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THE MILF HOUSESITTER

By

LEO MICHAELS

I was excited for this weekend more than normal as my parents were going away for a week and I would have the house to myself. Getting home and entering, I make my way towards the kitchen. As usual, there was nobody around to greet me, just another day in suburban bliss. The sound of the fridge opening echoed as I looked for something to drink.

Assuming Dad would be in his study and Mom in her office, I was already counting the minutes until they would leave and would have the joy of nobody bothering me until they got back from their time away.

It was perfect, no annoying questions about college or why I didn’t have a girlfriend yet. When I finally took off my shoes and headed upstairs to my room, Mom called me into her office before I could escape completely.

“We hired someone to housesit while we're gone,” She informs me without any fanfare as I walk in, "Your Father and I assumed you'd probably want to hang out with your friends, so the housesitter can take care of the pets and plants.

Great. Just what I needed.

“Who is it?” I ask, trying not to sound too upset.

“A housesitter,” Mom replies with a blank face, giving no extra details, making me suspicious.

"You know I’m 21 years old, right? The house isn't going to explode while you're gone if I'm in charge of it," I say, my annoyance threatening to bleed into my tone.

"Yes," Mom replies with a sigh, "But we felt like the house could benefit from proper adult care while we're gone, considering how things went the last time you got the house to yourself. What with the party and everything?"

Great. My dream week alone was crushed before it even started.

"You know her, though, so you shouldn't have any problems," Mom says, maybe softening a little bit as she saw how disappointed I was.

"Who?"

"Melanie from next door," comes Dad's voice from behind me, startling me. And sure enough, in walks Melanie a moment later, smirking at my surprise as I made sure to stifle my groan of annoyance, my weekend not just going to be boring now, but probably outright unpleasant.

"Hi Jake," she says, sauntering over to give me a peck on the cheek before stepping back to stand with Mom and Dad, her expression victorious, her button-up blouse offering a decent amount of cleavage as she leans in for the kiss.

It's not that I straight-up hate Melanie or anything. She's somewhere in her late 40's and seriously hot. Any guy with a pulse wouldn't kick her out of bed, and her massive tits always strain against the fabric of whatever top she happens to be wearing. Her ass and figure are all top-notch and finished with an absolutely gorgeous face. But she's always had this mean-ish streak, a way of talking down to me like I'm still a kid who needs his nose wiped. Maybe we just got off on the wrong foot when she moved in next door a few years ago, but it's just become the way it is. A tight-lipped hello when we bump into each other, but otherwise stay out of each other's way. I'll be the first to admit I've jerked off while thinking of her more times than I can remember, but that's fantasy. The reality of Melanie is that even though she's amazing to look at, I really don't want to be stuck in the same house as her. Right now, that smirk she wears feels like it's specifically for me, a little 'gotcha' for ruining my plans, whatever they might have been.

"You'll be in charge," Mom says, looking at Melanie but for my ears, a gesture of faith that stings more than a little. My own parents trust their neighbor more than they trust me. "Jake can show you where we keep the pet's food."

"Don't worry," Melanie says, her voice smooth and confident. "Everything will be in perfect order when you get back." She gives me another sidelong glance, a little flicker in her eyes I can't quite read. "I'm very good at handling…things."

Dad claps me on the shoulder. "Great to hear. Now, we really have to get going. Our Uber is probably waiting." He and Mom gather their bags, a flurry of last-minute extra instructions about the pets and the thermostat that I tune out, the house suddenly quiet when they leave.

Feeling extremely awkward in my own home, I look at Melanie and she looks at me, giving her a half-hearted smile and trying to think of something suitably neutral to say to her.

"Reckon it will actually end up snowing this month?" I eventually say, lamely.

"No. Not for at least another 25 days. So maybe next month," Melanie replies, her tone 100% confident, like it's already foretold the exact date snow will hit, her tone immediately annoying me somehow, a fact she appears to notice, her small knowing smile growing as she watches my brow crinkle.

"I promised your Mother we'd clean the house first, then you can go do whatever it is you want to do for the week," She says, her tone again irking me, bossing me around in my own home.

"Look," I start, feeling my face heat up as anger builds-

"You need to clean your room first," she says, stopping me with a hand gesture, her audacity basically stunning me into silence, "Your mother told me the state it's in. Can you really not see the floor? That's a bit gross for a young man of your age to still be like that."

"What? No!" I croak, defending myself. I can imagine what Mom said, a pair of socks left on the floor was a landfill as far as she was concerned. "My room is basically perfect already."

"Well that's great, it means it will take you no time at all to clean it," Melanie replies with a winning smirk, her eyes locked with mine, a small part of me noticing how seductive they were as she stared at me, her cleavage pretty deep too, now that I look, her breasts...what...g-cups or something? Biting my lip as I glanced down at her voluptuous hour-glass figure, her sexiness distracting me from the fact I'm supposed to be angry at this MILF.

"Ugh, fine. But my parents are paying you, Melanie, not me, so I'm only doing my room. Then I'm outta here," I say, even though I have no plans to be anywhere and I was looking forward to being a professional couch-potato.

"Fair enough, Jake," Melanie answers, watching me as I turn away from her.

With a sigh, I trudge upstairs to my room.

My room genuinely being 99% clean, it takes me only a few minutes to straighten things up, toss the laundry into the hamper, and grab an empty mug from my desk, stepping out onto the landing and noticing Melanie down below, dusting shelves.

From up here the view down her top is undeniably awesome, her massive natural breasts jiggling as she dusts, my cock plumping up as I quietly watch from above, feeling a little guilty, but I've never had such a great view of her tits before, especially as she goes along the shelf below, slowly coming more and more directly underneath me.

Taking out my phone and making absolutely sure the camera is on silent, I take a few pictures, zooming in and getting an especially good one before fully indulging and making a short recording, capturing some amazing jiggle.

Not exactly my proudest moment, I think to myself as I step away from the edge and back towards my room when I see Melanie finishing her dusting and about to move on.

Quietly looking out of my door before entering to make sure Melanie was staying down there, I closed my door quietly and stripped off to nothing before slipping under the bedsheets, the soft fabric brushing against my now throbbing cock as I scrolled through the photos and video, my guilt getting blindsided by the amazing footage of my busty MILF neighbors tits and my growing need to jerk off. For better or worse I had always preferred to jerk off naked. Some friends had said they did it standing in front of the toilet or just with their cock out while fully clothed, but for me, masturbating never felt so good as when I was totally naked under the bedsheets.

