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 I certainly hadn’t intended to lose my virginity with my best friend Alan’s hot MILF mom Sarah that day, but it was still the best day of my life, the experienced Sarah taking me under her wing, an inexperienced 19-ear-old turned into horny putty in her hands…







 Visiting my friend Alan, the door opened a few moments after I knocked, Alan’s beautiful mom Sarah answering, wearing a loose white top and jeans, her large breasts rocking underneath, unrestrained by a bra, my eyes instantly glued to the hypnotic display taking place in front of me.







 “Hi, Brad, come on in,” Sarah says, giving me a warm smile.







 “Hi, Sarah. Thanks,” I reply, following her inside and closing the door.







 “Alan’s not in right now but he shouldn’t be far away,” Sarah informs me as we enter the living room, Sarah sitting down with a wince and rubbing her shoulder, “Ow.”







 “Everything ok?” I ask, sitting opposite her, trying not to stare too obviously at her free-range breasts, the bumps of her nipples drawing me back again and again, wondering if it’s my imagination if I really can see a faint hint of the darker circles of her areola’s through the light fabric.







 “Yeah, just the fun of getting older, Brad. I managed to hurt my shoulder lifting a basket of laundry of all things. I could barely put on this shirt this morning,” Sarah explains, rubbing her shoulder, her movements sending her breasts swaying, daring my eyes to look away from hers and at them.







 “Ahh, you’re not old,” I reply, “That could have happened to anyone.”







 “Could have, but
 did
 happen to me,” Sarah responds with a wink, “Tell you what, Brad, could you do me a huge favor? You’ve got big strong hands, come over here and rub my shoulders please.”







 “Yeah?”







 “Please. It really sucks and I can’t rub it hard enough myself from this angle.”







 Excited at the thought of getting my hands on a sexy MILF like Sarah, I get up and walk behind the couch, Sarah grabbing her hair and pulling it over her other shoulder so that it drapes down her front, her neck exposed, the top big and sloppy, revealing a decent amount of shoulder as well.







 Carefully at first, I put my hands on her shoulders and try to rub and massage in a way that I think will feel nice to her, Sarah’s head dipping forward as I rub, a low moan escaping her.







 “Nice, but go harder, Brad.”







 Kneading her shoulders more forcefully, my fingers rubbing her soft skin, I feel the expected stirring in my pants, my cock waking up as I massage my best friend’s mom, glad to be behind her and the couch where she has no idea about my sudden swelling.







 “That’s it, don’t be scared, Brad, really get in there,” Sarah purrs, her head rolling as she relaxes under my grip, my hands working on her harder than I would have thought she’d want but doing it anyway if that’s how she wants it.







 Rubbing and kneading for a few minutes, Sarah purring and moaning low in her throat, her hands limp in her lap, I can’t help but press my throbbing erection against the back of the couch, desperate to excuse myself so I can jerk off, Sarah’s feel, scent and sounds driving me insane with lust, leaning forward a little so I can look over her shoulder and down her front, hoping to get a glimpse of bare breast through her loose top’s neck hole.







 “Here, hang on a second,” Sarah says, grabbing her top and pulling it up over her head, exposing her back and shoulders to me, her top crumpled in her lap, her arms crossed, her hands over her nipples, a lump appearing in my throat as I spy more cleavage than I’ve ever seen before, her handbra hiding some but not much of her amazing mounds, my ock pulsating madly, pressed between my body and the cock.







 “Is that easier?” she asks as my hands begin to massage her bare shoulders.







 Coughing to clear my throat, I try to sound nonchalant and not feverish with excitement like I actually am, “Yeah.”







 Continuing for another few minutes, watching how Sarah’s breasts shake in her handbra as I rub and knead her, Sarah leans forward a little, showing more of her back.







 “Can you go a little lower, please? My whole back is unhappy really.”







 “Sure,” I reply, my hands working down her back, the angle and everything a little awkward but workable, my excitement growing, Sarah’s back flawless, her skin so perfect to the touch, my every instinct telling me to lean down and kiss her neck, the urge to run my hands under her arms and caress her breasts almost overpowering, my cock aching in my pants.







 A few more minutes of barely restrained urges later, Sarah sighs with frustration.







 “Hmmph, it’s just not quite doing the job is it? I really need to lay down so you can get to it properly. Do you mind if we take this to my room? I know I’m asking a lot but I think you’re making it feel better.”







