
        
            
                
            
        

    
CAMPING WITH MY BEST FRIEND'S BUSTY MILF MOM


My best friend's Mom Amanda has massive breasts. Like, massive massive breasts. You know the type, right? The kind of huge natural boobs that you simply cannot help but be smitten with, tapping into something at your very core, a lustful need to hold them, caress them, bury your face in them and jam your hand between them as you sleep with their owner, spooning them closely.


Yeah, those kind of breasts. Even in a thick and frumpy conservative sweater, as sexless as possible a piece of clothing that Amanda could wear, she would still turn the head of every guy she passed, her chest simply too big to be ignored or adequately hidden.


Her son, my best friend Stephen, had heard everything you can imagine from his friends by this point, getting to the stage he wouldn't invite most of them around anymore for fear of his Mom taking all their attention while they were there. I was just as if not more enamored with her breasts as the rest of them, but I was a little more discreet about it in front of him.


Over the years that I'd known Stephen and come around to visit, Amanda had busted me many times checking her out though, my eyes simply unable to look away from her whenever she would be wearing something around her house that would give me a great view of those huge naturals.


Apologizing one time after I'd been particularly bad, literally staring at her chest and lost in a horny fantasy daydream while she was looking directly at me and asking a question, she'd laughed it off and explained that she was used to it, what with grown men doing it all the time, what chance did a hormonal 19 year old like me have of resisting?


On top of her world-class chest, Amanda is also a really nice person, her personality light and happy, always bubbly whenever I stay over with Stephen, and her attitude more like Stephen's older MILF friend than his Mom, happy to join us at concerts and bars, even when Stephen doesn't want her to, where she has no trouble getting the attention of the younger men, them all seeing what I get to see pretty much every day.





Waking up in Stephen's room on the spare mattress we'd thrown on the floor, I get up and put on some clothes, the sounds of Stephen and Amanda in conversation filtering down the hall.


Going to the kitchen first and pouring a coffee, I join them outside on the patio, waving to them both as I sip, still half sleepy.


"Finally! He joins us from the land of nod!" Amanda says playfully as I exchange a nod with Stephen, "Now you can tell Brad the good news, sweety," She adds, looking at Stephen.


Looking at me, he grins, "You know how we had nothing much planned for this weekend?"


"Uh-huh."


"Well, Mom's invited us to join her camping at Willow Grove!"


"Isn't that like ultra-hard to get in to?" I ask, pretty sure that Willow Grove, whilst bearing a quaint little sounding name, is actually a massive private land area with a similar exclusive clientele you might normally expect to hear about with the extreme golf courses of the world, the kind with annual fees that could buy a house for most normal people.


"Yep!" Stephen says excitedly.


Leaning in a little, Amanda gives me a smile, "I know a man who owns a small cabin there, says he never uses it this time of year and that I was welcome to, so I took him up on the offer."


I can only smile as I imagine the man flashing his key to Amanda, hoping for a chance to get his hands on her boobs, probably.


"Apparently it's their quiet season now so we'd have the run of the place," Stephen adds, excitement in his voice, "So, what do you say?"


"Of course," I answer, keen to walk around in a forest I normally wouldn't be able to afford to walk around in even if I saved up my entire life.





Driving up the narrow (but fastidiously well maintained) track, I can't help but ooh and ahh as we make our way to the cabin through the forest, trees and wildlife within arms reach just out the windows as we idle along, looking like something out of a 'deep in the Amazon forest' postcard.


Every now and then the path splits, a small discreet sign bearing a number, indicating the way to another cabin, the secondary track soon disappearing into the lush forest.


"From what he said, the cabins have at least 7-8 miles between each other so the chances of seeing anyone else are pretty slim, assuming there's anyone home anyway," Amanda explains as we go, feeling more and more removed from civilization as we go.