Also, there was something thrilling about knowing that Melanie was nearby, unaware of what I was doing and what pictures I was doing it to. The thought of her finding out sent a shiver down my spine, making my cock twitch excitedly. I imagined her walking in on me, her face flushed with anger or embarrassment as she caught me pleasuring myself. Would she be disgusted or surprised?

These thoughts only fueled my arousal, causing my hand to piston harder and faster along my aching cock. The sounds of Melanie moving around downstairs grew fainter as I lost myself in the video of her jiggling breasts on a loop, becoming more and more absorbed as I imagined erupting all over those massive globes, Melanie looking up at me impressed as I pasted her tits in come.

Suddenly, my door swung open and Melanie stormed in, her face plastered with a smirk of self-satisfaction.

"Oh my god! Are you jerking off? You are, aren't you!? Really? You couldn't stop yourself from jerking off while I'm here!?" She yells, laughing, stepping closer and trying to pull the blankets from my bed and expose me while I turned beet red with embarrassment, tossing my phone with the still playing video of her down the opposite side of my bed from her.

"What the hell is wrong with you? I knew it as soon as I noticed you’d gone quiet!" She exclaims triumphantly, pulling hard on the covers again and again while I held onto them, desperately trying to keep some dignity.

Yelling and laughing at me to let go, extremely pleased with herself for busting me in the middle of jerking off, I felt myself getting annoyed again, because as embarrassing as this was, it was my room in my house, and so, waiting until she really tugged at the taut blankets I suddenly let go of them, Melanie flying back and landing heavily on her ass with a grunt.

Not even caring about my boner, I laughed in return at her shocked expression as she got up, rubbing her ass, my laugh stopping as I saw the hurt look flood over her features, Melanie getting up from the floor, looking like she was about to scratch me to death but stopping, her hands going to her mouth as she saw my erect cock, her eyebrows lifting and her mouth dropping open in shock.

"Holy...holy shit, Jake! That's huge!" She gasped, simply staring at my cock like it was an art piece on display, my cock indifferent to my emotions and still throbbing urgently between my legs, a glistening bead of pre-come at the tip, my hands patting for the whereabouts of my pillow behind me as I sat there, watching Melanie watch me.

Finding it, I slip the pillow over my crotch, although I still feel just as exposed, Melanie not moving, seemingly transfixed, her eyes still staring at the pillow now hiding my erection with fascination. "It's so big..." She whispers at me, her eyes bright with curiosity.

"I...I mean. Not really. It's pretty normal," I finally reply.

"You think your cock is normal size, do you, Jake?" She says, finally looking up from my pillow to give me a doubtful look.

"Well, yeah, it's like the dicks you see in the pornos."

"You do know most guys in porn are in porn because their cocks are waaaay above average, don't you, Jake?" Melanie asks suspiciously, like she thinks I'm messing with her, which confuses me.

"I don't think that's true," I say, although Melanie's confident tone does put a sliver of doubt in me.

"Are...are you genuinely telling me, Jake, honestly, that you don't know you've got a massive penis?" Melanie asks, hands on hips.

"I...well. The only other ones I've seen are in porn," I answer, starting to doubt myself and feeling pretty silly.

"What about when you've been with a girlfriend? None of them has ever commented on its size?"

"I haven't actually...umm...had a girlfriend yet," I answer, suddenly feeling smaller under Melanie's stare while I sit here naked and her constant questions.

"Ok, whatever your generation calls them? Fuckbuds? Random hookup at a party? None of them has ever commented?"

"No...no, I mean, I haven't...been with a woman yet," I borderline squeak in reply, feeling smaller and smaller, my voice trailing off.

"Ohhhh," Melanie says, and I wait for a smirk and a smart-ass comment, but instead she looks at me with almost pity, which might actually be worse, "Well, that's not a big deal these days, is it? What are you, 18, 19?"

"Uhhh, 21 actually," I say, my voice almost a whisper.

"Ok, basically the same thing," Melanie says, but I can sense the forced neutrality in her tone. She literally IS feeling sorry for me right now, I realise, my shoulders sagging.

Clearing her throat after a few seconds of increasingly awkward silence, Melanie walks to the other side of my bed, bending down and picking up my phone off the ground before I remember I'd thrown it away in haste, "Alright," She says evenly, "Let’s see what porno you like to-"

"No!" I yelp, interrupting her, lunging for the phone, one hand still covering my erection with a pillow, but it's too late.

Her eyebrows rising, Melanie looks quietly from the screen to me and then back again, the loop of her jiggling tits clearly still playing on a loop.

"Right. Well," She says quietly but somehow with threatening neutrality, "I was thinking maybe you're gay but didn't want to come out to your parents or something. But this is quite clearly me. Just before. You filmed down my top, and you were just now literally jerking off while watching my boobs bounce about, correct?"

"Yeah," I admit, my voice a whisper and my head hanging. Kneeling naked on my bed with a pillow over my erect cock and feeling like possibly the dumbest person to have ever lived.

"Look, you can't do things like this, Jake," Melanie says, her voice regaining a little warmth as she waves the screen at me, her breasts still bouncing on it, "I can understand your sexual frustration, I really can, believe me, but this isn't the right behaviour, is it?"

"No," I reply, wishing that damn loop would stop already.

"Here, take your phone back, and delete the video for me, please," She says, offering the phone back to me, my shaky hand taking it and doing as she says, even making sure to delete the pictures as well.

"Thank you, Jake. One day, you'll meet a woman who likes you so much she'll send you videos like that without the need to be sneaky," Melanie says softly, patting me on the shoulder. "Now, how about this offer: we'll keep this just between us two and I don't tell your folks, and in return you don't do anything like that without the woman's permission ever again. Deal?"

"Deal," I croak, relief flooding me.

"Excellent. I'll leave you alone now so you can get some clothes back on."

"Ok. Sorry, Melanie."

"It's alright, Jake, but it better not ever happen again," Melanie answers, leaving my room and closing the door behind her.

Holy shit that was bad, I think to myself as I toss the pillow down, my oblivious cock still throbbing intensely, making me look at it through fresh eyes. I'd literally never thought about it, my cock looked like most of the other cocks I'd ever seen, but Melanie seemed momentarily dumbstruck by its proportions.

Fuck it, I might as well go around to Stephen's place and ask him. he's my closest friend, he won't call me a sissy (too much) for wanting to talk about penises, I think as I pull on my clothes and head downstairs, bumping into Melanie, who sees me dressed and heading for the front door.