 “Sure,” I almost croak again, taking my hands off her and quickly stuffing one down my pocket to try and hold my cock back, not wanting to be sporting a massive tent as Sarah grabs her shirts and holds it over her chest as she stands up, leading me to her room, my eyes watching her bare back and shapely ass in her jeans as she walks.







 Laying on her bed, right down the middle so that I can’t really reach her properly withing crawling onto the bed with her, on my knees by her side, Sarah adjusts her large breasts and gets comfortable, resting her cheek on her forearms, side boob visible from my viewpoint above her, my cock bulging in my pants, Sarah luckily facing the other way as I kneel next to her, rubbing her back, my cock pulsing at her.







 Rubbing her back, massaging it from shoulders to the shallow curve of her lower back, Sarah purrs happily, my eyes alternating from being glued to her sideboob to being glued to her ass, her jeans well-fitting and hugging her cheeks.







 “Actually, Brad, could I impose on your further and ask you to grab the massage oil? It’s just there on the night table.”







 “Sure,” I say for a third time, moving over to grab said bottle, squeezing out a dollop into my palm and spreading it over her upper back, my hands running smoothly over her now, her skin glistening and my cock managing to ache even harder.







 Periodically adding more oil, I massage Sarah for a while longer, feeling her melt under me, my hands apparently doing a good job, low moans and grunts of pleasure coming from her mouth every now and then.







 “Don’t be scared to go a little lower,” Sarah says in a low voice softly after a while, my hands always stopping a good few inches from the edge of her jeans.







 “Ah ok, I didn’t want to get oil on your jeans,” I say half telling the truth, the other reason being I’m still nervous about how low I could go before it might have gone into forbidden territory.







 “No problem,” Sarah says, lifting her butt and reaching under herself, the quiet sound of her zip being undone following a moment later.







 Watching closely, I bite my lip as Sarah tugs her jeans down, exposing the top few inches of her ass, a thong hiding nothing, her hands continuing down, the top half of her ass now showing, her crack like cleavage. Reaching behind herself, she grabs her thongs and tugs it down too, the top half of her butt now totally bare, showing me more of her body than I’ve ever seen and ever thought I’d see, Sarah’s arms going back under her head as she gets comfortable again, my face heating up as I state in wonder and lust at her amazing full ass.







 Oiling up again, I get back to the massage, my hands now slipping lower and lower with each pass, my fingertips flirting with the top of her crack, my head dizzy with lust, pre-come soaking my underwear at the tip of my glans, a yearnful low groan of need escaping me a couple of times before I’m able to check myself.







 “It’ll probably be easier for you if you sit on my thighs, Brad,” Sarah says softly after a while.







 “I, uhh, won’t be too heavy?”







 “Not at all,” Sarah replies, taking one arm from under her to pat the back of one leg, “Go on, hop on, it’s easier from above than from the side.”







 Straddling her thighs, my knees on the bed either side of them, I gingerly rest my butt on her thighs, allowing more and more of my weight onto her until I’m eventually resting on the back of her thighs, her ass, half bare, right there under my tent as I feel my heavy balls resting on her too, my breathing getting heavy as I feel the heat of her body mingle with mine, my cock aching to touch her.







 “Not too heavy?” I ask again, now that I’m fully on her.







 “Not at all,” Sarah confirms, side boob on both sides trying to draw my attention away from her ass.







 Rubbing her again, adding more oil, this angle is admittedly better, although I feel like I’m heading into territory that would be awkward to explain to Alan if he chose now to come home.







 Leaning forward to rub her shoulders, my swollen balls press into the space at the base of her ass and top of her thighs, fitting perfectly as my raging cock presses between her cheeks, my crotch slotting into her as I try not to grunt, feeling her ass cheeks on either side of my shaft, hoping I’m not being too obvious but unable to help myself, moving backward and forward, acting like it’s part of the massage, my pelvis grinding gently against her, so horny I feel like I could almost come just from this slight dry-humping.







 “Mmm, could you do my neck as well please, Brad?” Sarah says, apparently oblivious to just how aching with need the young man is behind her.







 Leaning down even more, I rub her neck, not rubbing very well as nearly all my attention is now on my crotch, my balls pressed against the base of her ass and my shaft tucked between her cheeks, throbbing against her, red hot and needy. Looking down, staring at her half-exposed mounds and imagining my cock is inside her, my hips pumping slowly, more aroused than I’ve ever been in my life.







 The room quiet except for the subtle sounds of my grinding and the sliding of my hands on her body, I feel like I can hear my own heart as my precome starts to show at the peak of my tent, a darker patch as my body yearns secretly for her.







