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 Staying over at my girlfriend Emma’s house where she lives with her Mom and her Mom’s boyfriend, I woke up in the early hours of the morning feeling thirsty.







 Walking quietly to the kitchen to get a glass of water I could hear the unmistakable rhythmic sounds of people fucking, the constant subtle squeak of the bed, and the light moaning of two people trying to have sex without making too much noise.







 Knowing that Emma was fast asleep back in her room, that only left her Mom, Amy, and Russel, who I thought was a bit of a jerk, always acting like he’s a big deal. But Amy IS a big deal, stunning, voluptuous, and bubbly, her thick lips making you instantly fantasize what they must feel like wrapped around your cock every time you see them, her massive natural breasts straining against her clothes, begging to be cupped, caressed and fondled, her ass like a perfect peach, filling out her jeans or dresses in a way that makes my crotch ache with lust every time.







 Feeling a little bit naughty but unable to pass up the opportunity to maybe get a look at Amy in the middle of sex, I take a detour on the way back to Emma’s room and discover Amy’s door is ajar, the gloom of the house at night in stark contrast to the lamplight pouring from her room.







 Approaching as quietly as I can, I look inside, my first view making me momentarily wish I hadn’t, Russel’s butt as it pumps limply up and down greeting me, Amy underneath him as he thrusts half-heartedly, her legs spread with her knees up, her arms by her sides as he cups her ass, his head buried in the pillow, Amy’s face in plain sight as she stares at the ceiling, looking, well, bored shitless, frankly.







 Watching her get fucked, even badly, my cock immediately starts to swell, my boxers offering little restraint as it stands up, my knob soon poking out the top of them.







 Squeezing and playing with my throbbing length, but not quite jerking off, I watch as Russel grunts a few times into the pillow and stops, almost giving myself away with a laugh as I watch Amy actually roll her eyes, obviously unimpressed.







 Rolling off her and onto his back, I feel a surge of ego as I see that Russel’s cock is much smaller than mine, Amy putting on her game face as Russel looks at her with a self-satisfied grin, probably believing her made her come too or something.







 With Russel no longer on top of her, I can now see Amy’s naked body in all its glory, as amazing without clothes as I’ve always imagined, her massive breasts spread out and swaying hypnotically with every little movement she makes, her nipples soft, the areola’s big. Her pussy bald and glistening, her lips still a little spread from the sex, her inner pink vibrant and sexy, my cock pulsating madly as the MILF of my dreams lays there naked before me.







 The sex over, I don’t want to get caught and so I back away quietly back to Emma’s room, my cock rigid as I spoon with her, Emma waking up with a purr and pulling down her pajama bottoms as she feels my length pressing into her, inviting me to have a quickie.







 Sliding inside her, my head filled with visions of Amy, naked and freshly fucked, I come quickly, Emma sighing happily as she feels her man draining his balls in her, keeping him satisfied while I imagine it’s Amy’s butt I’m pressed against, Amy’s pussy that I’m stuffing with my cock.







* * *







 The next day, a Saturday, passes rather uneventfully, my eyes glancing over at Amy every chance I get, now knowing just what her nipples look like, hidden beneath her tight top and bra, her bald pussy hiding in her jeans.







 That night, Emma and I go to bed, Emma falling asleep pretty quickly as always while Amy sleeps alone, Russel still out with friends from what I heard earlier.







 About 1 am I wake up when I hear Russel letting himself in, the uneven footsteps telling me he’s unlikely to be sober. Wondering if he’ll be horny, I look over at Emma, who is still fast asleep, before I get up quietly, listening to Russel entering Amy’s bedroom, his voice a little too loud before I hear Amy shushing him.







 Walking to the kitchen to grab a glass of water, I listen as I hear Russel slobbering all over Amy, obviously horny, Amy purring with pleasure in a way that almost sounds sarcastic to me.







 Approaching her room once again, I watch as Russel awkwardly takes off his clothes, pawing at Amy, who is wearing a very sexy teddy, her voluptuous body barely hidden by the sheer fabric, my cock immediately starting to grow as I watch her watch him, on her knees on the bed with him, Russel holding her and kissing her wetly all over the face.