"Going out?" She asks, the upstairs incident completely missing from her tone. Whether deliberately or not, helping me relax a bit around her, considering.

"Yeah, seeing a friend a few blocks from here. I might not be back until tomorrow?"

"No problem, you're a big boy, I'm here to take care of your parent's house. Have fun," She replies, my eyebrow raising at her possible innuendo. Melanie looking back at me with simple smile.

"Ok, bye," I say, feeling a little weird leaving the house empty of family members but still containing someone.

About half a block into the three-block walk I remember that I promised Stephen I'd return a few games I'd borrowed next time I see him. Debating for a few seconds whether to continue not remembering or go back and get them, I turn on my heel and head back home.

Approaching my house, I can see the distinct sexy outline of Melanie as she exits her house, holding a small bag of some sort, and walks a few yards along the sidewalk before going back into my house.

Grabbing a bottle of wine? Her toothbrush? I ponder as I continue walking, arriving at my front door a few minutes later.

Not wanting to have to look her in the eye if I don't have to, I open the front door as quietly as possible. If I'm lucky, I can slip upstairs, grab the games from my room and be gone without any unnecessary awkwardness.

Padding carefully up the stairs, I can definitely hear noise coming from upstairs. Something like...a buzzing?

Probably brushing her teeth, I assume. Which is good, as my room is before the bathroom so I still might be able to slip in and out unseen.

But something is accompanying the buzzing. Moaning? Humming while she brushes her teeth? I reach the top of the stairs and see my bedroom door is slightly ajar, but I know I closed it on my way out, the noise unmistakably coming from my room, now thinking she's using some hi-tech cleaner or something? But why in my room?

Quietly as possible, I push open my bedroom door, peeking inside to see what she could possibly be doing, my heart leaping into my throat when I see the sight laid out before me. Melanie, completely and utterly naked, lying on my bed, her legs spread wide as she pumps a vibrator rapidly in and out of her pussy, her breath coming in short gasps, her breasts so heavy and pendulous, my cock spasming as I watch them sway and rock as she masturbates furiously.

As I watch, Melanie lets out a moan, thrusting the vibrator deeper into her crotch. My heart races with a mixture of excitement and anxiety, I've never seen a woman like this in real-life before. I know I should look away but there’s no way I can, she’s so sexy, and seeing a woman masturbate like this, not on camera for a show, but real honest masturbation, feels so raw and sensual, and why here, why my bed specifically?.

Careful not to make any noise I watch the show, enraptured, my cock harder than it’s ever been. The house completely silent except for Melanie's soft whispers and whimpers and the wet sound of her self-fucking.

"Fuck, that feels good...Oh fuck yeah. Oh, Jake, your big cock feels so good in my tight little hole..." she murmurs, her hips rocking harder as she squirms on my bed, her eyes screwed shut.

Already standing still, I'm now frozen, unable to believe what I'm hearing. My smoking hot MILF neighbor is imagining my cock inside her while she fucks herself. My cock, already achingly hard, throbs urgently as I listen to her imagining herself taking my length, her language so blunt and coarse, I feel my face turning red.

My mind whirls with these thoughts as I continue to observe Melanie from the doorway. Her breath coming in quick little gasps as she rubs her clit harder and harder with one hand, her hips bucking with each thrust of her vibrator with the other.

Without warning, she lets out a loud moan, her head shaking side to side as she comes in front of me. Her whole body shaking with the force of her orgasm, her vibrator buried deep in her sex as she writhes in pleasure, her legs straight and her thighs tensing, her toes curled, my bed squeaking as she shudders in orgasm for what feels like over a minute.

As she recovers from her climax, panting, she looks over and sees me standing there, still rooted to the spot, watching her. Her already flushed face flushing with embarrassment, and her mouth forming a surprised O, the two of us simply looking at each other, neither of us knowing what to say.

"I thought you were going to your friend's house?" She says eventually, surreptitiously placing the vibrator at her side away from me, her hands covering her small tuft and breasts.

"Yeah. I...uhh...I forgot to take some games I promised," I answer, pointing over at my console and TV.

"Right. So, uh, I guess we should probably talk about this," she says, her voice soft, her chest still heaving as she comes down from her orgasm.

Swallowing nervously, I nod, "Yeah. I mean, I really didn't mean to walk in on you...you know...masturbating," I croak out.

“It's a bit of karma really, huh?" Melanie says, wrapping my blanket around her nakedness before sitting up on my bed, "Now, please be honest, Jake. I know what you saw, but what did you hear? How long were you there?" She asks, her eyes glancing down at my throbbing bulge for a fraction of a second, watching her chew her lip.

I hesitate, rubbing the back of my neck sheepishly, trying to find the right words to say.

"Uhh, I might have…you know…heard my name once or twice," I reply, feeling my face heating up, my own arousal becoming ever more intense now, knowing full well I definitely heard every syllable she said during most of her session.

Melanie takes a deep breath, looking me straight in the eye, her voice soft but determined when she speaks again.

"Ok. Look, Jake, I don't really understand why I'm thinking about you like this, but I am. Maybe it's because I've never experienced something so big before, maybe it's because I'm curious, or maybe it's just pure lust. Knowing that you were jerking off to me made me tingle in a way I haven't in years. I always thought you hated me, frankly. Seeing your...your cock so big and hard just from my breasts, and knowing you're my handsome younger neighbor, I don't know. I...I just had to blow off this steam, ok?" She says, her explanation rambling as I watch, Melanie probably feeling as awkward as I did when I was in her position.

I swallow hard, my heart racing as I try to process her confession. "Handsome?" I ask, that part standing out the most, funnily enough.

"Oh God, now you're going to tell me you don't know you're a handsome man to go along with your huge...downstairs package?" Melanie says, sounding flustered at my apparent ignorance.

"No..I mean. Thank you, Melanie," I say, thinking about what she's said, "For what it's worth, I've never hated you, but I did also assume that you hated me."

"Really? You always seemed to look at me with that 'too cool to care' kind of look, like I was just another old person in your way."

"Hah! No, that would be me trying to very carefully make sure you didn't catch me checking you out."

"You're kidding?" Melanie asks, suspicious but hopeful.

"Not at all," I say, coming a little closer, "Truth be told, I've a bit of a crush on you since you moved in," I add, feeling strange as I reveal this long-held secret.

"Huh. I had no idea. I...I think I've just gotten so used to feeling a bit...invisible to men since I entered my 40's, I assumed your cold looks were a sign I was of no interest to you, even as a human being."

