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MOVING IN WITH MY BEST FRIEND’S MILF MOM

By

LEO MICHAELS

Even though I'd been there a million times and stayed over almost as often, I still felt a bit weird as I dumped my bags on the bed in the spare room, knowing this was my bedroom for the next few months while I lived with my best friend Andrew and his Mom, Renee, while my Dad was overseas on business.

"Dude, this is gonna be awesome," Andrew says, sprawling out on my bed and 'accidentally' pushing one of my bags off the bed with a foot, making an 'oof!' a moment later when I equally 'accidentally' pick the bag up and toss it into his stomach.

"Totally. Your place is closer to all the cool stuff, and I'm much happier being here rather than over there alone and stranded," I say, still being car-less and not liking the idea of how much I'd need to spend on taxis or Uber with Dad not around to give me a ride.

"Just gotta make sure Mom doesn't try and make you do a million chores."

"Eh, your mom's cool," I say, leaping to her defense automatically like she's my secret crush or something, which she actually is, "And I don't mind helping out a bit to cover my food and stuff."

"Lame," Andrew smirks at me, getting off my bed and making sure to topple my bags to the floor as he exits. Shaking my head and grinning, I start sorting everything out and putting them in their drawers and the small wardrobe in the room.

The afternoon passes in a blur of unpacking and hanging out with Andrew. By the time dinner rolls around, I'm actually feeling pretty settled in.

Renee calls us for dinner. "Boys! Pizza's here!"

We head into the kitchen. The smell of melted cheese and pepperoni fills the air. Renee's standing by the counter, her back to us, reaching up to grab some plates from a high shelf. The simple motion makes the thin fabric of her summer dress pull tight across her backside, and I can't help but notice the way it hugs the curve of her plump, shapely ass.

"Jake, honey, can you grab the napkins for me? They're in the drawer by the sink," She says, turning around with a smile.

"Sure thing, Renee," I move past her, my arm brushing against hers. Her skin is warm and just feels so impossibly soft, my arm tingling.

Dinner is loud and messy. Andrew talks with his mouth full, recounting some ridiculous story from his summer job, and Renee and I exchange amused glances while he talks. He's my best friend but he's known in our friends' circle as the one most likely to turn a 4-inch fish into a 5-foot shark when retelling the fishing story the next day.

After dinner, Andrew gets up and immediately goes to the living room and turns on his console while I start packing up the table with Renee.

"Thanks, Jake, it's nice to have a polite man in the house for a change," Renee says, talking directly at Andrew and grinning.

"Pfft, Jake has to, you can kick him out if he doesn't pull his weight. I'm safe," Andrew replies, not turning his head, his tone cheeky but not actually arrogant or disrespectful to Renee.

"I wouldn't be too cocky on how safe you are," Renee murmurs to me in response to Andrew, the two of us sharing a grin. Renee knows she's not kicking her son out.

Trying not to look too hard, I can't help but enjoy the view as Renee wipes the table down, her massive natural breasts rocking and jiggling in her summer dress. They're something like F or G-cups, absolutely huge, and probably the very first thing I noticed when I met her for the first time years ago, the kind of size that just grabs your attention no matter how modestly the woman is dressed, a thousand generations of primal instincts MAKING you notice.

Knowing she's a bit self-conscious about her boobs and not wanting her to feel like she can't relax in her own home, I force myself to turn away, pre-rinsing the dishes before stacking them in the dishwasher.

"Thanks, Jake," She says when we're done, "But you don't have to start doing that every night."

"I really don't mind, Renee. It's the least I can do for letting me stay here."

"Nonsense! We love you, Jake! We're happy to have you here." She replies.

"I'm not. And I definitely don't love you," Comes Andrews smart-ass quip from the living room.

"Shush, or all desserts will be for Jake and I only for the foreseeable future," Renee retorts in return, the vibe of the house playful and welcoming as usual.

***

The next few days go by without note, Andrew and I hanging out like we normally would except on an extended basis, Renee featuring often in my thoughts as she appears and disappears as she goes about her day, enjoying the fact that I get to see an even more relaxed version of herself, Renee obviously comfortable around me and just being natural, her body driving me crazy even when she's in sloppy sweats or oversized tops, her massive breasts always still making themselves known, especially when she's ditched her bra, the sway and bounce of her chest possibly submittable as the 8th wonder of the world.

Helping where I can, I feel like Renee genuinely appreciates me being there, and I'm glad I don't feel like a burden she has to grin and bear but am actually making her life a little easier in lots of little ways, Andrew never missing a chance to playfully call me lame when he catches me helping her out around the house.

***

The weekend arrives with a blast of unseasonable heat. Saturday morning finds me nursing a coffee at the kitchen table and scrolling through my phone, while Andrew is already taunting someone online while gaming in the living room.

Renee comes in, and I instantly notice how sunburned she is. She moves stiffly, her usual fluid, feminine grace replaced by a slight wince with every step. She's wearing a thin, white silk robe, tied loosely at her waist, and her face is etched with discomfort, red and shiny from whatever lotion she has lathered it in.

"Morning, Jake," she says, her voice a little strained.

"Morning, Renee. Are you ok? It looks painful."

She lets out a small, frustrated sigh. "I'm an idiot. I fell asleep by the pool yesterday afternoon. For hours. Andrew was supposed to wake me up, but..." She trails off, gesturing vaguely toward the living room where the sounds of digital warfare and taunts are echoing.

"Crap. I'm sorry I didn't know you were sunbathing, I would have come and warned you," I say, meaning it, I'd been playing games with Andrew and had had no idea that just outside was a sunbathing Renee, I would have loved an excuse to go and talk to her while she's barely covered in the sorts of bikinis I've seen her wear in the past.

"Haha, yeah, I should know by now I can depend on you more than him," She says, wincing again as she sits at the table with me.

"That bad, huh?" I ask, seeing her discomfort.

"You have no idea," She groans, reaching for the coffee pot. The simple motion making her flinch, "My body is lobster-red. I can barely move."

"Why don't you get Andrew to help you put some aloe on it?"

She gives a short, bitter laugh " 'Eww, I'm not touching my mom!' " She says, mimicking Andrew, before leaning in a little, "Actually, that's why I've come to you, Jake. This is really, really, embarrassing, but do you think you could put some aloe on my back? I hate to ask but it hurts so much and Andrew will make such a fuss."

My throat goes dry, "Yeah, of course, Renee. Whatever you need," I say, trying not to sound overjoyed at this proposition, even though I am.

"Thanks, Jake. You're a lifesaver. Do you mind if we sneak into my room so I don't have to hear any smart-ass comments from my darling boy?" She asks, carefully getting up and rolling her eyes, just as Andrew gloats over pawning another noob.

Do I mind sneaking into your room so I can rub lotion on your body? Hmmm, I wonder? I think to myself but definitely don't say, following Renee to her room, Andrew totally oblivious as he games. And even if he did know, he wouldn't be angry as this is obviously not sexual, it's just gross as far as he's concerned. The worst he'd probably do is use it as an excuse to call me even more of a kiss-ass than normal. But if he really knew the thoughts in my head? Maybe then he'd be punching me in the mouth, haha.

We enter and she closes the door to her bedroom, the click of it shutting echoing loudly in my mind. Her room is nice and clean, her bed massive and inviting.

"The aloe is on the dresser," she says, her back to me, "Could you look away for a second please?"

"Of course," I reply, now facing the dresser, its massive mirror giving me a perfect view of the back of Renee, unable to look away as I watch her undo the belt of her robe and let it slide from her shoulders, the fabric whispering as it pools on the floor at her feet.

My breath quietly catches in my chest.

She's wearing nothing underneath the robe. Nothing. Right now, behind me but also before me in the mirror, is Renee, totally naked, my cock plumping up even as I try to fiddle with the aloe, to make noise, to make it sound like I'm not just standing there gawping as this sunburnt goddess.

Her skin is a fiery, painful-looking red, a stark, stark contrast to the creamy, pale skin that her bikini had protected. Her shoulders, her back, the backs of her legs, all of it is lobster-red. But still the sunburn is the last thing on my mind.

Her ass is so perfect. It's full and round and firm, two perfect globes that make my hands ache to touch them, to squeeze them, the majority of her cheeks are red, with just a tiny pale V showing where her bikini bottom had clearly been.

She grabs a small towel, her ass jiggling, and gingerly ties it around herself, covering her ass and a few inches of the top of her thighs before lying face down on the bed, grabbing a few pillows to prop her arms and head on, her breasts making it hard for her to lie on her stomach.

"Thanks Jake, you can turn around now," She says, her modesty intact as I make my way to her, the lotion in my trembling with excitement hand, "My shoulders and especially my back if you can, please. Sorry about this."

"No need to apologise, Renee," I reply, getting carefully onto the bed next to her and trying not to jostle her too much before squirting a large dollop into my palm, "I'll put it on as lightly as I can," I add, feeling the heat radiating from her sunburn as I swallow hard, my cock plump and ready to stiffen at a moments notice. I start with her shoulders, working my way slowly, carefully, down her back.

She sighs, a little sound of relief as the cool gel makes contact with her burnt skin. "Oh, that feels so good," she murmurs into her pillow, her body relaxing just a little, her soft moans making my cock begin to pulse in my shorts.

It's intoxicating, being this close to her. The faint, clean scent of her skin, the sight of her flawless, reddened back, the feel of her hot body under my hands. I take my time, my touch light, my movements slow and deliberate, not wanting to hurt her, but also not wanting this to end, my hands slowly gliding over every inch of her exposed back.

I work my way down her spine, my fingers tracing the delicate curve of her waist. I can feel the soft swell of her hip, and I have to fight the urge to let my hands drift further down, to cup that perfect, jiggling ass. Instead, I focus on the task at hand, the sound of my own breathing loud in my ears.

Dragging it out for as long as I can, and using multiple dollops of gel, I eventually get to a point where I've done everything I can for her back and shoulders at least half a dozen times, my cock throbbing, wanting to continue but not knowing how to proceed, afraid I might turn things from relaxed and innocent to creepy if I'm not careful.

Perhaps feeling my hands start to slow down and falter, Renee breaks the silence first.

"Thank you, Jake, my back and shoulders feel so much better."

"No sweat, Renee," I say with forced nonchalance.

"Would I be asking too much if I requested you do my legs as well? You can say no, you really can," She says, my heart leaping into my throat again.

"No...not at all," I say, my voice croaking as I apply a fresh dollop to my palms and shift where I am so I can work on her thighs, the towel still covering her ass but little else. "Just tell me if I'm hurting you."