 Naked, it appears that Russel is suffering from whiskey dick, his cock hanging limply between his legs, even as he peels Amy’s teddy off, her body making me as hard as I’ve ever been, one hand idly toying with myself as I watch.







 “Suck it, baby, suck my cock, I’m so fucking horny,” Russel slurs, grabbing at Amy’s head and guiding her down to his crotch.







 Getting on her hands and knees, Amy starts to suck Russel’s dick, her breasts swaying as she sucks him off on all fours.







 After a few minutes, Amy manages to get Russel’s cock to get firm, not hard, but at least usable.







 Flopping onto his back, he slurs something about Amy riding him and I watch her roll her eyes as she straddles him, facing the door in reverse cowgirl, her breasts rocking as she grabs his barely firm cock and tries to work it into herself, more smooshing it into her sexy pussy than sliding it in.







 Moaning loudly, Russell starts to pump like he’s packing a 12-inch iron bar, bouncing Amy on his lap, my view incredible as I watch her bounce up and down, no longer toying with myself but straight up jerking off, my cock out of my boxers, rock hard and throbbing as I stroke it.







 Sliding back and forth, trying to get some enjoyment out of his cock, Amy rubs her pussy and plays with her breasts, making me moan quietly as I watch the sexy display, Amy looking up and our eyes meeting as she sees my face looking in through the ajar door, before her eyes flit down and she sees my rock hard cock out, and me pumping it furiously.







 Panicking, I quickly put my cock away and start to back off, wondering how I could possibly explain this away.







 “
 Don’t go! Don’t go! Stay there!
 ” Comes Amy’s voice, making me pause and look at her, Amy’s eyes glued to my shaft.







 “Huh?” Comes Russel’s slurring voice as he lifts his head slightly from the pillow mid-thrust.







 “I mean, don’t come yet, Sweety, your cock is in the perfect spot right now. Mmmm, it feels so good,” Amy says, covering up as her eyes continue to feast on my shaft, one hand beckoning me to come back closer.







 Horny and feeling brave, I come back to the doorway, watching Amy’s face as I take out my cock and start to stroke it for her, watching another man fuck her while she bites her lip and feasts her eyes on my length.







 “Jesus Christ it’s so fucking big!” Amy purrs, her hand rubbing her clit rapidly, “And so hard!”







 “Yeah baby, you know it,” Says Russel smugly, his view of the doorway blocked by Amy riding him.







 “I wanna ride your face for a while, ok sweety?” Amy says, sliding off Russel’s barely hard prick and moving up before waiting for an answer, pressing her sex against his face and totally blocking his view, Russel slurping loudly as he starts to lap drunkenly at her sex.







 Grinding on his face, one hand playing with his dick, Amy beckons me into the room, her sexy grin overriding my possible inhibitions as I find myself entering, cock in my hand and approaching the bed.







 Getting close, she grabs my cock and squeezes it appreciatively, feeling just how hard I am, comparing my cock to Russel’s, his slowly shrinking as he focuses on eating her pussy, mine pounding harder than it ever has before, barely able to believe what I’m doing right now, my face feeling like it’s at a million degrees.







 “I’m gonna make you come with my hand,” Amy purrs, her eyes locked with mine, Russel grunting in agreement while I simply nod my head.







 Jerking us both off, her hand barely able to wrap around my shaft while she’s down to a thumb and two fingers on Russel, she pistons on our shafts, my hands reaching out to caress her breasts, Amy moaning as I tweak a nipple, my cock twitching at her touch, my balls high.







 Faster and faster, Amy soon makes me feel my orgasm approach, her skilled hands feeling the subtle swelling of my cock as it prepares to blow, taking her other hand off Russel and lifting her massive breasts with her forearm, offering them as a landing pad for my load.







 Grunting as quietly as possible, I start to come, my semen splashing all over her breasts, Amy moaning as she rocks back and forth on Russel’s face, my orgasm sending her over the edge, watching her come as I come, the two of us shaking and jerking while Russel lays there, none the wiser, my load all over his girlfriend’s boobs as she smothers his face with gushing pussy.