"What? No, not at all, Melanie! I mean, the phone remember? I promise, I was just awkward, shy, and not wanting to look like a creep, but trust me, I was always happy to see you in your yard and stuff," I explain, seeing that the two of us have been simply returning each other's chilly vibes in some sort of feedback loop, neither of us nearly as negative to the other as we thought.

"Well, there you go, huh? The handsome, sweet, well-hung man next door likes me," Melanie says, chuckling a little and shaking her head.

"And...the total babe next door with breasts I'd kill to touch thinks I'm handsome," I reply, not quite as confidently but feeling a growing closeness with her, my erection still throbbing in my pants.

"She does," Melanie confirms, her eyes looking me slowly up and down, "Jake, would you like to come closer to me? She asks, her voice dropping to a sweet whisper.

Feeling a change in the atmosphere, I nod, before finally finding the courage to move forward. Slowly, hesitantly, I cross the bedroom to be standing in front of her, my heart thumping against my ribcage, blood rushing through my veins.

Melanie watches me approach, chewing her lip thoughtfully, looking like she's having a million thoughts all at once.

"Look. I know now you're a virgin, and you don't need to do anything if you're nervous. But...but I'm literally naked on your bed having just masturbated thinking about you, and I...I want to help you...give you a chance to try things out? Do you understand?"

"I think so," I say, my throat closing rapidly.

"Would...would you like to play with my breasts? You don't even have to kill anyone," She says with a smile, looking up at me, both a confident cougar and vulnerable woman at the same time.

"Yeah...yeah, I'd love to do that, Melanie," I say, but don't move.

"Ok then," Melanie says with a sweet smile, biting her lip and keeping her eyes on mine as she reaches up to grab the blanket around her and peel it slowly down, revealing her huge natural breasts inch by inch until they're out, her nipples erect, her areolas large and as pink as her nubs, chewing my lip too as I enjoy the front row seat view, Melanie sitting on the bed before me, the blanket around her midsection, her heavy breasts swaying with every tiny movement.

"Here, give me your hands, " She says, taking them and leading them to her breasts, the soft heat so good as my palms press against them, Melanie watching my face as I stare open-mouthed and I start to gingerly massage them.

"Does it feel nice, Jake?" She whispers.

"Y-yeah, they're amazing," I say, amazed at how heavy they are.

"I can see how hard you are. Would you...like me to let him out?" She asks, her voice dripping with sensual honey now.

Swallowing hard, I nod, unable to speak but trembling at the thought of a woman finally touching my cock.

Reaching out slowly towards me, her hands grab the hem of my pants, looking back up at me one last time, her expression questioning, seeing if I'm about to back out at the final threshold. Saying nothing, my breath hot and rapid, I simply stand there and let this stunning MILF do whatever it is that she wants to do, my legs trembling as I feel her start to tug my pants down, my hands still glued to her breasts.

She pulls them slowly down my thighs, my boxers following suit, my cock springing free. The sight of my hard cock captivating her once again as she reaches up to touch it. Her first glancing brushes against it making me shudder with pleasure and anticipation, her now sultry stare going from my cock to my eyes and back again as her fingers caress, tease, and fondle my aching shaft, exploring it.

As she continues to explore, Melanie starts talking again, "Look at your cock, Jake. It's enormous. And beautiful. I've got to tell you, I'm soaking wet again just getting to play with such an amazing specimen," Melanie purrs, teasing my stiff member with her fingertips.

She's genuinely fascinated by its size and I feel both proud and self-conscious. My roaming of her breasts possibly a similar situation, everything about them fascinating me.

Wrapping her fingers as much around my girth as she can, she gives my length a few gentle test strokes, a moan of utter bliss escaping me.

"Mmm, I like hearing you moan with pleasure," she purrs softly, her gaze turning to mine with a wicked grin as her hands wrap themselves around my cock more firmly, making my pulse quicken as her hands start sliding gracefully up and down my length, from tip to base, my pre-come lubricating the way.

"You like that, Jake? You like me stroking this huge cock for you?" Her voice a low murmur, her eyes flashing with excitement.

I can only nod, my breath catching in my throat as she picks up the pace bit by bit, my first handjob more than I could have ever hoped for. Her other hand moves to cup my heavy balls, rolling and massaging them gently in her palm. The dual sensations are overwhelming, pleasure building deep in my stomach. Her gaze is locked on my face, watching my reactions, her own lips parted as she shares in my building ecstasy.

"God, look at how hard you are," she whispers, her thumb spreading more pre-come around my swollen head, making my whole body jerk. "You're going to come so hard soon, aren't you? All over my big tits. That's what you were thinking about earlier, wasn't it? Fucking my breasts until you covered them?"

"Oh God, Melanie. That's...that's so sexy," I moan, amazed that sex talk can make me feel physical pleasure, her words literally making my body respond, my body twitching and jerking as random pangs of pleasure shoot through it.

"Yeah? You like it when I talk about your cock? You like the idea of your big, handsome cock erupting all over my breasts and covering me in your hot come?"

Her words are the final push I (barely) need. A few more firm, confident pumps of her expert hand and my control shatters.

Moaning, my hips buck forward involuntarily, thrusting my cock deeper into her grasp as my orgasm hits. A thick, hot rope of come erupts from the tip, landing with a wet splat across the heavy swell of her breasts. Another spurt follows, painting her breasts again. I watch, mesmerized, as I shoot all over her chest, covering her soft skin, her erect nipples, the deep valley between them. She aims me skillfully, every thrust of my hips sending another splattering of come onto her breasts, jiggling as she jerks me off, my first non-solo orgasm making my head spin.

Finished, my legs tremble, weak and feeling boneless. I pant, trying to catch my breath as the last waves of pleasure recede, leaving me feeling dizzy and utterly spent.

"Holy shit," I gasp, my voice raspy.

Melanie looks down at her chest, a slow, satisfied smile spreading across her face as she looks back up at me.

'You've frosted my tits, Jake," She jokes with a giggle, her breasts big enough that she can cup them one at a time and start lapping my load from them, licking her lips afterward, "Mmm, a bit saltier than normal frosting, but just as yummy."

Overwhelmed at how awesome that was, I just stand there, my slowly sagging dick the only movement for a few seconds.

Staring at my slowly changing cock, Melanie chuckles, "Even when soft, he's an impressive size. So Jake, happy to no longer be a handjob virgin?"

Beaming from ear to ear, I nod, "So, so happy. That was the best thing I've ever felt, Melanie. Thank you."

"Haha, so polite," Melanie chuckles, "So...does Jake like the idea of taking this further...?"

