angela squeezes out any remaining jizz directly into her mouth, her other hand gently rubbing my balls.







 Sitting up, her massive breasts swaying, she gives me a grin, “Good morning sleepy head. He was so hard when I woke up, I just had to do something about it, you poor thing,” She says with a wink, her hand rubbing up and down my young torso.







 “Wow, I’ve never woken up like that before,” I say, my orgasm knocking me back out before I’ve even sat up, “What time is it?”







 “About 10 past 4. In the morning.”







 “Really, I slept all night? I thought I was just going to have a nap,” I say, a little astonished.







 “Well, you’ve been working very hard, Brad. Don’t think I haven’t noticed, and then there was yesterday evening…” She says, trailing off with a cheeky smile, obviously not having to say anything more about that, I’m not likely to ever forget yesterday evening.







 Laying down next to me, a hand on my chest, her body pressed against mine, Angela continues, “How would you like a sort of promotion, Brad, unofficial, but with plenty of perks?”







 “Color me very interested,” I reply, looking at her.







 “Basically, your job would be more of what happened yesterday. You would be welcome to stay afterward if you want, or sleep at your own home once...the job was done. I’m thinking...a few times a week. But obviously, only if you want.” Angela explains, each word making me more and more excited, the thought of having such a total babe MILF as a friend with benefits sounding like a dream come true.







 “Sounds like an offer I can’t refuse,” I say, stroking her body, my eyes probably saying a louder YES! Than I ever could, judging from her smile.







 “Haha, excellent. What say I get us some fresh OJ and we look into getting an early start on the days...
 work
 ?” Angela says, sitting up, her hand grabbing my cock on the word ‘work’.







 “Can’t wait,” I say, watching her seductive body ring all my bells as she leaves the bedroom, leaving me alone with my thoughts, which are all happy ones, looking to the future and seeing lots of great sex with a total MILF, and then...
 some more
 great sex with a total MILF!







END







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











 MILF NEXT DOOR IS MY FIRST TIME











 It was another lazy Sunday and I found myself on the couch, flicking through TV stations, not really seeing each program as it flashed before my eyes for a few seconds before I would continue on to the next one. My parents were out somewhere and I had the house to myself, but nothing to do in it with anyone.







 The weather was great outside and yet I was sitting here low, my back more than my butt on the cushions as I felt myself vegetating. My two best friends had recently got girlfriends within weeks of each other, and at 18, both of them had forgotten about me, busy spending every minute with their opposites, fucking like rabbits.







 I wasn’t angry, as I knew I would be exactly the same if I had a girlfriend, my hormones overriding any silly ‘Bro’s before hoes’ crap we spout as youngsters before we meet girls and realize just how much fun sex is. But it still stung a little that I was sitting here indoors on a great day without anyone to hang out with, as I always ended up feeling like a bit of a third wheel whenever I would hang out with either couple, or even worse when the four of them and I would hang out, with the two pairs kissing and fawning over each other while I sat there.







 On a whim, I decided to get up and have a look out of the kitchen window which gives a great view of my neighbor Pamela’s backyard. Pamela is my MILF neighbor, and I’ve had a lustful crush on her for as long as I can remember. She has an amazing body, still able to hold her own in her 40s against anyone else, her mature curves and knowing eyes seeming to give off the promise of a great time. Y’know, a woman that looks like she knows a thing or two about sex and would eat a young guy like me alive.







 Pamela often likes to sunbathe on days like today, her tiny two-piece swimsuit leaving little to the imagination, the thin fabric exposing her full ass as she lays on her toned stomach, the beautiful mounds of her ass cheeks hypnotizing me as I stare. And on no less than three occasions, I got the jackpot when she took off her top, her large breasts exposed and driving me to new levels of lustful frenzy, my cock throbbing and rampant as I would stand there, jerking off like a deranged animal unable to control himself, my libido taking full control.







 Getting to the window and looking out I took an involuntary sharp breath as I saw I was in luck today! There she was, laying on her stomach, her perfect ass jiggling a little as she moved a leg, her bare feet up in the air as she slowly swung them, a book open in front of her.







 Her thick mane of hair was tied in a loose ponytail and slung to the front so her back could get an even tan, a wide-brimmed hat resting atop her head. My cock growing and with no one else home, I quickly dropped my pants and stood there, my hand fondling my shaft as I felt it thicken. Her ass is so perfect, the curve of her mounds making my entire body ache with need, the thought of mounting her from behind, watching her ass wobble with each thrust of my cock, plunging my shaft deep into her and losing my virginity to such a hot MILF making me grunt deep in my throat as I stared at her, my hand pistoning up and down my length.







 “Mmm, look at that fucking ass! God
 damn
 , imagine getting balls deep in that thing!” I comment to myself as I pumped, my hips bucking as I jerked off.







 Her head snapping around, Pamela looks straight at me, lifting her hat for a better view, a shocked expression on her face.







 “Jake?” Pamela says, looking straight at me through the window. Only it’s not the window, it’s just the window screen as the window itself has been slid fully open at some point today!







 “
 Oh fuck!
 ” I gasp under my breath as I duck down awkwardly, my pants around my ankles and my boner still throbbing.







 She can’t really have heard me being so rude! My parents will kill me!
 I say to myself in a panicked inner voice as I scramble to get my pants back up over my resistant hard-on.







 My head feeling hot, but no longer because of lust, I slowly stand up, wanting to peek out the window, my eyes finally breaching the sill only to see that Pamela is nowhere to be seen now.
 Shit, she’s probably really pissed and inside, hiding from the perve next door
 , I think as I slowly walk back to the couch, my lust gone but my throbbing cock remaining, teasing me with its obliviousness to the changed situation.







 About to sit, the doorbell rings and my heart leaps into my throat as I can only assume it’s Pamela, about to tear me a new one. Giving serious thought to just ignoring the doorbell and hoping shell go away, I shake my head at this childish response to the situation. I will answer the door and I will apologize, my parents aren’t home, perhaps we can keep this between ourselves. No harm, no foul.







 Walking to the door and trying to tuck my cock away as best I can, I grab the door handle, brace myself, and turn it, opening the door partially, showing my face but not my engorged shaft.







 “Uhh, hi, Pamela. How are you?” I say, a little feebly, her eyes boring into mine and making it hard for me to maintain eye contact, my guilt apparent and written all over my face.







 “ ‘How are you’ indeed, Jake. Open the door.
 Right now
 ,” Pamela says, her mature tone making it clear that there is no room for negotiation and that
 I will
 open the door.







 As if acting on its own, my hand opens the door fully, my other hand trying to surreptitiously hide my swollen cock as Pamela steps inside, her tiny swimsuit looking out of place as she steps onto my carpet, her perfume filling my nostrils, my cock throbbing with lust as I see her this undressed from closer than I ever have before.







 “Your parents aren’t home are they, Jake?” Pamela asks, standing there with her hands on her hips, looking furious with me, making me feel 2 foot tall even though I’m at least 12 inches taller than her.







 “Uhh, no,” I answer.







 “I didn’t think so. I doubt even you would be dumb enough to jerk off at your neighbor from the kitchen if they were home.”







 “Pamela, about that, I’m-”







 “Shut up, Jake. I heard what you said. You want to get ‘balls deep’ in my ass, yes?”







 Feeling pretty silly at hearing my words repeated, I avert my eyes from hers as I nod that it’s true. I’m busted and I resign myself to taking my verbal beating.







 Jumping in shock when it happens, I suddenly feel Pamela’s hand grabbing my fat shaft, her tiny hand gripping it tight through my pants.







 “Come on, follow me,” Pamela says as she walks down my hallway, holding me by the cock, my mind spinning as I try to catch up.







 “Pamela, I don’t underst-”







 “Shut up, Jake,” Pamela says, cutting me off as we get to my room, pushing the door open with one hand while her other stays clasped to my shaft, bringing me up behind her.







 With Pamela in my room for the first time, I feel a little embarrassed. I’m 18 but I still have stuff from the last few years scattered around my room and adorning the shelves, making it look a little immature. A proper woman, Pamela is probably used to men with large beds and matching furniture, a large single painting above the bedhead, instead of a myriad collection of posters like me.







 Leading me to my single bed, Pamela pushes me onto it so that I’m sitting on its edge, looking up at her as she stands before me, towering over me, my mind feeling intimidated but my cock pounding relentlessly with need.







 Staring down at me until I feel uncomfortable, Pamela’s eyes go to my throbbing tent.







 “Do you want to fuck me, Jake?”







 “Ummm, I mean, I was just talking…”







 “
 Do you want to fuck me, Jake?
 ” Pamela repeats, ignoring my non-answer.







 “Yes,” I say in a barely audible whisper.







 “And you’re a virgin, aren’t you?” Pamela asks, steeping a little closer, the bulge of her sex prominent, making me keep glancing down at it, knowing that her pussy is literally
 right there
 , hiding behind some fabric barely more than a hair’s width. I’m sure I can smell the musk of her sex, it’s new to me, but immediately irresistible, the urge to lean in and kiss her bulge growing inside me.







 “Yes,” I finally answer, feeling like a loser as I officially admit that I’m the last in my group to still be a virgin.







 Without speaking, Pamela reaches behind herself and unties her swimsuit top, the fabric becoming loose as Pamela holds it in place with one hand, before slowly letting it drop, exposing her large breasts to me, her nipples dark, with small areolas, tight from the chill of indoors.







 Reaching down, Pamela takes my unresisting hands and places them on her boobs. I’ve touched breasts before, but never ones so big. Fondling and rubbing them, I lift them a little, surprised by how heavy they actually are, Pamela watching me as I explore her mounds.







 “Pull down my bikini bottom, Jake,” Pamela says in a low voice.







 My hands sliding from her breasts and down her sides, I grab the spaghetti strings on each side and start to wiggle it down, the mound of her mons peeking out at me as I pull them, a small tuft of soft-looking hair crowning her pubis, the raw sexuality of this stunning MILF making my cock hurt with lust.







 Pulling further, Pamela opens her legs a fraction for me and I slide the bikini bottom down, revealing the hood of her clit, almost submerged between two swollen lips, soft and hairless, a glisten to them apparent.







 The bikini bottom falling to the floor, Pamela kicks them aside, now standing before me perfect and fully naked. Her pelvis thrust a little forward, the sexy musk of her pussy filling my lungs, she watches me with a curious smile as I study her, having never had a chance to look at a real pussy so close before, my instincts liking what they see.







 “Kiss it, jake,” Pamela says in her husky voice, her hands on her hips and her hips thrust forward, my objective right before me.







 Leaning in, I purse my lips bury my face between her legs, kissing her hood, feeling her swollen jellybean clit hiding beneath the soft sheath of skin, the taste unlike anything I’ve ever had but appealing to me.







 “Kiss it some more,” Pamela intones, her hand sliding to the back of my head as she holds me in place, my lips exploring her sex, feeling them get wet as her glistening lust coats them.







 “Use some tongue,” Pamela instructs, her hand running through my hair, her pelvis pushing against my face.







 Poking out my tongue, I test out how best to lick her sex, having never done oral before. Simply licking up and down, I feel the bud of her clit on my tongue and try to focus there, knowing that a woman’s clit is an extra sensitive place, like my knob.







 Licking and kissing her clit Pamela gyrates her sex against my face, alternating between holding and combing my hair with her fingers, a small moan escaping her as she pushes herself against me.







 “Good boy, Jake. Now fuck my pussy with your tongue,” Pamela says, her hand guiding my head a little lower, getting on tiptoe on one foot so as to be better able to press her sex on my face.







 Doing as I’m told, I lick at her slit, pushing my tongue in, darting it back and forth, tasting her pussy deep with my tongue as it slides between her slick walls, my nose buried between her lips as she starts to ride my face, bringing on foot up onto the bed, grabbing my hands and guiding them to her ass as she grinds and bucks on my mouth.







 The warmth of her body and her scent engulfs me as she practically straddles my face, riding me as I hold her ass, rubbing it as I feel it gyrate in my hands, Pamela’s soft skin smothering mine, looking up to see the mounds of her breasts sway as she rubs against me like a cat on a leg, soft moans coming from deep in her throat, her fingers in my hair.







 Grabbing one hand, she guides it silently to her slit, pressing my fingers into her as I understand her request and start sliding them deeper into her, my mouth glued to her clit while my fingers open her sex and penetrate her, the heat burning into my digits.







 Her face obscured from mine as I lap and suck at her slippery clit, pulling her head with my lips before diving back in, I hear Pamela’s breathing getting heavier as she holds my head harder, her fingers curling around my hair and gripping me, her pelvis rocking backward and forward in a more desperate jerking motion, like she’s riding my face to the beat of a metronome only she can hear.







 “
 That’s it, Jake. That’s it,
 ” Pamela breathes as her sex coats my face with her increasing lust, her ass flexing and unflexing under my palm as she thrusts and bucks against me, her other hand grabbing and rubbing at my neck and shoulders, her actions becoming more disjointed as her orgasm swells.







 Feeling the heat of her sex increasing, her juices running down my chin as I lap at her glistening pussy, Pamela holds me tight by the hair, suddenly holding my head very still as she starts to rub herself against my mouth in a frenzy, her pelvis almost a blur as I simply hold on for the ride.







 “
 Don’t move, Jake. Don’t move. DON’T...MOVE…ughh fuck yes! Yes!
 ” Pamela commands as she finishes herself off on my face, a sudden explosion of taste hitting me as her orgasm flows through her, her pussy gushing as her climax shakes her body. Gripping my head, panting and gyrating rapidly on my tongue, her body squeezing my fingers as they feel her walls contracting again and again, her ass rock hard as she flexes, her thighs shaking as she tries to stay upright as her orgasm bends her almost double, her nails clawing into my back as she grips me in the throes of her release.







 With a small tremble, Pamela’s hold of my head and back relax, her hand now stroking my scalp instead of clenching its hair, putting her foot back down to the floor, her pelvis still twitching as she sighs, watching me with a smile as I wipe my mouth with my forearm, my tongue buzzing with her flavor.







 Wiping at her slick pussy and inner thighs, Pamela slips her coated fingers into my mouth, grinning as I happily suck them clean of her lustful juices, our eyes locked together, my cock throbbing urgently as Pamela gives me the sexiest moment of my life, the sheer sexuality steaming from her driving me crazy with animal passion.







 “Take your clothes off, Jake,” Pamela says with a small wave of her hand, watching as I stand and strip off, my clothes quickly hitting the floor.







 Standing before her, my cock throbbing in anticipation, Pamela pushes me back onto the bed, stepping up onto it and sitting herself directly behind me, her hot sex pressed against my butt and her breasts against my back, her warm smooth skin flaring up my senses as she wraps her legs around me, hooking her heels between my thighs, keeping my legs open, my cock a flagpole of lust.







 Reaching around with one hand, her other snaking under my arm and coming up to hold my chest, holding me close to her, her breath on my shoulder, Pamela grasps my cock and pumps it a few times slowly, testing me, my balls rising as her soft hand makes my length tingle with sexual delight.







 Pulling my nipple, she slides her hand down to my balls, cupping and fondling them as she slowly jerks me off, her thumb rolling over my knob on each upward stroke, smearing my pre-come all over my shaft, making her handjob even better, my breathing shallow as I sit there and enjoy the best jerking off I’ve ever received.







 Stroking my cock faster, her grip soft so that she’s sliding over its surface rather than pulling the skin with her pumps, I feel my balls tense, her skills the best I’ve ever received, her warm breath on my shoulder as she watches the show from behind me, the occasional kiss peppering y skin as she tugs my cock.







 Feeling my balls lift in her hand and my shaft swell in her grasp, Pamela pistons up and down on my cock even faster, my head swimming with passion as I try to hold in my orgasm but already know it will be a losing battle, Pamela is just too good.







 With a sudden gasp, I start to pump my hips into her fist, thick ropes of come exploding from my shaft as Pamela milks my cock to perfection, a small chuckle escaping her as I writhe and buck under her touch, my load splashing back down over my crotch and thighs, her hands becoming glued too with my hot load.







 Slowing down but not stopping, Pamela strokes my cock, another chuckle escaping her each time her fingertips graze my knob, making me twitch involuntarily, my post-orgasm nerves turned up to 11.







 The poison momentarily out, I sit there with this beautiful naked MILF pressed against me, the soft skin of her hands teasing me as she continues to play with my shaft and plums, her lips kissing my bare shoulder every now and then. Enjoying the experience, I say nothing, letting her play with my body, loving the fact she is using me as a toy to be teased, my sensitive cock glistening with come and pre-come.







 After 15 minutes or so, I feel my cock start to grow under Pamela’s continuous massage, Pamela feeling it at the same time, her hand squeezing my cock experimentally as she feels it begin to swell again.







 Jerking me off, Pamela soon gets me hard again, my hands rubbing her thighs as I feel my excitement growing again. Fully hard, Pamela unlocks her legs from mine, laying back on my bed, her hands regretfully leaving my cock and balls after so long fondling them.







 Turning to face her, Pamela gives me a smile and then rolls over onto her stomach, her prize-winning ass the immediate object of my attention, her twin mounds perfect and alluring.







 “Kiss my neck, Jake,” Pamela says, her face turned from mine, her hands moving her hair clear of her neck.







 Crawling over her, aroused beyond belief, I lean down and start kissing and nuzzling her neck, her taste sweet and soft against my lips.







 “Lower,” Pamela says, her voice a little muffled as she lays on the bed.







 Doing as she wishes, my mouth roves down a little lower, kissing her shoulders and upper back, exploring her with my lips, Pamela sighing happily as I do so.







 “Lower,” She commands again.







 Kissing down to the small of her back, my face dipping into its arch as I nuzzle and peck my way down, one hand on one glorious cheek to steady myself, Pamela grinding her mons against my mattress, using my bed as a sex toy, my cock throbbing with delight as I watch her body move with such hypnotic fluidity.







 “Lower,” Pamela says again, sounding distant, her face in the blankets.







 Reaching her butt’s cleavage, I kiss and nip at her cheeks, her legs opening as she continues to squirm, her pussy dribbling on my bed as she grinds her swollen bud against it. Feeling risky, I kiss closer to her crack, never having done anything like that before.







 “Lower,” Pamela commands me again, opening her legs wide, her pink sex on full display, reaching behind herself to spread her asscheeks, revealing her asshole to me, her meaning obvious.







 Excited and nervous, I lean in, kissing her between her cheeks but above her asshole, and slowly make my way down, Pamela sighing and moaning as I get closer to her sphincter. In totally uncharted territory, I inch closer to her muscle, wondering about the taste and discovering her ass cleavage to be as soft and neutral as her cheeks and back, her skin flawless and clean.







 Finally, down low, I mentally prepare myself for I don’t know what, and kiss her asshole, feeling it contract to my touch, Pamela squirming and moaning her approval into the bedsheets, her cheeks pressed on either side of my face.







 Tasting sweet just like the rest of her, I kiss a little harder, lingerie with my lips on her asshole, one of Pamela’s hands sliding behind her to stroke my face and hold my hair, pulling me into her ass.







 My cock absolutely pounding as I eat ass for the first time, I get into it, burying my face between her cheeks and licking her butthole, Pamela grunting with pleasure as her sphincter tightens at my tongue’s teasing, my hands holding her cheeks, my head moving up and down as I lap at her asshole and pussy, her sex absolutely drenching my sheets, her lust overflowing.