"I will. Thank you."

Starting at her ankles, I work my way up her calves. Her skin is so soft, the muscles beneath firm and toned. I take my time, my touch as light as I can make it, massaging the lotion into her sunburnt skin. Higher and higher I go, my fingers now tracing the sensitive skin behind her knee. She shivers slightly, a soft sigh escaping her lips.

"Everything ok?" I ask, my voice barely a whisper, my cock pounding in my pants.

"Mmm. Everything's perfect," She murmurs, her voice muffled by the pillow.

My hands continue their ascent, my fingers now gliding over the soft flesh of her inner thigh. I'm so close to the edge of the towel, to the forbidden territory that lies just beneath. I can feel the heat radiating from her sex, hotter than the sunburn, a warmth and wetness I can only imagine. My own body heats up further, my cock straining against the fabric of my boxers, desperate for release. I've never been this hard in my life.

I can feel my resolve weakening, my hands itching to go higher, just a few more inches, just to feel the soft mound of her sex, biting my lip as I rub the lotion into her upper thighs, waiting for Renee to call time out as my thumbs creep closer bit by bit, knowing I shouldn't, knowing that if this goes wrong it will lead to the most awkward situation I've ever been in but at the same time still unable to stop, her body so full, so feminine and so fucking tempting.

A bang on the door breaks the spell, my eyes shooting wide as I feel like I've been caught before remembering this is just rubbing lotion on sunburn, nothing more.

"Hey, Mom! Is Jake in there with you?"

"Yes, sweetie, he's putting aloe on my sunburn because my darling son let me get burned," Renee answers, turning her head so her voice isn't muffled.

"I said sorry? Jeez!" Comes Andrew's reply through the door, before he adds, "Hey, Jake?"

"Yeah?" I ask, trying not to give voice to the guilt I'm feeling.

"You're a kiss-ass, dude," He says, before we hear him walk away, laughing to himself.

"I honestly wonder why you're his friend sometimes, Jake. And I say that as his loving mother," Renee says with a chuckle, the general mood and body language telling me the rub has come to a natural finish as I take my hands away from Renee.

"Ah, it's all in good fun," I explain, Andrew and I being great friends even though on the outside they might seem counter-intuitive, "Feeling a bit better?"

"Feeling MUCH better, Jake, thank you," She replies, smiling, "Now, not to throw you out as soon as you've finished, but it's going to be hard for me to get off this bed without showing all my bits, so if you don't mind...?"

"No problem," I say, getting carefully off the bed and making sure to keep my back to her so she can't see my massive tent, "I'll leave you to it."

Exiting her room and basically strapping my cock to my belly with the elastic of my pants, I go wash my hands before joining Andrew on the console, a whole fresh reel of images for my Renee spank bank now in the vault. Renee exiting her room 10 minutes or so later, looking happy, the rest of the day uneventful.

***

The next day is a nice, lazy Sunday. Andrew is glued to a game tournament online again, muttering curses and praises at the screen in equal measure. I’m in the living room with him, but I’m mostly just pretending to watch a movie I've already seen on my phone. My mind is elsewhere. It’s in Renee’s bedroom, replaying every second of yesterday morning. The sight of her naked ass in the mirror, the feel of her skin under my hands, and how steel-bar hard her body made me.

Renee pads into the living room, wearing another one of her thin robes, this one a pale blue. She moves more easily today, but there's still a stiffness to her. She catches my eye and gives me a small, almost shy smile. "Good movie?"

"Not really," I admit, shrugging. "Just background noise for when Andrew's not on mic."

She perches on the arm of the sofa, far enough away that it’s not weird, but close enough that my body gives that funny proximity tingle, my eyes making sure to stay away from the massive depth of cleavage her breasts make as she crosses her arms.

"Heh. Look, I hate to ask again, but could you give me another round of aloe? It's better than it was, but it still hurts a fair bit."

"See? Told you, Jake," Andrew says, his eyes never leaving the screen, "You helped her once and now you'll be stuck helping her with everything forever."

"How'd you like me to power off your console?" Renne says back while I shake my head at Andrew and grin.

"Sorrry mommy! Please don't!" Andrew replies with a smirk, Renee now shaking her head and looking at me for my answer.

"Sure. Of course," I reply, my cock already tingling as we get off the couch and head to her room, once again facing away from her and marvelling at her full naked ass in the mirror before she slips on a small towel and gets into position on the bed. "So the back and shoulders again?"

"Mmmhmm, the legs too if you don't mind," She says, her back still sunburnt but at least less angry than yesterday.

And so I start again, the cool gel on my hands as I gently start to work the lotion into her back, her soft sighs making my cock soon throb, rock hard. I'm more confident today, less hesitant, and I allow my hands to explore a little more, tracing the curve of her spine and the swell of her hips. Her skin is so soft, the feel of it intoxicating. I take my time, wanting this to last as long as possible, basically feeling up Andrew's Mom while he games just a few rooms away.

"God, that feels good," She murmurs, her body relaxing under my touch, "You have good hands, Jake. And so big, too."

I smile, flattered, "Happy to help."

Rubbing the lotion into her lower back and upper thighs, I caress as close as I dare to the swell of her ass, skipping over it whenever I cross from upper body to legs and vice versa, doing this a few times before Renee speaks.

"Jake...would it be uncomfortable for you if I removed the towel and you did my butt too? It's burnt as well, and it's just another part of my body really," She asks, her voice calm and practical, but there's a slight tremor in it, a hint of something else.

My heart starts to pound so hard I'm sure she can hear it, "No...that's...that's fine," I manage to say.

She reaches down and slowly untucks the towel before pulling it aside.

Her ass is fully exposed to me now, two perfect, reddened globes, so full and round, my hands itching to touch them. I can again see the pale, untanned triangle where her bikini had been, a tiny patch of creamy skin surrounded by the fiery red. But this time it's right in front of me and I'm about to touch. It's the most erotic thing I've ever seen.

I pour more aloe into my hands and start to rub it carefully onto her cheeks. They're firm, perfectly shaped, and they yield hypnotically under my touch. I massage them gently, my fingers sliding over the hot, tender skin. She moans softly, a low, throaty sound that goes straight to my cock.

I'm so hard it hurts. I can feel the pre-come soaking through my boxers, my cock a rigid bar of steel desperate to be free. I need to adjust myself, but there's no hiding my arousal if I do, not from this close.

Rubbing her cheeks in a circular motion, feeling bolder, her cheeks spread each time my hands move outward, flashing her asshole at me, tiny and pink and puckered, small glimpses at the start of her pussy included, my eyes locked to the sight as I sit there next to her, rubbing her ass and staring in wonder at Renee's asshole, minutes going by.

"You've spent quite some time on my ass there, Jake," Renee says with a chuckle, breaking me out of my reverie, my hands moving down to her thighs apologetically.

"Sorry."

"Don't be, I was enjoying it. It was very relaxing and it helps take my mind off the sunburn."

"I could...do it some more if you'd like?" I say quietly, swallowing hard, wondering if this is just a relaxation thing,or if maybe, just maybe, there's more going on.

"Please. That would be nice," Renee answers, her head on her forearms as she lies there, naked and glistening.

Moving back up to her ass, I rub more lotion onto my hands and return to her cheeks, rubbing, massaging, and spreading them, her tight little asshole now fully visible almost all of the time, as is the start of her slit before it gets hidden by the top of her inner thighs.

"Mmm, that's it, Jake," she murmurs, her voice a low hum, "That's helping so much."

My hands glide over the perfect curves of her ass, the slick lotion making everything smooth and easy. Each circular motion I make spreads her cheeks a little wider, a little more. My eyes are fixed, drinking in the sight of her tight, pink asshole and the glistening folds of her pussy that peek out from between her thighs.

"But...the sting of the sunburn is still hurting me," She says, her voice now a soft, breathy whisper. "Could you...relax me a little more? Deeper? The more I relax, the less I feel the sunburn."

"Of course, Renee," I say, my voice thick with need and croaking, wanting this to be what my fantasy thinks it is but not wanting to overstep some boundary, "Whatever you need."

"Thank you," She purrs, her thighs spreading. Just a few inches, but just a few inches is enough to show me her most special of places, her pussy suddenly in view, and clearly slick with lust, "You can go as deep as you think you have to, to help me...relax, ok?"

My hands pause for a second while I swallow hard and take in the view. Then, with a deep breath, I move my hand. My fingers and palm sliding down gingerly, inch by inch, waiting for Renee to protest or yell in anger at any second at my too intimate a touch. But she doesn't say anything, my breath caught in my throat and my cock aching as I cup the soft, wet, incredibly hot bulge of her pussy, massaging it tenderly, feeling her slickness coat my palm and fingers, a soft gasp escaping her lips.

"L...like this?" I ask, my palm pressed to lips, her soft mound and downy pubes under my fingers, my voice breaking as I try to stay calm, my head spinning with what's happening.

"Mmm, yes," She moans, her thighs parting a few more inches, silently begging for more, "That's very nice, it really helps take away the pain. It's exactly what I need right now, Jake."

Slowly, carefully, I massage her hot, slick slit and soft, puffy lips. My middle finger gliding up and down, pressing gently, feeling her body respond. She pushes her hips back slightly, a discreet acknowledgement and invitation. My finger slides between her folds, parting her. She's so unbelievably hot and wet as I slowly explore her, tracing the outline of her entrance before moving down to circle her clit, a firm little bud of sensitivity. She shudders, a soft moan escaping her lips.

"Oh, Jake," She pants, her hips now rocking against my hand, her plump ass shaking as she grinds subtly against me, my eyes wide open, not wanting to miss a nanosecond of this display.

Growing bolder, I slide one finger inside her, her pussy offering a slick, velvet heat that grips me, another moan escaping her as I enter, my finger sinking up to the knuckle. I pause, feeling the pre-come bubbling from my cock, giving her a moment to resist or say stop, before I start to move, pumping my finger in and out of her, slow and deep.

"More," She whimpers quietly, "I need more, Jake. I need you to relax me more so the pain will go away."

I add a second finger, stretching her, filling her. Her inner walls clench around me, pulling me deeper.

"Mmm, yes, that's it, Jake. That's helping me relax so much," She sighs softly, pushing back against my hand. My two fingers are deep inside her hot, tight pussy, and she's rocking her hips in a slow, steady rhythm. I can feel her inner muscles clenching around me, a slow, deliberate squeeze that makes my cock ache to be out of my clothes and inside her body.