 Wiping at her breasts and licking up my come, Amy’s rocking on Russel’s face slows down as she finishes her orgasm, her hand going back to his cock, now fully shriveled, and trying to bring some life to it, Russel thrusting into her hand manically, Amy looking at me and telling me with her eyes it’s time to go, hopping off Russel’s face as I quietly back out, Russel immediately bragging loudly about how hard he just made her come, making me grin as I creep back to Emma’s room.







* * *







 The next day, with Russel out somewhere and Emma momentarily distracted on her phone talking animatedly with a friend, Amy walks briskly up to me as I sit on the couch, sitting down close next to me and whispering in my ear.







 “I can’t stop thinking about your cock! How big it is, how hard it felt in my hand! I’ve never felt one that was actually pulsing!” She says, her hand on my thigh and immediately sliding up to my cock, rubbing it through my shorts and making him spring to life.







 “I need to fuck you, John, I need to know what it feels like to sit on such a big dick!”







 Keeping one ear open for Emma, I gasp as Amy shoves a hand boldly down my shorts and starts pumping, bringing my already growing cock to full life rapidly, her eyes locked with mine and a mischievous grin on her face, her massive breasts rocking as her arm jiggles as she pistons it up and down my length.







 “You like that? You like me jerking off your big fat cock?” She whispers hoarsely as she watches me bite my lip, trying to suppress my moans of pleasure.







 Nodding my head, Amy’s grin grows.







 “Then you’ll love this, John,” She says, yanking down my shorts, exposing my cock and lowering her face to my lap, her mouth around my cock a second later, sucking hard as she tries to slurp the semen directly out of my balls, her suction and vacuum making me gasp even with Emma somewhere nearby, unable to help myself, Amy bobbing rapidly as she sucks me hard and fast.







 Massaging my balls, Amy slurps on my cock, my hands going to her hair, moving it so I can watch, my mouth agape as I feel her bringing me to the boil quicker with her mouth than any woman before her ever has.







 Grunting, I thrust upwards as I start to come hotly into her mouth, my cock pulsating as I empty my load into her, Amy swallowing loudly with each spurt, taking every spoonful I give her, purring into my lap as her fingertips cradle and fondle my alls, high and tight against my body as I climax into her mouth.







 Sitting up, swallowing the last of my semen, Amy pulls my shorts back up and over my swollen rod, patting my thigh and grinning as she gets up and walks away, Emma entering the room about 15 seconds later while I sit there trying my hardest to look very interested in my phone, my balls still throbbing pleasantly from my orgasm, my cock still slippery with her mom’s saliva.







 “Hey honey, that was Sarah, she wants me to come around tonight for a bit of a girls night out with a few friends, would you mind? It’s a bit of a no boys allowed type thing though,” Emma says as she sits where her mom was.







 “No of course not. Have fun. I’ll probably go home then,” I answer, secretly not wanting to, keen to see if Amy really does ‘need’ to fuck me.







 “You can stay if you want, I’ll be back pretty early so it’d be nice to have you here...keeping the bed warm for me,” Emma says with a smile, her hand rubbing my thigh.







 Acting like I’m giving it some thought, I nod my head, “Sure, I can crash here, maybe have some morning wood waiting for you.”







 “Grinning and giving my cock a playful rub, Emma looks down, “Ohh, he already feels a little hard, getting horny for tomorrow morning already eh?”







 “Haha, yeah.”







 Getting up to get her sleepover stuff ready, I start thinking about what later today might bring.







* * *







 Blowing Emma a kiss, I walk back inside the house where Amy and Russel are sitting at the dining table, eating dinner, Russel bragging about something from his day and Amy looking bored, Russel throwing me a glance as I sit down, his expression making it clear he’d rather I wasn’t there so he could be fucking Amy right now.








  Feeling’s mutual, buddy
 , I think to myself as I smile innocently back.







 Shoving food into his mouth and talking, I watch as flecks of half-chewed dinner periodically spray from his mouth, wondering how the hell he got Amy in the first place, casually glancing over at her and seeing her frozen expression, like a poker player about to crack at any moment.







 During a pause in Russel’s rambling, Amy gets up from the table, I short summer dress clinging to her curves, her breasts filling its front, a bra obviously not being worn, her nipples prominent.