Coming to another fork, Amanda breaks off and follows it, heading to Cabin 12, our destination. Twisting and turning, the smooth track following the land and looking like it was built with a mind to avoid removing any trees at all if possible, we continue for another 20 minutes before a small clearing reveals the cabin. Small but in perfect condition, with a smaller detached building next to it.


"That's the sauna," Amanda says, answering our unasked question, "And there should be a spa around the back."


Pulling up. We get out of the car, Stephen and I following Amanda with the bags in our hands, the sounds of nature and a warm breeze all around us, the isolation feeling awesome.


Practically jogging, Stephen explores the Cabin, grabbing the key from his Mom and unlocking the door. Following him inside, it's small but perfect, the kitchen area to one side and the sleeping area to the right. It becomes apparent pretty quickly this is a cabin for a couple only, the one large bed not partitioned, with no sign of anything else in the cabin except a discreet door leading to the bathroom at the back.


"Umm, so where are Brad and I supposed to sleep, Mom?" Stephen asks, looking through the back door to check if it's another bedroom but only leads to the spa.


"Oh dear, that never even occurred to me," Amanda answers, looking around the cabin.


"Don't worry," I say, "Stephen can have the couch and I'll roll a couple of blankets out on the carpet. It looks thick enough to be able to sleep on comfortably, anyway," I add, pointing to the small couch between the bed and the kitchen, and the carpeted area distinguishing the sleeping area from the polished wooden floor of the kitchen/dining zone.


"Thanks," Stephen says, tossing his bag on the couch, "First things first, let's get that spa going!" He says, grabbing his swimming trunks from the bag and going out the back door, the sound of the spa rumbling to life a few seconds later.


"Thank you, Brad," Amanda says, putting her hand on my arm and giving me a smile, "But the floor? Will you be ok?"


"Eh, don't worry. Cross that bridge when I get to it," I answer with a grin, not really wanting to think about a bad night's sleep when there's a hot spa waiting.


Grabbing my own swimming trunks, I go out to join Stephen. Already bubbling, the spa looks great and I hop in eagerly, Stephen smiling, his arms up on the sides as he relaxes.


Sliding into the water taking in the view, forest all around us, the cabin a small slice of civilization in the midst of thick nature, I feel the hot water working its magic and relaxing me into a puddle of content butter.


A few minutes later, Amanda comes through the back door, dressed in a small white bikini and it's all I can do to not exclaim out loud as her ridiculously big boobs sway and bounce, the tiny pieces of fabric barely holding her chest puppies at bay. Stepping up to the spa, her curvy figure voluptuous and alluring, I glimpse at the bulge of her sex for a moment before the pure spectacle of her chest brings me back.


Her breasts spilling around the fabric, the small triangles probably only just hiding her assumedly large areolas, the white cloth poking out as her nipples strain against it. Hopping into the spa, her every movement sending a fresh wobble of hypnotic swaying through her breasts, I feel my cock growing under the water, tenting my shorts and aching as Amanda lowers herself in, her breasts bubbling and bobbing on the water as it comes up to about her nipples.


"Jesus, Mom!" Stephen says, frowning at Amanda.


"What? We're in the middle of nowhere, who's going to see? Brad doesn't mind, do you, Brad?" Amanda says looking down at her chest.


"What? Umm, no. Of course not. Umm."


"See? Anyway, it's not my fault that they're this big. I didn't ask for them," Amanda says, cupping them and wobbling them about with a laugh.


"Mom!" Stephen says, "Poor Brad doesn't know where to look."


"Tsk, he already knew I have big bazoongas, Stephen," Amanda retorts, giving me a mischievous wink before sinking a little lower in the water, her breasts bobbing and swaying in the most tantalizing display I've ever seen, my every instinct and urge screaming at me to reach out and touch them, my cock throbbing angrily.


"Ugh, come on, Brad," Stephen says, getting up, his mood suddenly sour, "Let's go try out the sauna instead."


"Umm, I'd rather just stay here a bit longer," I say to him, trying to tell him with my eyes that I've got a boner and can't stand up right now in front of his Mom.