"Yeah...I mean, if you're ok with that, of course," I say, totally unsure how sex 'negotiations' work.

"I'll let you in on a little secret, Jake. I'm just as excited and keen to play with your body as you are to play with mine, ok? So don't stress, this isn't a pity thing, this is a very horny woman who has access to a well-hung handsome young man to whom she can give a lot of firsts to...thing."

"Ok," I say, nodding my head, my eyes on her breasts, so heavy and hypnotic.

"So, next, what would you say to losing your blowjob virginity?" She purrs, my just spent cock jerking nevertheless.

"Yes, please," I whisper, my balls and shaft tingling.

Smiling sweetly, Melanie leans forward, her eyes locked onto mine as she moves her mouth toward my flaccid shaft. With her lips pressed lightly against my tip, I hold my breath, a sharp tremor passing through my limbs. She starts to kiss my length, each kiss a soft, wet touch that makes me shiver with pleasure. It feels as if my entire body is alive with sensation, every nerve ending electrified by her tender lips, my shaft soft but plumping up.

With her mouth now wrapping around my glans, she begins to gently suckle, her warm tongue swirling around the sensitive eye of my cock while I gasp and try to stay under control, feeling my cock expand as she pulls on it with her mouth's suction.

Placing a hand on my ass and guiding my body closer, Melanie slurps and kisses along my length from tip to root, the sensation of her skillful lips moving along my shaft and her skilled tongue massaging my sac sending me spiraling into ecstasy, her soft hand jerking off any part of me not currently being kissed or licked.

Her enthusiasm is palpable as she skillfully wakes my cock up, her eyes meeting mine as our gazes lock. With every flick of her tongue, a fresh wave of bliss courses through my system, my cock now rock hard again, Melanie's mouth stretched wide around it, her head bobbing, the wet sounds filling my bedroom.

Purring, she takes my hands and positions them behind her head, guiding me into pulling her deeper onto my cock. Her hands then moving down to cradle and fondle my heavy balls, eliciting a moan from me that I hadn't realized I could produce, my knees feeling weak as she makes lightning shoot through my cock with her mouth, my fingers in her hair as I start to guide her, even though really it's her head bobbing and my hands coming along for the ride, my hips thrusting gently into her, the feeling of her warm saliva running down my balls, my crocth slippery with her enthusiasm.

Feeling a fresh orgasm rapidly building within me, my fingers grabbing at her hair, I croak out a warning to Melanie, not sure if I'm allowed to come in her mouth or what.

Unfazed, Melanie continues, sucking and swirling her tongue against my throbbing cock, driving me wild with delight, her eyes locked on mine, my legs shaking like I'm on the edge of a high cliff with no rail.

I moan deeply, making Melanie's lips clamp down even harder, her mouth working diligently. My body shivers violently, and my vision goes spotty as I reach the peak, my orgasm making me shudder and spasm, filling every fiber of my being with intense pleasure. Arching my back, my muscles straining under the force of my powerful climax, I cry out hoarsely as my seed shoots into the warmth of Melanie's mouth, Melanie purring and swallowing as each thrust sends another rope of hot come deep into her, my pulsating cock throbbing within her, her eyes on mine as she watches me flood her throat with come, this orgasm the hardest and hottest one I've ever had, hearing Melanie mewl with pleasure as she takes my load making my legs almost buckle with ecstasy as I try to stay upright, my hips thrusting frantically.

Panting, my orgasm eventually subsides, leaving me standing there, my twitching cock still in her mouth and her seductive eyes on mine.

Melanie holds onto me by the ass, letting my wilting cock slip from her mouth, but still kissing and licking at its length, smiling up at me in between kisses.

"Did you like?" She purrs.

Weak, I simply grin back and give her a resounding thumbs-up, Melanie chuckling before patting a spot next to her, inviting me to sit with her.

Thankful to get off my wobbly legs, I join her sitting on my bed, my exposed cock hanging there comically.

"You ok?" Melanie asks, wrapping an arm around my shoulder.

"Incredibly ok," I answer, snuggling closer.

"You know, Jake, that was the biggest load I've ever swallowed," Melanie says, her tone making my chest puff out with pride, "You have amazing balls to go with your amazing cock."

Blushing, I mumble a thank you, having no idea what happens now, putting an arm experimentally around her waist, since she's got one around my shoulder, Melanie smiling at me in an...amused way?

"You really are completely new to all of this, aren't you?" She says, her tone friendly, not accusatory, "It's really rather sweet. Would you like to get naked and spend some time in bed together? Just talking and stuff, to get you used to being with a woman?"

Nodding vigorously, I pull off my shirt and get naked, Melanie watching me, her expression gentle and encouraging as she stands up and unfurls the blanket from around her, her naked body amazing me once again.

Both of us naked, we lie down together, Melanie pulling the covers over us. I'm hyper-aware of her nude body next to mine, the warmth of her skin, the soft press of her breasts against my arm. She props her head up on one elbow, looking at me with a soft smile.

"I love being naked in bed with a man, especially one with a body as masculine as yours. It's been so long, but it immediately feels so right," She reveals, caressing my face.

"Years? But...you're beautiful, Melanie," I say, my voice still a little shaky, my cock stirring again under the covers.

"Thank you, Jake. That's lovely to hear. But yes, years. It's hard to meet men in your late forties, most men seem to look straight through me these days, just like I assumed you were."

"Maybe they're just being careful too? Maybe they're all attracted to you as well?"

"Hah, it's certainly a nice thought," Melanie replies, obviously not believing it, though, her soft fingers caressing my cheek.

"I'd quite like to kiss you, Jake," She says softly, her eyes hypnotic as they look into mine.

"I'd like to kiss you too," I reply, reaching out to tentatively caress her face in return.

Leaning in, she kisses me, and at first our lips meet softly, gently, experimentally. Her lips are so soft it doesn't seem real. The kiss deepens, our tongues beginning to dance together, my hands starting to gingerly explore her body. One moves to her breast, my fingers tracing the soft, heavy swell of her flesh, the other resting on the curve of her hip.

Melanie sighs into my mouth, her own hands roaming over my chest and shoulders. She breaks the kiss, her lips trailing down my neck. She nuzzles at my collarbone, her lips brushing against my skin, making me shiver. My hands continue to explore, to caress, to learn her body, her sighs and soft moans a guide to what she likes while her lips adventure over me.

"Your body is so responsive, Jake. So eager. You learn so fast," she whispers, her hands running through my hair as mine continue their exploration.