 “I was thinking of making cookies for dessert, chocolate chip are still your favorites aren’t they, sweety?” Amy says, smiling down at Russel.







 “That’d be cool, yeah,” Russel grins in return.







 “John, could you come and help me please?”







 “Oh? Sure. Of course,” I say, getting up from the table.







 “Good stuff. He’s gonna stay here three nights in a row he can help out a bit, haha,” Russel says, trying to pass it off as a joke but obviously angry even though from what I’ve heard he lives here rent-free, mooching off Amy.







 Rounding the corner and entering the kitchen, half of it visible from the dining area, Amy points up to a cupboard.







 “Can you grab the mixer from up there for me please?” She says in a clear voice, while her hand slides down my stomach and onto my expanding bulge, rubbing my cock through my shorts.







 Grabbing the mixer, my cock growing by the second, I help Amy prepare to make cookie dough, her hands never far from my crotch, keeping me hard as she talks to Russel around the bend, a couple of times even popping into his view, one hand reaching back around the corner, playing with my shaft, the risk adding an extra layer of sensuality to the moment as I watch her heat herself up with her cat and mouse game.







 With Russel saying something about his day, Amy turns to me, rolling her eyes and gives me a grin, grabbing my shorts and yanking them down, my cock springing like a diving board as it’s freed.







 Tugging them down to my ankles, now squatting before me, Amy gets me to step out of my shorts and underwear, playfully tossing them into the corner, leaving me standing there with my cock throbbing in the kitchen’s air.







 Kissing my knob and giving it a playful flick of her tongue, Amy turns to the counter, replying in a non-committal way to Russel as she reaches under her short summer dress and grabs her panties, rolling them down her perfect thighs as I watch, realizing what she intends to do, my heart beating faster with arousal, anticipation and a little fear of getting caught, all mixing to make my cock harder than it’s ever been, ticking like a watch, poking out directly in front of me, angry and hard as steel.







 Her panties kicked away, Amy turns on the mixer to its lowest setting, a slight hum filling the room as she leans forward on the counter, reaching under her ass and lifting her dress, exposing her cheeks, perfect and just about the sexiest sight of ever seen, Arching her back, Amy grabs her cheeks and spreads them, her glistening pussy suddenly before me, her lips puffy, swollen and ever so soft looking, her fingertips grabbing her lips and spreading them too, her inner pink so bright and alluring, my cock aching to be inside her.







 Offering herself, I know what t do, getting behind her and guiding my rod to her sex, my knob pressing against her slit as I spread her wider and slide into her easily, her body so hot and tight as I feel her pussy hugging my cock, both of us gasping as she feels my fat cock stretching her, my girth much bigger than Russel, my length making me bottom out inside her, feeling her entire pussy being stuffed, my hands on her hips as I thrust into her, slowly a first, giving her a chance to cope with my size, Amy’s knuckles white as she grips the counter, the mixer humming as we moan softly together.







 Speeding up, her lust dribbling down my balls, I try to time the slap of our sex with the mixer, camouflaging the noise, Amy feeling what I’m doing and playfully turning the mixer up higher, my thrusts speeding up in response, the slap of our bodies as we fuck getting louder.







 Reaching between her legs, Amy rubs her clit as I reach around and scrabble to undo her buttons, reaching in and releasing her massive breasts, feeling them sway as I caress them, Amy’s pussy flexing around my length, making me grunt as she squeezes me with her body.







 Moving awkwardly, Amy slides along the counter, impaled on my cock the entire time, until she can grab the corner and peek around at Russel, her pussy stuffed with my cock as she looks him in the eye and asks him something, her head jerking with every thrust, my arousal at this point so high I don’t care how reckless she’s being, the idea of fucking her right in front of Russel making me even hornier, my thrusts getting harder as I try to make her gasp right in front of him.







 Obviously feeling something similar, I feel Amy start to shake uncontrollably as she starts to come, her orgasm making her bite her lip as she grips the corner, coming right there in front of Russel, her sex pulsating around my cock, sending me over the edge, my own orgasm hitting me hard, making me grunt as my cock pulsates and fills Amy’s tight little snatch with semen, flooding her pussy with come, Amy whimpering as she feels me give her a massive creampie, her legs getting wobbly.