 Grinding herself on my mattress, my tongue lapping at her most private of areas, Pamela slides a hand under herself and begins frigging her clit furiously, her fingers spreading her hood, exposing her clit and diddling in rapid swirls, Pamela face down now, panting into the bed as I eat her ass and she gyrates with increasing desperation.







 “
 Ugh! Fuck! Fuck yes! Oh fuck yes!
 ” Pamela yells into the blankets as she starts to come, her pussy drenching my chin with her climax, her pelvis mashing against the bed and her hand, her ass flexing, her cheeks trying to clamp on my face as I keep licking, her trembles passing through her body and into me, her hand holding my head deep in her ass, gripping me as her orgasm shakes her.







 Sighing and moaning, Pamela lets go of my head, her own face still buried in the blankets. Lifting up, I can see how wet the bright pink of her sex is, my sheets drenched with her lust, my cock painfully hard at this display of raw sexuality.







 “Fuck me, Jake. Fuck me now. I want your cock inside me NOW.” Pamela says from the sheets, her legs spreading even wider, the glistening pink of her inner sex an irresistible target for my pulsating length.







 My heart hammering, my first virginity about to be lost, I move up, my hands on either side of Pamela’s ribs, holding myself up, looking down at my twitching cock as I aim it for her pink.







 Reaching behind herself, Pamela grabs my shaft and guides it to her sex, her lips parting and coating my knob in her slick juices, the heat from her body the first thing that I notice as my cockhead sends a million exclamation points to my brain, the feeling utterly incredible as I slowly push my pelvis down and up, impaling Pamela with increasing inches of my rock hard shaft, her body slowly letting me in, my whole body twitching with pleasure as my cock slowly disappears inside her.







 Trying to stay calm, I try out a rhythm, wanting to give Pamela pleasure as I learn to fuck, Pamela turning her head so that I can see her face, a satisfied smile on her lips, her hands grabbing at the sheets, holding them tight as my young cock fills her, my balls slapping against her clit as I plunge, her full ass pressing against my stomach each time I embed myself fully inside her.







 Pumping into her, making the bed rock back and forth to our motion, I get past my initial excitement and start to enjoy the actual fucking, watching how Pamela’s sexy MILF body moves as I piston into her, leaning down and kissing her shoulders at the same time I’m fucking her, Pamela smiling a little more with each kiss.







 “Put it in my ass now, Jake,” Pamela purrs as if it’s no big deal, my head snapping to look at her to see if she’s serious.







 Still pumping into her pussy, I wonder if I’m just supposed to pull out and put it in her butt, my first time proving to be a very experience-rich one.







 Perhaps sensing my momentary hesitation, Pamela slides up, my cock leaving the warmth of her body as she rolls over under me, her large breasts swaying. Spreading her legs wide and lifting them, she looks up at me while I take in her hot MILF beauty.







 Grabbing my cock with a grin, she rubs it against her asshole, coating it in her own slick lubrication, dipping my knob back inside her sex a few times for a little extra.







 Obviously satisfied that her ass is ready, she guides it to her tight muscle, pushing my cockhead against it, her own body moving down, wanting me inside her.







 “Fuck my ass, Jake,” Pamela repeats, letting go of my cock and wrapping her arms around my back, her legs wide and high, like she’s about to cannonball into a pool.







 The eye of my cock pressed to her asshole, I push, her natural lube helping me as Pamela closes her eyes and bites her lip, my fat knob slowly opening her asshole and sliding it, the pressure immense.







 Then, with a pop, I’m inside her, her sphincter gripping my shaft, my knob feeling like it’s practically plugged into her now. Nodding her head, Pamela silently urges me onwards, my hips pushing as I press my cock deeper inside her ass, her body holding my shaft tight.







 Practically fainting from the level of pleasure coursing through my body, I concentrate on Pamela’s face, her eyes opening as my cock finally becomes fully embedded inside her butt. Watching me watch her, she smiles as I start to pump, my length slowly entering and exiting her, my knob always staying inside, almost feeling a little trapped or stuck in there.







 Fucking her ass, Pamela pulls me down towards her, kissing me wetly on the mouth, our tongues immediately attacking one another, her fingers clawing at my back as I pump my hips, filling her asshole again and again with my rigid length, my ecstasy unparalleled.







 My arms snaking under her shoulder and around her thigh, I hold her as tightly as she holds me as I fuck her harder, her body making me lose my self-control as I feel my orgasm start to build, her asshole gripping my cock and milking it, our tongues lashing.







 Breaking off from our kiss, Pamela gives me another order, one that I’ll be only too happy to obey, “
 Come in my ass, Jake. Fill me with your come
 .”







 Holding her tight, I speed up my fucking, my balls tightening and my shaft swelling, our lips once again mashed together, Pamela holding my head to hers, wanting to kiss me as I come, her eyes open and staring into mine as I feel my body start to tremble.







 Grunting and moaning into her mouth, I start to come, my body twitching as my cock pulsates, shooting spurt after spurt of hot come deep into Pamela’s ass, Pamela moaning as she feels my hot load fill her. Holding her tight, my hands gripping her thigh and shoulder, I fuck her savagely at the end, my body no longer under my control as my climax takes over, pistoning and pumping, wanting to get every last drop of my load out and into this stunning MILF trapped underneath me, Pamela holding me just as tight, her legs wrapping around me as I explode within her.







 My cock still throbbing in post orgasm, we continue to kiss, our arms wrapped around each other, the feeling of her body under mine, wrapped around mine and impaled by mine so good that I don’t want it to end, my hips still pumping every now and then, my urge to be inside her still overpowering.







 Eventually stopping to take a few big breaths, the two of us almost kissed out, I lay on top of her, my softening cock still inside her, Pamela stroking my hair while I rub her shoulder, the feeling of a woman’s body still so fresh and exciting to me.







 “Welcome to the non-virgins club, Jake.”







 “Haha, finally,” I answer, looking down into her beautiful eyes.







 “Finally? Are you one of the last ones in your group to lose it?” Pamela asks with a smile, flexing her ass, my cock still inside her, making me moan happily.







 “Yeah. Especially lately. My two best friends got girlfriends recently and it seems like they’re making up for lost time or something.”







 “Aww, poor Jake wants a girlfriend?”







 “Yes please, are you offering?” I say jokingly, but a part of me would love to have a MILF like Pamela for a girlfriend, teaching me how to fuck like a real man.







 “Haha, I’m a little old to have boyfriends, Jake,” Pamela says, her hand stroking my hair, “But I think I’d quite like to have a...
 special
 friend, who can help me with some specific needs.”







 “You mean a Friend With Benefits?” I ask, excited at the thought of having a regular something with Pamela, even if it’s not as my girlfriend.







 “That sounds about right. I think we used to call them fuck buddies when I was younger. So, would you like to be my friend with benefits, Jake?” Pamela says, pulling me closer to her again, her sweet breath mingling with mine, her eyes big and beautiful, the thought of saying no never even entering my mind.







 “Yeah, I’d really like that, Pamela,” I say, my cock twitching inside her with excitement.







 “Great. How long until your parents get home?”







 “Should be at least another hour,” I say, hoping I’m right.







 “Well then, perhaps we should toast our new relationship with some indulging in said benefits,” Pamela says with a grin, gyrating her body, my young libido ready to wake up again any moment.







 Leaning in and kissing her, her sweet taste and warm body driving me crazy, I look forward to all our future fucking as I feel my cock once again start to swell…











END







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











 MILF LANDLADY WANTS MY BODY AS RENT











 Feeling my phone vibrate in my pocket I fished it out and saw my realtor's number on the screen, realizing it must be about that time of year again as I pressed answer.







 “Hello, Jake speaking.”







 “Yes hello, Jake. this is Mandy from Apex Realtors, just ringing to let you know your apartment is due for its annual inspection Tuesday next week, at around 2pm.”







 “Thanks, Mandy.”







 “Also, this is your advance warning that your Landlord will be present during this inspection, as per bylaw 27.”







 “The Landlord as well? She’s not getting ready to evict us is she?” I ask half-jokingly, my Landlord having accompanied the realtor during inspections a few times now.







 “I really couldn’t say, Jake,” Mandy answers, “You don’t have to be present for the inspection as we have our own keys, but you are of course welcome to monitor and ask the Landlord anything you wish.” Mandy finishes, before hanging up with a quick ‘have a nice day’.







 Don’t HAVE to be present? Not a chance I’d miss out on seeing my Landlord, Michelle, who is actually a Landlady, considering she’s a total MILF babe. I’ve only met her a few times during the 4 years my girlfriend Sarah and I have rented this place, but each time she left a lasting impression, thoughts of her remaining in my head for weeks at a time afterward, almost all of my jerking off featuring Michelle for the duration.







 I work evenings so I’m usually home during the day whereas Sarah works normal hours and usually isn’t home for our inspections, but I send her a text anyway letting her know about next week, before adding it to my calendar. We’re a pretty clean couple anyway but it’s always nice to give the place a bit of a once over the day before the inspection, although we’ve always paid our rent on time and don’t have any pets so I’m pretty sure the realtors have us in the ‘easy’ basket back at their offices.







 The next week goes by fairly uneventfully and I find myself looking in the mirror an hour or so before Michelle and the relator are due to arrive, wondering if I look good, and debating whether or not a should wear a shirt with shorter sleeves to show off my arms, realizing that I’m keen to impress Michelle and chuckling to myself as I feel my partially swollen cock through my pants, my cock being in a state of semi-readiness all day in anticipation of the busty MILF that’s going to visit.







 Feeling a little guilty that I’m trying to peacock for another woman when I’m already spoken for, I change my jeans into the ones that I think make my cock look fatter, changing my shirt too and once again looking critically at myself, laughing at myself for acting like I’m a virgin about to go on his first date and keeps second-guessing himself.







 Finally satisfied that my appearance is sure to get Michelle so soaking wet that she’ll fuck me right there in front of the realtor, I grab a cold drink and sit on the couch to wait out the clock, no plans before work other than the inspection.







 After what feels like hours, there’s a light knock on the door and I spring up from the couch, adjusting my cock for maximum effect and opening my door, a small, mousey woman standing there and smiling, and Michelle standing behind her, a summer dress on, cinched tight around the middle, her massive rack barely covered by the light-colored fabric, her cleavage deep and alluring, a big friendly smile on her lips.







 “Hi! Please, come in,” I say, standing aside to let them enter.







 “Thanks, I’m Jill,” Says the mousey woman, looking around as she enters, “And I believe you already know your Landlord, Michelle?”







 “That’s right. Hi again, Michelle,” I say, my eyes unable to help but dart to her chest every few seconds, their draw just too powerful.







 “Hi, Jake. Wow, this place looks very clean,” Michelle says with a smile, coming in to give me an unexpected hug, her large breasts pressing into me as her warmth and sweet scent envelop me. Although lasting for only a second, I immediately put it away in the spank bank for enjoying again and again later.







 Walking slowly, perhaps putting on a bit of a show as the Landlord is with her, Jill makes her way through the house, a clipboard in her hand as she ticks things off, making sure we haven’t let the apartment fall to ruin during Sarah and I’s tenancy.







 Walking behind them, I enjoy the view of the back of Michelle, the fabric of her light, gauzy dress clinging to her shapely ass, her legs tanned and smooth as she makes her way around, her narrow waist and buxom hips making her femininity obvious, a real hourglass figure, unmistakable woman.







 Bending over in front of me to inspect a piece of the floor, Michelle’s rump is suddenly proffered before me, making my cock twitch as I all too easily imagine grabbing her dress and lifting it over her ass, pushing her underwear to one side and plunging my fat cock deep inside her, my hands holding her by the ass as I take her right here, right now.







 Looking back at me over her shoulder I swear Michelle knows perfectly well what she’s doing as she smiles, Jill oblivious as she continues to look for marks and stains, Michelle’s eyes flitting to my growing bulge for a fraction of a second, her smile getting wider as she sees the change happening in my jeans.







 Feeling the growth down there and knowing I’m about to go from trying to look sexy to simply standing in front of two women with an obvious erection, I put the kitchen counter between myself and them, Jill still inspecting and Michelle giving me a knowing look, shaking her head and smiling to herself before she follows Jill.







 Following them, but not as closely, one hand now in a pocket holding my cock close to my body, my shirt now feeling too small as it has no boner hiding qualities, I listen to the two of them make small talk, check the smoke alarm and a few other mundane tasks.







 The inspection done, Jill and Michelle make their way to the front door, Jill obviously satisfied with the condition of the apartment, her clipboard now under her arm. About to bid them good day, Michelle seems to suddenly remember something and asks if she can talk to me for a few minutes.







 “Sure,” I answer as casually as I can, a boner barely restrained in my jeans.







 “Well, I’ll make my way back to the office then,” Jill says, bidding us both good day and making her way to the stairs, Michelle slipping back inside from the door and closing it with a quiet click, me standing before her, my cock pulsing as I realize I’ve never been alone with her before.







 “Firstly, Jake, a genuine thank you for taking such good care of my place, it’s honestly appreciated,” Michelle says, her back leaning against the front door, almost like she’s trapping me inside with her, a small thrill of sexiness running through me as I imagine being her sex slave or something.







 “Hey, no problem,” I answer, “And thank you for being so reasonable with the rent,” I say, also genuinely, Michelle having not gouged us when many other landlords would have.







 “Well, when you get such nice tenants you don’t want to spoil the relationship,” Michelle says, pushing herself forward off the door, her breasts jiggling as she does so, taking a step or two towards me, “But I’m afraid I do have a little bit of a problem at the moment, Jake.”







 “Oh?” I say, preparing myself to be given notice, and feeling how much I don’t want to leave now that it appears I’m going to have to.







 “Yes, you see, I own a few properties and I’m never worried about anything like where my next meal is coming from, but I do find all the men in my life are either old men or male golddiggers, or a combination of both and frankly I’m just sick and tired of dealing with them.”







 “Ok,” I answer, wondering where this going.







 “So,” Michelle continues, coming a little closer, her eyes twinkling as they lock with mine, “All I want, is to be able to be given a good, hard fucking every now and then from a nice boy. A nice boy like
 you
 , Jake,” Michelle finishes, her hands coming up and holding my shoulders as she stares into me.







 “Umm. Ahhh. I have a girlfriend, Michelle,” I stammer, stalling for time as my brain tries to catch up.







 “I know. You’re a good boy, together at least four years, never any complaints about fighting from the neighbors or anything like that. I’m not here to break up your relationship, Jake, I’m simply wishing to make you an offer, one which would give Sarah and yourself more freedom. Would you like to hear it?”







 “Umm, I mean. Ok?”







 “My gut tells me I can trust you, Jake. You’re a good boy, I’ve noticed you looking at me with sexual hunger in your eyes. Honest, sexual hunger. Not at what I could buy you, simply the urge to fuck me. Am I correct?”







 “Well, I mean…”







 “Purely hypothetically: if you were single, would you like to fuck me, Jake? Would you like to feel my mouth as it wraps around your rock-hard young cock? Be honest.”







 “Her words making my heart hammer and my cock throb even harder, I nod my head.







 “You find me sexually desirable? You like the idea of me naked and riding you, my breasts bouncing as I impale myself on your long, fat shaft?” Michelle continues, her hands holding my shoulders, her eyes boring into mine, her words seeming to have an effect on her as much as me, with her squirming and pressing her thighs together as we stand there.







 Again, I nod my heart, my heart now in my throat, and reducing my ability to speak in more than a choked squeak.







 “Ok then, so, you happen to
 not
 be single though, so sex for desire would be naughty, but how about as a transaction? Obviously, it would be hard to get sex from a man that has no desire for me as I require a stiff cock, not a soft one, so there’s nothing wrong with your desire as it is just helping you to better provide a service. What I suggest is, in return for the use of your body, not your emotions which belong to Sarah of course, but for the use of your body, I declare your rent to be nill?”







 “We...we have sex and you won’t charge us rent?” I say, trying to simplify Michelle’s business-speak.







 “Crudely, yes. Your heart and soul are for Sarah, and I respect that. I simply want to hire the use of your body every now and then, to scratch my itch, without fear that the man that’s connected to the body is secretly scheming to steal from me or use me. I believe you’re the best candidate for the job, Jake.” Michelle explains, her hands going from my shoulders and to my sides, her fingers squeezing my arms as she slides over them. Unable to help myself, I flex a little as she does so, Michelle smiling as she feels my youthful strength.







 Looking at her, her deep cleavage beckoning to me, I give serious thought to her offer. I’ve never cheated before, not on Sarah or any girlfriend before her, but is this cheating? If I get a donut from the bakery instead of always eating Sarah’s food is that cheating? Michelle makes it very clear that this is simply me scratching her itch, the itch just happens to be in her pussy and the finger to scratch it is my cock.







 Probably hearing my gears turning in my head, Michelle’s hands slip from my sides to my bulge, her hand caressing my shaft through my jeans, making me tremble with pleasure, the first time anyone other than Sarah has touched my cock in about 5 years.







 “I’ve seen how your body reacts to mine, Jake. I can
 feel
 how your body reacts to mine right now, haha,” She says, her fingertips trailing up and down my shaft, my willpower rapidly dissolving.







 “Would you like to feel how
 my
 body reacts to yours?” Michelle says, not waiting for an answer but instead, pulling up her dress with one hand, exposing her shapely thighs, while her other hand takes one of mine and guides it to her sex, the heat from her pussy absolutely incredible, my fingers feeling the dampness of her underwear, her pussy dribbling with lust, her inner thighs coated in her slick need.







 Taking her hand away, I can’t help but keep my hand pressed to her sex, the soft lips of her pussy feeling so good as I lightly stroke them through her saturated panties.







 “You see? Two adult bodies that feel mutually attracted to one another,” Michelle says, stepping even closer, her breasts inches from me, “
 Your
 cock wants
 me
 , and
 I
 want
 your
 cock,” Michelle breathes in a low husky voice, her tone pressing some button deep inside me, my lust increasing by the second.







 An image of Sarah flashing through my head, I take my hand reluctantly from Michelle’s soft, warm sex. Every fiber of my body wants to take this MILF right now but Sarah has always been good to me, my cock pulling me in one direction and my conscious trying to tug back the opposite way.







 “This struggle I see you going through, Jake?” Michelle purrs, the fingertips of both her hands trailing along the top of my belt back and forth, “This is
 exactly
 why I chose you for this. You’re a good person, and I know I can trust you. I just need your body Jake, I need your body to help make me feel better, I have such frustration
 deep
 inside me.”







 Her hands going to my belt buckle, she starts to slowly unclasp it, “Just tell me to stop, Jake, and I will,” Michelle says, her voice like honey, her knees bending as she lowers herself to the floor.







 Watching her sink down and knowing what’s about to happen, a battle rages inside me, my willpower and my lust locking horns, my mouth silent the entire time, knowing I should say something but also being unwilling to make a sound, Michelle’s eyes penetrating mine as she gets to her knees, her hands pulling open my belt and now unbuttoning my jeans, each button released making my tent poke out more, my cock eager to be free of its fabric prison.