Her hands slide down my chest and then stomach, her fingers brushing through the hair just above my plumped but sleeping length. Feeling a flutter of butterflies in my stomach from her hand's proximity to it, my cock begins to stir again. She looks up at me, a small, knowing smile on her face.

"Already? God, the stamina of youth," she chuckles, her fingers teasing the base of my growing erection.

"I can't help it. You're so...everything," I confess, my face flushing.

"Everything, huh?" she laughs, a low, throaty sound that makes my cock twitch even more. "I like that. Keep going."

My confidence builds with her encouragement. I lean in, my lips finding hers again. The kiss is more confident this time, more demanding. My hands move more freely over her body, learning the map of her. My thumb brushes over her nipple, and she gasps, arching her back, pressing her breast into my hand.

I take that as a sign, my lips leaving hers to travel down her neck, to her chest. I pause, looking at her breasts, so close, so real. I lean in, taking a nipple into my mouth. I'm clumsy at first, but she guides me, her hands on my head, her soft words telling me what feels good. I feel her tremble, hear her breath catch, and a surge of pride and arousal courses through me.

"I...I'd like to put my mouth....down there, Melanie," I say quietly, feeling her grind against me, my curiosity and arousal for her vagina sky high.

A slow, bright smile spreads across Melanie's face, her eyes glinting with a mix of surprise and raw delight. "Oh, Jake," she purrs, her voice a husky whisper. "Are you sure? You don't have to. It might not be what you're expecting."

"I want to," I say, my voice certain, "I want to know what you taste like."

"God, that's the sexiest thing I've ever heard," she breathes, her cheeks flushing a deeper pink. "Alright then. Lie on your back and I'll help you."

I do as she says, my heart thumping against my ribs. She swings a leg over my chest, her knees on either side of my head. From this angle, I have an incredible view of her, the soft folds of her sex, glistening and pink, framed by the neat triangle of dark hair. The scent of her arousal fills my senses, a musky, intimate perfume that makes my head swim.

"Ok," she says, her voice a little shaky. "Just...start with gentle kisses. On my thighs. Get me comfortable. It's been a long time since a man kissed me in my special spot."

I lean up, pressing my lips to the soft skin of her inner thigh. I kiss my way up, slow and deliberate, feeling her tremble slightly above me, my eyes locked on her pussy, seeing one in real life this close for the first time, every instinct telling me to kiss it, fuck it, fill it with come.

"Good boy," she sighs. "Now, use your tongue. Long, slow licks. Start from the bottom and go all the way up to the top of my pussy."

I do as she instructs. I flatten my tongue and drag it slowly through her folds. The taste of her is incredible, salty and sweet and utterly intoxicating. I feel her muscles tighten, a soft gasp escaping her lips.

"Yes...just like that," she moans. "Do you feel that little bump at the top? That's my clit. That's the magic button. Be gentle with it at first. Just circle it with your tongue."

I find the small, hard nub of her clit. I trace slow circles around it with the tip of my tongue, listening to the change in her breathing, the way her hips start to rock against my face.

"That's it, Jake. That's perfect," she says, her voice thick with pleasure. "Now...a little faster. And you can use your fingers, too. Slide one inside me. Slowly."

I follow her guidance, my tongue working her clit in a steady rhythm as I carefully slide a finger into her hot, wet entrance. She's incredibly tight, her inner walls clenching around me.

"Oh, God, yes," she whimpers. "Now, curl your finger upwards, like you're trying to beckon someone. You should feel a rougher patch of skin there. That's my G-spot. Rub it."

I curl my finger and feel the textured patch inside her. I rub it in time with the strokes of my tongue, and her reaction is immediate and powerful. Her whole body arches, a loud cry tearing from her throat. Her hips grind against my face, her hands tangling in my hair, pulling me closer, the sensation of feeling her lose control as she gets rough with my hair so exciting, knowing I'm the one doing it.

"Don't stop, Jake. Please don't stop," she begs, her words coming in ragged gasps. "Suck my clit. Gently. Suck it while you fuck me with your fingers."

I wrap my lips around her clit and suck softly, flicking my tongue against the sensitive nub as I continue to pump my finger in and out, rubbing her G-spot with every stroke. Her thighs begin to tremble, her breath hitching in short, sharp pants.

"I'm...I'm going to come, Jake," she cries out. "Oh, fuck, yes! Don't stop! Don't you dare stop!" She pants, her hips grinding back and forth on my face while I make sure to keep pleasuring her.

I double my efforts, my tongue and fingers working in a frantic, desperate rhythm.

With a final, shuddering cry, she comes. A wave of hot wetness floods my hand as her pussy clamps down on my finger. Her body convulses above me, her thighs squeezing my head in a vice-like grip. I hold on, continuing to lick and suck her through her orgasm, drenched in her, my face slick and sticky with her essence, the sounds she makes making me so horny, wanting to bury my face deeper into her, this sexy MILF literally coming on my face, the most amazing thing I've ever done.

Slowly, her shudders subside. Her body goes limp, her fingers de-tangling from my hair, her chest heaving and her clit throbbing wetly against my lips. I pull my finger from her, feeling a new kind of pride in how drenched my hand is, her scent all over me. I look up at her, her face flushed, her eyes closed, her head hanging, a blissful smile playing on her lips.

"Jake," she whispers, her voice barely audible. "That was...that was incredible. You're a natural," She says, caressing my head tenderly as she slowly lifts herself off my face and collapses on the bed next to me, coming in close to exchange a wet kiss, her juices soon all over her lips and tongue as we make out, our mouths and chins soon slick with her orgasm.

Lying there kissing, our hands exploring each other's bodies, I am extremely aware of my cock, fully erect and achingly hard, throbbing insistently, her thigh brushing against it as she moves, each touch sending shivers of pleasure down my spine.

Melanie breaks the kiss, looking down at my eager cock with a hungry glint in her eyes. She wraps her fingers around it, giving it a slow, firm stroke.

"Would you like to lose your actual virginity, Jake?" She purrs, her question making my cock twitch like it's been zapped with an electric shock.

I nod, a breathless "Yes" escaping my lips, my entire being focused on the promise in her eyes.

A slow, eager smile spreads across her face. She shifts, moving to straddle my hips. I watch, mesmerized, as she positions herself over my achingly hard cock. But instead of taking me inside right away as I'm expecting, she rocks her hips forward, pressing the hot, wet groove of her sex against my shaft. She slides back and forth, her folds parting around me, creating a perfect, glistening cameltoe slide that envelops my length. The friction is exquisite, a slick, hot tease that makes my hips buck up instinctively.