 “Oh my god, so much fucking cream!” Amy gasps as she feels my cock continue to throb inside her, filling her completely.







 “Huh?” Asks Russel, a fork halfway to his mouth.







 “I’m just thinking we have so much cream, I should use it too before it spoils,” Amy replies, sliding back out of view as our orgasms subside, the two of us panting against the counter before I grab my shorts and slip them on, not wanting to push my luck as Amy puts her amazing boobs away.







* * *







 That night, racking open his eighth beer, Russel slurs as he tries to tell Amy something, the two of them together on the couch while I sit on a single-seater, Amy’s face telling me everything, my cock hard as every time she sees Russel is looking the other way, she lifts her dress, showing me her pussy, her panties not going back on since our fuck in the kitchen at dinnertime.







 About halfway through beer number 10, Russel nods off, Amy taking the beer from his hand and putting it on the coffee table before he can spill it, then turning to me and lifting her dress high, showing me pretty much everything from the bellybutton down, her legs spread as she displays herself for me, my cock aching in return.







 “Show it to me,” She whispers, Russel barely stirring as he snores next to her.







 Pulling my shorts down, I show her my cock, hard and throbbing, the thrill of knowing that all Russel has to do is open his eyes and I’m busted making my heart hammer even faster.







 “Stroke it,” Amy whispers, a little louder this time, her own hand sliding between her legs as she spreads her pussy and rubs her clit, opening her hood to reveal it to me.







 Jerking off for her, we watch each other masturbate, the wet sounds of Amy’s pussy mingling with Russel’s snores, the two of us getting hornier and hornier.







 “I’ve got an idea,” Amy says, motioning for me to put my cock away as she lowers her dress.







 Turning to Russel, she shakes his shoulder until he rouses.







 “Russel? Russel sweety? Come on, come to bed, you’ll have a sore neck if you sleep on the couch”







 “Mmmm? Hnng for?” Russel slurs, opening one eye and sitting slowly forward.







 Although it takes a few minutes, Amy manages to guide the shuffling Russel to bed, his snores starting back up with seconds of his head hitting the pillow.







 Walking back out, Amy takes my hand, guiding me to follow her back to her room, Russel under the blankets, out of it completely.







 Unbuttoning her dress, Amy lets it fall to the floor, once again completely naked now, before crawling onto the bed, laying on top of the blankets next to Russel.







 “Come here and fuck me, John,” She says as she grins at me.







 Seeing me glance over at Russel, she grins wider, “He’s gone for the night, I nuclear explosion wouldn’t wake him up now.”







 My cock jumping into the driver’s seat, I quickly get out of my clothes and crawl onto the bed, feeling more than a little exposed as I kneel between Amy’s legs with Russel right there next to her, a blanket all there is between us.







 Spreading her pussy, Amy grabs my cock and guides me down, my hands cupping her ass as I slide inside her, Russel instantly forgotten as the feeling of Amy’s perfect pussy hugs and grips my length, feeling myself bottom out again as I penetrate her, Amy clawing at my back and gasping loudly as I stuff her with young cock.







 Pumping, I feel the bed shake and squeak, Russel’s head rocking a little as we fuck, Amy’s breasts rocking too, my mouth going from one to the other as I hold, caress, suck, and fuck her.







 Changing position, I lay on my back, Amy riding me as she takes my cock at her own pace, impaling herself on my shaft, my hands full of her ass, then thighs and then breasts, every part of her sexy and begging to be fondled.







 Her hands on my chest, she starts to grind back and forth with more force, a look of concentration coming over her face as she gyrates on top of me, getting my cock exactly how she wants it in her, her pussy throbbing and contracting around my girth faster and faster until suddenly her hands become fists, smacking at my chest as she throws her head back and grunts with orgasm, her body shaking as she rides me, her sex gushing as wave after wave of climax rolls through her.







 Panting, her pendulous breasts swaying, Amy comes down from her high, her face flushed, her eyes glazed and happy, her movements a little shaky as she dismounts, getting onto her hands and knees.







 “I want you in my ass,” She purrs as she gets into position as I sit up.