"But..." She whispers, "The pain from the sunburn...it's still there a little bit. It's not quite gone yet. I need to relax even deeper. Could you...could you do to the back what you're doing to the front? I really think it will help."

My breath hitches. My gaze goes to her tiny, pink asshole, and once again I have to swallow hard.

"Are...are you sure?" I ask, my voice husky. My entire body tingling with the surrealness of this situation.

"Yes," She gasps, her thighs spreading even wider. "Please, Jake. I really really need to relax. Please, use your special hands on me...at the same time. It will help."

"O..ok. Whatever you need, Renne," I reply, my temples throbbing.

I grab the gel and add a dollop directly to her asshole, Renee moaning softly as the cool gel lands, her hips grinding against my other hand, my fingers still inside her.

My heart pounding against my ribs, I press the thumb of my hand with the finger inside her against the tight, puckered ring of her asshole. She sighs with an eager, expectant tone, feeling her as she pushes back against me.

Slowly, carefully, I apply pressure. Her tight ring of muscle resists for a moment, and then it yields, and my thumb sinks inside her, past the first knuckle. The heat is incredible, a different kind of heat than her pussy, tighter, more intense. I pause, letting her get used to the feeling of being filled in both places at once.

"Oh, god," She whimpers in a voice that's barely audible, her body trembling, "Oh, god, Jake. Yes. That's it."

I start to move, a slow, alternating rhythm. As my fingers pump into her pussy, my thumb eases partway out of her ass, and vice versa, her holes now under constant stimulation. Her whole body shudders, and she lets out a long, low moan that's pure, unadulterated pleasure. I'm basically in heaven, the feeling of her tight holes gripping my fingers and thumb almost too much to bear while my other hand gently massages her plump, shaking ass cheeks.

Her hips, which had been rocking in a slow rhythm, suddenly jerk. She presses her mound down against the mattress, grinding against the soft cotton in desperate, circular motions. Her entire body goes rigid, her back arching as I feel her pussy clamp down on my fingers and a series of hard, rapid contractions try to milk my digits as her asshole simultaneously tightens around my thumb in a vice-like grip, her face in the pillows to muffle the sounds she makes as she climaxes, her body shuddering and shivering, her ass cheeks jiggling as I continue pistoning thumb and fingers into her, the sight so sexy I feel like I could almost come in my boxers without touching my cock, every inch of my body so pent-up and in need of release as I watch this stunning MILF come from my touch.

Slowly, her body relaxes, her muscles unclenching, her breathing slowing down to a panting series of gasps.

"Wow," She whispers into her pillow, her voice hoarse and soft, "Wow, Jake. That's...that's some really powerful aloe. I think I'm fully relaxed now. Thank you."

I slowly, carefully, slide my fingers and thumb from her body, my hands slick with her juices and the aloe, my cock so hard it's painful,

"It was my pleasure," I reply, my voice shaking slightly, as I'm feeling pretty amazed and aroused right now but also can't help but feel a little guilt for what I just did to Andrew's Mom while he's just in the other room, "Do you...do you want me to go now so you can get dressed?"

"No rush, Jake. Andrew's playing his games and I don't mind talking a bit after...relaxing like that," Renee answers, "And I don't want you to think I was just using you."

"No, I would never think that."

"I'm just realising too, now that my head is a little...clearer. How are you feeling? I can't help but imagine that doing such a lovely...massage perhaps made you a bit, shall we say, tense, in a very specific spot?" Renne asks, unable to see me from where she's lying, my pants sporting a massive tent, the tip darker where it's soaked with pre-come.

No longer anywhere near as embarrassed about my boner near Renee as I was, considering what I just did to her, I answer her honestly.

"Yeah...I'm pretty 'tense' down there, I must admit."

"Aww, well that's no good. A handsome young man shouldn't be expected to go through all that and not be able to get some...relaxation of his own," Renee says quietly, still unable to see me but wiggling her ass, making her cheeks rock.

"I'm a bit too burnt to be of much help, but if you’d like to...rub the affected area between my cheeks until you felt nice and relaxed again, I wouldn't mind." Renee continues, her head still in the pillows, but she arches her back slightly, pushing her ass up a little higher as a confirmation of her offer. "I really don't mind."

I swallow, the lump in my throat feeling huge. "Are...are you sure, Renee?"

"I'm extremely sure. Pop out the affected area and slide it between my cheeks until you feel better all over my back," She purrs, her ass jiggling hypnotically as I feel my hands already going to my zipper.

Getting carefully between her thighs on my knees, I undo and tug my pants down, releasing my cock, already shiny with pre-come. Grabbing the gel, I add some to the deep valley of Renee's ass crack, Renee purring in anticipation as I lean forward, My hands on either side of her torso, making sure not to touch any burnt skin, my throbbing cock slowly wedging between her plump cheeks like a hotdog in a bun, the soft warmth of her ass as it swallows my length making me shudder with pleasure, my full balls resting against her slit.

A deep, shuddering breath escapes Renee's lips, a sound that's part surprise, part pure, unadulterated awe. The moment my shaft settles into the valley of her ass, she stills completely. Every muscle in her body seems to tense, not with pain, but with shock.

"Oh...my...god," She whispers as she turns her head to the side, trying to look back at me, her eyes wide with disbelief.

Her hips shift slightly up and down, a small, experimental movement that causes my cock to slide between her cheeks. The motion makes her gasp again.

"I had...I had no idea," She stammers, her voice trembling slightly, "No idea you were...hiding that kind of monster between your legs" A slow, shaky smile spreading across her face, a look of pure, wicked delight replacing the shock, "Andrew never mentioned that in any of his 'Me and Jake' stories."

I give a small laugh but mostly I'm trying not to come already, the soft friction of her gelled cheeks stimulating my cock in a way I've never felt before, feeling myself throb urgently down there, knowing I'm on a hair trigger and not wanting this to be over as soon as it started.

"I can feel him throbbing like crazy, Jake," Renee purrs, thankfully staying still for me, "And he's so hot, even hotter than the sunburn," She adds, her head still on it's side, a thoughtful smile on her lips as she describes my cock to me, "You must be so pent-up. Go on. Don't be shy. Use my butt to help yourself feel better."

Carefully, I start to move, my hips moving in a slow, steady rhythm. My cock slides in and out of the tight channel of her ass, the slick gel making the passage impossibly smooth and hot. It's the most intense, incredible feeling I have ever known. Every nerve ending in my body is on fire, focused on the exquisite friction of her soft flesh against my sensitive shaft.

I move slowly, wanting to savor every single second. Each thrust forward makes my balls brush against her wet slit, each pull back lets me feel the cool air on my slick cock before I plunge back into the hot, tight embrace of her cheeks. Her body is soft, pliant, welcoming.

Renee just lies there, her ass perfectly presented for my pleasure, letting out a series of soft moans and approving sighs, my thrust rapidly getting more urgent as I feel my orgasm rushing forward.

"Oh god, Renee," I groan softly, my voice low, my hands gripping the sheets on either side of her, my hips starting to lose their controlled rhythm, "I can't...I'm gonna..."

"Yes, Jake," She gasps, her voice a breathy, desperate whisper, "Let it out. All over my back. Mark me with it. I want to feel it. I want to feel your tension leaving you," She continues, still using coded language, like we're not somehow doing something sexual right now.

With a final, long thrust my cock erupts. A thick, white rope of come shoots from the tip, landing in a hot, sticky line across her lower back. Then another, and another, painting her reddened skin with my release. I feel like I'm coming forever, my entire body shaking with the force of it. Renee squeezes her cheeks together, locking my cock between them as my head pokes out the top and continues to shoot semen over her, hearing her purr softly with appreciation as she feels my load land on her in multiple splashes.

With a final tremor, I finish coming and lean back until I'm sitting on my heels between her thighs looking down at the sheer amount of come I've pasted my best friend's Mom's back in, Renee grinding her mound against the bed, her pussy so pink and swollen.

"Mmm, feels like you had a lot of tension, just as I suspected," She whispers softly, a proud smile on her lips as my come trickles and pools along the valley of her spine.

***

That night, I lie in bed, the events of the day replaying in my mind on a loop. My body is tired, but my mind is wide awake, buzzing with a chaotic mix of guilt, excitement, and sheer disbelief. I can still smell her scent on my fingers, still remember the feel of the heat of her body, and the incredible sensation of her ass cheeks wrapped around my cock. The image of my come on her sunburnt back is still there an hour later when I finally drift off to sleep.

***

The next morning is Monday. The house is quiet. Andrew's already left for his summer job. I wander into the kitchen to find Renee at the stove, her back to me. She's wearing a simple cotton sundress, the fabric clinging to her curves, her massive breasts offering sideboob even from behind. The smell of coffee and frying bacon fills the air.

"Morning, Renee."

She turns, a slow, warm smile spreading across her face, "Morning, Jake. Sleep well?"

My cheeks flush, memories of the day before again flooding my mind, "Yeah. Like a log."

She chuckles, a knowing, slightly wicked sound, "Good. I'm glad to hear it," She gestures to the counter, "Coffee's ready. Breakfast is almost done."

We eat in a comfortable silence, the sounds of our forks scraping against plates the only noise. The air between us is thick with unspoken words, with the memory of what happened. Every so often, our eyes meet across the table, and she gives me a small, conspiratorial smile. It's like we share a secret, a delicious, forbidden secret that hangs in the air between us. At no point have we said anything sexual and yet we both know we've done something intimate with each other.

"So, what are your plans for the day?" She asks, taking a sip of her coffee, our breakfasts eaten.

"No plans. My Summer job doesn't start for another two weeks. Just a lazy day, I guess. Why?"

"I was thinking," She says, her casual tone a stark contrast to the suggestive glint in her eye, "My sunburn is 99% better than it was a couple days ago, but it's still a little tender, so I thought that maybe...you could help me with the aloe one more time? My back and my...cheeks...are still a bit sore. And you're so good at it with your...special hands."

My cock, which had been behaving itself all morning, instantly starts springing to life, "I...yeah. Of course, Renee. Anytime. Honestly, anytime," I reply, looking at her, wanting to know how much I want her.

"Great," She says, her smile widening, "Let me just clean up here, and then I'll meet you in my room," She says, her voice a low, seductive purr.

"I'll tidy the table up, you go get ready," I counter, standing up, eager to let Renee get her clothes off asap, Renee chuckling at my obvious enthusiasm for more 'aloe applicating'.

A few minutes later, I knock on her bedroom door, my cock already raging but only doing the minimum to hide it, frankly wanting her to see it know, wanting her to know I think she's the sexiest woman alive, "It's open," She calls out.