She moans softly, her head tilting back as she uses my cock to pleasure herself, grinding her clit against my hard shaft. Her breasts swaying with her movements, and I reach up, my hands cupping their heavy weight, my thumbs brushing over her erect nipples.

"You like that?" she gasps, looking down at me, her face a mask of pure pleasure. "You like feeling how wet I am for you? How hot my pussy is burning onto your fat cock?"

All I can do is groan in response, my hands tightening on her breasts as she continues her slow, torturous slide. The sight of my cock disappearing between her folds as she rolls forward, and reappearing glistening with her arousal as she slides back, is almost too much to bear, the softness of her lips indescribable, like nothing I've ever felt before.

After a few minutes of this exquisite torture, getting me partially used to the sensation of a woman's vagina, she lifts her hips slightly. Reaching down between us, she wraps her fingers around my shaft, holding it steady. She looks me straight in the eye, a question and an answer all at once in her gaze. Then, she begins to lower herself onto me.

I feel the blunt head of my cock press against her hot, slick entrance. There's a moment of resistance, a tight pressure that makes me gasp, and then, with a slow, deliberate downward movement of her hips, she takes me inside. The sensation is overwhelming. It's a tight, wet heat that envelops me inch by incredible inch, her inner walls stretching to accommodate my size, a feeling so intense it borders on pain, like an extreme tickle, but is pure, unadulterated pleasure.

"Oh, God, Jake," she whimpers, her eyes wide as she sinks down, taking more and more of me. "You're so big...so incredibly big...filling me up so good..."

She doesn't stop until she's taken all of me, her ass resting against my thighs, my entire length buried deep inside her, throbbing madly, every nerve of my shaft buzzing. We stay like that for a while, locked together, the connection so profound it feels like we're sharing the same heartbeat, her eyes watching mine while I lie there under her, gasping in absolute ecstasy.

"You're all the way inside me, Jake," she whispers, her voice filled with awe. "All the way. Can you feel it? Can you feel how tightly my pussy is hugging your huge cock?"

I nod, unable to form words, my hands still on her breasts, my hips wanting to rock instinctively, needing more friction, more movement, more of this incredible feeling.

She begins to move. Slowly at first, a gentle rocking motion that makes my cock slide within her, the slick walls of her sex massaging me from all sides. Each movement sends a fresh wave of pleasure coursing through my body.

"You're so beautiful, Melanie," I manage to say, my voice husky with emotion.

A soft smile touches her lips. "And you, Jake...you're perfect." She straightens up, placing her hands on her knees, and starts to ride me in earnest.

Her movements become more purposeful. She lifts her hips, letting my cock slide almost all the way out, then slides back down, taking me to the hilt in one fluid motion. The wet slap of our bodies meeting, the feel of her ass hitting my thighs, her eyes on mine as she takes my virginity, my cock continuously pulsating inside her, and feeling her squeeze her pussy back in return, something I didn't know a woman could do, all making me dizzy with sexual bliss.

She leans forward, bracing her hands on my chest, her heavy breasts swaying with her movements, so close I can feel their warmth brush against my skin with every thrust. Her hair falls around our faces, creating a small, intimate world that contains only the two of us. The scent of her shampoo, the warmth of her breath on my face, the slick tightness of her around my cock, it's a sensory overload that pushes me to the very brink of self-control.

"Play with my breasts again, Jake," she whispers, her breathing hot and fast. "Pinch my nipples. Just a little."

I do as she asks, my fingers finding the hard peaks of her nipples and giving them a gentle squeeze. She gasps, her hips bucking wildly, her inner walls clenching around me so tightly that I see stars.

"Yes, just like that," she moans. "You learn so fast. As I said, you're a natural at this."

"I don't...I don't think I'm going to be able to hold on much longer, Melanie," I warn her, my hips thrusting up to meet her, a primal instinct taking over.

"That's ok, Jake, you've already done very well for your first time. Don't worry. Just let go. I want to feel you come inside me. Fill me up with your hot, thick come. I want to feel it shooting deep inside my pussy."

Her words, so blunt and so dirty, completely destroy any willpower I might have had left to hold back my orgasm. With a loud, guttural moan, I erupt. My back arches off the bed, my hips driving up into her as I pump stream after stream of hot come deep into her pussy. A white-hot explosion of pleasure that seems to go on forever. My entire body shakes with the force of it, my vision going blurry, every muscle straining as I empty myself into her welcoming heat, my cock feeling like an actual red-hot stream is shooting out of it at a million miles an hour, my eruption more forceful than any I've ever had before, the difference between jerking off into a sock and actual sex with a woman night and day.

As my climax subsides, my body goes limp, my arms falling to my sides, my chest heaving. Melanie continues to ride me for a few more moments, milking every last drop from my spent cock, her own breath coming in ragged gasps.

"I...I can't believe how good that felt," I say when I can finally speak, my voice hoarse.

Melanie leans down, her lips finding mine in a deep, tender kiss. We stay like that for a long moment, my cock still inside her, our tongues wrestling, our breath mingling, a low hum of satisfaction in the back of Melanie's throat.

"Me neither," she whispers against my lips. "I don't think I've ever come that hard in my life." She shifts, my softening cock slipping from her, a strange sense of loss immediately washing over me, my desire to be inside her again already overwhelming my senses.

She moves to lie beside me, pulling the covers up over us both. She snuggles close, her head on my chest, her arm draped over my waist. I wrap an arm around her, holding her tight. I lie there, stroking her hair, feeling the steady beat of her heart against my side. The room is quiet, the only sounds our soft breathing and the distant hum of suburbia outside. I certainly didn't think when I woke up this morning I'd be losing my virginity today with a hot MILF in this very bed.

"Thank you, Jake," she says, her voice soft and sleepy.

"For what?" I ask, my fingers tracing patterns on her back.

"For...this. For not being weird about it when you caught me. For being so eager to learn. For being so...you." She tilts her head up, looking at me with a soft smile. "For making me feel like a sexual woman again."

I shrug, feeling a blush creep up my neck. "Well then, thank you as well for letting me lose my virginity. I just kinda wish I'd known you didn't hate me earlier, we could have done this years ago."

She chuckles, a low, throaty sound, "Hah, I can imagine, knocking on my door the day you turned 18 with chocolate and flowers if you thought you could. No, I like this, it feels natural, not forced."