Understanding me after a few seconds, Stephen's mood just gets darker, obviously assuming my boner is because of his Mom and her massive breasts, shooting me an angry look as he storms off.


"Asshole," He throws over his shoulder just before slamming the door.


"That went south rather quickly, didn't it?" Amanda says with a grin while I try and think of a way to not make this my fault when I'm talking to Stephen later.


"Between you and me, Brad," Amanda continues, "Stephen has always been a bit sensitive about my boobs and the attention they get."


"I remember once when we first started hanging out I mentioned your breasts, just in passing like, and he instantly got shitty. I haven't done that again since," I confess with a smile.


"Sounds about right. And now you're sitting there with a hard-on after seeing them almost bare and he can't handle that, as if you have any control of when Mr. Penis goes up."


"Umm, you know about my boner?" I ask, her name for my cock rather amusing.


Rolling her eyes theatrically and smiling, Amanda cups her boobs again and gives them a jiggle, "Brad, sweety, I've had a lifetime of men suddenly needing to put their hands in their pockets after looking at my girls, or needing to sit down, or 'nonchalantly' putting something over their lap, or pulling down their shirt and leaning forward awkwardly. If there's a thing that guys do to hide their hard-ons, I've seen it. I get from your point of view they're sexually arousing, that's just how you're wired, but for me, they really are just big boobs. I wish Stephen would see it like that."


Hearing the sound of Amanda's car starting, Amanda and I look at each other as we realize what's happening, both of us scrambling to get out of the spa, my erection forgotten as we dash through the cabin just in time to see Stephen reversing, mid-way through a three-point turn.


Seeing us, he calls angrily from the window, his face red like he's maybe trying not to cry.


"You want to hang out with my Mom so bad, you can enjoy the weekend alone then, you asshole!"


"Dude, come on!" I call back, one hand shoved into my pocket, trying to hide my erection as I jog up to him, "I was embarrassed! It didn't mean anything!"


"You're supposed to be my friend!" Stephen retorts, spittle flying from his mouth as he puts the car in drive and tears off down the path, giving us the finger as he speeds away.


Standing there, feeling both ashamed and silly, sad for my friend's hurt feelings and conscious of the fact I'm standing in the open with a badly timed boner, Amanda walks up slowly behind me, watching out for stones with her bare feet.


"It's ok, he'll calm down eventually," She says, patting my shoulder, "No point dwelling on it."


Turning and nodding, I can't help but notice how stepping out of the hot water and into the more moderate breeze has had a certain... effect on Amanda's nipples, now hard and poking out, the fabric doing very little to hide them, my cock in no danger of going down anytime soon.


Looking down and laughing, Amanda flicks one with a finger, "Haha, yeah. I've got about as much control of these girls as you do with your Mr. Penis," She says, glancing at the bulge in my shorts and my hand shoved awkwardly into my pocket, knowing full well what I'm doing.


Walking into the cabin, the urge to relax in the spa kinda spoiled, we grab towels and wrap up, sitting on the small porch, both of us occasionally looking at our phones, neither of us having got a response yet from our texts to Stephen, mine apologetic and Amanda's demanding he returns with her car.


Staring out into the forest, I feel my cock finally start to go down under the towel. A short while later, Amanda slaps the armrest of her chair.


"You know what, Brad? Who cares? This is Stephen's problem, not ours. Acting so silly about my boobs. I'm not going to let him spoil what could be a once in a lifetime weekend! I'm getting back in the spa, would you like to join me?" Amanda declares, standing up and walking through the cabin back to the spa.


My feelings of sorrow for Stephen rapidly evaporating, I get up as well, following Amanda to the spa. I mean, it's not like she would ever actually fuck me is it? And I have no control over when I get a boner, so yeah, fuck it, let's enjoy ourselves, a session in a spa with an incredibly busty MILF sounds awesome.