 “Mmm, hang on, Brad, my jeans are sitting awkwardly, lift up for a second will you?” Sarah says softly, her eyes closed as she lays under me.







 Lifting my weight from her, Sarah reaches down and pushes her jeans down further, her entire ass now on display, my rod throbbing just above her.







 “Can you pull them off for me, I feel like they’re restricting my legs.”







 “Ok,” I say in an almost breathless whisper, moving off her momentarily, to tug her jeans down to her ankles, her thong caught up with them, Sarah kicking both of them away, her MILF figure now completely naked, my head swimming with lust.







 Getting back on her bare thighs, staring at where he ass meets her thighs, trying to get a glimpse of her pussy, my hands almost shaking as I caress her body, slick with oil, I once again press myself into her, this dry-hump the most erotic thing I’ve ever done.







 “Actually, Brad. Can I ask another favor?” Sarah whispers after a while, her ass cheeks parted with my throbbing tent.







 “Of course,” I reply quietly.







 “The fabric of your pants is a little rough on my thighs, could you take them off, please? You’ll still have your underwear on so it’ll be ok, it’s just they’re chaffing me a bit.”







 “Ok,” I gulp, moving off her and getting out of my pants, my boxers tented, a darker patch where my precome has saturated them at the peak of the bulge.







 Straddling her once again, a part of me wondering how she can’t be aware of what she’s doing to me, my bare legs now wrapped over hers, my hot plums pressing into her, my cock pulsating against her, I rub her body, my hands creeping down, my palms getting as low as the rise of her cheeks, sliding to the slides, rubbing her hips and waist as well, moving upwards, coming extremely close to her sideboob, Sarah laying there purring, her eyes closed and feeling relaxed under my touch.







 “I’m sorry to be such a pain in the ass, Brad, but your underwear is hurting me too, could you take it off, please? I promise I’ll keep my eyes closed.”







 “Uhh, ok yeah. Sure,” I answer, almost choking.







 Standing above her and pulling them off, I quickly get back down on her before she might open her eyes and spy that I have an erection, my now bare plums resting on her soft skin, my throbbing cock resting between her cheeks like a hotdog in a bun, my hands moving up and down her body while my hips thrust gently, dry humping her as she lays there unsuspecting.







 “Mmm, that feels much better,” Sarah purrs after a few minutes of me sliding my cock between her cheeks, pre-come periodically dripping from my glans and into her crack, lubing my dry-humping, “But I feel like I need more weight on me. Do me a favor and lay down on me, Brad.”







 “Ok,” I say, leaning down until I’m laying on her back, my cock now pressed between her asscheeks and my body, my face in her hair, my hands not sure what to do with themselves and settling on reading and massaging her upper arms and shoulders, the heat from her body soaking into me, the oil making our touch electric.







 “Mmm, there we go, much better, I can feel my back getting better by the second now,” Sarah purrs as I rub up and down her body with mine, my cock tingling with pleasure. “Although, hang on a second, I’m just going to get a little more comfortable,” she adds, taking her hands from under her head and sliding them under her body somewhere around her crotch, while also spreading her legs until my legs are now between her instead of on top of them, the pressure of my cock on her increasing as my midriff sits entirely on her ass now, my balls pressing against something soft and slippery, it taking me a moment to understand my sack is pushing against her pussy!







 Rubbing her shoulders and dry-humping, I can feel a fast jiggly feeling coming from close to my balls, Sarah’s fingertips occasionally brushing my plums as I realize she’s playing with herself, her hands diddling her clit.








 Mustn’t let her know I know
 , I think to myself as I continue to grind against her, the two of us now secretly pleasuring ourselves as we rub and squirm together, feeling Sarah flex her cheeks periodically, hugging my engorged cock as I dribble pre-come onto her.







 Watching her face, I see it getting redder and redder, her bottom lip bitten and her eyes clenched shut, her purrs becoming grunts in time with my thrusting, obviously trying to not let me know she’s close to orgasm as I feel her shake and shudder.







 Suddenly, twitching and jerking underneath me, I feel Sarah coming, breathing through her nose as she comes with her lips pressed together trying not to make a sound, her fingers a blur on her clit, her pussy coating my balls with her climax, my head swimming as I watch this amazing MILF come underneath me, her cheeks clenching tight around my shaft.







 Panting, her eyes still closed but her mouth open, Sarah squirms slowly underneath me, her body red hot, my balls drenched in her lust, my cock aching.







 “Mmm, could you slide down a little, please Brad?” Sarah finally says in a whisper,







 Doing as asked, I feel my cock sliding down her crack, my balls now hanging free.