 “Just tell me no, Jake,” Michelle says one last time as I stand there, immobile except for the pulse of my cock, her hands having opened my jeans and now grabbing the band of my boxers.







 Watching her, I don’t say yes, but tellingly, I don’t say no either, Michelle’s hands sliding down, pulling my underwear with them, my cock springing free, my balls full and heavy. Pulsing, my cock points at Michelle, thick, hard, and ready for her.







 Still staring up at me, Michelle’s fingertips graze and stroke my shaft, feeling my size, fondling my balls, making my body twitch with pleasure, the first hands on my cock other than Sarah’s in so long.







 Wrapping a soft hand around my shaft and pumping, Michelle opens her mouth and leans in, still staring at me, as her lips engulf my knob, making me grunt involuntarily, the anticipation meeting the reality and feeling even better than I had dreamed, her soft lips sealing around my shaft, her tongue rubbing the underside of my knob as it pulsed in her mouth, her hand slowly stroking me as she works herself deeper onto my fat length.







 Trembling with pleasure, I stand there as my MILF Landlord impales her mouth on my cock, her other hand playing with my balls, her eyes locked with mine, the pure sexiness of her stare as she sucks my cock driving me wild.







 Feeling a dam inside me break, I reach out and stroke her hair before holding her head, pumping a little into her mouth as she sucks on my pole, her eyes smiling as she sees me succumb fully to her plan, my lust overriding all else inside me.







 Getting into it, Michelle takes my cock deep, grabbing my thigh as she starts to deepthroat me, her chin resting against my balls, my hands holding her hair, my pelvis jerking into her, fucking her throat.







 A hand snakes under Michelle’s dress and she starts to frig herself as she blows me, her hand rubbing rapidly against her clit, moans escaping her throat as my cock stuffs it again and again.







 My balls tensing, I feel my orgasm approaching, the swelling of my cock letting Michelle know too, a muffled, “A-hmm! A-hmm!” escaping her, telling me to let it go, her head bobbing faster as she goads me to orgasm.







 With a grunt, I start to come, blasting my load deep down Michelle’s throat, her mouth wrapped around my shaft and sucking hard, making me shake with pleasure as my cock pulses with each spurt, my hands holding her on my pole, fucking her face, Michelle moaning with pleasure with each squirt of my come, swallowing it all.







 Gasping, Michelle takes my still twitching cock from her mouth and kisses it, purring deep in her throat, her hand still frigging away at her sex.







 “That was perfect, Jake,” Michelle says, stroking my slippery cock, squeezing the last drop from my shaft, and licking it up greedily.







 Feeling so much lighter, I look down at Michelle, still obviously in need, her hand practically a blur, and know I need to finish what I’ve started. Guiding her to lay down on my soft, warm carpet, I get between her legs and grab her dress, lifting it over her pelvis, the damp patch of her lust prominent on her white cotton panties.







 Spreading her legs wide, Michelle now looks as excited with anticipation as I was, smiling happily as I stare at her, my hands sliding up her legs slowly, teasing her as I grab her underwear and deliberately take my time pulling it down, the bump of her mons smooth except for a small triangle of soft downy hair, glistening with her lust.







 Tossing her soaked underwear to one side, I continue to watch her watch me as I lower myself between her legs, our eyes locked as I begin kissing her thigh just above the knee and work my way up, the bright pink of my intended target spurring me on, my body still fully aroused with lust for this MILF even if my cock needs a quick moment to recharge.







 The sweet musk of her sex filling my nostrils, I kiss further along up her inner thigh, Michelle watching me over the swell of her breasts, my hands sliding up and down her smooth skin as I kiss around her sex, teasing her, making her squirm and gyrate her pelvis, trying to land my mouth on her glistening slit.







 Suddenly, I lock my mouth to her sex, sucking her hood, clit, and lips, my tongue lapping wetly at her, tasting her, my attack on her sex making her grunt with ecstasy, her thighs trembling as I overload her pussy with pleasure.







 Backing off, I go slow and build up, fucking her with my tongue, tasting her deep, Michelle’s hands slipping through my hair and holding me, her pelvis rotating and grinding against me, her legs wrapping around my back, holding my face between my legs, my mouth a captive to her pussy prison.







 “
 Mmm fuck yes. Eat this pussy. Eat this fucking pussy. Yeah. Yeah, suck my cunt, suck my fucking cunt,
 ” Michelle growls through clenched teeth, her eyes now screwed shut and her head thrown back, her hands gripping my hair like a vice, her sopping sex drenching me in her need as I eat her out.







 “
 Mmm,
 ” I moan into her sex as I lap at her juices, feeling the heat in her pussy rise and her gyrations becoming shakier and more urgent, her constant litany of smut talk becoming more and more like a continuous growl as Michelle powers closer to her climax, my face trapped happily between her legs, her soft, wet sex smothering my face as she grinds herself on me with abandon.







 “
 That’s it. Don’t you stop. Don’t you dare fucking stop. Yes, suck it! Suck it!
 ” Michelle growls, pumping her pelvis up and down, swiping at my tongue with her sex, her body trembling.







 “
 Ah! Ahhh fuck! Ah fuck yes you bastard! You fucking bastard!
 ” Michelle yells as she starts to come, her body vibrating as her legs go stiff around me, her sex contracting around my tongue, her hands seeming to be trying to pull my face
 into
 her body as she grinds against me in a frenzy, bucking and jerking on the carpet, her toes curled and her teeth clenched as she swears and growls her way through wave after wave of climax, with me holding on as best I can, sucking her clit and making her jolt as I prolong her orgasm as long as I can.







 Finally, shuddering and panting, Michelle bubbles to a stop, her chest heaving as she catches her breath. Getting to my knees between her legs, I show Michelle my raging cock, the utter turn-on of watching her come so hard having woken him fully, pulsing in my hand.







 Moving up, I press my cock against her drenched sex and ease myself into her, Michelle still not recovered from her orgasm, groaning in overload as my fat cock fills her hyper-sensitive pussy.







 Pumping into her, I work my length inside her hot sex, my balls slapping her ass, and her chest heaving with each pump. Wrapping her arms around me, Michelle closes her eyes and opens her mouth, unable to speak as her raw sex gets fucked, one arm holding myself aloft above her, the other cupping her ass, my thighs and pelvis gyrating as I have my way with her, mad with arousal.







 Grunting with each thrust into her, I can see Michelle enjoying the sensation of this young man taking her, scratching her itch with my fat cock, with me enjoying the look of powerless contentment on her face as I piston into her, seeing her eyes rolling up in pleasure under her eyelids, her mouth a slack O as she succumbs fully to me now.







 Starting to moan louder, I feel my load building, Michelle’s nails clawing at my back as she senses it too.







 “
 You want my come, Michelle? You want my hot load inside you?
 ” I say, watching her face contort with pleasure.







 “Yes, Jake,”
 Michelle says, barely above a whisper, too busy taking my cock to be able to respond properly.







 “Tell me,”
 I say, wanting to hear this hot MILF beg for my come.







 “
 I want your come, Jake,”
 Michelle pants, a little louder, her eyes still closed and rolling.







 “Louder,”
 I say, my balls rising and my cock swelling.







 “Give it to me, Jake fill me with your come, I want it inside m-”







 “Ugh! Ugh!”
 I start to exclaim as Michelle’s words send me over the edge, coming hard deep inside her, my cock lunging as it shoots my hot load, my hips pistoning as I press balls deep inside her, my cock fully enwrapped by the soft walls of her pussy, milking my shaft as it twitches violently, her pussy just too good.







 Collapsing on top of her, Michelle’s hands running up and down my back as she squirms underneath me, my cock still inside her, I catch my breath, Michelle kissing my skin where it’s close enough to her soft lips to do so, rubbing my leg slowly with one foot, a quiet purr of contentment rolling from her throat as I recover.







 Getting back onto my knees, I help Michelle sit up, both of us spent and happy, my cock hanging between my legs, glistening with Michelle’s juices. Looking at her, I break into a smile, unable to help myself. That was some of the most impassioned sex I’ve ever had, the feeling of pure animal need as opposed to the usual ‘having sex simply because it feels good and you’re kinda horny’ so strong and a little surprising.







 Seeing me smile, Michelle smiles back. “I knew you were the perfect choice, Jake. That was
 exactly
 what I needed, thank you.”







 “Thank
 you
 ,” I counter with a grin as we stand up, Michelle grabbing her underwear and slipping it back on.







 “And thank
 you
 too,” Michelle says, leaning down to blow my cock a kiss, before trailing her fingers down my length one more time.







 Walking slowly to the door with Michelle, my ass bare, we stop as Michelle turns.







 “So, instead of paying rent every month with money, how would you prefer to pay every month with something similar to what we just did?”







 “Sounds great Michelle, although I wonder if the realtors want a client that gives them no rent?” I answer, wondering about how this would actually work regarding the numbers.







 “That’s all easily sorted with a few bank accounts, Jake, let me worry about the logistics,” Michelle says, stepping close, “You just focus on keeping that big fat cock of yours ready for battle, ok?” Michelle finishes with a smile, giving a shaft a playful tug.







 “Sir, yes, Sir,” I answer with a grin as she opens the door and with a final wave makes her way to the stairs, with me being careful not to stand there with my cock out too long in case a neighbor chooses that moment to leave their own apartment.







 Closing the door and fetching my pants, I think happily about my immediate future and how it’s going to contain more money, but especially, how it’s going to contain lots of great sex with a ravenous MILF!







END







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



 







 CAMPING WITH THE MILF












 You’d believe in 2020 they couldn’t possibly have gotten the weather report so wrong
 , I think to myself as I watch with increasing unease the dark and thunderous clouds rapidly approaching, blocking out the sunlight and making it look like mia-afternoon rather than the sunny lunchtime it actually was 20 minutes ago.







 All but guaranteed a great weekend weatherwise, I look around my campsite as I feel the temperature dropping and assess my situation.







 My small one-man tent looks less than adequate for the oncoming storm, but it is sturdy and made of thick canvass, well able to keep me dry and out of the wind through just about anything, although I’m not looking forward to being cramped up inside it for the duration of the bad weather. My carefully built fire all but doomed unless I try and built a makeshift shelter for it, I look above and around, seeing if any of the trees contain branches likely to fall, but luckily the clearing is good and I cross off falling limbs as one less thing to worry about.







 I entertain the idea of making the 2 hours plus (in good conditions) hike back to my car but dismiss it immediately, it being much smarter to stay here where I know it’s relatively safe rather than trekking through muddy tracks with a heavy backpack and what will probably be poor visibility, every tree a potential killer.







 With not much more I can do but wait for it to hit, I boil up more water and cook a little food, using the fire’s heat while I still can before hunting around for likely logs and sticks to build a weather protector for the fire.







 Over the next hour or so, I construct what basically amounts to a lean-to over the fire, angled in what I think is the direction the rain will hit. I set this up in my mind like a little challenge, the target is to keep the fire alive through the storm. Chewing my lip, I study my work, and, satisfied I’ve done all I can, sit down to eat, the gloom now getting to the point that reading would be awkward without a light of some kind.







 With distinct thuds, I hear the first few droplets of water hit the loose dirt of the campsite, soon joined by a dozen of their brothers, a moment later the proverbial heavens opening, pounding the earth with water and reducing visibility to a hundred yards a best, the fire looking brighter and brighter as the light drains from the sky.







 Sitting cross-legged in my tent, open and staring out at the weather, I grab my before-bed book from beside my sleeping bag and open it up to my bookmark, still looking outside, guessing whether or not my fire shelter is going to work, the rain getting heavier, literally, each drop now a small grenade of water, darkening everything it touches.







 Turning on my lamp, the inside of the tent becoming a small cave of warmth and dryness, I fall into my book, the sound of the pounding on the thick canvas actually quite soothing as it fades into muffled background noise, my eyes following the lines of text before me.







 “Eh?” I say out loud, looking up from my book, sure I heard a voice somewhere amongst the din of the rain and the wet crackle of the fire as it fought against the encroaching water.







 Assuming it was probably one of a million other things, I go back to my book, the chapter approaching its finale, the rush of words urging me back.







 “
 Hello?
 ” I hear called out from somewhere outside the tent, the rain distorting the sound, making it feel like it could have come from any direction.







 Leaning forward onto my palms, I look as far to either side of the tent as I can without drenching my head, squinting as I stare in vain into the downpour. “Hello?” I call back in what I hope is the right direction into the sodden gloom.







 “Yes hello!” Calls a voice immediately, female in tone, off to my right, “I can smell smoke!”







 Unable to imagine how drenched someone out in this weather must be, I call back, picking up a couple of small pots, “Come to the noise!” and start banging them together, their small tinny rings hitting the wall of water.







 “Oh my God thank you!” Says a woman as she materializes out of the rain, absolutely saturated to the bone, one hand shielding the worst of the water from her eyes, ducking down close to my opening, hiding her head under the small canvas overhang.







 Even drenched with her hair glued to her head, I can still see immediately how beautiful she is, a total MILF somewhere in her 40’s, caught in the rain from the looks of it considering she’s only wearing shorts and a white tank top, the fabric see-through with rain, the fact she had decided to not wear a bra today extremely obvious, the dark circles of her areola’s prominent, the stiff buds of her chilly nipples tenting her top.







 Trying not to stare at this sudden busty beauty’s large and basically exposed breasts, I grab my only towel and hand it to her, laying out my weatherproof jacket on the floor of my tent so she can enter from the rain without drenching my sleeping bag and other items.







 “No problem,” I finally answer as I watch her dry her face, her boobs jiggling under her painted-on top as she does so, sitting with her knees up on my jacket, trying not to touch anything else and make it wet.







 “I’m
 so
 sorry for this!” She says as she gestures to my increasingly wet towel as she dabs at herself, “I’m Danielle by the way, crasher of campsites,” She adds with a smile, her eyes twinkling, a hand extended.







 Taking her hand, soft and a little cold, I shake it gently, “Jake,” I reply, introducing myself, “Did you get caught by surprise by the weather too?”







 “I’ll say,” Danielle answers, before telling me her story, about how she was an hour or so from her own campsite when the rain hit, her winding trail soon obscured beyond navigation, becoming lost and cold, her outfit based on the sunny day she had left her campsite in before she had fortuitously smelled a campfire and had made a beeline for it.







 “Sorry, I didn’t think I’d be seeing anyone else and was feeling a little wild and free, y’know, so I left the bra in my bag,” Danielle explains, the worst of the water taken by the towel but her top still soaking and seethrough.







 “Haha, you don’t have to apologize for that, Danielle,” I say, trying not to stare too hard, “A half-naked beautiful woman appearing at my tent usually only happens in my dreams,” I add, my cock starting to grow in my own shorts, my book covering my lap and hopefully my rapidly developing second tent.







 “Thank you for the compliment, Jake,” Danielle smiles as she rubs the towel on her hair.







 “I have spare clothes you can wear if you want. The towel can only do so much for your own wet ones,” I say, turning a little to grab a small bag of clothes and picking a few things out, “Shirt and shorts? They’ll be baggy on you but dry at least.”







 “That’s really nice, Jake,” Danielle says, putting down the towel on my jacket and grabbing at the hem of her top, before peeling it wetly from her body, her breasts now bare and exposed fully to me, my cock twitching as I watch them sway and wobble as she leans forward, wringing the top out onto the ground, my mouth dropping open as I stare like a teenager seeing his first boobs, her matter of fact way of doing something as non-sexual as wringing out a top somehow one of the hottest things I’ve ever seen.







 The top wrung out, she takes off her shoes and socks, squeezing the socks free of most of their water before she wriggles out of her shorts and does the same thing after pulling them from her long, shapely legs, wringing them out, her white panties practically see-through.







 Watching, amazed by the view, Danielle grabs her panties and is about to pull them down when she happens to glance over at me and sees my dumbfounded look, her own eyes opening in shock.







 “Oh my god! I’m so sorry Jake! I’m so used to camping alone I totally spaced. What must you think of me?” Danielle says, covering her chest with palm and forearm.







 “No, no, I shouldn’t have been staring. It’s just that...wow...you’re absolutely stunningly hot, Danielle,” I say, before turning my face and holding out my spare clothes, “Please, finish up, I won’t stare.”







 “Thank you, Jake,” Danielle says as I hear her peeling her wet panties from her body, the towel rustling as I assume she dabs at her ass and sex with it, drying her most private of areas. “I actually don’t really mind, to be honest. They’re just boobs, half the world has them after all.”







 Unable to help myself, I glance over just a little, the temptation of seeing this total MILF babe naked, even if just for a fraction of a second too great to resist.







 On her knees, her legs spread and facing away from me, Danielle is patting at her sex with the towel, her other hand spreading her ass just a little as she dries herself, the towel moving away and letting me see the bulge of her pussylips for just a moment, her slit outlined against



The pale background of the outside rain







 Looking over her shoulder, our eyes meet for half a second and she smiles, my own embarrassment at getting caught making me look away, the image of her pussy burned into my brain, having a naked MILF babe in my tent about the last thing I was expecting.







 Slipping into my spare clothes, Danielle pats my leg, “There we go, nice and dry. Thank you, Jake.”







 Looking back at her, my top is huge on her, loose and flowing, but her pert nipples are still creating two unmissable beacons, their sway still alluring as she gets comfortable in my shorts with no underwear, the loose legs allowing me to see right up as she crosses her legs, flashing her beaver at me, making my cock double its efforts to throb out of my own shorts.







 Grabbing the towel and attacking the last of the moisture in her hair, Danielle gives me a warm smile, both of us sitting and facing each other in the small confines of the tent, its roof barely a few inches above our heads.







 “I really do appreciate this, Jake.”







 “No problem, “ I say truthfully, happy to help.







 “Sorry for making you uncomfortable,” Danielle adds.







 “What? No, I’m not uncomfortable,” I protest.







 “Haha, you’re sweet, but yes you are, Jake. A woman crashes your tent and gets naked, I can see you fidgeting, not knowing where to put your eyes.”







 “I don’t want to be a perve is all,” I answer, “You’re kinda vulnerable, I didn’t want to make
 you
 uncomfortable.”







 “It’s not perving, Jake, it’s human. If you’re attracted to me, then you’re attracted to me. And if you are, I certainly don’t mind, a young handsome man like yourself looking at my naked body when you think my back is turned,” Danielle says with a smile, bringing the earlier moment between us back to the forefront of my brain.







 “I was just looking, but I...uhh…” I say, trailing off, not having any real excuse other than that Danielle is hot and I wanted a look.







 “Exactly, and that’s perfectly fine with me. I think you’re very handsome Jake, and I’m getting a little excited that my body could create such a nice change in yours,” Danielle says, her eyes dropping to my crotch and my badly concealed tent.







 Turning a little red but not bothering to protest, I can see now that I’m sharing a tent with a no-nonsense woman, her smile hungry as she slowly looks back up from my pounding cock and locks eyes with me.







 “I want to say thank you to you, Jake, for being so nice to me, by making
 you
 feel very nice. Would you like that? Would you like me to make you feel...
 very nice?
 ” Danielle says, biting her lower lip, her eyes staring deep into mine, my heart hammering as anticipation starts to boil inside me.