Getting back into the water, our towels tossed aside, sitting opposite, the view of Amanda quickly re-animates my cock, throbbing eagerly under the bubbling water, Amanda's boobs bobbing and bouncing in the turbulence, threatening to shake free of her bikini at any moment.


"You really can't get enough of them, can you?" Amanda says with a grin after catching me staring at her enormous breasts for the 8th or 9th time.


Turning beet red, I tear my eyes away from her hypnotically dancing breasts, "Sorry Amanda. It's just...I can't explain. It's like I have to look. I don't mean to be so crass, but I swear it's like every instinct and urge tells me to enjoy the view," I say, trying to describe the sheer power of the need to look.


"No need to apologize, I get it. Women have that too, you know, but often it can be for more subtle things, or stuff that's harder to come across in public. I have a friend that would spend her entire time talking to you looking at your V. She wouldn't even know what color your hair is after 10 minutes of chatting, haha."


"My Vee?"


"You know, the V of your lower abdomen, it disappears into your shorts, she's gaga for a good V and you have a very good one," Amanda explains.


"Haha, thanks," I say, feeling good and liking the fact my time spent in the gym has been noticed by such a hot MILF like Amanda, "What about you? Hands? I've heard lots of women like a man's hands."


"Hands are nice, but my thing is a little harder to get a chance to look at compared to boobs and hands and abs."


Intrigued, I lean forward, waiting to hear her answer.


"It's a little blue, but we're both adults so who cares. Anyway, I really, really like watching a hard cock twitch, like when the guy is really horny and his cock moves? I swear I could watch a cock jerk and twitch all day," Amanda admits, looking around just in case someone magically appeared behind her in the last few seconds, "Or watching a guy go from soft to hard, that is so... mesmerizing! The way your cocks, like, pulsate and swell, it's so alien but sexy."


Her sexy talk making my already stiff cock somehow stiffer, I swallow hard as I imagine Amanda with a guy, her face close to his junk, just watching it, licking her lips.


"So, I guess you probably like it when they come then? Lots of twitching going on then."


"Yes!" Amanda exclaims, splashing water everywhere, "Oh my god, Brad! Exactly! That's exactly what I'm talking about! I shouldn't be surprised you get it, you've got one after all, haha."


Loving our sexy conversation, feeling hot and not just from the water, Amanda looks at me, a glimmer in her eyes.


"What do you say we upgrade from the spa to the sauna, Brad?"


"Sounds good," I reply, watching as Amanda gets out of the spa, the bulge of her sex suddenly in my face as she lifts her leg over the edge, her ass full and flawless.


My cock still hard but not feeling as concerned about it now, I step out of the spa and follow her to the sauna, turning it on and feeling the temperature rise rapidly as we enter it.


Reaching behind herself, Amanda unties her bikini top and places it on a bench, suddenly topless before me, her areolas big like I imagined, her nipples erect and sexy, pink and begging to be fondled.


My mouth dropping open, I watch dumbfounded as she then hooks her fingers into her bikini bottoms and tugs them down over her full ass, a small triangle of soft-looking pubes crowning her now exposed pussy! The lips clearly visible as she lifts a leg to grab the bikini bottoms, placing them with the top of her outfit.


Seeing my shock, she laughs.


"Always go nude in a sauna, Brad," She says as she sits on one of the benches, looking at me expectantly.


Grabbing my shorts and hesitating for just a moment, Amanda's massive bare breasts give me a surge of lust and I dive headfirst into the situation, pulling my shorts down, my hard cock springing as I free it, stepping out of my shorts and sitting opposite Amanda, her eyes glued to my cock, not even trying to hide the fact that she's staring.


"Wow, Brad. Well done on the penis. That's quite a big one!" Amanda says playfully, clapping, the movement making her massive breasts sway.


"Haha, thanks," I say, feeling a little self-conscious sitting there naked before her like this, my eyes wandering all over her body as much as I try to focus on her face.