 “A little lower please, Brad.”







 Moving a little lower, I feel my cock suddenly hang free in the space between her legs, myself, and the bed, pointing desperately at her sex.







 “Mmm, now back up a little, please,” Sarah purrs softly.







 Moving upward, I feel the head of my cock pressing against her slit, wet and soft, a gasp escaping me as I stop, knowing that if I continue upward, I’m surely going to penetrate her.







 “It’s ok, Brad, keep going, I don’t mind, it’s making me feel better,” Sarah says after my pause, her eyes still closed, her hips gyrating slowly under me.







 Gulping, I start to slide back up her, my head parting her lips, the heat of her pussy suddenly around it, making me groan with pleasure as I lose my virginity so unexpectedly, moving up further, Sarah sighing softly as I enter her, her pussy so hot and so tight, hugging my shaft, the soft mounds of her ass pressing into my abdomen as I continue to slide into her, my hands holding her arms, my body trembling with lust and excitement.







 “Mmm, there we go, Brad, that makes me feel so good inside,” Sarah purrs, one hand reaching down a little further to massage my balls, making me moan with bliss, “Move up and down now please, that should do the trick.”







 Moving up and down, I start to have sex with Sarah, my first fuck the most amazing thing I’ve ever experienced, her body so perfect a fit with mine, her fingers on my balls. Every inch of my shaft buzzing with intensity, my entire body alight with pleasure.







 “Mmm, that’s it, Brad, perfect. Can you do me a favor and kiss my neck, please,” Sarah purrs, my mouth on her a second later, kissing a sucking her neck and earlobe, the floodgates finally opening, my hands caressing her as my mouth kisses up her neck and to her face, searching for her mouth, the two of us kissing wildly, our tongues wrestling, my hands reaching under her to cup her breasts.







 Arching her back, Sarah takes me deeper inside her, my cock on fire with lust pounding into her, the slap of our sex filling the room. Getting on my knees, I grab her hips and pull her up, getting her into doggy position and fucking her rapidly, taken over with lust, pushing myself as deep as I can into her, Sarah grunting with every thrust.







 Sliding herself off my length, she rolls onto her back, her legs spread wide and her arms outstretched, inviting me in with a lustful smile.







 Climbing on top of her I quickly slide back inside, my first time already having me addicted to how good it feels, my shaft soon wrapped in the warmth of her pussy, Sarah wrapping her arms and legs around me as I pound into her, our mouths locking together, her massive breasts rocking to my thrusts, her erect nipples pressed into my chest.







 Feeling my balls tingle, I try to slow down, knowing I’m close to coming, Sarah grabbing my hair and whispering hotly into my ear.







 “
 Come, Brad, come! Fill me with your load! Let it out sweety, it’ll feel soooo good!
 ”







 Her hot words driving me over the edge, I have my first orgasm inside a woman, my entire body shuddering as my cock starts to pulsate, flooding her tight pussy with semen, growling and grunting as a pleasure I could never have even imagined flows through me, pressing myself as deeply into her as I can, my cock throbbing, again and again, pumping her full of my hot load, Sarah purring as she feels me filling her, holding me tight with her arms and legs, her nails gripping my back, nipping at my earlobe and kissing me wildly as we thrash together in wild bliss.







 Spent, slumped on top of her, I breath deep, Sarah caressing my back, a foot rubbing at my calves, her soft lips pecking at my neck and ear, my cock still pulsating with aftershocks inside her.







 “Worth the wait, Brad?”







 “Huh?” I pant, my head still buried in her shoulder and the bed.







 “Your first time. Was it worth the wait?”







 Lifting my head, I look down at her, Sarah smiling in return.







 “You knew?”







 “I heard you talking recently. I couldn’t believe a handsome young man like you hadn’t been with a woman yet, and then I realized you were just a little lacking in confidence and maybe just needed a little...
 nudge
 ,” Sarah answers, stroking my back while my cock continues to throb inside her.







 “Well, consider me very,
 very
 happy to have been nudged,” I reply, giving her another kiss.







 “I’m glad. When I saw you arrive and knew that Alan wouldn’t be home today, I could pass up this opportunity to help make you a man.”







 “Alan’s not coming back today?”







 “No. Are you angry?”







 “No way, not at all!”







 “Great, because guess what, Brad?”







 “What?”







 “Alan isn’t coming back today,” Sarah repeats slowly, flexing her pussy around my shaft as she does so, her body language making it clear that our sex for the day is far,
 far
 from over!



END
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