 Getting behind her, I grab her ass, spreading her cheeks, her asshole a tiny balloon knot, looking like there’s no way it can take my cock inside it, Amy rubbing her pussy and smearing her slippery lust all over her butthole.







 Pressing my knob to her ass, I push, and then push harder, feeling her asshole’s resistance slowly give as I enter her, both of us grunting loudly as my first few inches creep into her, her butthole gripping my shaft like a fleshy vice.







 “Oh my fucking god! It’s so fucking big!” Amy gasps through clenched teeth as I push a little deeper, the heat and grip of her asshole nothing short of amazing.







 Inch by inch, I push deeper, my cock eventually all the way inside, my balls pressed hard against her pussy, my length able to go deeper in her ass than her pussy, Amy grunting as she pushes back against me, flexing her butthole and making me gasp as she tries to milk my cock right then and there.







 “Mmm, there you go, John, all the way in! I wanted to give you a hole you could fit inside, fuck me as deep as you want to without bottoming out,” Amy purrs as she grinds and gyrates against my shaft, “Now you just have to give my ass a creampie of its own.”







 Gripping her hips and pumping, I fuck her ass as fast as I dare without losing control too soon, not wanting this extreme pleasure squeezing along my entire length to be over.







 Grabbing her hair, I pull her head back as I feel myself heating up, even with my careful pacing, her body simply too good t be able to resist coming inside her for too long.







 “Mmm, yes John, I can feel him twitching inside me! Come in me! Fill my asshole with your monster cock’s load!” Amy grunts, pulling her head against m grip, pulling her own hair harder as she pushes and grinds against my shaft, buried balls deep inside her.







 Gripping her hair like reins and thrusting deep, I rapidly approach orgasm, exclaiming loudly as it hits me, my cock pulsating inside her as it starts to shoot, Amy purring as she feels me flooding her asshole with come, every twitch of my cock another spurt deep inside her, feeling her flex her asshole, milking me even as I come, her body holding me inside her, a willful prisoner trapped inside her perfect ass.







 Panting with exertion, I let go of her hair, my cock throbbing hotly, spent inside her ass as Amy’s shoulders sag to the pillows, her back arched as her ass stays in place, still stuffed with cock.







 Sliding out of her with an almost audible pop, I sit on my heels, looking at her glistening pussy as she rubs it a few times before falling to the bed, a long sigh of satisfaction escaping her.







 “Thank you, John, that was
 perfect
 ,” Amy purrs, looking up at me as she rolls over, her massive breasts rocking.







 At that exact moment, Russel lets out a big snort, making us both chuckle as we remember he was there the entire time.







 Leaning down and kissing her, our tongues sliding against each other, I caress her breasts again before getting up and having a late-night shower, Amy joining me mid-way, turning the lights off, the two of us under the water in the dark, exploring each other’s bodies before she joins me in Emma’s bed where we fuck twice more before she slips off back to her own bed around 5 am.







 Coming home around 7, Emma wakes me up as she slips into the bed next to me, her hand stroking my cock to life before she sits on it, riding me to orgasm, my own orgasm not as powerful as normal, all of my energy already spent filling all 3 of Amy’s holes.







 Later on, at breakfast, Amy, Emma, and myself all sitting at the table, Russel assumedly still sleeping off his beer, Amy says something that makes my cock twitch.







 “Emma, what do you think about John moving in with us? He was so well behaved last night and it was nice to have a man’s company that wasn’t pig-like,” Amy says, hooking a thumb in the direction of her room to indicate Russel as the pig.







 “Wow, mom, really? That’d be great!” Emma says, looking at me with a smile, “Does this mean you’re getting ready to dump that loser finally too?”







 “He certainly isn’t the charming man that he was when I first met him,” Amy replies, “And with John living here, we wouldn’t need Russel anyway, John can give us all the things we crave from men...like opening jars,” She adds, giving me a wink as I feel my cock twitch again.







 “What do you think, John? Want to move in? Emma asks me excitedly.







 Looking over at Amy and seeing just how much hot MILF sex I have to look forward to, I grin.







 “Sure. And it’ll be my pleasure to give you two
 everything
 that you need from a man.”







END
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