"No, it's ok. Look as much as you want, Brad. We're just two adults enjoying the view, nothing wrong with that is there?" Amanda says, her own eyes on my crotch more than my face, "We're having a sauna session, and we just happen to be naked, and if that just happens to be pleasing to the eye, well that's just a bonus while we enjoy our sauna, surely?"


"I think so, yeah," I say, agreeing with her. Although to be honest, I'd agree with anything this naked buxom beauty before me said right now.


Feeling a little strange staring so openly at her but not willing to pass the opportunity, I ogle her amazing MILF body as she stares at mine, her every movement sending her breasts swaying, her pink nipples two beacons as she starts to glisten, the temperature rising, her whole body taking on a sexy shine.


Remembering what she likes and feeling daring, I look her in the eyes and start flexing my cock, making it jerk and twitch, my fat cock swaying as I flex it, her eyes locked onto it, barely looking up as she starts to chew her lip.


Crossing her legs, her thighs squeezing together, I love the thought that I'm turning such a sexy woman on, jerking and flexing my length for her as she squirms on the bench.


Grabbing my cock, I push it down so that it's pointing out before letting go and letting it spring back up, swaying and rocking, Amanda audibly groaning as she watches, transfixed.


A hand sliding down her body, she starts to rub at her pussy while I watch, her other hand playing with her massive breasts, pulling and tweaking her nipple.


Unable to believe this stunning MILF is masturbating right in front of me, I stare in wonder, watching her display.


"We're just two people enjoying the view, if we're not touching we're not doing anything wrong, surely?" Amanda pants in a breathy whisper, her hand moving quicker on her sex as she stares at my throbbing length.


Flexing my cock more and more for her, I start to jerk myself off, Amanda sighing loudly as she watches my length throb in my hand, her own digits squishing as she rubs her now drenched sex, a thumb and forefinger of her other hand pulling a nipple.


Stroking faster as she rubs herself more rapidly, our eyes locked on the other as we put on a sex show for each other, Amanda finally manages to tear her eyes off my cock long enough to look me in the eye, a hungry expression on her face.


"I wish I could enjoy a view of him coming," She says in a low purr, her eyes dropping back to my throbbing cock.


Hearing her, I get up from the bench, taking a few steps closer, my hand pistoning on my length, barely believing what I'm about to do.


Stroking quickly, I stare at her body and imagine pasting her massive breasts with my load, my orgasm approaching rapidly.


"Oh fuck, I'm gonna come!"


"Yes! Yes! Come for me, Brad! Let me see you blow!"


Grunting, I start to ejaculate, thick ropes of semen spurting from my cock as it throbs and pulsates, the reaction from Amanda immediate, a cry escaping her as she comes witnessing my orgasm, her hand a blur on her pussy as she shakes and shudders on the bench, her massive tits bouncing as she climaxes, the two of us erupting in front of the other, lost in the moment as we stare hungrily at each other, my cock jerking as Amanda's pussy gushes all over her hand.


A long string of semen hanging from my knob, it drips to the ground as I stand there, panting in the heat, Amanda as flushed as I, her hand still stuck between her legs but no longer moving.


The burning feeling of immediate need gone, we don't look directly at each other, knowing that although technically we haven't done anything wrong, we've skated pretty close to it, our libidos making us do something we maybe shouldn't have, feeling like I've betrayed my best friend in a way.


Grabbing her towel and covering up, I do the same with mine, hiding my cock, the two of us sitting quietly in the extremely humid room, glistening with perspiration.


After a while, Amanda shifts in her spot and I look up.


"That's probably enough sauna for one session, hey? We don't want to melt!"


"Haha, yeah," I answer the two of us getting up and exiting, the outside air feeling so cold as it prickles our skins, making us dash back into the cabin, laughing.


Inside, Amanda makes for the bathroom, telling me she's going to rinse off her sweat.