 Nodding my head, I watch as Danielle leans forward until her hands are flat on my sleeping bag, leaning into me, a devilish smile on her lips, slowly coming in closer until her mouth is brushing my ear sensuously. Licking at my ear slowly, I feel Danielle place her hands on my shoulders and push me to my back, her soft lips kissing my neck and working towards my face.







 Kissing me, but pulling away slightly with a smile every time I try to kiss her back, Danielle teases me as I feel her hands trail over my chest and stomach, grabbing the elastic band of my shorts and tugging them down, releasing my throbbing cock. One hand grazing lightly up and down my shaft, Danielle grabs my shirt and pulls up, guiding me to pull it off, soon having me completely naked underneath her, her bare legs electric where they touch mine, her large breasts swaying and grazing my body through her top as she kisses my face and lips.







 Pumping my cock slowly, Danielle starts kissing and nipping her way down my body, my hand stroking her hair, the other rubbing her arm as she holds herself above me. Throbbing with need, my cock twitches as I feel her warm breath on my cock, her hand going to my balls as her hot lips wrap around my head, sucking and pulling me in deeper into her mouth, Danielle’s tongue swirling around my engorged know, flicking and teasing its eye, making me shudder with explosions of pleasure.







 Looking up, Danielle smiles at me with her eyes as she starts to piston her head on my cock, impaling her face on my shaft, her fingertips stroking the sensitive skin of my balls, our eyes locked, I watch in wonder as this MILF babe devours my length, sucking hard, pulling my cock deeper into her throat, her warmth all around my cock.







 My balls full, I let her know with a look that my orgasm isn’t far away and Danielle responds by sucking me faster, her mouth suction sealed around my girth, milking me rapidly.







 My hands holding her head, I buck upwards, my orgasm close, fucking her mouth as she sucks my cock, gasping faster and faster, wanting my seed deep down her throat now, to fill her with my hot load.







 Gasping, I start to come, my cock spasming inside her as it shoots, spurt after spurt of hot come leaping from my dick and filling her mouth and throat, Danielle swallowing as my balls empty inside her, her head bobbing furiously as she continues to suck, pulling my shaft inside her with her suction.







 “Mmmm,” She purrs as she slowly slides off my cock, licking her lips.







 Panting, I lay there and stare with a happy expression, my balls empty for the moment, my afterglow warm and happy.







 “Don’t want you to get cold though,” Danielle says, crawling up and laying on top of me, her head on my chest, her body filling me with its warmth, my slowly wilting cock pressed against her stomach.







 Stroking and holding my upper arms, Danielle nuzzles into me as I enjoy the buzz in my balls and the feeling of Danielle’s feminine body on top of mine, her scent still amazing even though she should in theory only smell of rainwater.







 The outside world starting to pierce through my attention again, I lay there with Danielle on top of me, dozing almost, the sound of the rain on my tent perfect as we start to breathe in sync, Danielle’s smaller than mine frame rising and lowering as I breathe.







 Stroking her back, I enjoy her body, this MILF that just 30 minutes earlier I didn’t even know existed. Listening to her breathing getting deeper, I can hear her drifting off, possibly finally relaxing after the stress of being trapped outside and wondering if she was ever going to find her campsite? Like a cat perching itself on a warm couch armrest, Danielle appears to have nestled in on top of me for a snooze, her soft curves pressed against me, my hand sliding down her back to eventually rest on her ass, cupping and stroking it as I feel myself start to doze off, the fire still battling to stay lit just outside.







* * *







 Waking up with a small start, I feel wriggling above me, remembering who was with me before I dozed off. Looking down at me with a hungry smile, Danielle wiggles herself out of my shorts, opening her legs to straddle me, her hand reaching behind herself to grab my throbbing cock.







 “I felt him waking up and pressing against me pussy, thought it would be rude to deny him entry,” Danielle purrs as she slides down a little, the soft lips of her sex pressing against my knob, the downy hair of her pubes tickling my shaft as she slides down onto my pole, her slit dribbling with slick lust, allowing me to fill her easily.







 Grabbing her ass, I guide her up and down my shaft, awake for only seconds but already balls deep in a beautiful MILF, better than any dream I might have been having. Flexing herself, she squeezes my girth with her sex, smiling as she watches me gasp in pleasure at the sudden extra burst of tightness of her already snug little pussy offers, the soft walls of her sex hugging my length in a velvet-vice grip.







 Sitting up, straddling me, Danielle watches me watch her as we fuck, my hands sliding up her top to fondle her large natural breasts, teasing her nipples with my thumb and forefinger, before I need to see them and I start pulling the shirt up, Danielle finishing the job and pulling it off, now as naked as me, rocking back and forth on my hard cock, fully impaled inside her, her amazing tits swaying to the rhythm of our fucking.







 Pulling her down, I grab her ass and piston up into her, holding her soft body against mine, kissing her deeply, Danielle responding, our tongues fighting each other wetly, the slap of our sex filling the tiny warm tent.







 Holding her and rolling over, I end up on top, Danielle’s legs spread as I thrust into her, pulling her thighs up, helping me get in good and deep within her sex, making her grunt with every thrust as I bury my cock inside her.







 Resting on my hands, I watch her massive tits sway as we fuck, her feminine body driving me wild as my cock aches with lust inside her, gripped by her pussy like it’s trying to jerk me off, holding my cock desperately with each outward stroke.







 Leaning in and sucking her nipples, Danielle moans and holds my head, gyrating her pelvis against mine, helping my cock tickle all her right spots within her. Finding the right angle, feeling her body get wetter as I press it, I fuck her faster, Danielle’s eyes closing and her face flushing as I stretch her pussy with my girth, my balls slapping against her as I fill her with my cock.







 Her nails scrabbling at my back, Danielle starts to claw at me desperately as she moans louder and louder, grabbing my ass and pulling me into her, wanting my cock harder and deeper, our pace reaching a crescendo.







 “
 Oh fuck! Oh fuck yes, Jake!
 ” Danielle starts to gasp as her climax hits, her legs shaking on either side of me as I piston into her, her pussy gushing with lust, my cock slamming into her as her body convulses underneath me in orgasm, the rain pelting the tent, Danielle’s yells of pleasure getting lost in the noise as I feel her sex vibrating around my length.







 Her eyes opening slowly, a broad languid smile on her lips, Danielle strokes my chest and arms as I fuck her, my own orgasm not too far, her legs spread, her face and chest flushed. Seeing my expression, she playfully tweaks a nipple.







 “Are you going to come soon, Jake?”







 “Yeah.”







 “Please don’t come in my pussy, I’m not on the pill.”







 “Ok, I’ll pull out,” I answer, still pumping.







 “Or you could come in my ass?” Danielle retorts with a cheeky smile, wiggling her eyebrows and gyrating her pelvis.







 Having never had anal sex before, I simply stare for a second, not wanting to say something noob like ‘really?’ even though it’s exactly what pops into my head, but Danielle can obviously see that I’m a little stunned and her smile broadens.







 “Go on, Jake. Fuck me in my ass, fill me with your hot young come,” She says, shifting under me so that I pull out of her, my cock throbbing in mid-air now.







 Rolling over, looking back at me over her shoulder, Danielle spreads her legs, rubbing her pussy and smearing her body’s natural lube all over her asshole while I watch, turned on beyond belief by her display, my cock pulsating madly, desperate to be back inside her.







 “Never fucked an ass before, Jake?” Danielle says with a grin.







 Silently, still staring at her puckered offering, I shake my head.







 “That’s sweet. You’re going to really enjoy it, trust me,” Danielle says, grabbing one perfect ass cheek and spreading it, making her asshole an irresistible target.







 Positioning myself, I lean down, aiming my cock for her butthole, my knob pressing against her tight little button and wondering how I can possibly get my fat cock to go through suck a tiny opening.







 “Push it in, Jake, don’t be scared, honey,”
 Danielle purrs to me over her shoulder, shaking her ass a little and making it wobble seductively.







 Pushing harder, I feel her tight asshole resist until suddenly my knob slides inside her, her asshole now gripping my shaft, my knob plugged in her. The intensity of her asshole immediately hits me, so tight, like a fleshy scrunchie wrapped around my shaft.







 “Ooooh fuck yes, Jake,”
 Danielle purrs,
 “That’s it, baby, push it in now, go on.”







 Emboldened, I push my hips forward and down, feeling her tight asshole as it slides further down my shaft as my cock becomes embedded inside her, the heat amazing as it soaks into my length.







 Inside her, I start to piston slowly, the tightness of her ass threatening to drain my balls very quickly, so good does it feel. Leaning down to kiss her neck and shoulders, I work up to a slow but steady pace, looking down and watching enraptured as her ass wobbles with every slap of my body as I bury myself up to the root in her butt.







 Sliding my hands down and onto Danielle’s, I hold her hands below mine, our fingers interlocking as I fuck her faster, trapping her beneath me, impaled by the ass on my fat shaft. Kissing and biting at her neck and ears, I feel my eyes wanting to roll from the level of pleasure her asshole is sending through my body via my cock, my every nerve on fire.







 “
 You want to fill my ass with come, Jake? You wanna fill my ass?
 ” Danielle purrs from beneath me, a smile on her lips as she hears me moan with pleasure, knowing her body has sent me to heaven for the moment.







 Concentrating on fucking, I answer simply, “Yeah.”








  “Go on then, baby, come in my ass, fill me with your hot come. I want to feel you explode inside me,
 ” Danielle whispers just loud enough to be heard above the rain, flexing her asshole and just about knocking me out with pleasure.







 Fucking her faster, knowing this pace won’t last long because it feels too good, Danielle smiles and gyrates under me, encouraging me to come inside her, my cock swelling and my head getting fuzzy as my orgasm barrels towards me.







 With a low bellow, I start to come, my body going rigid as I push myself fully into Danielle’s asshole, my cock jerking with each spray of my come, filling her with my hot load, my hands clenching around hers as I finish inside her, my cock pulsating deep in her ass, stuffing her, my grunts animal-like as I lose myself to the moment, my only concern coming hard and coming deep in this MILF pinned to the ground by my cock.







 Kissing her neck and shoulders, I tremble and buck with aftershocks, my cock still in her as I come down from my climax-high, Danielle gyrating underneath me, stirring my come, making me twitch, my knob now extra sensitive, a low purr coming from her throat as she feels my load within.







 With a final pull, I slide out of her and collapse by her side in the narrow tent, my first time with anal sex the best sex I’ve ever had, the intensity even better than my friends had described.







 Turning and snuggling up against me as the little spoon, Danielle wraps my arm around her and we enjoy each other’s bodies, listening to our breathing and the rain. Eventually, we start to feel the slight chill and I open up and pull the sleeping bag over us, cuddling up beneath it. My balls aching pleasantly, the rain pounding on the tent and snuggled up to a warm body, I start to feel a little dozy again but don’t fight it, happy to enjoy this moment with my eyes closed, Danielle’s perfect ass pressed into my crotch as we spoon.







* * *







 Waking up a little later the first thing I notice is that it’s brighter than it was, the clouds, and therefore the rain, having left, a bright sky once again shining through the tent. Sensing no sign of Danielle I sit up, still naked, and crawl to the opening, seeing her just outside, back in my spare clothes, coaxing my fire back to life.







 “Hello, sleepyhead! I would have left but you don’t have a notepad or anything for me to leave a message on. Young people these days,” Danielle says with a grin, her eyes going to my swinging dick as I stand up out of the tent.







 “You have to go?”







 “Yeah, I really want to check my own tent, hope it didn’t blow away or something.
 But
 , we really should exchange numbers, I’ll have to see you again sometime soon...to return your clothes,” Danielle says, grabbing at my spare shirt, “And maybe say thank you again, in my own special way,” She adds with a cheeky grin.







 “Give me 20 minutes and I’ll pack up and come with you if you want,” I say without thinking, knowing that I just
 have
 to fuck this MILF again, asap.







 “You’d do that?”







 “Of course, gotta make sure you get back ok,” I reply with a grin, my young lust patently obvious.







 “Well, that’s very kind of you, Jake. Assuming my tent is still in one piece when we get there, I’d probably have to invite you in, y’know, to say thank you,” Danielle responds, her eyes dropping to my cock.







 “Deal.”







 Fast forward a little and one ‘thank you’ later, Danielle and I exchange phone numbers, Danielle insisting that it’s only polite she take home the clothes she borrowed so she can wash them, telling me she’ll be happy to drop them off when they’re clean, her hand stroking my cock as she tells me, letting me know that there’s still plenty of fucking for the two of us if I’d like there to be.







 Accepting her offer and saying goodbye, my spare clothes left with her, I start the slow walk back to my car, happy knowing that this certainly isn’t the last I’ve seen of Danielle and her perfect MILF body…







END







 SEDUCING THE MILF MAID IN MY SLEEP











 “Any other clothes for the laundry, Mr. Smith?”







 “No Sandra. And please, Mr. Smith is my Dad, call me Jake,” I say, looking up from my book as Sandra, our maid, stands at my doorway, looking around my room for any errant clothes that might need washing.







 “Ok, but Mr. Smith prefers more formality,” Sandra answers with a smile, referring to my Father, her eyes doing another sweep of my large room.







 “Well when he’s around fair enough, but if he’s not in the room, I’m Jake, ok?” I say lightly. Sandra is twice my age and it makes me a little uncomfortable to have her calling me Mister. Also, she’s a total babe that I would fuck in a second and I want her to become more relaxed around me, her demeanor open and friendly but always very professional in the last 3 months since we hired her.







 “Ok then...Jake,” Sandra says, sounding like she’s testing my name out, as if somehow addressing your employers by their first names is alien to her.







 “There you go,” I say, giving her and receiving in return a big smile, “That wasn’t so bad was it?”







 “No...Jake,” Sandra answers, before picking up the laundry basket and continuing on her search for soiled clothes.







 Watching her plump ass wobble under her dress as she walks away, I fantasize about how good her full cheeks would feel in my hands. Sandra has the kinda body that looks like it was made for spooning, her thick curves and voluptuous proportions begging to be cupped, fondled and fucked. A few times I’ve watched her wiggle as she scrubs dishes in the sink, wanting nothing more than to hug her from behind, pressing my rock-hard cock into her and letting her feel without a word what her body does to me, imagining her lifting her dress and bending over for me, letting me have my way with her right there at the sink, looking out the window as I pound into her, filling her with my load.







 As it was, the reality was much less sexy. Although Sandra’s uniform hugged her body and made her look like she was on the prowl, that was simply a side effect of her curves, her body probably able to make wearing a trash bag somehow sexual. Her actions were always professional, and my light flirting was never reciprocated. Her language was free of innuendo, which is actually pretty hard to do as just about anything a hot woman says to a younger guy like me feels like it's dripping with sexy connotations usually.







 She was always careful when bending over and such, making sure not to proffer herself in a way that might be read as smutty, and so even though everything about her turned me on, she felt sexually as approachable as a block of ice. Friendly, courteous, even kind, but in no way did she ever act like she might have a sexual side, which frankly just made me want her all the more, building her up in my head as some sort of ultimate prize, my cock throbbing for her multiple times a day.







 Sandra would come in for at least a few hours 6 days a week. As far as I knew, we were the only family she currently worked for.







 My parents often weren’t home for long periods of time and I’m an only child, so I genuinely enjoyed talking with Sandra, understanding within myself that I had a bit of a crush on her, many girls my own age being only too happy to throw themselves at me (or my money perhaps), whereas Sandra’s inaccessibility was a fresh thing for me, a beautiful woman that I couldn’t just click my fingers and have on my lap. It was a massive turn-on, my cock spending more time hard when chatting with her than not.







 Sitting on a couch, splayed out and relaxed, I’m talking to Sandra while my folks aren’t home, having invited her to finish folding the washing out here where we can talk rather than in the laundry.







 “So, what else do you have to do today?” I ask, my eyes roving over her body for the millionth time, watching her butt as she bends a little to put another freshly folded piece of linen in a basket.







 “Mr. Smith asked me to tend to the windows today,” Sandra responds, looking at one of the living room's windows, its surface already sparkling clean. Even though I can’t see a speck of dirt on it, I already know that Sandra will dutifully clean each and every one of them.







 “They look like you already cleaned them, Sandra. You could leave early today, Dad would never know.”







 “Oh, I couldn’t do that,” Sandra answers simply, folding another piece of linen.







 Wanting to do nothing more than take the linen from her hands and guide her fingers to my throbbing cock, I can see she’s serious, the thought of doing such a thing not even existing for a flash in her mind.







 “What about after work? Any plans for the rest of your afternoon?”







 “A little shopping, then some reading,” Sandra responds, her sentence somehow turning me on, even though it couldn’t be less sexual.







 “Oh? What are you reading?” I ask, seeing Sandra liven up just a fraction at my question.







 Telling me about this series she’s reading, I watch her expressions become more animated as she forgets herself, at least partially, and chats with me like we’re simply friends, explaining the lore of the series universe and her favorite characters, even slowing down in her folding a few times.







 At some point after a few minutes, she appears to remember where she is and suddenly becomes 100% professional again, making me a little glum, seeing her inner light force itself to dim. I know my Dad can be a real taskmaster, but I’m not him and I want Sandra to feel relaxed around me. Although I am able to admit that’s because I want her to want to fuck me as bad as I want to fuck her.







 Finishing her folding, she picks up the basket and heads quietly for the laundry, our talking for today apparently over, except for a polite goodbye an hour or so later when she leaves.







 Over the next few weeks, a similar pattern makes itself seen where I am able to get over Sandra’s wall of professionalism and see glimpses of the woman hidden behind it, before being politely but firmly escorted back off the premises, my heart racing and my cock throbbing each time.







 Flirting with her, I am always met with deliberate non-understanding, Sandra always choosing the most beige of meanings behind my words, although as a smart woman, she surely understands that I’m hinting that I find her very attractive. If I walked up to her and straight-up asked her to suck my cock, she would surely simply smile, pick up another plate and ask me why I want her to put a chicken in her mouth.







 And yet, and yet. Once or twice, for the briefest fraction of a second, I could swear I saw a glimmer in her eye, a knowing look like I have no idea how much trouble she could be in the sack if she chose to, her body promising heaven while her actions continued to promote professionalism.







 Spurred on by these tiniest of glimmers of hope, seeing that talk was always met with a polite smile and nothing more, I decide to up the ante, where I will ‘accidentally’ show Sandra what I’m packing, my young body athletic and fit, my cock thick and long.







 Soon enough the perfect day arises, both my parents are out and Sandra has let herself in, starting on the kitchen from the sounds of it. Today, unlike most days, I don’t go out and say hi, instead staying in my room, under the guise I had a late night last night.







 Quietly scrolling through my phone for a while, I hear Sandra finish in the kitchen. 9 times out of 10 the next thing she will do is make the rounds of the house, collecting dirty laundry, knowing I have a few minutes, I position myself fon my bed, sprawled and asleep, my naked body uncovered by my sheet except for one leg, like I’ve been kicking it in my dreams. My heart hammering as I think about how I’m about to show Sandra my naked body, my cock lunges from firm to rock hard, pointing at my bellybutton. Setting up my phone and pressing record, I film the doorway so I will be able to see Sandra’s reaction later.







 Stressing that I won’t be able to keep a poker face when she walks in and do a convincing job of looking asleep, I pull a pillow over my face, like I have maybe a bit of a hangover and I’m shielding my eyes from the light spilling through the curtains, too sleepy to get up and close them.