I step inside. She's already on the bed, face down, her robe discarded on a chair. This time, there's no towel. She's completely, beautifully naked, her reddened skin a stark, beautiful contrast against the white sheets, the red definitely much less intense than yesterday, even.

An 'expert' at this stage, I get onto her bed, apply a dollop of gel and start on her shoulders, my touch gentle, my hands exploring her back with a confidence I didn't have yesterday. I trace the curve of her spine, my fingers lingering on the dip of her waist, then I move down, my hands gliding over the swell of her hips.

She sighs, a soft, contented sound, "Mmm, that's it, Jake. Your hands are magic."

I move lower, my hands caressing the perfect curves of her ass. I massage the firm flesh, my fingers sinking into the soft skin, spreading her cheeks wide, giving me a perfect view of her tight, pink asshole and the glistening folds of her pussy, her slit puffy and moist, even before I touch her there.

Her thighs parting, my hand makes its way to her sex, cupping and fondling the soft pouch of her pussy, Renee moaning, louder today with no Andrew nearby and grinding against my touch.

After a few minutes, Renee's grinding getting increasingly urgent, she starts to shift and with a soft grunt, she pushes herself up, rolls over and lies back on the pillows. Now she faces me, her massive, natural breasts spilling to the sides, her nipples hard and pointed, smiling up at me as her gaze drops and lingers on my clear erection.

Her legs spread open and I look, keen to see her pussy from this better angle for the first time. It's a beautiful, glistening thing. The outer lips are full and puffy, flushed with arousal, and the soft crop of downy hair above them glistens, just like her pink inner folds do. Her clit, an erect small jellybean, peeks out from its hood.

Our eyes meet. Hers are heavy-lidded with a smouldering desire that mirrors my own. She watches me drinking in the view of her sex, a slow, deliberate smile spreading across her lips, "Don't stop on my account, Jake," She whispers, her voice husky, her thighs spreading a little further to emphasise the point.

"Right," I croak, Renee's sultry, alluring eyes on my as my hand slides between her legs and back to her waiting pussy, Renee biting her lip and smiling up at me as I start to massage her sex again, my two fingers sliding back inside her, the hot, wet walls of her cunt hugging my digits as I start to pump them in and out, watching her mesmerized as she gyrates and circles her hips against my hand.

"That's it, Jake. Make me feel so relaxed and special," She purrs, reaching out with one hand to caress my thigh, my body tingling as her fingers trail up my leg and close to my tent, her hand's proximity setting off butterflies in my stomach, Renee grinning as she clearly sees my reaction, her fingers deliberately going closer and closer to my cock with each lazy caress.

Eventually, finally, my hips pressing forward involuntarily as she does so, her fingers close around the hard outline of my cock through my shorts. The contact is electric, a jolt that shoots through me. I let out a shaky breath, biting my lip as my best friend's Mom rubs my cock.

"Mmm," She hums, her lips curving into a wicked little smile, "Someone is feeling very...tense again, too."

I can only nod while with delicate, practised fingers, she pops the button of my fly and pulls down the zipper. The sound seems unnaturally loud in the quiet room. She reaches inside, setting off another flurry of butterflies as her hand wraps around my hot, bare shaft and brings it out into her view. Her fingers are soft but firm, her grip confident. My own hand still working on her sex.

Renee's eyes widen slightly as she looks at my length, her grip tightening, "God, Jake," She whispers, stroking me slowly from base to tip, her thumb smearing a bead of pre-come over the sensitive head, "You're...perfect."

My fingers pause inside her for a moment, overwhelmed by the sensation of her hand on my cock. But I quickly regain my rhythm, pumping into her hot, slick channel as she starts to stroke me in earnest.

We find a rhythm, a shared giving of pleasure. My fingers plunge deep inside her, curling to find that spongy, sensitive spot deep within. Her hand glides up and down my shaft, her grip firm, her pace matching my own. Her other hand moves to my balls, rolling them gently in her palm.

I watch her face as I touch her. Her eyes are locked on my throbbing cock, her lips parted, her expression one of pure, unadulterated bliss and concentration. The way she responds to my touch, the little sounds she makes, it's the most intoxicating thing I've ever experienced.

My hips begin to rock in a matching rhythm to my pistoning fingers, pushing my cock through her slick fist, the dual sensations of fingering her and being jerked off by her at the same time almost overwhelming, but it's also too amazing to stop, so I press on, aching to see her come.

I increase the pressure, my fingers stroking that sensitive, ridged spot inside her with every thrust. My other hand, the one not buried inside her, drifts up her body. I trace the curve of her waist, the soft swell of her belly, until I reach the heavy swell of her breasts. I cup one, feeling its weight, its softness. Renee smiling up at me, happy for my exploring hand.

"Mmm, Jake," She grunts, her back arching, pressing her breast more firmly into my hand. Her hips buck, her movements becoming more frantic, more desperate. Her grip on my cock tightens, her strokes faster, more erratic.

I can feel it building, the tightening of her muscles, the quickening of her breath. I know she's close. I curl my fingers inside her, pressing harder against her G-spot, and at the same time, I tease her clit with my thumb, rolling it, rubbing it.

"Oh, god! Jake! I'm...I'm..." Her words become a choked gasp. Her body arches off the bed in a bow of pure pleasure. Her inner walls clamping down on my fingers as a series of hard, rhythmic contractions grip them. A long, loud moan escapes her lips, a sound of utter ecstasy as she squirms and writhes on the bed in climax, her grip on my cock never weakening though, still pistoning frenziedly even while she comes.

I keep pumping my fingers into her, drawing out her orgasm, trying to coerce every last drop of pleasure out of her. I watch her face, transfixed by the raw, unfiltered pleasure I see there. Her eyes are squeezed shut, her mouth open in a silent O. Her massive, heavy breasts jiggle and shake with the force of her climax in a hypnotic, mesmerising sight.

Her orgasm barely finishing, she opens her eyes and locks them onto my cock, her hand becoming a blur as she strokes me, her hips still gyrating and grinding in post-orgasmic bliss.

"Give it to me, Jake! Come for me! Come all over army tits! Come all over them!" She gasps hoarsely, like a woman possessed, scooching closer to bring her breasts into the firing line of my cock, watching them sway and shake as this stunning MILF demands my semen.

"Oh fuck!" I gasp as my orgasm hits, a white-hot bolt of pure pleasure, my hips bucking and my balls tightening as my cock erupts, the sheer power and volume of my orgasm almost catching me by surprise as my come shoots out of me, hot and thick, landing in sticky, white splatters across her breasts. I paint her with my release as my whole body shakes, my muscles locking up as spurt after spurt of hot, sticky semen splashes across her chest and neck, a deep, satisfied moan escaping Renee's lips as she feels my hot come on her skin, her hand milking my shaft of every last drop, squeezing from base to top, both of us panting and gasping and shaking for what feels like an eternity as my climax slowly fades away.

Spent, I collapse on the bed next to her, my cock still hanging out of my pants and me not caring, a sexy naked MILF covered in my come lying next to me, both of us saying nothing as we slowly regain our breath.

Grinning at me, Renee cups her massive breasts, slick with my load, and pulls them up to her mouth, one by one, lapping and licking up the come, her tongue snaking out as she easily reaches each boob, smacking her lips appreciatively as she lowers her head back to her pillows, her eyes still on me.

"I...I don't think we can pretend this was just a bit of sunburn aftercare, can we, Jake?" She says softly, reaching over to caress my cheek.

"No, I don't think we can," I reply, my eyes running down and up her naked body and back to her watching eyes, a pang of guilt hitting me with my post-orgasm clarity but not enough to make me regret getting to experience such pleasure with such a stunning woman.

"And are you ok with that? No regrets? Not suddenly looking at me now and thinking 'oh no, I just got jerked off by a fossil of a woman'?" She asks, her confidence slipping for just a moment, making me wonder if women get post-nut clarity, too. I guess they must.

"Uh-uh, no way! Part of me knows Andrew would be upset, but there's no way I could ever regret getting to...do what we just did with my ultimate fantasy woman, Renee," I answer honestly, turning onto my side, facing her so she can see the sincerity on my face, figuring there can't be any harm in letting her know I've had a crush on for as long as I can remember now, considering there are still traces of my come on her breasts even as we speak.

Renee's smile is slow and genuine, a mixture of relief and pure, feminine pride, "Your ultimate fantasy woman, huh?" She purrs, her confidence returning as she pushes her breasts out slightly, "That's...actually very flattering to hear, Jake. But now I feel bad having put you into such an awkward situation, running your hands all over me when you feel that way. If I'd known I might not have asked."

"Well then I'm very glad you didn't know," I counter with a grin, "Otherwise I would have never gotten to see how beautiful your face is when you climax."

"Haha, look at you, Jake, being Mr. Charmer now," Renee says, biting her lip before looking at me through her eyelashes, "I really didn't know I was going to do that, I swear. When I first asked you to rub aloe on me it really was for the sunburn and because Andrew thinks I have cooties or something. But your touch, Jake. Your slow, lingering touch, and the fact you're a very handsome young man, I felt myself getting such an ache down there, imagining you exploring me, knowing it's wrong but not caring, wanting you in me...and then the orgasm you gave me, with just your fingers, holy shit. Andrew's Father couldn't make me come a quarter as good even if he had cock, tongue, hands, and toys all going at once."

Feeling a surge of pride at her words, I lean forward and kiss her automatically without thinking, already pulling back from the kiss before I've even realized what I've done, Renee smiling at me as she licks her lips, surprised but pleased.

"Sorry, I guess I've wanted to do that for years."

"No apology needed, Jake. I liked it. And I guess I can admit I've been aware that you've grown into a handsome young man for some time now. Nice broad shoulders, gorgeous face and eyes, but I never thought I would be jerking you off one day," She replies, reaching out again to stroke my face, her own face so happy and content, my cock twitching as we stare at each other, admitting our previously secret thoughts.

"And your cock, Jake...it's magnificent," She continues, her eyes glancing down to it as it jerks and twitches, plumping up a bit, "It was so big, so hard. I've only seen a few others, but yours is by far the most impressive. To think that thing has been coming to this house for all these years, so close, and I never knew."

My entire body flushes with heat, from the compliment and from her still-stroking hand on my face, "It...it's not that big," I mumble, suddenly feeling a bit shy.

"Don't be modest, Jake," She coos, her gaze returning to mine, "It's big, and it's beautiful. And it feels incredible in my hands. I can only imagine how nice it must taste, or how hot it would feel against my tongue and lips."