Standing alone, feeling slightly awkward, I hear the shower start, Amanda's breasts about to get nice and soapy, her voluptuous MILF body glistening, feeling my partial regret at my previous actions slowly ebbing away piece by piece as my libido warms up again, knowing deep down that I should stop messing with my best friend's Mom but also knowing deep down I'm going to try, everything about her driving me wild.


Coming out of the bathroom a few minutes later, wrapped in a fresh towel, I go and have a shower myself, soon joining her back in the dining/kitchen area, both in towels, Amanda's eyes flitting to my crotch, giving me the sense she's currently having her own internal struggle as well.


Trying one more time to do the right thing, I grab my phone and glance at the screen, seeing no reply from Stephen still. Trying to remind me who this woman is and whose Mom she is.


"Heard anything from Stephen?" I ask, showing my blank screen and shrugging.


"No, he's really cracked it this time," Amanda answers, picking up her phone and giving it a quick glance, "But he'll calm down eventually."


Feeling like I tried, my eyes wander over Amanda's amazing body, her hair draped over her bare shoulders, her massive boobs barely being held at bay by the thick towel. Feeling my body heat up as I check her out, my cock starts swelling, tenting the towel, Amanda staring openly at it as we both sit there silently, daring the other to make the first comment.


"Brad, could you turn the kettle on? I'll make us some hot drinks," Amanda says, talking directly to my crotch.


Getting up, my erection obvious, Amanda bites her lip as she watches my cock as I go by, filling the kettle and turning it on.


Getting off her seat, Amanda walks over to where I'm leaning against the bench, coming right up to me, her soapy feminine scent making my heart beat faster as she presses in close, her massive chest pushed against me as she reaches over my shoulder, grabbing two mugs, my cock poking into her stomach, her skin so soft as her arm brushes against my shoulder.


"Oops, excuse me," She purrs, looking up at me through her eyelashes, the most beautiful woman I've ever laid eyes on.


Swallowing hard, the cat momentarily getting my tongue, I feel my cock throb as Amanda 'nonchalantly' rubs against me, setting up the mugs and grabbing spoons, touching me whenever she can with the flimsiest of excuses, the whole act turning me on more and more as this experienced MILF toys with me, obviously knowing how much she's arousing me, my cock now as hard as steel.


"Brad, could you please grab the coco for me?"


Looking over, Amanda is leaning against the countertop with her abdomen, the coco barely a foot away, directly in front of her, obviously within reach.


Steeping behind her and reaching around, my cock pressing into her ass, Amanda arches her back, pressing herself harder against me, the soft warmth of her ass making me tremble with need as she wedges my cock between her cheeks through the towels.


My arm reaching around her, my heart in my throat, I stand there holding the tin while she dry humps me, sliding her perfect ass up and down my cock, pressing myself into her as my lust increases.


Grabbing her towel, she unties it and lets it fall to the polished wood floor, her body suddenly naked before me, her ass back on my shaft, now with only one towel between us as she jerks me off with her ass.


"Oops, I guess I didn't tie it properly..." She purrs as she slides up and down, still facing away from me, this act of hers the most erotic thing I've ever been a part of.


Grabbing my own towel, I untuck it and let it slide off, Amanda taking her ass off my cock for the briefest of seconds before pressing herself back on me, now skin to skin, the soft feeling of her asscrack as it slides up and down my absolutely pounding cock incredible.


Looking down, watching as she hotdogs my cock, my shaft throbbing between her buns, I can't believe how good it feels to be titty-fucked but with asscheeks, the heat and the soft slide of her skin up and down, stroking my cock, my balls starting to tingle and my cock jerking.


Pressing harder into her, feeling my orgasm coming, Amanda purrs, feeling my cock twitch in her ass, knowing I'm close, her sliding up and down getting faster and faster as I stand there holding the coco, my head spinning.


"Ungh! Oh fuck! Ungh!" I suddenly exclaim as my cock erupts, jerking between her cheeks and shooting come up her back, my pelvis thrusting as my pulsating cock explodes, spurt after spurt splattering wetly over her flawless skin, Amanda moaning happily as she feels me cover her in hot come, my load running down into her cleft and smearing all over my still throbbing cock and her ass, Amanda flexing her ass, jerking me off with it in a way I've never experienced.