 Hearing her approach, I force myself to relax and breathe slower, like I’m dozing, oblivious to the world. My door is ajar but only a little, Sandra won’t be able to see I’m naked until she’s opened it properly.







 Swallowing nervously, overflowing with excitement and anticipation, I lay there, my face obscured by the pillow as I try to figure out what’s happening purely by sound.







 Knocking softly, Sandra calls my name in a whisper, before I hear the low sweep of the door as it slides over the carpet, then what sounds like a couple of steps before a sharp little breath is taken, her gaze obviously falling on my naked form, my cock so hard and aroused I feel like I could come if she so much as touched it right now.







 More footsteps and the sounds of my dirty clothes being collected from around the room follow, before I hear the door swishing as it is quietly returned to its position, Sandra continuing on her rounds.







 Forcing myself to stay still for a few more minutes, I finally figure she’s busy with the washing machine before I excitedly throw the pillow from my face and grab my phone, dying to know what her reaction was.







 Hitting stop, I then play what I’ve just recorded, luckily getting an ok angle, the door and most of that side of my room in focus.







 Holding my breath and watching, I see as Sandra walks in, the moment she sees my cock very apparent, her hand actually going to her chest as she takes her little ‘oh!’ breath. Getting more and more excited, I watch as Sandra checks my face and then seeing that I’m ‘blind’ goes back to my cock before walking around the room, grabbing my clothes, her eyes
 constantly
 going to my cock, a hungry look in her eyes I’ve never seen before. With all the clothes collected, Sandra walks slowly to my door, staring at my cock, looking at it even as she slides the door closed, her eyes glued to my fat shaft.







 Smiling, I feel my heart hammer, seeing how engrossed she was with my cock, the act of secretly showing her my length somehow being the raunchiest thing I’ve ever done, my cock leaking pre-come as it pulses between my legs, turned on beyond belief.







 Waiting 20 minutes or so, I put on some pants and wander out, acting like I’ve just awoken, grabbing a drink before heading towards the noise of the laundry to say hi like I would normally do, hoping I can suppress my grin that wants to break out, knowing now how much she enjoyed looking at my hard young cock.







 “Morning, Sandra,” I say as I enter the laundry, sipping my drink, Sandra facing away from me, folding clothes.







 “Good morning, Jake. Bit of a sleep-in today?” Sandra replies, turning to give me a smile, her face a little flushed, her eyes skimming over my naked upper body for the briefest of seconds.







 “Haha, yeah I was out of it. I swear you could do just about anything to me while I was asleep and I wouldn’t wake up.”







 Glancing at me to see if I’m being suggestive, I look back at her with a smile, radiating innocence.







 “Well, I hope I didn’t wake you up with the washing machine, Jake.”







 “Nah, you could do a lot more than that to me and I’d never know Sandra,” I say, shoehorning my innuendo in, an idea forming in my head.







 Glancing at me again, probably wondering about the weird terminology, Sandra continues to fold clothes while we chat, the thought constantly in the back of my mind that although she acts like a professional robot, she is in fact a woman, a woman that seemed more than happy to enjoy the view of my thick cock.







 Finishing in the laundry, I leave her alone while she vacuums, the sound not very conducive to letting the conversation flow. Afterward, her chores for the day done, she grabs her bag and gives me a smile as she walks past.







 “See you tomorrow, Jake”







 “See you tomorrow, Sandra,” I reply, already thinking about tomorrow morning and how I’m going to give her another show, seeing as how well received the first one was.







 The next morning I hear Sandra letting herself in and assume the position, similar to yesterday, noticing that Sandra has ignored the kitchen as her first chore this time and appears to be going straight to laundry collection today.







 Setting up my phone, I lay back and listen excitedly, my cock pulsing with need as I hear her approach. Without knocking, Sandra asks “Jake?” in a tiny voice as she opens the door, the carpet swishing once again as it brushes on its underside.







 Not hearing a small intake of breath this time, Sandra’s footsteps are much slower and deliberate, almost like she’s sneaking.







 “Jake?” She says again, in barely even a whisper.







 Ignoring my natural urge to respond to my name, I lay there, breathing slowly, while I feel Sandra close by, her movements disturbing the still air of my room. Eventually, I hear the sounds of clothes getting collected and Sandra quietly exits, her footsteps leading towards the laundry.







 Again waiting for a while, I throw the pillow off my face and grab my phone, keen to see what today’s quieter and longer visit represents. This time as I watch, Sandra’s eyes are straight on my cock from the moment she enters, saying my name quietly as she comes to the bed, her own phone in her hand. Panning up and down my naked body, Sandra either makes a video or takes photos of my cock! Realizing she was doing that as I lay there turns me on even more and my cock throbs angrily, urgent for release.







 Finally getting enough footage, she collects my clothes and, still staring at my cock, leaves. My mouth open, I think about how Sandra, so professional and neutral, was in here just before, filming my naked body for her own uses.







 Wondering, I get out of bed and quietly slip into my pants, heading for the laundry, trying to make no sound, a theory forming in my head.







 Approaching the laundry, I listen carefully, no sounds other than the washing machine tumbling coming from within. Peeking around the corner, Sandra has her back to me, her arm moving like she’s scrubbing a stubborn plate, the lightest of moans coming from her throat. Watching, I realize that she’s staring at her phone, her other hand rubbing her pussy through her clothes, her shoulders slumped as she curls around the center of her pleasure, masturbating to footage of me!







 My heart leaping into my throat, I must make a sound because Sandra’s head flicks and she shoves her phone in a pocket, grabbing a handful of socks and bundling them, turning nonchalantly and giving me a smile, a rose of color flushing her face.







 “G-good morning, Jake,” Sandra says, her interrupted near-orgasm making her teeth chatter.







 “Morning, Sandra,” I reply, knowing that just seconds ago she was diddling herself to thoughts of me making my cock throb in my pants, a tent appearing as I shove a hand in my pocket and hold it at bay, “I didn’t hear you grabbing my clothes again this morning, you’re like a ninja or something.”







 “I hope I didn’t disturb you?” Sandra asks, watching my face closely.







 “Nope. You could have probably jumped on my head and I wouldn’t have known unless you told me later.”







 “Haha, a doubt that, Jake.”







 “Well, try it out tomorrow. I guarantee I’ll stay asleep no matter
 what
 you do to me. Then, the only person who would know would be you,” I say, looking her in the eye, trying to make sure she knows exactly what I mean right now, her flushed face nodding maybe just a fraction.







 Biting her lip, Sandra turns from me and gets back to the laundry, her eyes glossing over my tent as she turns.







 Brimming with excitement, I bid her goodbye later as she leaves, trying to pack as much innuendo as I can as I say “See you tomorrow” to her, Sandra smiling and replying in kind.







 After what feels like an eternity the day finally ends and I go to bed, wondering what the morning is going to bring.







 Waking up early from excitement the next day I pace the house like a bored lion, seeing from the time there are still hours to go before Sandra is due to arrive. Hopping into the shower, I let the hot water run over my body, scrubbing myself raw.







 Drying off, I hop back into my bed and grab a book, reading for nearly an hour before my eyes become heavy and I drift back off to sleep, the sounds of Sandra letting herself in waking me from my light doze.







 Already sporting a fat morning wood, I eagerly push the blanket off myself, exposing my throbbing shaft for her, grabbing the familiar pillow and hiding my face as I hear her do her rounds, her footsteps approaching my bedroom, not giving me enough time to set up my phone.







 Letting herself in, she calls my name softly as she walks over to my bed. Feeling the mattress shift as Sandra sits next to me my heart begins to pound, my anticipation through the roof.







 “Jake?” Sandra says again softly as she places a hand on my chest, the delicate touch of her fingertips making me tremble with lust.







 “Jaaaake?” Sandra whispers as her hand trails down my body, walking its way to my crotch.







 Saying nothing, I lay there still as I feel her hand, tentatively at first, grab my shaft, holding it only by the fingertips as she pumps it a few times, my body twitching in pleasure at her touch. Grabbing it harder, she starts to pump my fat cock, her other hand coming over to rest on my chest, her thumb circling my nipple before it slides down to join her other hand, cupping my full balls and fondling them.







 Her jerking off hand leaves my shaft for a moment and I hear her split in her palm before it’s back on my shaft, pumping and lubricating my length with her saliva, making it feel better than any handjob I’ve ever received before now, her knowledge on exactly how much pressure to apply, the speed to stroke and much more making me gasp as quietly as I can under the pillow.







 Her professionalism with giving a handjob amazing, I feel my balls lifting in her hand, my cock swelling as I feel my orgasm grow. Wanting to enjoy this feeling forever but also unable to help myself, my cock starts jerking as it suddenly erupts, thick ropes of come spurting out as I groan under the pillow, unable to help myself.







 Tugging sensuously, Sandra coerces every last rope of come out of me, feeling them land heavily on my stomach, her other hand rubbing my balls the entire time. Trying to act like a young man coming in his sleep I thrash as little as possible, her skills just too good as I pump into her hand.







 Patting my thigh, Sandra gets off the bed, coming back a second later with what I assume from its feel is yesterday’s shirt, dabbing at my load and wiping me up, cleaning the come from my stomach, grabbing my shaft and wiping it too, making me twitch as the shirt rubs against my now extra sensitive knob.







 Tossing the shirt and my other clothes in the basket, Sandra silently leaves, my wilting cock still a little sticky with come as my chest heaves, the amazingness of what’s just happened still hitting me.







 Getting slowly off the bed, I slip into some pants, my balls aching pleasantly as I make my way to the laundry.







 “Good morning, Jake,” Sandra says without turning around as I enter the laundry, adding softener to the machine and turning it on.







 “Morning, Sandra,” I reply, still perving on her ass as she bends, even though I’ve just blown a load.







 “I hope I didn’t wake you up grabbing your clothes this morning?” Sandra asks, still not looking at me.







 “Not at all, I must have been busy enjoying a really good...
 dream
 ,” I answer, both of us playing the game, knowing exactly what’s going on but doing it within the unwritten and even unspoken ‘rules’ of engagement.







 Finally turning to me, Sandra gives me a smile, “I’m glad to hear that, Jake,” She drawls, approximating about as much open sexuality as she’ll ever show me while I’m ‘awake’.







 Smiling back, I lean against the wall and we start chatting, our conversation flowing and natural, both of us able to compartmentalize the professional side of our relationship against the freshly budding sexual one. With no hint of what went before, our talk is just like it has been at any other time during the last few months, with me hanging out with Sandra as she works, leaving her alone when she’s doing something noisy or requires concentration, not wanting to get in the way.







 “See you tomorrow, Jake,” Sandra says as she grabs her bag and heads for the door.







 “See you tomorrow,” I parrot in return, watching her go.







* * *







 The next morning, naked, sprawled on my bed and slowly stroking my rock-hard anticipation boner, I hear the familiar click of Sandra letting herself in, my heart hammering as I hear her approach. No longer wanting to film our shenanigans I don’t worry about the phone and decide to keep my head
 on
 the pillow, this time opting to cover my eyes with my forearm.







 “Jake?” Comes Sandra’s soft call as she pushes open the door, seeing me displayed once again for her pleasure, this time walking straight to the bed and sitting down next to me gently, placing her hand on my chest and idly stroking me.







 She knows I’m awake, I know that she knows I’m awake, I even get that she knows that I know she knows, but I don’t care, this is so hot!
 I think to myself as I feel her delicate touch explore my young body.







 Shifting on the bed beside me, Sandra’s hands go down my body to my cock, her fingers trailing up and down my shaft, her others tickling my balls, cupping them. Feeling her hair brush against my stomach, a moment later I feel a soft warm suction on my knob, Sandra’s mouth suddenly wrapped around my girth, her hand pumping as she sucks my first few inches, making me shudder with pleasure, my mouth becoming an O as she quickly makes my cock slippery with her saliva, her head bobbing rapidly, her hand fondling my balls in time with her hot slurping mouth and tongue.







 Slowly, I lift my forearm from my eyes a fraction, looking down, Sandra’s face mostly obscured by her hair as she sits on her heels next to me, bent over my lap, her mouth attached to my cock.







 Seeing this stunning MILF
 actually sucking
 my
 actual
 cock drives me over the edge and I gasp as I start bucking uncontrollably, shooting my load in her mouth, her wet tongue swirling around my knob as it spits my semen, feeling her swallow as I unload into her, her hands stroking and playing with my cock and balls, Sandra moaning a little as I fill her mouth.







 Breathing heavy, my forearm back over my eyes, I lay still, Sandra kissing and licking at my spent cock, then kissing my inner thighs, then back over my cock before kissing my stomach, my chest, flicking a tongue over my nipples and kissing my throat, her warm, sensual scent filling my nostrils. Then, with what
 sounds
 like a smile, Sandra kisses me on the lips, her tongue darting out to lick them, her hand stroking my cock, her taste is sweet, more gum than my own flavor, her lips so soft and sensual as they press against mine.







 Unable to help myself and about to break character and kiss her back, Sandra stops just in time, getting up from the bed, grabbing my yesterday’s clothes and leaving for the laundry.







 Barely counting to 10 in my head before getting up myself and slipping into a pair of sweats with no underwear, my cock swinging freely beneath the loose material, I go to the laundry, once again leaning in the doorway and watching while Sandra loads the machine, her ass perfect.







 “Good morning, Jake,” Sandra says without turning







 “Morning, Sandra,”







 “You’re getting up so late, lately,” Sandra says, looking at me, a professional smile on her lips, so recently wrapped around my throbbing shaft.







 “Just been a bit tired, I guess.”







 “I know what you mean, I could do with a sleep-in myself. I hope I didn’t disturb you grabbing your clothes?”







 “Nah, you know me by now, nothing wakes me up when I’m...
 asleep
 ,” I say, dropping my head to look at her through my eyebrows, with what I hope is a cheeky smile on my face.







 “I’m actually just the same, Jake, believe it or not. Once I’m asleep you could do just about
 anything
 to me and I’d never even know, unless you told me afterward.
 Anything,
 ” Sandra says, repeating anything and sending a shiver of lust down my spine, my cock twitching openly in my loose sweats.







 Her sentence hanging thickly in the air, she goes back to loading the machine, a pleasant smile on her face as I stand there, my cock twitching in my pants.







 Remembering that it’s Saturday and Sandra has tomorrow off, I find myself unwilling to wait until Monday for our next rendezvous, this new information rattling around inside my head, wanting her to...I don’t know...quickly go lay down on our guest bed and 10 seconds later I can walk in and fuck her?







 Forcing myself to have a little bit of chill, I take a few breaths, my libido trying to control the conversation but probably doing more harm than good if I were to let it.







 “Day off tomorrow, Sandra. Any plans?”







 “I nice big sleep in, then maybe something after lunch, but mostly looking forward to spending the morning in my bed. Although sometimes I’ll get up early for a coffee, sit on my porch for a while to enjoy it in the dawn before heading back to bed but completely forget to lock my front door…” Sandra says, not looking at me, her shoehorned piece of information raising my eyebrows as my brain receives it.







 “You uh...you gotta be careful Sandra, anyone could walk in,” I say, a small lump appearing in my throat.







 “I know, and with the way I sleep, they could probably do
 anything
 ,” Sandra says, repeating that word again, making me tingle.







 The game set, our talk returns to more normal chat, although the thought of what I’ll be doing tomorrow never really leaves the forefront of my brain. The idea of actually fucking this hot MILF I’ve been crushing on for the last few months making my cock ache with need.







 Eventually, Sandra’s shift is over and she grabs her bag. “See you on Monday, Jake.”







 “Sure thing, Sandra. See you on Monday,” We both lie, our stares betraying our words.







* * *







 Waking up even earlier than my early alarm, I practically spring out of bed, my cock already hard as I head for the shower, scrubbing myself under the hot water in anticipation of this morning’s ‘date’, my cock aching to be jerked off but not touching it, wanting to save it all for Sandra, her thick curves deserving all the cream I can muster for her.







 Clean and wrapped in a towel, I set my phone for her address and study the route like some kind of lovestruck teenager about to meet up with his first girlfriend, checking the roads for traffic and overthinking what is really just a 15-minute drive.







 Dressed and walking to my car, I get in and head for Sandra’s, the drive quiet and uneventful on the mostly empty early Sunday morning streets.







 Pulling up outside her house I check the address for the millionth time, her details recorded when we first employed her. Seeing the number clearly on her house, I get out and walk a little nervously up her drive, the anticipation giving me butterflies as the reality of what I’m doing hits me, the excitement of knowing that Sandra is inside, waiting for my cock.







 Stepping onto her porch, I see an empty cup on a small table, the remains of a coffee on its edge, looking fairly fresh, certainly from this morning. My heart hammering, I put my hand on the doorknob and turn it slowly, the knob turning easily and the door clicking as I push it in gently and open it.







 Stepping inside, I close the door behind me and press its lock, the click sounding very loud in the quiet of her house. Smaller but scrupulously clean, I look around Sandra’s home, the lump back in my throat. Seeing the hallway, I assume the bedrooms must be down there and quietly press forward, walking past several closed doors before coming to one that is slightly ajar, almost like a signal.







 Pushing the door slightly, it opens soundlessly and all nervousness leaves me, the lump in my throat vanishing as pure lust takes me over 100%, the scene before me the most simple and yet the most erotic I’ve ever seen.







 Lying mostly on her stomach, completely naked, is Sandra. She’s hugging a pillow, her arm wrapped around it, a large breast peeking out from under her arm. One leg is lifted, the knee as high as her hip, a totally normal sleeping pose, and yet, with the swell of her ass, her thick thighs so soft and smooth looking, the lips of her sex staring back at me, a slit of pink hiding between them as she presents herself to me, my cock becomes painfully hard in my pants, my libido taking over.







 Standing at the foot of her bed, looking down at the perfection before me, I watch her sleep for a minute, drinking in the pure feminine sexuality of her body, the way the mounds of her full ass flow into her thighs, her narrow waist flowing up to he broader back, her large breast pressed against the hugged pillow, her secret pink, glistening in the low light.







 Breathing heavy, I start to take off my clothes, wanting to be as naked as she is. Stripping off, I climb onto the bed, my hand running over her flawless smooth skin, so soft and delicate. Grabbing her ass and feeling its firmness, running up and down her thighs, straying near but not yet touching her glistening sex.







 Kissing her back, I smooch my way around her upper body, her shoulders, her neck, moving her hair carefully to kiss her earlobe and cheek, my hand slipping to her exposed breast, fondling it, her nipple erect between my thumb and forefinger.







 Kissing down her body, I make my way to the small of her back before kissing and biting the irresistible mounds of her ass, her scent making it obvious she was in the shower not long before I got here, her skin fragrant and sweet.







 Kissing between her thighs, I sneak up to her pussy, licking her glistening slit, pushing inside her with my tongue, tasting her, my hands on her ass as I bury my face in her sex, lapping at her pussy, finding and sucking on her clit, my tongue rubbing the hood as I slurp on her most sensitive of places.







 Sucking and fucking her with my tongue, Sandra gyrates her pelvis almost imperceptibly against my face, my hands running from her ass to up and down her thighs, my cock pulsating as I push my face in deeper between her legs, wanting to taste every inch of her, kissing, sucking, licking and lapping at her sex, smothering myself in her body.