My breath hitches and my cock throbs, a fresh wave of arousal washing over me. Renee is watching me, seeing how I react to her comment? Her offer? Testing the waters to see if this is already over or if I'm willing to continue this taboo act with her.

"I...umm...I certainly wouldn't stop you if you were determined to find out," I reply, doing a little fishing myself.

"You wouldn't? So...the two of us could have...a little secret between us that Andrew or anyone else for that matter, doesn't need to know about? Just two adults, enjoying each other's company?"

"Yeah. Yeah...I'd quite like to enjoy your company, Renee. And I'd understand that it would be a strict secret. Just you and me."

"Just you and me," Renee repeats, her smile widening as she caresses my face slowly and bites her lip as she sees my cock swelling to full size.

The talking apparently over, Renee moves gracefully down the bed, her hands grabbing my pants and tugging them off me before peeling my shirt off, watching me as I lift my butt and raise my arms to help her get me naked, the two of us nude a few moments later, Renee kissing my chest and then working her way down my body, pushing me gently onto my back as she kisses my abdomen, a fresh flurry of butterflies launching in my stomach as her hands find my cock and balls, stroking and fondling as her warm breath starts to tease my glans, her eyes looking up at me, her face so sensual and gorgeous as I watch her open her mouth lower it onto my engorged shaft.

Renee moans around my length as she takes the head past her lips, my breath catching in my throat at the glorious sensation of her hot, wet mouth around my knob, her tongue swirling and lapping as she slowly sinks lower, taking more of my cock inside. One of her hands is gently massaging my balls while her other hand strokes the base of my cock that doesn't fit inside her.

"Renne...oh wow," I groan quietly, my hands clenching at the sheets at my sides as I watch my ultimate fantasy MILF take my cock inside her warm, welcoming mouth.

Her head begins to bob, slow and deliberate, each downward motion taking me a little deeper. Her lips are stretched wide around my girth, her cheeks hollowed with the suction. The sight is intoxicating, the feeling even more so. I've never experienced anything like it, the warm, wet, tight channel of her mouth, the way her tongue dances and presses against the sensitive underside of my shaft, her blowjob skills ten times that of any woman I've had before her.

"Your mouth feels...so fucking good," I pant, my hips starting to rock slightly, pushing up to meet her downward movements, my hands moving to caress her hair and move it aside when it blocks my wonderful view.

She hums in response, the vibration sending a fresh jolt of pleasure straight to my core. She increases her pace slightly, her head bobbing faster, her grip on my shaft tightening as she strokes me in time with the movements of her mouth. Her other hand continues to massage my balls, a gentle, insistent pressure that builds the pleasure to an almost unbearable peak.

Renee pulls up until only the tip is in her mouth, her tongue swirling around the head, teasing the sensitive slit. Then she dives down again, taking me deeper than before, my cock hitting the back of her throat. She doesn't gag, doesn't flinch. She just takes me, her throat relaxing to accommodate my length, a muffled moan escaping her lips as I bottom out.

"Oh god, Renee...that's...that's fucking incredible," I gasp, my fingers tightening in her hair as my hips buck again, my cock throbbing in her throat.

I am completely lost in the sensation, my entire world narrowed down to the feeling of her mouth on my cock, her moans now a constant, muffled hum of pleasure around my shaft.

I start to lose control, my hips thrusting up, driving my cock deep into her throat with each movement. She meets my thrusts, her head bobbing in a perfect, complementary rhythm. Her hands are a blur of motion, stroking my shaft, massaging my balls, driving me wild, my balls tightening as my orgasm suddenly hits me with barely a nano-seconds warning, my cock erupted deep in her throat, Renee purring around my shaft as it pulsates and spasms inside her, flooring her throat with semen, gripping her hair as I fuck her face, pulling her down onto my cock, Renee taking it all, feeling her throat squeeze as she swallows around my girth, taking everything I give her as I pant and grunt in pleasure.

As the last of my climax fades, I collapse back against the pillows, my body trembling with the aftershocks. Renee slowly pulls back, letting my now softening cock slip from her lips with a soft, wet pop.

She looks up at me, her lips glistening, a drop of my come at the corner of her mouth. She licks it away, a slow, deliberate motion, her eyes never leaving mine.

"Wow," I say, my voice a hoarse whisper, my chest heaving, "Just...wow."

Renee smiles, a slow, satisfied, proud smile, "I'm glad you enjoyed that, Jake," She says, her voice a low, husky purr, "Because I certainly did. And I was right, you do taste amazing."

She crawls back up my body, her skin warm against mine, her heavy, pendulous breasts dragging across my body as she moves. She settles herself on top of me, propping her head on her hands to look at me, her expression a mix of tenderness and lingering desire, her body a soft, warm weight on me, my hands instinctively wrapping around her, one on her lower back, the other cupping a plump ass cheek. I can feel the heat of her pussy against my lower abdomen where the soft bump of her mons is pressing against me.

"How about now? Still no regrets even after a second orgasm?" She asks, although with no hint of doubt this time on her face.

"Haha, still no regrets," I answer, my other hand sliding down to cup and fondle her other cheeks, kneading and massaging them, Renee amused at my toying.

"Mmm, good," She says, moving one hand from under her chin to stroke my face, feeling her grind her mons harder against my body.

Seeing the hunger in her eyes and loving it, having a sexy older woman looking at me with such need, I squeeze her ass harder.

"What about you? Shouldn't we give you a second orgasm too, to make sure you've still no regrets?" I suggest, Renee's eyes lighting up at my words.

"Careful, Jake. You keep talking like that and I might just ride your face like a bucking bronco," She says, a laugh in her voice but her eyes telling me something else.

"I'll risk it," I reply, matching her playful tone as I move my hands up her back, pulling her down toward me, my plan to kiss her again.

She resists me, pushing herself up slightly, a mischievous glint in her eye, "Oh no you don't," She says, a smirk playing on her lips, "You've had your fun. Now it's my turn to play."

Before I can respond, she shifts her body, a slow, deliberate movement that has my full attention. She pushes herself up, her breasts swaying hypnotically above my face, then swings one leg over my head, her knee coming to rest on the pillow beside my ear. I look up, my breath catching in my throat, at the sight of her pussy, glistening and wet.

She lowers herself, slowly, giving me a front-row seat to the most incredible show I've ever seen. She slides a hand to her pussy and spreads her lips apart, revealing the slick, pink folds within. Her clit, still swollen from her earlier orgasm, peeks out from its hood. The air grows thick with the scent of her arousal, a sweet, musky perfume that makes my head spin.

"You have no idea how much I want to do this, Jake," She whispers, her voice husky with need, her eyes on mine, her hips twitching and bucking with little tics, her arousal apparently barely controlled.

She lowers herself the final few inches, her warm, wet sex making contact with my waiting mouth. A gasp escapes her lips as my tongue darts out with a tentative lick to get a taste of her essence. She's sweet and tangy, a flavor that's uniquely hers, a flavor that I instantly crave more of.

My hands find her ass, my fingers digging into the soft, firm flesh, holding her in place as I begin to explore her with my tongue. I trace the outline of her lips, my movements slow and deliberate, savoring the taste, the texture. I feel her shudder, a soft moan escaping her.

"Mmm, Jake," She sighs, her hips starting to rock, a slow, undulating motion that presses her pussy more firmly against my face, "That's it. Taste my pussy. Taste how wet I am for you."

I dive in, my tongue delving deeper, parting her folds, exploring every inch of her. I find her clit and I circle it, my movements light, teasing. Her response is immediate, a sharp intake of breath, her hips bucking against my face.

I increase the pressure, my tongue flicking against her clit, faster, harder. Her hands fly to my head, her fingers tangling in my hair, holding me in place. Her hips grind against my face in a desperate, frantic rhythm.

"Oh fuck yes, Jake! Right there! Don't stop! Please, don't stop!" She cries out, her voice a choked gasp, her body trembling uncontrollably.

I wrap my lips around her clit, sucking gently, my tongue still flicking against the sensitive bud. The effect is instantaneous. Her entire body goes rigid, a loud, unrestrained moan tearing from her throat. Her inner walls clench, a series of hard, rhythmic contractions that I can feel against my chin as her juices suddenly flood my face, her orgasm almost appearing from nowhere as she slides back and forth desperately on my mouth, riding my face, pulling me harder into her pussy by the hair as she shakes and trembles in release. I hold on to her plump ass as hard as she holds me, my tongue and lips working her clit, drawing out her orgasm, feeling her riding the waves of pleasure I'm giving her, her sounds of ecstasy filling my ears even though they're clamped between her soft thighs.

Then, as suddenly as it started, it's over. Her body goes limp, her muscles relaxing, her breath coming in ragged, panting gasps. She slides back a bit so that her ass is on my chest, her eyes drowsy looking now as she looks down at me, her hands now stroking my hair instead of holding it, her thighs so warm on either side of my head.

"Thank you, Jake," She says, her voice a soft, husky whisper.

I grin up at her, my face glistening with her juices, "I take it you liked that?"

"Liked it?" She chuckles, a low, throaty sound, "Jake, that was...incredible. I've had men go down on me before, but...never like that. Never with that much...enthusiasm. Something about you seems to trigger my body, no one has made me come as easily as you."

"I didn't really do much. Just lied on my back and stuck my tongue out so you could sit on it," I say with a grin.

"Hah, well, that was more than enough. I think your face might be my favourite seat in the house now."

I chuckle too, her casual and humorous approach to our new sexual dynamic making it so easy and fun to be with her, my hands still gently kneading her ass cheeks.

With what looks like a lot of reluctance, Renne lifts her leg over my head and gets off me, sitting next to me on the bed, her massive breasts rocking and swaying as always. She looks down at me, her expression softer now, more tender.

"Genuinely though, Jake. Thank you. I haven't felt this good in a long time."

"My pleasure. And me neither," I reply, sitting up with her, feeling like we've come to a natural conclusion, even if just for a while.

As if she's reading my mind, Renne speaks, "As fun as this is, I really should get a start on the chores."

"Can I help?" I ask while Renee grabs a pair of panties and bra from her drawers, sliding them on and deftly putting her massive natural breasts away, the cups filled with her boobs, before tying her hair into a loose ponytail.

"That would be very appreciated," She replies, taking one last longing look at my cock as she watches me pull on my boxers, neither of us getting dressed past underwear, like we both know this isn't the end of our sexual play for today.