We lie there in comfortable silence for a while longer. After a while, having this sexy MILF pressed against me, I start to feel my cock predictably stirring again, the fresh memory of being inside her and how amazing it felt making me want to be inside her even more.

"Would Jake like to have a try at being on top?" Melanie says, her voice a little mischievous as she feels me grow against her thigh.

"I think Jake would very much like to be on top," I reply, my confidence growing with each new experience.

"Well then, come and get it, stud," she purrs, rolling onto her back and spreading her legs invitingly, one knee drawn up. The sight of her, open and ready, makes my breath catch. I can see the slickness of her arousal, the way her lips are still slightly swollen from our earlier encounter.

I kneel between her legs, my hands on her thighs, my cock so hard it almost hurts. I position myself at her entrance, feeling the heat radiating from her. I look down at her, at her heavy breasts rising and falling with each breath, at the expectant look in her eyes.

I push forward, sliding into her with a slow, deliberate thrust. The sensation is just as incredible as the first time—the tight, wet heat enveloping me, her walls stretching to accommodate my size, the feeling of being completely and utterly buried inside her. I pause for a moment, savoring the connection, the feeling of being so intimately joined with this beautiful, experienced woman.

"Oh, Jake," she sighs, her hands coming up to rest on my shoulders, "That feels...so good."

I start to move. At first, my thrusts are a little awkward, a little unsure. But her hands move onto my hips to guide me, her soft moans encouraging me. I find a rhythm, a slow, steady slide in and out, her wetness making each movement smooth and effortless. I lean down, my lips finding hers, our tongues tangling as our bodies move together. I am hyper-aware of everything, the slide of my cock in and out of her, the soft give of her breasts against my chest, the little sounds she makes in the back of her throat, the scent of our combined arousal filling the air.

"Harder, Jake," she whispers against my lips. "I can take it. Fuck me harder."

Her words send a jolt of pure lust straight through me. I lift my upper body, bracing my hands on the mattress on either side of her head. I look down at her, at her flushed face and heavy-lidded eyes, at the way her breasts bounce with each thrust. I increase my pace, my hips driving into hers with more force, the wet slapping of our bodies growing louder, filling the room with the raw, primal sounds of sex.

"Yes, just like that," she cries out, her head thrown back, her neck a long, elegant curve. "Don't stop. Fuck me with that big, beautiful cock."

I oblige, my movements becoming more powerful, more confident. I am no longer thinking, no longer worrying about what to do. I am simply feeling, acting on pure instinct. The pleasure builds rapidly, a tight coil of heat in my groin. I can feel her inner walls starting to flutter and clench around me, a sign that she's getting close?

"That's it, Jake. Right there," she pants, her hips rising to meet my every thrust. "Mmm, nice and hard, yes. You're going to make me come again. You're going to make me come all over your big cock."

I piston into her, a raw, desperate rhythm taking over. The headboard slams against the wall in a steady, percussive beat that marks our frantic fucking. I feel the change in her instantly, her entire body...vibrating?

Her back arches off the bed, a stunning, graceful curve that lifts her breasts towards me. A long, pleasured cry tears from her throat, raw and uninhibited. Her inner walls clamp down around me, a series of powerful, rhythmic contractions that grip my cock like a wet, velvet fist. A fresh wave of her hot essence floods my length, making the space between us slick and slippery.

"Jake! Oh, fuck, Jake!" she screams, her fingers clawing at my shoulders, her legs wrapping tightly around my waist, pulling me deeper, holding me captive in the midst of her climax.

I watch her face, transfixed by the unadulterated ecstasy I see there. Her head is thrown back, her eyes squeezed shut, her mouth open in a silent scream. It's the most beautiful, most erotic thing I have ever seen, and the knowledge that I am the one causing this pleasure, that I am the one she's screaming for, sends a surge of possessive pride and arousal through me so intense it almost hurts.

The sight of her lost in pure bliss, the feel of her pulsing around me, it's all too much. Pure instinct takes over. I slide my hands underneath her, my fingers sinking into the firm, generous flesh of her ass. I grip her tight, my hips thrusting madly as I feel my own orgasm hit, my head buried in her shoulder, Melanie gripping me tight. My cock erupts inside her again, a hot, thick flood that fills her completely as I drive myself as deep as possible, my own cries of pleasure muffled against her skin. My body trembles and shudders, my mind going blank as wave after wave of intense pleasure crashes over me. It's the most intense, most fulfilling sensation I have ever experienced. I hold her tight through my climax, my body pressed flush against hers, my cock still buried deep inside her, our hearts pounding together in a frantic, shared rhythm. We lie there, panting, for a long moment, our bodies slick with sweat, the air thick with the scent of our fucking.

Slowly, carefully, I lift my head from her shoulder and push myself up on my arms. I look down at her. Her chest heaves, her breasts rising and falling with each ragged breath. A fine sheen of perspiration glistens on her skin, making her glow in the light of the room. Her eyes are closed, a serene, contented smile on her lips. She looks completely and utterly satisfied.

"God, Jake," she whispers, her voice husky and a little shaky. "That was...incredible. Absolutely incredible."

"I totally agree," I pant in reply.

Slowly, I pull out of her. My cock, softening and spent, slides from her wet heat, leaving it feeling suddenly cold. A trickle of my come follows, mingling with her own arousal, a tangible reminder of our shared pleasure. I roll off her, collapsing onto the bed beside her. We lie there, side by side, our limbs entangled, catching our breath, the silence punctuated only by our breathing.

Melanie turns her head to look at me, a soft, gentle smile on her face. She reaches out, her fingers tracing a line down my chest.

"You know," she says softly, "for someone who's never done this before, you're a remarkably good student."

"I have a great teacher," I say, a wide grin spreading across my face.

She chuckles, a low, throaty sound that I am starting to really like. "Flattery will get you everywhere, young man."

She snuggles closer, her head finding its place in the crook of my arm. Her body is warm and soft against mine. I wrap my arm around her, pulling her even closer. I feel her leg drape over mine, her thigh pressing against my limp cock. I am once again hyper-aware of her nakedness, of how awesome a naked woman just feels.

Feeling honest, I caress her hair, "You know, when I first saw you today, I assumed my week was ruined, but now it's already become my favorite weekend ever."

"Heh, and I've barely even got started on you, Jake. You're going to have so many orgasms with me over the next week...and beyond, you're literally going to lose count of them," Melanie promises, squeezing me closer.

My smile nearly reaching my ears, Melanie's 'and beyond' doesn't escape my notice, my life looking pretty damn good, my hopes sky high for the future!

END.

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