Taking the coco from my unresisting hand, Amanda turns around, my still erect cock trailing semen on her as she smiles, walking to the mugs, leaving me standing there, panting with afterglow


"Thanks, Brad."





Later on, with night now approaching, the cabin's heating system keeping it at a constant warmth, Amanda and I sit on the couch, my kitchen orgasm never mentioned, the two of us watching a movie, with me dressed in boxers and shorts and Amanda with a sloppy top and PJ bottoms on, the top offering no support to her massive breasts, no bra to be seen, her chest swaying and rocking with every small movement, the small tents of her nipples distracting me as we stare at the screen from the corner of my eye.


As the credits roll, she turns to me, "I think I'm ready for bed, Brad."


"Oh, ok," I say, cursing myself for not making a move during the movie, assuming I still had time.


Getting off the couch and walking the few steps to the bed, Amanda peels off her sloppy top, her massive natural breasts swaying as she tosses it to where she was sitting, a moment later stepping out of her PJ bottoms, naked again as I stare hungrily before she gets under the blankets.


Standing up and taking off my own shorts, Amanda watching me closely, I grab my blanket and lay on the couch, trying to get comfortable, the couch a little too short for me to lie on.


"Don't be silly, Brad, this bed is huge, come on," Amanda says, pulling open the blankets and inviting me in.


Getting into the bed with her, Amanda turns off the lights. The moonlight fairly bright and spilling in through the large windows with the curtains still open we both admire the view of the stars.


Feeling myself heat up, my cock growing, a naked and stunning Amanda lying next to me, I feel her hand next to mine and slide mine over hers, Amanda not pulling away, a small grin appearing on her face from the corner of my eye as we both look out at the stars.


"It's hard not to, isn't it?" She says softly, her hand turning in mine so that our fingers intertwine.


"Sorry?" I ask, not understanding.


"This. Us. Now. I Knew the right thing to do would be to leave you on the couch but that lasted all of 3 seconds before I was inviting you in. You just turn me on so much, Brad, and your cock is so handsome, it felt so good exploding between my ass, your hot load running down my back. I want more, I know I shouldn't but I want more."


"I get it. I know it too, and yet my hand went straight to yours. Everything about you makes me...ache for it? Like I need to have you in my arms, I want you so fucking bad, Amanda," I confess, my heart thumping, our fingers squirming in each other's grasp, our bodies getting hotter.


My hand locked with hers, Amanda guides it between her legs, her pussy burning hot and drenched with her lust, rubbing my hand against it, turning to look at me in the moonlight.


"No man has made me so wet before, Brad. My body knows what it wants. It wants your cock inside it."


Swallowing hard, Amanda taking her hand away from mine so that now it's just me, rubbing her sex, my fingers slipping between her slit, swirling around her swollen clit, spreading her pussy, feeling its slippery warmth.


"Maybe, maybe if we do fuck that will fix the urge? Like, we always want what we can't have, so actually doing it will make us both feel better?" I say softly, turning on my side and coming close, my chest pressed to her arm while my hand continues to explore her saturated pussy, so hot and slippery, begging to filled, Amanda gyrating against my hand, grinding herself.


"I think it's worth a try, Brad," Amanda answers in a breathy whisper, her hand sliding down and underneath my boxers, grasping my cock and stroking it.


The two of us masturbating the other in the moonlight, my cock throbbing hotly in her hand and her pussy dribbling with need under my palm, I lean in, kissing her softly at first, our lips pressing together, our mouths opening as our tongues creep out, wet and slippery, playing with each other as our mouths mash together with growing passion, Amanda's other hand holding the back of my head, pulling me into her as our kiss grows more desperate, our crotches gyrating and thrusting, our lust skyrocketing.