Although mundane, the chores are all easy to do when you're doing them with a voluptuous big-boobed MILF in just her underwear, the two of us not wasting any excuse to brush against or touch one another, Renee deliberately bending over in front of me every chance she can, or getting very close so that her massive cleavage is right before me, my cock soon rock hard again and tenting my boxers, Renee loving it as we go about the house working while the entire time I'm sporting a tent in my underwear, Renee making sure to rub against it and back into it every few minutes minutes, keeping me in a constant state of need and arousal for what feels like hours, the damp patch of her panties telling me she's just as horny as I am.

"Ok, empty out this last load and the chores are all done," Renee says, her voice a low, playful murmur as we enter the laundry for what might be the fifth time. She opens the door of the dryer and bends over, her back to me. The thin cotton of her panties stretches tight across the perfect globes of her ass, the fabric disappearing between her cheeks. She lingers, taking her time to pull out a few warm t-shirts.

"Oops," She says, her voice muffled, "I dropped one. It must have slipped behind the drum."

She stretches further, leaning deep into the machine, her arms disappearing inside. Her ass pushes up higher, presenting itself to me. I can see the damp patch on her panties now, even from the back.

Then she does it. She wriggles her hips in a slow, deliberate motion, her ass cheeks swaying hypnotically, "I'm...stuck," She says, her voice a theatrical whimper, "My bra strap has caught on the lint trap," She adds, initiating one of the most obvious porno tropes I've ever seen, her playful but also incredibly seductive wriggling making my already hard cock ache.

I chuckle, playing along, "Need some help there, Ma'am?"

"Oh, would you, kind sir?" She replies, her tone full of mock desperation, "I can't seem to wriggle free, my big boobies have got me stuck and helpless in this dryer!"

I step behind her, my erection a hard ridge in my boxers. I place my hands on her hips, the skin warm and smooth. I can feel the subtle tremor that runs through her at my touch. I lean over, trying to see the 'problem,' my chest pressing against her back.

"I think I see it," I say, my voice low. My hands slide down from her hips, tracing the curve of her waist, my fingers hooking into the waistband of her panties. I pull them down, slowly, exposing the flawless skin of her ass.

"Kind sir! What are you doing?" She gasps, her hips pushing back against me.

"Helping, Ma'am," I say simply. I drop to my knees behind her. My hands grip her cheeks, spreading them wide. I lean in and run my tongue along the entire length of her slit, from her clit to her tight, pink asshole.

"Oh fuck!" She cries out, her body shuddering with pleasure. Her hips buck back, pressing her pussy more firmly against my face. "Kind sir...oh fuck!" She says, momentarily unable to keep up the charade.

My tongue delving deep inside her, my hands squeezing her ass, I eat her pussy feverishly. Her hips rock, her movements becoming more frantic. My tongue explores every fold and crevice. I lick, I suck, I feast on her. The sweet, tangy taste of her arousal fills my senses, fueling my own desire. She's pushing her ass back at me, my tongue now buried as deep as it can get inside her, my nose pressing against her tight asshole. My cock aches, throbs, desperate for the same attention.

She moans, a low, guttural sound, her hips grinding against my face in a desperate rhythm, "Kind sir...oh god, Jake...I need you inside me," She pants, her voice ragged with need, "I need your cock inside me. Right now. Please. No more tongue...I need that fucking cock inside me now."

I can't help but pause mid-oral, her words shocking me, not that I don't want to, but sex, that's the big one.

"Are you sure?" I ask, although I notice I'm already getting back to my feet.

"Yes, Jake. Fuck me. Fuck me now," Renee purrs deep in her throat, getting out of the dryer and looking at me hungrily before hopping up on the laundry counter, her legs spread invitingly wide as she motions me to come close.

Doing so, she immediately tugs my boxers down over my cock and spits in her hand, stroking my cock and slicking it up before pulling me even closer by the dick, guiding my length to her slit hurriedly like we're on a deadline, her eagerness for my cock exciting me further, having the woman be even needier for the sex in the moment than me being a sexy sight to behold.

My glans makes contact, sliding in half and inch, both of us gasping as we feel each other, my hands going to her thighs, holding her as I push forward, Renee's arms wrapping around my lower back and pulling me in, keen for my entire length to be buried inside her as her massive breasts sway, watching my cock disappear inside her, her sex gripping my shaft like a soft velvet fist, so slick and wet and hot, Renee shivering with pleasure as she takes me in, her legs now also wrapping around me.

"Fuck, you feel so good in me," She moans, my hands leaving her thighs to cup and squeeze her breasts, her bra still on but not for long as I unhook it, letting her tits fall free, immediately leaning down to suck a nipple into my mouth as I bottom out inside her, my entire cock now sheathed in her hot, welcoming cunt.

"Mmmm, that's it, Jake, make me feel good, fuck me," She pants, pressing her forehead to mine and looking deep into my eyes with a wicked grin, her hips grinding towards me as I thrust deep into her over and over, my hands now on the counter on either side of her, fucking her with long, deep strokes, her heavy tits bouncing with each thrust, a beautiful sight that mesmerizes me, her nipples erect.

My body feels alive in a way it never has before, my mind hazy with pure pleasure, her pussy is so utterly fucking incredible as it grips my shaft with every thrust, making me grunt with every shove of my hips. Breathing in her sweet breath, our foreheads still together, I press my lips to hers, the two of us making out frantically like long-lost lovers, our tongues wrestling as I grab her body and hold her tight as I pump, her arms and legs still wrapped around me. The laundry room is filled with the sounds of our moans and grunts, the wet slap of my hips meeting hers, our bodies moving in perfect rhythm.

I can soon feel the tension building, the pressure in my balls. I know I'm getting close. And I can feel it in the way her inner walls are starting to clench, the way her breathing is becoming more ragged. She's close, too. I can see it in her eyes, in the way her body is tensing.

"I want to ride you," She pants, pushing gently on my chest, "I want to be on top. Get on the floor, Jake."

I don't hesitate. I pull out of her, my cock glistening with her juices and get on the floor, my cock throbbing and aching to be back inside her as Renee slides off the counter and quickly impales herself on me, as desperate to be refilled as I am to fill, her hands on my chest as she starts to bounce on my shaft, her massive breasts rocking and swaying. I reach up and cup them, my thumbs circling her hard nipples as she rides me hard and fast.

"That's it, Jake," She moans, her head thrown back, her hips grinding in a circular motion as she bounces, "Play with my tits. Squeeze them. God, your cock feels so fucking good."

I do as she asks, my hands squeezing and kneading her heavy breasts. I lift my head and take one of her nipples into my mouth, sucking hard, my tongue flicking against the sensitive bud.

"Oh fuck yes!" She cries out, her hips bucking wildly. Her inner walls clamp down on my cock, her body shaking as she comes hard, her moans of pleasure filling the laundry room, my hands gripping her ass to help her ride her orgasm to the fullest, her body convulsing and shaking as she climaxes, coating my shaft in her sweet nectar, her hands bunched into fists on my chest as she rocks back and forth, balls-deep on my length.

Her orgasm too much for me to resist, the incredible squeezing of her cunt as it massages my cock sending me over the edge, my body tenses, a loud groan tearing from my throat as my balls tighten and my cock erupts, joining her in climax, my hot seed flooding her pussy as I come deep inside her. I can feel the aftershocks of her orgasm as she continues to ride me, her body still trembling, my own orgasm seeming to last for an eternity, spurt after spurt of semen filling the pussy of my best friend's mom, watching this forbidden MILF squirm on my cock as we orgasm together, the two of us now a sweaty, panting mess as we slowly come down from our highs.

Spent, Renee collapses on top of me, her breasts squashed against my chest. I wrap my arms around her, holding her close, both of us breathing heavily, the only sounds in the room are our ragged breaths. My cock stays inside her, softening but still buried in her warmth.

"Well, Jake," She says, her voice a low, husky whisper, "I don't think I've ever...done it on the laundry room floor before."

I grin, my hands absently massaging and kneading her plump ass, "There's a first time for everything, right?"

"Right," She says, a slow, lazy smile spreading across her face. She leans in and kisses me, a soft, lingering kiss this time, "And I have a feeling," She murmurs against my lips, "That this is just the first of many firsts for us."

"I like the sound of that," I reply, seeing the possessive look flash across Renee's eyes, excited at the thought I've been 'claimed' by this hot MILF, her pussy gripping my cock like no pussy I've had before.

***

And with that it seemed, now that we'd crossed the taboo threshold, Renee couldn't get enough of my cock, practically stripping me naked every morning for sex barely minutes after Andrew would leave for his Summer job, the two of us spending entire days naked and simply fucking whenever the urge took us, only getting dressed when Andrew was within minutes of getting home, Renee's apparently unending need for my cock making me even hornier than normal, the excitement of having such a sexy woman constantly needing to intimate with me a buzz I could never get enough of.

Even when we'd just had sex, she would still make a point of caressing my cock every time she walked past, or cupping my balls, or pausing in her chores to give me a deep kiss, like she was utterly infatuated with my body or something, the attention very addictive in the best possible way.

It made the change when Andrew would get home all the more obvious, with Renee clearly still wanting to grab my cock as she walked past or be obviously in the mood for more sex but now unable to simply walk naked into the living room and take me as she was back in 'Andrew's Mom mode'.

For about a week there was a clear distinction between Renee when it was just me and her and Renee when Andrew was home, but on the 8th night, about an hour after everyone had gone to bed, I heard a soft knock on my bedroom door, Renee's face appearing in the low light of my bedside lamp as she peeked inside.

"Still awake?" She whispers, her smile and eyes clearly showing the one thought she's currently having.

Grinning, I nod as I put down my book, my cock already plumping up as she walks in wearing the sexiest sheer black teddy, her body clearly naked underneath, any possible voices of concern that Andrew is home being immediately drowned out as the hypnotic sway of her huge breasts catch my attention. The door clicks shut behind her, the sound a soft, definitive seal on our secret world.

She doesn't speak further. She doesn't need to. She moves toward the bed, a predator stalking its prey, her hips swaying in a slow, hypnotic rhythm. The sheer fabric of her teddy doing nothing to hide the hard points of her nipples or the cute triangle of hair at the juncture of her thighs. My gaze is locked on her, on the way the moonlight from the window catches in her hair, on the confident, knowing smile that plays on her lips.

Renee silently pulls back the blankets. Her movements are fluid, deliberate. The cooler night air hits my skin, raising goosebumps. Her gaze is fixed on my body, a slow, hungry sweep from my chest down to the growing tent in my boxers. She leans over and hooks her fingers into the waistband.