 Moaning in her sleep, Sandra grinds against me, her pussy dribbling lust, coating my face. Holding her hips and pulling my face into her, I nuzzle and suck her pussy, feeling her start to clench as an orgasm rocks her, her body convulsing under my tongue as I taste her climax, lapping it up. Shaking, Sandra continues to come, her dam bursting, her toes curling as her thighs flex, her booty clenching and unclenching against me as I feast on her.







 Finished, she trembles to a stop, breathing hard into her pillow. Getting to my knees, I grab her and slowly roll her over, Sandra’s forearm going over her own eyes just like I had done the day before. Her large breasts revealed, I kneel between her legs and enjoy the view, my cock throbbing and impatient.







 My hands running up and down her sides, I fondle her breasts and look at her pussy, a small tuft of soft hair adorning her mons, wet from her orgasm. Her mouth open, Sandra doesn’t react as I toy with her curvy body, her form filling me with boundless lust.







 Leaning in, I grab my swollen cock and aim it for her slick sex, pushing the head against her lips and feeling them slide open o allow me entry, her hot body wrapping itself around my shaft as I bury myself inside her.







 Gasping, Sandra’s mouth opens wider as I push myself inside, her pussy hugging my cock as I start to pump slowly, one hand playing with her breast while the other keeps me off her. Once fully coated in her natural lubricant, I piston my cock faster, filling her with my girth, watching her massive tits sway to the pace of our fucking.







 Leaning in, kissing her, feeling her soft body as I press mine against it, I fuck her harder, her full MILFY curves taking my young fucking. Grabbing her limp hand, I guide it to my ass, Sandra gabbing it in her sleep and holding me into her as we fuck, my own hand cupping a full ass cheek of Sandra’s as I drive my cock deeper into her.







 Feeling my balls raise, I fuck her harder, my orgasm fast approaching, lifting her thighs and pounding into her, Sandra and the bed shaking as I piston into her, I start grunting as I come deep into her, Sandra sighing as I blow my hot load deep into her tight pussy, her fingers digging into my ass as my cock spasms and shoots multiple ropes of come inside her, her legs wrapping around me, holding me tight, keeping my pulsating cock buried deep as I shake and empty myself.







 Kissing her between gasps, I cover her exposed face with smooches, her warm sex gripping my shaft, her hand slowly sliding from my ass like a dream, her legs relaxing around my body.







 Asleep and full of my come under me, I slide out of her and lay by her side, one leg over hers and my hand cupping the soft flesh of a boob. Enjoying the semi-spooning I find myself actually drifting off, the warmth of her body comforting as we semi-embrace, the rise and fall of Sandra’s breasts hypnotic as I lay pressed against her.







 Waking with a small snort, I realize I’ve actually drifted off to sleep post-sex, the shadows on the wall having moved since what feels like a few minutes ago. Coming to, I can feel my cock, once again a steel rod, pressing into the softness of Sandra’s hip, him obviously having woken up ahead of me.







 With a sigh in her sleep, Sandra shifts herself, like she’s getting comfortable, turning her back to me, her full ass suddenly pressed against my raging hard-on, shifting herself until my length slips between her cheeks, pressing hotly against her between her crack.







 Her warm cheeks hugging my cock, I slide back and forth, Sandra preferring her ass to me a little in her sleep, the mound of her pussy peeking from between her thighs, wet and glistening.







 My arm still around her, I kiss her neck, my pelvis grinding against her, guiding my cock up and down her ass crack, pressing against her, feeling the tight muscle of her butthole against the base of my cock as I grind on her, Sandra sighing and shifting again, making her plump ass even more of a target.







 Rubbing her sex, I coat my hand in her lube and apply it to my cock, titty-fucking her ass as it slips up and down between her soft mounds. Slicking up more pussyjuice, I rub her asshole, hearing Sandra moan deep in her throat, her body reacting positively to having her asshole toyed with.







 Kissing her neck and shoulders, I grab my cock and move my hips back a little, giving me room to push my cock down to aim it at her puckered butthole. Pushing between her cheeks, I feel my swollen head make contact with her butt and shove slowly, feeling her asshole slowly open as it lets me in, her sphincter tight and gripping.







 My knob inside, I grab her hip, holding her steady as I push forward, slowly impaling her ass on my cock, a deep low moan emanating from Sandra, her back arched, making my entry into her asshole as easy as possible.







 Sliding in and out of her asshole, my hand holding her hip, I move a little, pushing her slowly to her stomach, my cock still deep in her ass. Flat on the mattress now, her legs spread wide, her head turned to one side, her eyes closed and a flush of color on her cheeks I piston up and down, planting my cock deep between her cheeks, pushing the breath out of Sandra with each downward thrust, her hot asshole wrapped tightly around my shaft, milking me, my balls resting on her sopping pussy with each downstroke, her pink glistening with fresh lust.







 Pounding her in the ass, I listen to the bed squeak to our fucking, her full ass cheeks wobbling with each thrust, her massive tits spilling out the sides from underneath her, my hands groping and fondling them as I fuck her faster in the asshole.







 Lowering myself onto her, I cover her with my body, reaching under her to play with her saturated pussy while my hips piston up and down, Sandra’s clit swollen, her sex leaking all over my fingers as I diddle her.







 Balls deep in her ass, I fuck her as I fiddle, a tremble building up in Sandra’s body before she starts to shake violently underneath me, gasps of pleasure coming from her mouth as she comes underneath me, her asshole contracting around my shaft, holding it so tight I wonder how much longer I’ll be able to hold on myself. Her toes curling, Sandra’s climax vibrates through her body and into mine, the sensation overpowering me, gasping as much in shock as pleasure, I start to come without warning, my cock deciding right now is the time to spurt, grunting and flailing on top of her, I piston my hips rapidly as my cock swells and spurts, each spasm of my length sending another round of hot semen deep into her asshole, filling her tight rear cave. Rubbing her puffy sex as I come, my other hand under her armpit and holding her shoulder, I hold her close as I bury myself fully in her, every inch of my length embedded inside her plump ass, panting against her flushed face as I give in to the moment and devote myself completely to unloading inside this stunning MILF, her body draining me of every drop.







 Gasping, my twitching cock inside her asshole, I kiss at her face, the tiniest hint of a smile evident on her lips, a thin sheen of sweat on both of us, the grip of her asshole on my cock becoming more pronounced as my shaft softens, our skin touching, the perfect mounds of her ass pressing into my stomach as I lay on top of her coming down from our climaxes.







 Eventually and reluctantly, I extract my cock from within her, her asshole playfully holding onto my knob as I pull out, her cheeks jiggling as she flexes herself around my length and lay on my back beside her, looking at the ceiling without really seeing it, a pleasant emptiness in my balls. Sandra, shifting in her sleep, puts an arm around me, holding my chest.







 Feeling myself getting ready to doze again after a few minutes, I carefully extract myself from her grip and crawl off the bed, slipping back into my clothes and stealing glances at her amazing ass, the outline of her body from the side pure woman.







 Grabbing her ass fondly, I kiss her on the neck and cheek one more time before quietly making my way out and heading home.







* * *







 Come Monday morning, as I lay naked on my bed, my cock hard and exposed, listening to the sounds of Sandra letting herself in, my eyes closed but otherwise uncovered, I listen as Sandra walks in, the sound of clothing hitting the floor next to my bed.







 Without a word, Sandra crawls onto the bed with me. Straddling me, I feel her hand grab my cock and guide it to her sex, which is absolutely drenched with lust. Impaling herself quickly on me, Sandra starts to bounce, her hands on my chest as she grinds and pistons herself to orgasm on my cock within minutes, my only job to hold my load in, which I’m able to do, but only just, the sensation of her body shaking in orgasm once again driving me over the edge, forcing me to come deep inside her as she sits astride me, my hands coming up to grab her ass as I come, unable to help myself, holding her tight as my balls empty themselves into her convulsing sex, both of us gasping and moaning.







 Getting off me without fuss and putting her clothes on, I wait until she leaves the room before I open my eyes and get dressed as well, heading for the laundry, as usual, to chat with Sandra.







 “Good morning, Jake,” Sandra says as I round the doorway.







 “Morning Sandra,” I respond, my cock still slick with her juices.







 “I hope you slept well?”







 “Very well, thanks. How was your day off?” I ask, watching her ass as always as she loads the machine.







 “It was really good, Jake. No, actually, it was
 fantastic
 ,” Sandra says, giving me a quick look charged with a grin before going back to loading.







 “That’s great to hear, Sandra.”







 “Yeah, I wouldn’t mind a few more weekends like that, If I’m honest,” Sandra says quietly, her hand going to the neckline of her dress and toying with it, bringing my eyes to her cleavage







 My cock already stirring again in my pants, I smile at Sandra, letting her know silently that my cock will be available as many times as she wants it. I’m not sure how long this special mutual fantasy between us can last, but I’m keen as hell to find out!







END











 BUSTY MILF PAYS RENT WITH HER BODY











 “Jake! Get off your butt and come here, I gotta chore for you!” Came the familiar voice of my Dad from the dining room, only every coming in 1 volume, loud.







 Getting up from my bed where I was relaxing with a bit of TV and going to see what he wants, he beckons me to sit at the table and join him, small mountains of paperwork strewn around his laptop.







 Not wasting any time, as usual, my Dad gets straight to the point, “There’s a lady I want you to go and get the rent from, her name’s Mandy, she’s a week late. She never opens the door for me, maybe she’ll open it for you,” He says, tossing me a piece of paper with an address and amount of money wanted on it and a key to get into the apartment block.







 Not particularly keen on playing at standover man to a woman, I prepare to try and decline, my Dad seeing my face and getting his ‘no’ in first.







 “You like living in this nice house, huh? You like having the nice TV, the clothes? Time you earned a little of it, jake. Go,” He states with finality, already looking back down at his laptop, the idea I’d argue not even an option in his head.







 Knowing that when Dad has that attitude that
 nothing
 will change it and not wanting to hear about how hard it was for him when he first got here
 yadda yadda,
 I head off for the address, my windows down on this pleasant day.







 Soon enough arriving at a modest apartment block a park and make my way to its large front double door, feeling a little anxious, wondering if this is going to be like in the movies, with a lady holding three young children at once and begging me not to throw her out on the street, my imagination making the scene sepia-toned in my head and everything.







 Letting myself in, I walk to the elevator and punch it for floor 3, orientating myself as I exit it, before turning right and heading for number 7. The hallway is spacious and clean, the apartment block looking nice, my daydreams already incorrect.







 They turn out to be as wrong as possible when the resident of number 7 answers shortly after I knock, about the only thing in common with my idea being that she is also a woman.







 And what a woman! All curves and voluptuous feminine beauty, a total MILF somewhere in her 40’s greets me with a wide smile, her lips ruby red, her eyes smokey and sexual, penetrating me and melting my heart at the same time they harden my cock. Wearing what looks like a skimpy leotard under tiny shorts, her absolutely massive natural breasts threaten to take all of my attention, untroubled by a bra, her nipples making obvious points in her leotard’s fabric, her cleavage impossibly deep, her hair thick and wild, a mane of golden beauty.







 “Hello, yes?” The MILF before me says, my mouth remaining slack for 3 long seconds before I finally understand that she’s talking to me.







 “Uh, hi. Mandy?” I ask, my cock starting to tent my pants, my hands going to my pockets to reign it in.







 “Yes, I’m Mandy. Can I help you?” Mandy says, leaning against the doorway, her arm up above her head, making her massive breasts sway hypnotically as I try to focus on not being completely mesmerized.







 “Uh yes. Hi. I’m Jake, Roger’s son. He’s uhh, he’s sent me to collect the rent?” I say, ending it like it’s a question, her stunning sexuality stirring something deep inside, male and primal. Everything about her simply screaming out to fuck, and fuck hard.







 “Oh right, Hi Jake. You’d better come inside,” Mandy says, giving me a wide, sexy grin before standing aside and ushering me inside.







 Mandy’s apartment is nice, clean and well furnished, Mandy obviously having great taste. Large windows running the width of the living room and looking out of the building offer lots of light, the apartment looking even more spacious than it already is with the great view.







 “Please, sit,” Mandy says, patting a spot close to her on the couch as she sits languidly on it crossing her stunning legs, her calves smooth and well-toned, the urge to run my hand along one almost overpowering.







 Controlling myself, I sit on the couch too, leaning forward, my forearms on my thighs, as much to cover my growing cock as anything.







 “So, Roger’s boy Jake. I think I met you once when you were 10, haven’t you grown since then! What are you, 18, 19?”







 “Nearly 20, actually,” I say, watching Mandy, her every move sensual and purring with sex.







 “10 years ago then already? My god I’m getting old haha,” Mandy says with a laugh, her massive breasts shaking, my eyes unable to not watch the erotic display.







 Catching my eye, she smiles, seeing the hunger in them.
 Probably gets this look from a thousand men every day
 , I think to myself as I watch her relaxing on the cock, one foot twirling in slow circles as she runs her fingers through her hair, letting it trail out before it falls sensuously over her chest, before brushing it out of the way, once again revealing her deep cleavage.







 “How much is Roger saying that I owe?” Mandy asks, her voice becoming a little more purring, her eyes looking deep into mine.







 Silently, I hold out the paper with the figure on it, showing it to Mandy, her eyes glancing at the number for a moment before going back to their hypnotic penetration of mine.







 “Well that’s certainly a number, Jake. What did he tell you? Don’t you dare come home without the money? Your Father has always struck me as a very...passionate man about things of a monetary nature,” Mandy says with a grin, making me nod without even realizing, my Dad’s view on money not a particular secret or anything.







 “Haha, something like that, I guess,” I answer.







 “What if I didn’t pay up? Are you supposed to smack me around a little?”







 “What?! No! Never! Of course not Mandy, I wo-”







 “Haha! That was a joke, Jake! You went pale, you sweet boy. Haha.” Mandy says, clapping me on the thigh and shaking my leg, her massive breasts once again shaking with glee, my protestations instantly forgotten as I take in the splendid and full view.







 “Your Father can be a tetchy Landlord, Jake, but he’s not a thug. I know you’re not here to rough me up. But the truth is money really is a little tight right now. My little Winnie, my dog, is in the vet, she needed an expensive surgery on her hip unfortunately and it’s dried me out until next Wednesday. Can you ask your Father if he doesn’t mind waiting until then? I promise I’ll have the rent paid in full on that day.”







 “Sure, that sounds fair,” I say, getting up while nonchalantly making sure my cock isn’t tenting too obviously.







 “Really? Just like that without a fight?” Mandy says, standing up too and putting her hands on my shoulders, her scent sexual and alluring, her cleavage taking up my entire worldview.







 Guiding me back down to the couch, Mandy sits closer her leg against mine, her body facing me, both her palms on my thigh closest to her, squeezing me for effect as she speaks.







 “You’re giving up too quickly, Jake. No way your Father will put up with that if you go home and tell him you took the first excuse out of my mouth as fact and left.”







 “Umm, really?” I ask, not expecting the tenant to not want me to go so easy on them.







 “Really. I’ve known your Dad for over a decade now, as we found out just before haha, he will want you to have tried to get the money a bit harder, trust me.”







 “Ok, do you have any money for rent, Mandy?”







 “No, I really did have to spend it on Winnie, Jake,” Mandy says, smiling and staring into my eyes.







 “Hmm. Can you get money sooner than next Wednesday?” I ask, thinking about what would Dad ask.







 “No, that’s when I get paid, sorry Jake,” Mandy says, her smile getting wider.








 What the hell?
 I ask myself as I wonder what’s going on, “Are you sure there isn’t...like...someone you know you could borrow the money off and then pay
 them
 back on Wednesday, instead of owing my Dad?” I ask finally, thinking on the fly.







 “No, but that’s a great question, Jake! Nice!” Mandy beams, squeezing my thigh and jiggling, her tits once again filling my worldview as everything else fades away and all I can see are two massive natural breasts...
 sloshing
 around in her leotard.







 Enjoying her infectious happy smile and encouragement, I try to think of something else good to say, wanting another display of her massive mountains moving.







 “Umm, do you have anything worth money you could pawn?” I ask, looking around at her nice apartment and assuming she probably has a few trinkets here and there that are worth real money.







 “Ooh, another good question!” Mandy beams, once again squeezing me and jiggling, my cock aching in my pants, her hand only a few inches away from my crotch as it rests on my thigh, “Most of the stuff here is more sentimental value, and to be honest, I’d rather not sell my belongings to pay the rent, Jake. Where does that end? In an empty apartment?”







 “Well, I mean if it’s a choice between having the stuff and the place? Surely it’s better to lose one or two things but keep your apartment?” I say, making it up as I go, in no way actually wanting to make this total babe MILF sell her stuff just to keep a roof over her head.







 “Great counterpoint, Jake, well done!” Mandy says, her hands now sliding left and right a little on my thigh, heating me up with her touch and her smile, “But again, I’d really rather not sell my stuff. Are you
 sure
 there isn’t
 anything else
 I could give you in exchange for rent?
 Anything at all?
 ” Mandy says, her eyes now peering deep into mine, her body getting closer as she leans forward, her hands trailing left and right, left and right on my thigh, my cock painfully hard just inches away, desperate for me to grab her hand and move it to my swollen cock.







 Looking back at her, I wonder if she’s really implying what I think she is, my heart starting to hammer as I put her stare, her touch, and her open sexuality in context, seeing that she really could be actually offering herself in exchange for the rent! The idea that I could possibly get to fuck such a MILF bombshell excites me and I feel a lump grow in my throat as I try to force myself to sound cool and collected when I next speak, wanting to be careful just in case I’m misreading this and could possibly be about to make a giant ass of myself.







 “Well, you are very beautiful, Mandy…”







 “Thank you, Jake. And?” Mandy responds, leaning a little closer, her eyes locked with mine.







 “Well, I mean. I’m sure I’d be happy to cover your rent for you…” I begin, weighing my cash with Mandy’s body and seeing how much of a distant 2nd cash comes in regards to what I want right now.







 “Oh? Why would you do that for
 me?
 What do you want in return?” Mandy purrs, her hand so close to my cock it hurts, “You’ll have to say it, Jake. I want to hear you
 say it.
 ”







 “Mandy, I want you to...I want you to...suck my cock?” I say, fumbling at the last second, unable to demand sex from her and choosing a lesser evil, making it sound like a question.







 Smiling broadly, Mandy mock-gives it serious thought, licking her lips, “Well, Jake, I’m barely going to be able to resist such an offer from such a nice young man, aren’t I?” She says, grabbing my hand in hers and shaking it, “Deal.”







 Her eyes locked with mine, Mandy bites her lip and lets her hands slowly trail up my thigh, filling me with butterflies as she caresses my bulge through my pants before grabbing at my belt and unbuckling it, unzipping my pants and reaching in, pulling out my throbbing cock.







 Still locking eyes with mine, Mandy pumps my cock, her other hand massaging my balls, feeling how hot and hard I am for her. Leaning down, her hair spilling over her face, Mandy puts her face in my lap, her warm, soft lips wrapping around my girth as she starts to suck my cock, the first time I’ve ever felt a woman’s mouth on my length, making my head spin with the sudden overload of pleasure, a gasp escaping me as I shudder with pleasure.