Tugging at my boxers, I take the hint and pull them down, kicking out of them as our hands continue to jerk off each other, Amanda's legs spreading wide as I crawl on top of her, Amanda taking my hand coated in her juice and sucking ravenously at my fingers, tasting herself as I watch, before diving my head between her massive breasts, kissing and caressing her fleshy mounds, massive and soft, biting and teasing her nipples, feeling them stiffen under my touch.


Her feet stroking my calves, I position myself and press my throbbing knob against her drenched slit, feeling my cock become engulfed with her beautiful warmth as I slide inside her, both of us gasping, her pussy the softest that I've ever filled, her sex hugging my cock in its grip as I push deeper, Amanda's hands on my ass, pulling me in deeper, desperate to be filled with my length.


Pumping, my lips back on hers, we kiss and fuck, her hands all over me, her legs wrapping around me as I piston into her, the best sex I've ever had, her massive chest rocking with each thrust, her body so voluptuous and feminine, flexing herself while I'm inside her, squeezing my cock with her pussy, making me gasp with pleasure.


"Give me your come, Brad, give it to me, I want to feel you explode inside me," Amanda purrs between kisses, pulling my head down so she can whisper it directly into my ear, her words so erotic and sensuous I feel my cock twitching.


My hands under her, full of her perfect ass, I piston faster, her body and mine slapping together, her full figure shaking as I pound into her, her pussy milking me, gripping my shaft tight, her breasts mashed against me, so alluring and sensual, her figure made to make me horny.


Gripping her ass, my cock swelling, Amanda moans, feeling my orgasm approach, her legs wrapping tighter around mine, her nails in my back as she holds me close, squeezing me closer to orgasm.


With a grunt, I start to come, the bed shaking as I pound into her, pumping her full of come, Amanda moaning with pleasure as she feels me flood her sex with hot semen, my cock pulsating madly inside her, shooting rope after rope of hot come.


Her pussy contracting rapidly, Amanda his her own climax, squeezing me even tighter as she starts to come, my own orgasm not yet over, the two of us grunting and shaking on the bed, burning into each other, kissing madly between cries of pleasure, her sex clamping hard around my shaft as I throb inside her, our crotches drenched in her lust.


Gasping, my head buried in the pillow, Amanda stroking my back as her leg's grip on me eases, we slowly come down, my cock still pulsating within her, Amanda's pussy contracting randomly, Amanda twitching with aftershocks every now and then as we both regain our breath.


Rolling off her and onto my back, Amanda snuggles up, her massive breasts pressed into me as she rests her head on my chest, her hand stroking my abdomen.


"Mmm, that was a good idea, Brad. I feel much better now," Amanda whispers, her fingers trailing up and down, the heat and softness of her body feeling so good against me.


"Me too," I answer, stroking her hair and looking out at the stars, the best day of my life drifting to an end as I fade to sleep, a beautiful MILF wrapped around me.





The next morning, bright light streaming through the windows, I barely have time to understand what that noise means before my instincts kick in and I dive from the bed onto the couch, Stephen coming up the path in Amanda's car, Amanda looking at me with a grin as she sees how close we were to getting busted.


Parking the car and stepping out, walking towards the cabin and waving when he sees us _ through the glass, looking sheepish, Stephen seems none the wiser.


"I told you he'd get over it," Amanda says as he gets closer.


"Yeah, looks like he feels bad for driving away now," I answer, looking at his body language.


"I agree. Oh, by the way, Brad?"


"Yeah?" I say, turning from Stephen to look at her, the blankets pulled up over her chest as she sits up in the bed.


"Unfortunately the urge to fuck you hasn't gone away, so I think we should try it a few more times as soon as possible, and see if that does the trick. Perhaps next weekend?"


Seeing her ravenous look, I nod eagerly just before Stephen walks in, putting on my poker face, but my mind racing with anticipation for the near future with this stunning massive-boobed MILF who appears recently addicted to my cock!


END
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