Understanding, I lift my butt for her and in one smooth motion, she pulls them down. My cock springs free, now hard and eager. A low, hungry hum of approval and need escapes her. She gets onto the bed and stands over me before lowering herself down, straddling me. The heat of her sex hovers just above my cock, her hands caressing my abs and chest. Then, she lowers herself in a slow, teasing, tantalizing descent. The head of my cock parts her slick folds, sinking into her wet heat. We both gasp quietly at the initial contact as she continues to sink down until she sheaths me completely, her ass now resting against my thighs, my cock buried to the hilt in her velvet grip.

She stays like that for a long moment, her eyes closed and biting her lip, like it's been years since she last had my cock even though it's only been since this afternoon. Then, she begins to move. A slow, sensuous grind that sends waves of pleasure through me. Her hands are on my chest for balance, her nails digging into my skin. Her breasts, heavy and full, sway above my face, their hypnotic dance mesmerising me, the teddy doing nothing to restrain their sway and bounce.

I reach up and cup them, feeling their weight, their softness. I run my thumbs over her nipples, and she shivers, a soft, quiet moan escaping her lips. Her hips move faster now, a steady, rhythmic back and forth that makes electricity shoot through my length with every slide. Her pussy is a perfect, slick fit, gripping me, milking me.

My hands explore her body, enjoying every inch of her. I slide them down her sides, gripping her waist, then further down to cup the full globes of her ass. She responds instantly, her body arching, her hips grinding down with a newfound urgency. The quiet sounds of our bodies meeting, the soft slap of skin against skin, are the only sounds in the room.

Her breathing changes, becoming shallower, faster. Her movements lose their smooth rhythm, becoming more erratic, more desperate. Her nails dig deeper into my chest. Her head falls forward and I watch her face, transfixed, as a flush spreads from her chest up her neck, staining her cheeks a deep crimson. Her eyes squeeze shut.

And then I feel it, the rhythmic clenching of her inner walls around my cock, a series of tight, milking spasms that start deep inside her. Her body trembles, a silent, shuddering wave that courses through her. Her back arches, her breasts thrusting forward as a silent litany of gasps parts her lips. She rides the waves of her climax, her body undulating against mine, her pussy convulsing around my throbbing length, feeling her cunt flood with juices.

The sight of her silent, intense orgasm, the feel of her body contracting around mine sends me quickly past the point of no return. My hips buck up, driving my cock deep inside her as my own release hits, a whispered ecstatic groan coming from me, a low, guttural sound of pure ecstasy. My cock pulsates again and again, flooding her with my hot seed, spurt after spurt of my come filling her. I grip her hips, holding her to me as my body shudders with the force of my climax, every inch of my cock being squeezed by her perfect cunt.

As we both shudder to a standstill, we stay like that in this position for a long moment, Renee sitting on my slowly wilting length, smiling contentedly down at me, her body so soft and feminine.

Leaning down, her heavy breasts resting on my chest, she kisses me, once, twice and then the kisses go from tender to hungry, wrapping my arms around her as we make out, feeling her making sure she gets her kiss quota to get her through the night or something, loving how passionate and insatiable this beautiful MILF woman is.

Slowly, reluctantly, she lifts herself off me, cock slipping from her warmth. With a final kiss on my cheek, she climbs off the bed, her feet making no sound on the floor. She pauses at the door when she gets to it and gives me one last happy smile, and then she is gone, closing the door carefully behind her.

***

And now with that new line stepped over, Renee goes from never to always, now visiting me every night an hour or so after Andrew has gone to bed, it becoming so expected I'd be surprised if she DIDN'T sneak in for some midnight sex.

About the only taboo Renee doesn't do is initiate anything while Andrew is home and awake, or at least that was the case until lunchtime today.

It's a Saturday so Andrew is home and has been gaming for about the last 2 hours, something multiplayer but not a quick 5-minute rounds type game, something more like a long raiding type game that I've never been able to get into, his entire session so far still on the first playthrough while I sit on the couch next to him, chatting sometimes but mostly scrolling on my phone.

"You boys hungry? I'll start preparing lunch," Comes Renee's sweet voice from the doorway leading to the kitchen.

Turning to offer help, I'm momentarily blindsided by how sexy she looks, she's wearing the thin, white silk robe that she was wearing when I got to first touch her, her smirk telling me her choice of clothing and the thoughts it would make me have was not an accident. She's tied it tight around her waist, a deep V-neck that is open down to the swell of her breasts, but not enough for them to spill out, the robe itself barely covering her panties let alone her thighs. As she probably predicted, Andrew doesn't even turn his head while I sit there, drinking her in.

Coughing, I get my voice back.

"Want some help, Renee?"

"Would you? That would be great thanks, Jake." Renee says, turning and entering the kitchen, her ass barely a half inch from peeking out from the bottom of the robe, my cock already twitching as I get up off the couch.

"Ass-kisser," Andrew jokes, his eyes still glued to the screen.

Hopefully, I almost say before I catch myself, instead giving him a polite punch in the shoulder and joining Renee. Knowing that with Andrew home and awake, nothing is gonna happen, but still, why not be next to a sexy MILF anyway.

"I was thinking I could make some BLT's. There's lettuce in the sink, could you give it a good rinse for me, Jake?"

"Sure," I say, going to the sink and turning on the faucet a little, starting to wash each leaf.

Coming over and standing next to me, her thigh touching mine, Renee puts a few tomatoes on the chopping board, her proximity making my cock plump up even quicker. Then, taking a small glance behind her, I assume to check on Andrew, she reaches down in front of me and rubs my cock through my shorts, the unexpected touch making me grunt with shock, Renee chuckling under her breath.

Staying very still except for one lettuce leaf that is getting thoroughly rinsed, I try not to make any obvious sounds of enjoyment as she caresses and rubs my cock and balls until I'm fully hard, listening to her purring with need as she plays with my shaft, Andrew giving orders to someone else in his game while I swallow hard, Renee looking over at me, her smile so horny and mischievious.

With another quick glance over her shoulder to ensure Andrew isn't looking, Renee takes it a step further, her nimble fingers making quick work of my button and fly. The metallic scrape of the zipper seems impossibly loud, my ears burning as I try to act nonchalant.

She reaches inside. Her hand is warm and soft against my hot, throbbing cock. A shudder runs through me, and I drop the lettuce leaf and grip the edge of the sink to steady myself as she wraps her fingers around my thickness, pulling my length out into the open air of the kitchen, my nervousness powerful but nowhere near as powerful as my arousal at the sheer audacity of this stunning MILF.

I watch, fascinated, as she lifts her hand to her mouth and spits into her palm, the action so raw, so intimate, it makes my knees weak. Then her slickened hand is on me again, her grip firm and sure. She starts to stroke, a slow, twisting motion from base to tip. My hips buck involuntarily, pushing my cock through her fist, my face one of absolute ecstasy as I watch her jerk me off.

Renee stifles a laugh, looking over at Andrew before looking back at me, knowing she's driving me crazy and clearly loving it. Her strokes become faster, more deliberate. Her other hand comes over to gently cup and roll my balls, a dual assault on my senses that has me seeing stars. I have to bite my lip, hard, to keep from groaning out loud.

The risk is intoxicating. Andrew is just in the next room, oblivious. But if he were to get up for a drink...if he were to walk in right now...the thought sends a jolt of pure adrenaline through me, heightening every sensation. I look down at her face. Her cheeks are flushed, her lower lip caught between her teeth. Her eyes are locked on my cock now, her expression one of pure, unadulterated lust and concentration. The sight of this stunning MILF, my best friend's Mom, so focused on jerking me off in her own kitchen while her son is just yards away, is the most erotic thing I have ever witnessed, let alone be a part of.

My breathing becomes ragged, shallow. I can feel the familiar tightening in my groin, the coiling tension that precedes an orgasm. Renee feels it too. She knows my body now. She speeds up, her wrist flicking, her grip tightening just so. Her thumb swirls over the sensitive head on every upstroke, smearing my leaking pre-come all over my shaft.

"Fuck," I whisper, the word barely audible, my knuckles white where I'm gripping the sink.

She leans in closer, her breasts jiggling as her arm pistons, "Come for me, Jake," she whispers, her voice a low, husky command, "Right here. Right now. Come all over my hand," She adds, moving her hand from my balls to my glans as the other continues to slide up and down my length.

The combination of her words, her touch, and the sheer, exhilarating taboo of the situation pushes me over the edge. My body goes rigid. A choked gasp escapes me as my orgasm hits, a blinding white-hot flash of pure pleasure.

My cock erupts, a thick, hot arc of come shooting from the tip and splattering into her palm, immediately running over her fingers and dripping onto the tiled floor, her other hand continuing to stroke me as multiple jets of semen cover her hand and drip from my cock and her fingers. Her eyes are wide, watching my cock as it erupts, a triumphant, satisfied smile on her lips. She continues to stroke, pulling every last drop from me, her grip firm and relentless, her eyes still locked onto my cock the entire time, like she wants to see every jerk and twitch of my orgasm.

As the tremors subside, I slump against the counter, my legs feeling like jelly. Renee slowly releases her grip. She brings her hand up to her face, her palm glistening with my release. With a final, wicked glance over her shoulder towards the living room, she holds my gaze and, without a word, licks my come from her palm.

Then, as calmly as if she'd just tasted frosting from a spoon, she turns, walks to the kitchen roll, and carefully wipes her hand clean. She takes a piece of paper towel and crouches down, her back to me as she meticulously wipes the small puddles of semen from the floor. I quickly tuck myself back into my shorts, my heart still hammering against my ribs.

***

And with that, the new normal seemed to be Renee touching, sucking, and fucking me whenever and wherever she could, her only remaining rule seeming to be to make sure Andrew didn't find out, her hands constantly touching me, her smile always sensual as she flashed me or openly stared at my bulge, wanting me to be thinking of her body as much as she was thinking about mine, which I was anyway, happily joining her in becoming extremely touchy-feely, my hands never missing a chance to grope her plump ass or fondle her breasts, Renee always leaning into it, pressing her body to mine, her hand slipping down my shorts so often I almost started to forget just how taboo she actually was. We were like hormonal teenagers who couldn't keep our hands to ourselves, and I couldn't be happier.