 Feeling how excited I am, Mandy moans around my cock, her head rising and falling slowly as she coats my cock in her spit, pumping the lower half of my shaft as she slurps, her other hand fondling my full balls.







 Grabbing her hair and moving it so I can watch, I stare as I witness her face getting impaled on my shaft, my cock glistening now, Mandy’s full lips so sensual as they grip my shaft, her tongue doing unseen yet extremely pleasurable things to my knob as she sucks.







 Pumping faster, her other hand stroking my balls and her mouth like a vacuum on my shaft as her head bobs rapidly, I feel my orgasm hit me from nowhere, crying out in pleasure as my legs go tense and my stomach tightens as I start to blast my load down her throat, my cock spasming wildly inside her as it shoots rope after rope of hot come.







 Panting, unable to believe I just came in a woman, albeit her mouth, for the first time, I sit back on the couch, shaking with post-orgasm pleasure, Mandy sitting up, licking her lips and pinning me to the spot with her seductive and smokey stare.







 “Feeling a little lighter now, Jake,” Mandy says with a cheeky grin.







 “You’ve no idea, Mandy. Wow,” I say, unable to keep up the facade of knowing what I’m doing, my excitement from my first blowjob shining through, Mandy seeing straight through me as she notices the puppy dog happiness of my expression.







 “Jake, are you a virgin?” Mandy asks, one hand still cupping my balls, a thumb idly stroking them.







 “That obvious, hey?” I reply, too happy to care, even though I’ve never admitted it to any of my friends, Mandy’s sensuous beauty disarming me.







 “I think it’s very sweet, Jake,” Mandy says, before grabbing the piece of paper I brought with me and looking at it again, “This number is a little large for just a blowjob, Jake. I think it’s only right that I give you your money’s worth,” Mandy continues, her hand going from my balls to my slick shaft, pumping it slowly.







 Looking at her, slightly unsure, Mandy pulls her skimpy leotard off her shoulders and pulls it down, her massive natural breasts suddenly bare before me, huge and erotic, her nipples erect, their sway hypnotic.







 Taking my hand and guiding it to her chest, Mandy starts pumping my cock again as I fondle her, my other hand joining in, feeling her boobs, lifting them to feel their surprising weight, massaging them and teasing her nipples, Mandy’s tits the biggest I’ve ever touched before, her hand pistoning on my slippery cock, already bringing it back to life, her skills so amazing and her stunning body turning me back on rapidly.







 Feeling me start to harden, Mandy tugs at my pants and I take my hands from her tits for a moment to pull them off before greedily going back to her chest, not wanting to have my hands off them for a second longer than necessary.







 Standing up, Mandy hooks her thumbs in her tiny shorts and starts to wiggle out of them seductively, giving me a show, her breasts swaying beautifully, heavy and full. The lower half of her tiny thong revealed I stare at the bulge of her sex, the thong a very narrow strip where it covers her sex, barely holding her puffy lips within, a cameltoe staring back at me.







 Grabbing her leotard and sliding it down, she eventually gets to her crotch and turns, exposing her ass to me first before letting the leotard fall to the ground and turning back, her pussy completely bald and glistening, Mandy’s lust as apparent as mine, her lips swollen with need.







 Standing up on the couch, a leg on either side of me, Mandy comes close, her sex at my face’s level, the bump of her mons the most erotic thing I’ve ever seen, her sexy musk driving me crazy.







 “Suck my pussy, Jake,” Mandy purrs, gyrating and bringing it in close, barely inches from my mouth.







 Leaning in, I kiss at her sex, feeling how slippery her lips are, her slick juices a bit like pre-come in how slippery they are, my tongue experimentally sliding out to taste her, and loving it, my hands coming up her thighs as I grab her ass and pull her into me, burying my face into her dripping pussy eagerly, Mandy’s fingers stroking my hair as I eat her sex, tasting pussy for the first time.







 Lapping and sucking at her body, Mandy moans with approval, “
 Mmm, that’s it, Jake. Suck my pussy. Yeah, suck my pussy good.
 ”







 Sucking her pussy, I make my way up to her clit, finding her little bud and wrapping my lips sound it and sucking, my tongue flicking it as I suck much like Mandy licked my knob as she sucked my cock, the effect on Mandy almost immediate.







 “
 Ugh! Fuck yes, Jake! Suck my cunt! Yes, suck it!
 ” Mandy almost growls, her fingers tightening on my hair as she starts grinding on my face desperately, her pelvis rolling seductively as she fucks my face.







 Seeing her react like this drives me on and I suck her clit, lapping at her pussy, loving the thought of making an experienced mature MILF like Mandy come, her body so tasty and erotic.







 “
 Oooooh! Ugh! Ugh!”
 Mandy gasps as she starts to come on my face, her hands holding my head tight to her pussy as she rubs and grinds it on me, smoothing my face with her juices, her heat incredible as she explodes on me, feeling her ass clench and unclench rapidly as I cradle her cheeks.







 Letting go of my head and sliding down, Mandy lowers herself onto my dick, her expression still dazed from orgasm as her pussy wraps around my cock, my first time happening without warning, her hot, soft, juicy pussy suddenly impaled on my cock, hugging it with its velvet grip, a gasp escaping me as I feel my length disappear inside her.







 Before I can think about my first time, Mandy has my face in her hands, leaning in and kissing me ravenously, her pussyjuice all over my face and now all over hers as we kiss wildly, our tongues wrestling as she starts to buck back and forth on my cock, her sex still pulsing from her orgasm and now filled with my throbbing shaft.







 “
 Oh fuck yes, fuck yes, Jake, your cock feels so good inside me! Oh yes baby, yes!
 ” Mandy moans as she breaks off from our kiss and leans back, her palms on my thighs as she slides back and forth on my pole, her massive tits rocking, my eyes glued to them as I watch this stunning MILF take my virginity.







 My hands on her hips as she rides me, I try to keep up, completely in heaven, my cock sending me pleasure signals of a magnitude I never thought possible, my first fuck the best thing I’ve ever experienced, by far.







 Coming close, wrapping her arms around my shoulder, her tits pressing against me and her face close, our foreheads touching as we look into each other’s eyes, Mandy smiles, her pelvis bucking back and forth, milking my inexperienced cock.







 “
 You want to come inside me? You want to fill me with your hot young come? You can if you want to, Jake. You can come inside me. I want it. I want to feel you shoot your load deep inside my cunt. Go on baby, come for me, give it to me
 ” Mandy starts purring, a constant litany of dirty talk as she rides me, begging for my come, her words the hottest things I’ve ever heard, her eyes boring into mine as she pleads for me to release inside her, her hot sex gripping my shaft, jerking me off with her body.







 “
 I can see how much you want to let go, Jake. Go on, let go, come inside me, fill me, give it to me. It’s going to feel soooo good when you do Jake. You’re going to love pumping me full of your come. Go on, do it,
 ” Mandy continues, driving me over the edge, my balls rising and my cock swelling.







 “
 Oh fuck! Fuck yes!
 ” I cry out as I grip Mandy’s ass, starting to come, my cock spasming deep inside her, spurting my load, filling her with creampie, my head almost exploding from the pleasure of her pussy gripping my shaft as it twitches and pumps her full of come, Mandy’s forehead still pressed to mine, Mandy watching my face as I climax, a wicked smile on hers as she sees the utter heaven she gives me as I buck and shudder under her, each pulse of my cock sending another spurt within her.







 Gasping, my first fuck reducing me to a pile of happy nerves, I hold Mandy’s ass as she playfully keeps sliding back and forth on my hyper-sensitive cock, kissing my face and grinning at my glazed expression, knowing what she did to me.







 Resting her head on my shoulder, Mandy snuggles in, her pussy still full of my pulsating cock, gyrating slowly as we enjoy each other’s warmth, my come slowly leaking out of her, a soft purr in Mandy’s throat.







 Eventually, a few minutes later, Mandy speaks, her voice soft and pleasant, my eyes only half focussed as I stare out the window, enjoying the sensation of a total MILF straddling me, “How was that, Jake?” She asks.







 “Better than anything I could have ever imagined,” I answer, my hand slowly rubbing up and down her back, feeling the arch of her feminine body.







 “Happy Birthday for next week, Jake,” Mandy says, making me frown in perplexion for a second.







 “Eh? How do you know that, Mandy?”







 “Your Father told me. I saw you two a few weeks ago at the shops but you went off somewhere as I approached. He confided in me he was a little worried you weren’t going to lose your virginity before you were out of your teens, funny thing to be concerned about if you ask me, but, well, you’re very handsome so I jokingly said I’d love to help if you sent him to my place, and here you are, haha,” Mandy explains, making my eyebrows travel a fair way up my forehead.







 “You don’t owe my Dad rent?”







 “No, I’m doing pretty well for myself actually. I just
 really
 wanted to
 fuck
 you, Jake.” Mandy says, taking her head off my shoulder and giving me a wide grin.







 “Wow. Umm, thank you for the best Birthday present ever then?” I say, smiling back.







 “What? You think that’s it? You’ve barely even started to unwrap this gift, Jake,” Mandy says, flexing her pussy with a hungry smile and gripping my shaft as she starts to gyrate on my cock again, getting ready to wake him up and once again take me to heaven…







END











 EBONY MILF TUTOR IS MY FIRST TIME











 It was embarrassing, I was 18 years old but my parents had gone and gotten me a tutor to help with my less than stellar performance so far at college, giving me the news as I sat at the dinner table with them, my mouth open in shock, a forkful of food paused halfway to my mouth.







 Finally about to protest, I start to speak but my Dad cuts me off pre-emptively, “No Jake, don’t even bother. She comes very highly recommended and considering how much we’re spending on your college fees, you’re in no position to argue.”







 Knowing when I’m beat, what with my grades genuinely sucking and my parents sinking a lot of money into my education, a take the mouthful of food and chew quietly, feeling a little flushed with embarrassment.
 If my friends ever find out about this..
 .I think to myself as I stab another piece of food from the plate.







 “She’ll be here Friday evening around 8.”







 “Friday? But I was going to the movies with Daniel and Steve!” I protest. It’s one thing to have a tutor, but at such an inconvenient time? I bet my parents did that deliberately, trying to wreck my chances of going out and having fun.







 “Not anymore,” Is my Dad’s monotone reply, making it clear I’ve skated out onto thin ice.







 Feeling a little petty, I eat my food in sullen silence, promising to make the tutor’s life hell when she tries to teach me, like somehow the act of trying to help me is a sin that needs to be punished. As the meal progresses I cool down a bit and realize I’m not going to be an asshole to the tutor, but I’m still pretty unhappy about the situation.







 The week rolls by and I don’t mention to anyone that I will be getting tutored, making a lame excuse to my friends why I have to bail on our plans when they ask if they’ll be seeing me later, feeling stupid that while they’re having fun and maybe meeting some girls, I’m going to be bored out of my mind and getting lectured at.







 During dinner my parents tell me they’re going out, it’s their anniversary soon and they’re celebrating it a bit early as they’ll have work commitments on the actual day.







 “Congratulations,” I say, reflecting that it looks like everyone is having fun tonight except me.







 All dressed up and smiling, my parents say goodbye as I look at the clock, 1 hour left. Waving them bye I pace the house, annoyed, embarrassed and a little ashamed as a part of me deep down admits that I have been slacking off and I’m in this predicament by my own doing, although that realization just annoyed me more.







 I’m taken from wallowing in my own sour thoughts by the doorbell, the last hour having flown by. Telling myself not to be a jerk to her I open the door and instantly every other emotion inside me is brushed aside and replaced with complete and utter slack-jawed lust!







 Standing before me is easily the most stunning woman I’ve ever laid eyes on, an utterly gorgeous ebony MILF in a light summer dress, high cut, her absolutely flawless legs long and lithe, her thighs smooth and seductive. A large pair of breasts pressing against the thin fabric, the plunging neckline giving me a good view of her deep cleavage, her chocolate skin perfect, the swell of her breasts leaving me lingering before I finally look her in the eyes. Her deep brown eyes are big and beautiful, with long lashes, her look erotic and knowing, like she’s perfectly aware of the effect she’s having on me, her full lips curled in an amused smile, her hair tight back into a tight bun at the base of her skull, looking serious and business-like.







 “Jake?” She purrs, breaking the silence my stunned stare has created, waking me up from my perving reverie.







 “Yeah, are you the tutor? My folks never told me your name.” I say, not really believing this total MILF could possibly be her, surely this is some top-of-the-range escort that has come to the wrong house or something, she’s just too perfect.







 “That’s right, I’m Mandy,” Says Mandy, holding out a hand. Taking it in mine and shaking it carefully, my whole body tingles as I feel the softness of her palm, thoughts of it wrapped around my shaft and stroking immediately filling my head.







 “Sorry, where are my manners? Please come in,” I say, opening the door wider for her and inviting her in, the light fabric of her dress billowing slightly as she enters, holding a laptop, her thighs incredible. Checking out her ass as she walks past I see that it’s as amazing as the rest of her, full and sensuous, making my hands itch with the urge to cup, fondle and massage her perfect cheeks.







 Closing the door, I lead her to the dining room, assuming we’ll be sitting at the tables.







 “So, you’re parents tell me your grades are slipping this year, Jake?” Mandy asks as we stand at the table.







 “Yeah,” I say, seeing no reason to try and deny it.







 “Well that’s fine, it’s why I’m here. Tell me, where in this house do you feel most comfortable and relaxed?”







 “My bedroom?”







 “Great. Ok then, let’s study in there. In my experience, the more comfortable you are, the better you are able to absorb new information,” Mandy explains with a smile, her every move sexual and turning me on, my cock stirring as I look at her.







 Leading her to my room, I look around for something to sit on but there are no chairs, only the bed so I end up sitting on it, Mandy joining me, her laptop on her lap.







 “Grab your laptop too, Jake,” Mandy says as I sit there noticing her thighs, her dress riding high and barely covering them.







 “Of course, right!” I say, grabbing my laptop from my night table and sitting back down, opening it up.







 “Ok, we’ll start with your Math, so I can get an idea of where exactly you are. Please open your latest assignment that you completed,” Mandy instructs, her voice like honey, her scent utterly intoxicating, my view down her cleavage from here making my cock grow, luckily now hidden under my laptop.







 Realizing I’m still staring, I snap out of it, “Right, yes. Math. Ok,” I say, opening my last Math assignment, barely scraping in with a D.







 “Ok,” Mandy says, looking from my laptop to hers and tapping at her keyboard, her breasts jiggling as she does so, my eyes glued to the erotic display.







 I see Mandy looking at me from the corner of her eye, my eyes obviously glued to her breasts, and she gives a quiet smile but otherwise doesn’t try to turn or hide her cleavage. Recrossing her legs, her dress rides even higher, surely barely inches from exposing her panties now, so high up has it become.







 My cock pulsing in my pants, I try and fail to listen the first time Mandy starts explaining the equation on the screen, my eyes roving from her cleavage to her upper inner thighs, so tantalizingly close to seeing the bulge of her sex, a tiny width of fabric all that stands between her pussy and my eyes.







 “Jake?” Mandy says and I can tell it’s the third or fourth time she’s said it as I snap out of my daydream and come back to the now.







 “Yes, I need to add the second line, right?” I say, hoping that I’m saying something that will pass as a possible correct response.







 “Haha, not even close, Jake. Please, you really need to try and focus on the equation, ok?” Mandy says with a smile, her eyes warm and inviting as she gives me a look.







 Repeating her explanation, I manage to listen to the first couple of sentences but then Mandy leans over me a little to point at a particular section of the equation on my screen, bringing her breasts right in front of my face and try as I might to look slightly above her cleavage at the laptop, I can’t stop my eyes from dropping to her breasts, the valley of her cleavage so tantalizing and soft looking, my mouth actually dropping open a little as I imagine kissing her body and tasting her.







 Staring for a few more seconds, I realize that the muffled sound of Mandy’s faraway voice has stopped. Coming to, I look up from Mandy’s chest and into her eyes where she’s looking at me, her hand still pointed at the screen but her eyes locking with mine, making me wonder how long she was watching me perving on her chest.







 “Is the equation down the top of my dress, Jake?” Mandy asks with a mature smile, seeing me squirm under her gaze.







 “No, Mandy,” I murmur







 “Right. Now see this bit here? This is where you first went off track, so if we get this part right it will make the rest-” Mandy repeats, my eyes once again betraying me and going to her chest, her breasts so smooth and soft looking, easily the best I’ve ever been this close to in real life that I simply cannot
 not
 look at them, this opportunity to perfect to pass up.







 “
 Jake!
 ” Comes Mandy’s voice, cutting through my fantasies once again, her eyes locked with mine as I look up from her bewitching chest.







 “Shit! Sorry!” I say, hearing the steel in her voice this time, feeling like an old school teacher/student exchange, putting me in my place.







 “It’s ok, I didn’t mean to yell. You’re young, full of hormones, but they really are just boobs, Jake. You need to focus, ok? You’ve seen boobs before yes?” Mandy asks, obviously thinking it's a rhetorical question, assuming I’m not a virgin even though embarrassingly I am, a secret I’ve hidden from my friends as well as I hid my latest tutor secret.







 Seeing me not immediately announce how many notches I have in my belt or something seems to make Mandy wonder, and her face softens a little, not that she looked angry or anything, more a little flustered.







 “Jake, are you a virgin, by any chance?” Mandy asks me softly, an almost concerned curiousness in her voice, “It’s ok, you can tell me. It would be our little secret.”







 “I mean, I’ve kissed girls and stuff,” I answer her without answering, my sudden inability to look her in the eyes telling her everything she needs to know about the status of my virginity.







 “Oh, ok. Well this helps explain a lot, actually,” Mandy says, her voice soothing and confident, “I pride myself on being an excellent tutor, I’ve never met a student whose grades I couldn’t improve. Normally I start with an examination of their work like we were doing, but I think with you the difficulty may be
 external
 to the work.”







 “Really?”







 “Yes. Tell me, there are boys and girls in your classes, correct?”







 “Yeah.”






 “And some of the girls are pretty?”







 “Oh yeah.”







 “And the teachers, any women?”







 “Most of them actually,” I answer, quickly running through the faculty in my head that teaches me.







 “And have you had thoughts of a sexual nature with any of them?”







 “Yeah,” I admit after a few seconds, a little embarrassed to admit that I’ve jerked off while thinking about my teachers.







 “Ok. I see. I believe a lot of what’s holding you back is the appeal of the unknown. You’re very curious about the female body, and there’s certainly nothing wrong with that. The problem arises in that with sex being such a wonderful
 idea
 for you, it consumes your thoughts. Your release valve, so to speak, never getting a chance to decrease your internal pressure.” Mandy says, using lots of words to say that I’m horny all the time, I think.







 “What you need is to have some of the...
 mystique
 of the female body tempered, so that while you’ll still be attracted, of course, it won’t consume your thoughts totally and will allow you to focus on other things, like Math.”







 “Ok,” I say, not 100% sure I follow.







 “Jake. Would you like to see my breasts?” Mandy asks matter-of-factly, making my eyes bug.







 “I’m sorry what?” I ask, incredulous.







 “My breasts, Jake. I want to know if you’d like to see them?” Mandy asks again, her eyes locked with mine, a pleasant smile on her face like she’s asked if I’d like a fresh pen.







 “Are you...are you serious Mandy?” I stammer, thinking this
 must
 be some kind of trick.







 “Very. I think if we can get you accustomed to the female body and less constantly distracted by it, your grades will improve significantly.”







 “Well. I mean. Yeah. Yeah, I’d love to see them, Mandy,” I finally say, still waiting for the other shoe to drop.







 “Very well,” Mandy says, her hand grabbing at the shoulder of her dress and pulling it down while she pulls her arm out of it, before repeating the process with her other arm, my heart in my throat and my cock pounding the entire time, holding my breath without even realizing it as she now sits there, her dress off her shoulders and down around her taut stomach, a sexy lace brassiere holding her breasts. Giving me a smile, Mandy reaches behind herself and unclasps her bra, the tiny click somehow filling the room, my eyes glued to her display.







 Holding the cups, Mandy slowly lowers her bra, her breasts full and heavy looking as they become revealed, her nipples dark and plump, large areolas circling them, her breasts swaying hypnotically as she gently places her bra behind her on the bed.







 Turning to me, her amazing globes rocking, she smiles as she strokes each one softly, her thumbs lingering on her nipples as she watches me watch her chest.







 “There. You see? Just breasts. Not the holy grail or equivalent.”







 “They’re absolutely amazing, Mandy,” I breathe, her every tiny movement translated to her boobs, the swaying mesmerizing me. Under my laptop, my cock is positively
 aching
 with desire now. I understand what Mandy was saying, in that
 they’re just boobs
 , but every fiber of my being is attracted to them, I’ve never seen anything I want to hold, touch, massage, fondle and everything else so much before. Mandy’s skin is flawless, each breast a perfect large teardrop with a dark erect nipple topping it off, my mouth practically watering at the thought of licking her erect buds.







 Watching me patiently as I devour her chest with my eyes, Mandy reaches out and takes an unresisting hand in hers and guides it to a breast, my whole body shaking with anticipation as she presses my palm to her breast, closing her hand over mine, encouraging me to fondle her.







 Breathing heavy, I start to massage her breast delicately, squeezing it slightly, feeling the way it gives under my fingers reluctantly, a heavy globe in my hand, my fingers brushing her nipple, feeling it spring back in place as I rub it. My other hand joins the first and I sit on the bed with Mandy, massaging her amazing breasts, Mandy smiling at me benignly.







 Closing her laptop and putting it on the bed, Mandy reaches over and closes mine too, making me feel a little self-conscious as she lifts mine from my lap, knowing my tent is about to be revealed. Placing my laptop with hers, Mandy looks down at my throbbing cock, obvious through my pants and smiles.







 “That’s a perfectly normal response, Jake. Nothing to be nervous about. Are you enjoying my breasts?”







 “Yes, Mandy.”







 “Would you like to kiss them?”







 “Yes, Mandy.”







 “Go on then, Jake. Kiss my breasts,” Mandy says in her calm, confident tone.







 Leaning in, holding them together, I kiss at her cleavage before choosing a breast and kissing it, my mouth working its way to her erect nipple, feeling it on my lips before I put my mouth over it, sucking and kissing it, her sweet scent intoxicating, her breasts tasting delicious, her skin so soft and sensuous against my lips.







 “Flick my nipple with your tongue, Jake, go on,” Mandy says, one hand caressing the back of my head as I explore her with my mouth.







 Still sucking, I flick my tongue over her erect nipple, teasing it, feeling Mandy’s nails grip a little at my head as she caresses me, a slight sharpness of her breathing becoming apparent.







 “Yes, good boy, Jake, very good,” Mandy says, her voice slightly more purr-like, “Would you like to see my pussy, Jake?”







 Breaking off from her breast, my cock pounding, I look up at her, nodding.







 “Very well. Get on your knees between my legs please, Jake,” Mandy instructs in her honeyed tones, her eyes meeting mine.







 Sliding off the bed and onto the floor, I walk on my knees between her legs, Mandy coming forward so that she’s right on the edge, her dress rucked up high, a peek of white panty already visible from where I’m kneeling.







 Pulling her dress up higher, she reveals her white cotton panties fully to me, the bulge of her sex prominent as she opens her thighs for me, me sitting on my heels and staring in wonder at her sex, watching enraptured as she hooks a finger under her panties and pulls them to one side slowly, watching me with a smile as I focus on her pussy, her two chocolate lips puffy and smooth, completely hairless, a hint of inner labia poking between her lips, looking so delicious, my natural instinct telling me to get in there and taste her.







 My heart hammering, I watch as Mandy slowly slides two fingers up and down her slit, playing with her inner labia, before she dips the two fingers in a little and then spreads them, spreading her pussy a little for me, her inner pink bright and vibrant, making my mouth water with lust.







 “Take my panties off please, Jake,” Mandy says, lifting her butt a little as I grab the sides of her panties and slide them off her, her skin so soft and smooth as my hands run down her thighs.







 “Touch it, Jake. Get familiar with my pussy,” Mandy instructs in her confident purr, leaning back a little on one palm, her sex inviting me with a hint of glisten along her slit.







 Reaching out, I stroke her pussy lips with my fingertips, marveling at just how soft they are, so delicate feeling, my fingertips next toying with her inner labia, feeling its slick slipperiness, Mandy smiling approvingly as I run my finger up and down along her slit, her natural lube letting me slip into the first knuckle, her warmth soaking into the digit erotically.







 Smelling her musk, I desperately want to taste her, coming in closer, watching her pussy move as I rub and fondle it, once again my instincts driving me to be closer to this amazing source of pleasure.







 “You want to kiss my pussy, Jake? Go on, I think it would be good for you,” Mandy purrs, watching me watch her sex.







 Leaning in, about to taste pussy for the first time, I start by kissing her where the clitoris is, knowing enough about a woman’s body to know that it’s hiding under the ‘hood’ of skin up the top. Pressing my lips to her sex, her alluring scent filling my nostrils, I feel a small, harder bean amongst the soft meat of her hood, and assuming it’s her clit, poke my tongue out, parting her lips and searching for it by feel with my wet tongue.







 Finding it, I lick at her clit, my lips pressing and grinding against her sex as I make out with her pussy while I french her swollen little bud, Mandy giving a low purr in the back of her throat as she watches me give her oral.







 “You’ve got great instincts, Jake. A+ on your oral so far. Mmm,” Mandy says in a quiet voice, her hand once again caressing the back of my head as she starts to gyrate her pelvis a little, riding my tongue as I explore her pussy, lapping at her slit and even sliding my tongue inside her, wondering if she likes the feeling of me fucking her with my tongue.







 Kissing and sucking her pussy, squeezing her lips with my lips, pulling at her labia and teasing her clit, I can feel Mandy’s pussy getting decidedly wetter, a constant trickle of her lust coating my face as I work on her sex, Mandy’s gyrations getting more and more pronounced, her moas getting more intense and her grip on my head firmer as she guides my mouth where she wants it, her eyes watching me work intensely every time I look up at her face from between her thighs, her breasts swaying as she rocks and grinds on my mouth.







 “That’s it, Jake. That’s it. We’ll make you top of the class in pussy eating, oh yes,” Mandy says, as much to herself as me it seems, her teeth starting to clench as her grip on my head intensifies further.







 Starting to find my rhythm, I lap and suck at Mandy’s pussy, getting off on giving a woman pleasure, especially a mature MILF babe like Mandy, taking her instructions and feeling her heat and moisture rise, Mandy’s legs squirming and flexing more and more, her breath becoming rapid and shallow, her hand holding my face to her sex firmly as she grinds desperately.







 “Ok, Jake. I’m going to come, and I don’t want you to stop early. I need you to keep eating my pussy until I’m finished,” Mandy says, her voice low and broken as her orgasm threatens to hit.







 Lapping and sucking, I pull her clit with my mouth, feeling her thighs tense around my face, her entire body responding and focused on her sex. Suddenly, shaking violently and gripping my head hard, Mandy starts to come, her pussy drenching me as she bursts, moaning on a loop as she bucks and rocks and grinds on my face, me taking heed of her words and not getting distracted by her orgasm but plunging on, still sucking her clit even as she grips my head harder, smothering me with her saturated pussy, her head thrown back as she gasps out her climax, her legs kicking and her toes curling, her stomach tensing as she convulses in pleasure, all of this watched from the point of view of firmly between her shaking thighs.







 “Mmm.
 Mmmm,
 ” Mandy moans as her shaking slows to a stop, her hands and thighs relaxing their grip on me, her fingertips now caressing my head gently as she lifts her head and looks down at me, a happy smile on her face.







 “That was an A+ effort, Jake. You’re a natural,” Mandy tells me languidly, her hand stroking my hair, my face resting on her thigh, my own lust still making me want to keep my mouth on her sex, my cock still pounding relentlessly in my pants, “You should stand up so I can see if you need any more help.”







 Getting eagerly to my feet, I stand between Mandy’s legs, a dark patch where my pre-come has soaked through embarrassingly obvious.







 “Yes, I think we should do something about this,” Mandy says, sitting forward, my tent now close to her face, “Otherwise study will continue to be difficult.”







 Reaching up and putting her hands on my chest, Mandy looks up at me with a smile as her hands slowly slide down my body, my lower stomach fluttering as her hands graze over it, nervousness and anticipation filling me as she grabs my pants and unzips them, opening them and pulling them down, my cock tenting my boxers, my pre-come patch even more prominent.







 Grabbing my boxers and tugging them down to my ankles as well, Mandy comes face to face with my cock, throbbing urgently right before her, my need for her desperate, my cock twitching as I watch her inspect my length approvingly.







 “You have a very attractive cock, Jake,” Mandy says as she takes it delicately in one hand, making me flinch with pleasure as she increases her grip and pumps a few times slowly, my shaft burning hot.







 Reaching up with her other hand, she starts to fondle my balls, watching me with a smile as I watch her hands work, amazed at how much better jerking off feels when it’s someone else doing it.







 Watching me closely, Mandy leans in and wraps her thick lips around the head of my shaft, sucking, her hand pumping, making me moan as I feel her tongue toy with the head, her mouth sliding ever so slowly down my length, never letting up on the suction, her cheeks sucking in as she keeps the vacuum on my length. Her tongue rubbing the underside of my shaft as she impales herself warmly on its throbbing length.







 Started to bob back and forth, I watch her suck my cock and her tits as they sway to the tempo of her blowjob, Mandy occasionally taking my cock out of her mouth to kiss and lick along its length, her eyes locked with mine, this easily being the best feeling I’ve ever experienced.







 Playing with my balls, her other hand pumping my slippery shaft, Mandy purrs, “You can fill my mouth with your come whenever you want Jake, Ok? Just let it out whenever you want,” Before wrapping her mouth back around my girth and bobbing rapidly, turning the intensity up to 11.







 Watching her suck my cock, her big beautiful eyes locked with mine, her fingertips caressing my balls tenderly, I soon feel my orgasm building, my nuts getting tight in Mandy’s palm, Mandy sensing what’s coming from the change, my cock swelling as it gets ready.







 “Mm-hmm, mm-hmm,” Mandy moans around my cock, letting me know it’s ok to let myself go.







 Making a noise I’ve never made before, the feeling of coming in Mandy’s mouth so much more powerful than any jerking off I’ve ever done, I explode in Mandy’s mouth, gasping and watching open-mouthed as my cock pulsates and convulses, shooting my load down her throat, Mandy moaning happily, her throat contracting as she swallows each salvo that I blast, her fingers tickling my balls the entire time, my hips bucking as I empty myself into her.







 Spent, I stand there gasping and twitching, Mandy still sucking my cock, squeezing it at the base and pulling up, milking every last drop of my come from my length, swallowing everything I give her. Taking my cock from her mouth and holding it, Mandy licks and kisses at my now extra-sensitive post-orgasm head, making me twitch and jump, Mandy smiling at my inability to stay still while she cleans my shaft with her mouth, her eyes playfully staring at mine.







 Finally letting go of my cock, Mandy sits back on the bed, getting comfortable but not covering herself in any way with her dress, grabbing the laptop and putting it on her bare thighs. Patting the empty spot beside her, beckoning me to join her, “Let’s try again, ok?” She says, before adding, “Grab your laptop.”







 Sitting next to her, my pants still down and my cock glistening with her spit, I cover it with my laptop and open up, getting back to the Math equation, the fact that I just had my first blowjob prominent in my mind.







 Acting as if the duel orgasms didn’t just happen, Mandy starts explaining the equation again, and while her tits are still amazing and bare, I’m actually able to
 half
 focus on Mandy’s words, my eyes only
 partially
 glued to her chest and the fork of her sex for the first five minutes, although after that her pure feminine allure starts to overpower me again and my cock starts to grow uncomfortably under my laptop, Mandy seeing my tumescence when I lift the laptop to adust my discomfort.







 “Ok, that’s to be expected, you’re 18 after all. One orgasm was unlikely to remove enough pressure, but we did see a marked improvement so I believe we’re on the right track,” Mandy says as she sees my throbbing cock, closing her laptop and putting it on the floor nearby before grabbing mine and placing it with hers.







 Moving up, Mandy lies on my bed, her head on my pillow, arching her back to lift her butt as she slides her dress that was rucked around her midriff off her legs, kicking it away nearby, now posed before me completely naked and looking perfect, one hand under her head and the other resting on her stomach, looking like she’s enjoying the sun on a towel at the beach or beside a pool.







 “Take the rest of your clothes off, Jake, we need to deal with that distraction throbbing so urgently between your legs,” Mandy instructs me casually in her soft, confident tone.







 Standing up and removing my shirt with trembling hands, I realize I’m about to have sex for the first time, and with an absolutely stunning MILF no less! My cock pulsating with need, I strip down and get back on the bed a little awkwardly, kneeling on the covers with a raging boner jutting out, my eyes sweeping upland down the delicious beauty that is Mandy’s naked body, sensual and 100% woman, ticking every one of my instincts boxes.







 Smiling softly, Mandy slowly opens her legs, lifting her knees, offering herself to me.







 “Come and get between my legs, Jake. I’ll help you feel much better,” Mandy purrs, watching me from her position as I move from her side to between her chocolate thighs, my heart pounding on my ribs, my head swimming with lustful anticipation, my cock almost painfully hard.







 “Ok, now lean down to me. Yes, that’s it,” Mandy instructs as I lower myself over her like I’m doing a press-up, but from the knees, not the toes, “Ok, great. Now, I’m going to guide you in, just let it happen. It’s going to feel really good,” Mandy tells me as I feel her hand grab my shaft and point it for her sex, her eyes hypnotizing mine as her honeyed voice seduces me, my urge to not disappoint making me happy to be guided by her, a mature woman showing me how to fuck properly.







 I feel her moving my cock up and down, her pussy brushing my knob, filling me with pleasure as she coats me in her natural lube before holding me steading, my knob just barely between her lips, her heat already amazing as my cock soaks it up.







 “Ok, now push yourself slowly into me. Take your time. It might feel too good and you’ll come and that’s ok. It’s a pretty intense experience the first time,” Mandy tells me, putting one hand around me on my ass and pulling me down, guiding me to penetrate her.







 Lowering myself and pushing in, I slide my cock inside a woman for the first time, instantly amazed and almost overwhelmed by how good it feels, Mandy’s pussy hugging my shaft in a warm velvet grip, making every nerve of my length light up and send urgent signals to my brain, my cock the center of my universe now as I shudder with absolute pleasure as I fill her tight sex with my pulsating cock.







 “There you go. Yes,” Mandy purrs, one hand stroking and caressing the back of my head while her other squeezes my ass, her legs open wide for me as I experimentally pump in and out a few times, relishing the strong suction feeling Mandy’s pussy grips my girth with, with each outward stroke, like her blowjob which was already amazing but somehow another 100 times better.







 Pumping slowly, I get into a flow but don’t risk going any faster, able to tell from how great it feels that I would be able to maintain a faster pace for long without coming, Mandy’s body feeling like it was made for draining balls, so great is my pleasure.







 Looking down, I watch how Mandy’s breasts rock every time I push into her, Mandy watching me watch her breasts with a smile, perhaps enjoying the sight of a young man losing his virginity, knowing that she’s making me feel things I have never felt before in my entire life, and that no matter what happens now, she will always have been my first.







 “You’re doing great, Jake. You’ve already lasted longer than many would during their first time. You’ve paced yourself, great work,” Mandy tells me, her hand caressing my head softly, her eyes big and beautiful as she compliments me, my cock sliding back and forth inside her, my every nerve in heaven as this stunning MILF takes my cock.







 Pulling my head towards her, we start to kiss, her lips soft and delicate as they press with mine, our tongues immediately lapping at each other, her fingers through my hair, her other squeezing my ass as I feel her wrap a leg around mine, holding me inside her, her warm, soft, flawless body pressed to mine as I lower myself onto her, our heat mingling as we make out with increasing intensity.







 Kissing deeply, I start to pump faster, unable to help myself, my every instinct driving me to plunge my cock as deep as possible inside this beautiful woman and fill her, one hand reaching under her and grabbing her ass as I piston faster, the other wrapping under her arm and clasping her shoulder, holding her close now as I fuck faster, our mouths locked together, both of us breathing through our noses as my speed increases, the outcome inevitable and no longer caring, my balls lifting and my cock swelling with need as I feel it building.







 “
 Mmmph!
 ” I exclaim into her mouth, Mandy holding me tight to her, licking and sucking my mouth as I start to come, her other hand gripping my ass as I piston in orgasm, her leg wrapped around me, trapped and with nowhere to go but come deep inside her, which I do with pleasure. Bucking and thrusting, I piston in climax, gripping her ass as I bury myself as deep as I can, my cock pulsating and shooting my seed deep into Mandy’s contracting pussy, her body milking me as I once again empty myself, painting the walls of her sex with my semen.







 Bucking and twitching, my orgasm slowly rolls to a stop, random nerves still firing and making me jolt as her sex touches my knob, now raw with sensitivity. Panting, our kiss slowly comes to a halt too, looking down into her beautiful eyes, my cock pulsing inside her.







 Caressing my head gently, Mandy’s other hand strokes me back, her foot stroking my calf, her touch light and sensual, relaxing me after such a high, my heart still hammering.







 “How do you feel now, Jake?’ Mandy asks in her now familiar honeyed purr.







 “I can’t...I just...wow,” I say, saying not much at all, before leaning in to kiss her some more, her full lips so sensuous against mine, everything about this woman driving me crazy with lust at first sight.







 “Haha, I think I understand,” Mandy smiles, still stroking my head after this round of kissing ends, “So I think what we’ll do is lay here for a little longer before we get back to the laptops, I’m worried that you might have another round and don’t want to get back to the Math prematurely.”







 Laying on her, still throbbing inside her, I look down in wonder as I realize there could still be more sex in store.







 “Really?” I ask, unable to believe my Friday could possibly get any better.







 Looking over at my bedside clock, Mandy nods with a smile before looking back at me, “Well, I know for a fact that your parents won’t be home for at least another two hours, so let’s see how much...work we can get done in that time, shall we?”







END
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