Now, it's not unusual to wake up with Renee's mouth on my cock, a slow, lazy blowjob that ends with her swallowing my come before I'm even fully awake. Or to fuck her over the kitchen counter while toast burns. Today I might bend her over the washing machine and feel as she comes with my finger in her ass and my cock buried in her pussy like I did yesterday. The house becomes our playground, every room a potential venue for our illicit encounters. Every piece of furniture a prop to fuck on, around, or against. She is insatiable, and I am more than willing to match her, appetite for appetite, my 21-year-old libido meaning I can give her the near-constant fucking she requires. The thrill of it, the constant background danger of being discovered by Andrew, only adds fuel to the fire. The risk makes every touch feel more electric, every orgasm more intense.

***

Sitting on the couch with Andrew, feeling a bit bored, I figure I'll go see what Renee is doing, having not seen her for 10 whole minutes.

"Toilet break," I say as I get up.

"Don't fall in," Comes Andrew's reply, his eyes still on the screen as usual.

Finding Renee in the laundry room, folding clothes, she smiles as she sees me walking in, both of us knowing at least some level of intimacy is about to occur.

Seeing her summer dress, loose and flowing, I get behind her and lift it up and over my head so that now I’m under it, Renee looking like she has a man-sized caboose as I grab her panties and peel them down over her full ass and thick thighs.

Stepping out of her panties, Renee spreads her feet for me, her pussy peeking at me from between her thighs as I reach up and knead her plump cheeks, her body making me so crazy with lust.

I lean in, drawn by the sight of her slightly parted cheeks and the intimate hidden valley between them. The air is warm under her dress, filled with the clean, musky scent of her skin. I trace a line with my tongue from the base of her spine, down the cleft of her ass.

Renee gasps, her body tensing for a second before she relaxes into the sensation, pushing her hips back slightly to give me better access, a hand coming behind herself to caress my head through her dress.

My hands continue to knead the soft, firm flesh of her ass, spreading her wider as my tongue explores further. I circle the tight, puckered ring of her asshole, feeling it clench and twitch at the intimate contact. It's a taboo act, something wild and forbidden, and that knowledge sends a fresh jolt of arousal straight to my cock, which is now straining painfully against my shorts, rock hard and pulsating.

I press my tongue flat against her, applying a firm, wet pressure before letting the tip wiggle and probe. A low, guttural moan escapes her, a sound of pure, unadulterated pleasure. She starts to rock her hips, a slow, grinding motion that rubs her pussy against my tongue one moment and her ass the next, her hand holding my head, urging me deeper into her ass.

I stiffen my tongue and push, sinking the tip just inside her tight ring. The sensation is incredible, the way she grips me, the way her body responds. My cock is now so hard it's aching as I feast on her ass, licking, probing, and worshipping her most private place. Her moans become louder, more frantic. Her movements lose their rhythm, becoming desperate and jerky when I reach up to tease and play with her pussy, now already starting to dribble with lust.

Feeling her getting closer and closer, I'm sure I'm about to eat her ass to orgasm for the first time when I feel her lifting her dress up, exposing me, before grabbing my head and guiding me up to my feet, Renee looking at me desperately as she bends over the counter and spreads her ass with a shaky hand.

"I've been waiting until I would be ready for your monster cock in my ass, Jake, and I'm ready. Fuck it. Fuck my ass. I need it in me, please!" She begs, her pink little ring looking tiny compared to my fat length.

Stunned, assuming Renee simply didn't do anal, I swallow hard as I fumble to get my shorts off, her body too irresistible to, well, resist, knowing that Andrew is a few rooms away but not caring, the world's sexiest plump ass is literally ready for my cock and I'm not going to waste such an opportunity. I move behind her, my hands trembling with excitement and a touch of nervousness. The sight of her, bent over and offering herself so completely, is almost too much to process.

"Are you sure?" I ask, my voice thick with desire.

She glances back at me, her eyes gleaming with lust, her lower lip caught between her teeth, "I've never been more sure of anything in my life. Now, stop talking and fuck me."

My body feeling red hot with excitement and anticipation, I take my cock in my hand, the head slick with pre-come, and guide it to her tight, puckered entrance, slick with my saliva. I press the tip against her with a slow, firm pressure. Her body tenses for a moment, then relaxes, a soft sigh escaping her lips.

I push forward, feeling the incredible resistance of her tight ring. It's a slow, intense process, her body yielding to mine inch by inch. The sensation is mind-blowing, a tight, hot grip that's unlike anything I've ever felt. My breath catches in my throat as I watch my cock disappear into her ass, the sight so erotic it makes my head spin.

"Oh, fuck, Jake," She gasps, her hands gripping the edge of the counter, "Your cock...it's so big...it's filling me up so fucking good."

I push deeper, sinking into her bit by bit until my balls are resting against her wet pussy. I stay there for a moment, letting her adjust to my size, my hands gripping her hips, my body trembling with the effort of holding back, of not just slamming into her and coming.

"Ok," She says, her voice a breathy whisper, "Ok...I'm good. You can move. Fuck me, Jake. Fuck my ass."

I pull back slowly, then thrust back in, a long, deep stroke that has both of us groaning. I set a steady rhythm, my hips moving in a smooth, powerful motion. The laundry room fills with the wet slap of my hips against her ass, the sound echoing off the walls. Her body rocks with each thrust, her heavy breasts swaying beneath her, her moans of pleasure filling the room, getting louder and more desperate as I get more confident.

I reach around, my fingers finding her clit. I rub it in slow, firm circles, matching the rhythm of my thrusts. Her body immediately responds, a violent shudder running through her as her asshole clenches down around my cock.

"Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Please, don't stop!" She cries out, her hands slipping on the counter, her head falling forward and swaying with each thrust of my hips.

I increase my pace, my thrusts becoming harder, faster. My fingers work her clit, rubbing, pinching, teasing. Her moans morph into one constant long moan, her ass shaking as I fuck it faster and faster, her pussy absolutely saturated and running down her inner thighs now.

"Ungh! Fuck! Oh fuck! Ungh! SHe starts grunting through clenched teeth as her orgasm hits, her asshole squeezing my girth as she shakes and trembles, gripping the counter as her pussy gushes in climax, her squeezing asshole pushing me over the edge as I grip her hips hard and blast her asshole with come, pushing myself as deep as I can into her as I can, my entire length inside her as my cock pulsates madly, flooding her asshole with semen, Renee moaning that she can feel it spreading inside her as she gasps in pleasure, the two of us shaking and shivering in ecstasy.

Still inside her, I lean down to kiss her neck, a thin sheen of sweat on her skin, Renee purring like the kitten that got the milk, turning her head so we can kiss, even as her asshole clenches around my shaft.

Eventually, I slide out of her, Renee letting her dress fall back down to cover her, Renee turning to smile at me and wrapping her arms around me, resting her head on my chest as we hold one another.

"I've been wanting to let you do that for so long, Jake, but I wasn't sure if I could take it or not until just then."

"Well, thank you. It was beyond belief in terms of pleasure. But how was it for you? Ok?" I ask, curious how my fat cock might feel in such a tiny butthole.

"It was...fantastic. I'm annoyed at myself for leaving it so long. We'll have to do it at least once every day on top of everything else to make up for lost time," She answers, grinning up at me.

"Heh, I didn't think you could get any more perfect, and then you go and say that," I reply, my hands sliding down to caress her plump cheeks, keen to get my cock between them again as soon as possible, feeling myself becoming immediately addicted to anal with her.

***

Summer bleeds into autumn, the heat outside giving way to a more cozy atmosphere, and Renee and I's sexual urges only seem to grow more intense. My cock is in a constant state of readiness, a Pavlovian response to the mere scent of her perfume or the sight of her bending over to pick something up. And Renee is clearly a sexual predator in a MILF's body, her appetite for me a force of nature that both exhilarates and exhausts me in the best possible way. We are addicted to each other, and neither of us has any desire to find a cure.

Then, knowing that my three months are nearly at an end but constantly trying to forget that fact, the expected call comes from my Dad.

But instead of letting me know when exactly he'll be coming home, his voice is crackling with a mix of excitement and apology. A huge opportunity. A chance of a lifetime. Big overseas money. There's a catch, of course. The project duration has been extended. Three months has had another year added to it. Another year at the minimum.

"Now Jake, it's totally up to you. I can continue to pay the lease on my place and you can go back there by yourself. I could fly you out here but I admit you'd basically be by yourself too as I'd be on-site most of the time, or you could stay with Renee and Andrew."

Man, I'd love another year here, I hate the thought of not being with Renee as many times a day as I can handle, I think to myself but obviously don't say out loud.

"It's a great idea, Dad, but I doubt Renee wants me here for that long, three months was already very generous," I say instead, figuring that sounds like the sort of response Dad would expect from me.

"I understand. Now, don't get mad at me going behind your back, but I already discussed it with Renee before I called you and she said she'd love for you to move in full-time. She said you'd been a real asset around the house and that you were a very fine young man."

Wanting to start jumping on the spot with glee, I force myself to remain calm, punching the air, grinning ear to ear.

"Well, I mean if Renee is cool with it, I'd much rather stay here than either be alone here or be alone over there, Dad."

"That works out great for everyone then, you sound happy."

"I am Dad," I reply, before we talk about more mundane things and do a bit of catching up.

After the phone call, I see Andrew on the couch gaming and Renee sitting at the dining table, I go join her, Renee already looking at me with a knowing smirk.

"How'd the call with your Father go, Jake?" Renee asks innocently.

"Yeah, pretty good. Although he's staying overseas for at least another year."

"Oh yes, he did mention that. And do you know what you'll be doing?"

"I think so. Do you know what you'll be doing?" I ask back, my smile joining hers.

"Yeah," She replies, her voice dropping, "You. I'll be doing you. Constantly. Every chance we get. Shall we slip into your room to celebrate before we tell Andrew?" She adds, her bare foot snaking between my legs under the table to caress my rapidly swelling cock.

"Yeah," I reply, the two of us getting quietly out of our chair, holding hands, the next year (at least) of my life looking nothing less than perfect!

END

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

If you liked this, here are some of my other sex-filled Best Friend’s Mom-themed MILF stories, with plenty more hot MILF action (Girlfriend’s Mom, FFFM Foursome, MILF Next Door, Mom’s Best Friend, Fertile MILF, Free Use, Best Friend’s Mom, and MORE) on my author page:

Losing It To My Best Friend’s MILF Mom

My Best Friend’s MILF Mom Seduction

Eating My Best Friend's Mom's Peach

Busted And Losing It To My Best Friend’s Mom

Working For My Best Friend's MILF Mom

Or hit ‘follow’ on my author page and see all my titles (300+ at the time of writing!)

Some of my covers are considered a little too ‘cheeky’ by Amazon and can only be seen on my author page, don’t miss out on what could be your perfect fantasy, have a look!

Leo Michaels
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