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MY HORNY MILF BOSS

By


LEO MICHAELS


It was barely lunchtime and yet I was already busy trying to willpower my growing cock down for the third time that day, my MILF boss standing before me, her massive breasts straining against her white blouse, her buttons barely holding her in.

“So do you think that will be possible?” My boss, Angela says, taking me out of my momentary reverie, her bright eyes sparkling, a cheeky grin on her face like she knows perfectly well what effect her voluptuous mature figure has on my young body.

“Yeah, sure,” I reply, smiling back and looking once again at the task she’s wondering about. I was fresh out of college and had had trouble finding any entry-level work in my field so ended up looking for just about anything so I could pay my bills. A friend’s Mom knew someone who knew someone that needed someone good with their hands, so, bluffing my way in, I got a start at Angela’s golf course, as a kind of groundskeeper.

The work was honest, outdoors, and often fun, in a turn off your brain and enjoy your thoughts kind of way. And it came with a huge perk, well, two huge perks: Angela’s breasts. They were simply magnificent. Natural and huge, I would challenge any man to see her walk into a room and not stare at least a little, they were simply amazing, and once you’d finally had your fill of her chest, you realized she was also very attractive, her face lighting up a crowd and her figure keeping your eyes on her long after she’d walked past.

Staring at the disassembled shed that was to be my latest job to build as it lay on the ground, I nodded one more time, confident I could have this built by the end of the week, “Leave it with me, Angela.”

“Great stuff, Brad,” Angela says as she turns and heads back for the main building, my eyes glued to her ass as I watch it pump under her skirt, her shapely legs flexing as she walks, her thick mane of hair waving in the mild warm breeze.

*   *   *

Three days later and I was adding the finishing touches to the small shed, the guttering fiddly but eventually getting installed properly.

The light of the day was slowly draining from the sky as I packed up my tools, placing them in the freshly finished structure, my sweat making y shirt cling to my body in the warm late afternoon sunset.

I’d had another day on the calendar to finish this, but part of me wanted to impress Angela, knowing that she would see from the main building at some point, almost always being the first to arrive and the last to leave, this golf course seemingly her life.

As I was putting the last of the tools away and locking the shed up for the first time, I heard a queal of delight, Angela walking happily towards me.

“Oh Brad, it’s wonderful!” Angela said, clapping her hands rapidly in glee, her eyes wide as she took in the structure, “And I can’t believe you did it so quickly, and all by yourself!”

Her obvious joy infectious, I smile and take the compliment, her chest bouncing as she practically hops on the spot, her zest real and open.

“Thank you, Angela, I’m glad you like it.”

“I love it!” She corrects, grabbing me in a hug, her massive breasts pressed hard against me, my cock immediately waking up in the presence of such wonders.

“Haha, careful Angela,” I say, enjoying the moment, “I’m pretty sweaty, actually.”

“Oops!” She says as she lets go of me and steps back, looking down, patches of sweat soaking through her blouse, making the frilly black lace of her bra show through in spots, speeding up the rate in which my cock grows, my hand going to my pocket to try and keep it in check.

“You’ve been working so hard, come inside and I’ll get you a drink, come on,” She says, turning and walking off before waiting for a reply, used to people listening when she speaks.

Catching up and walking by her side, we enter the large building of the golf course. It’s not some billion dollar ultra-exclusive deal, the type of which I’ve only ever seen in movies, but it’s still a pretty nice place, wowing me the first time I saw it. Three stories tall, about half of the top floor was Angela’s private area, not quite her house as she had her own home, but almost as good as.

Walking past the empty reception desk and to the stairs, I notice that the is place deserted, the last golfers having left about an hour ago and the last of the staff, other than me, about 20 minutes, the carpark through the window expect for my beat-up 5th-hand car and Angela’s rather fancy motor.

Turning and continuing up another flight of stairs we enter a large open area, turning right and coming to a large door, leading to Angela’s private quarters. I’ve only been in here once, back when Angela first interviewed me, the area immediately behind the door still official looking, with a desk and filing cabinets.

Walking past the cabinets and desk, Angela takes a key and opens the door at the far end of the room, leading me into what looks less like a business’s space and more like a person’s home, a living room if it was based on a fancy hotel’s idea of a living room.

Dropping her keys in a bowl, Angela walks towards the kitchen, turning on lights in the rapidly approaching darkness.

“What would you like to drink, Brad?” Angela asks as I follow her slowly to the kitchen, looking around and marveling a little at her place. It’s very nice, better than anything I’m used to, that’s for sure. Not that I live in squalor ar anything.

“Um, cola?” I ask, not sure what kind of a ‘drink’ she was offering.

“Just cola? You want me to add a splash of whiskey?” Angela asks, a smile on her face.

“If you’re offering, I certainly won’t say no,” I reply, feeling a little grotty, being so sweaty and dirty in such a nice place.

Handing me a whiskey and cola, a taste a gulp, the whiskey content quite high, but very tasty. “Phew, a generous pour, thank you,” I say, smacking my lips a little.

“Haha, you’re funny, Brad,” Angela says, pouring herself what looks like some kind of white wine or champagne I believe, the glass looking like crystal, the liquid golden from some angles as she brings the flute to her lips, her eyes catching at mine as she swallows, a small bite of her lip following, stirring my loins again.

Leaning against her counter, Angela gives me a smile, “So, Brad. Are you happy working here?”

“Yes, very much Angela,” I reply without having to lie, “It’s fun.”

“I’m glad to hear that, Brad. I took a little bit of a chance on you as there were other groundskeepers, older with a lot more qualifications, but I saw an honest eagerness in your eyes, and thought I’d give you a try.”

“Well thank you. I hope I’ve done ok?”

“You’ve done great
, Brad. I’m usually a pretty good judge of character and I’m glad I was right about you.”

“Haha, well, thank you again,” I say, taking another large sip from my whiskey, the alcohol warming me up and feeling very nice as I feel it slide down inside me.

“You’re very welcome, Brad. And of course, it’s nice to have some fit young eye-candy like yourself walking around, instead of some grumpy old guy, haha,” Angela says with a laugh, her eyes glancing over my torso, my damp shirt still clinging to it.

The whiskey already warming me up, I feel myself redden a little at her words, looking away and finishing my drink.

“Oops, let me refill that, Angela says, taking the glass from my unresisting hand and making me another, refilling her own glass as well.

“Thanks,” I say as I take my fresh drink from her hand, my fingers brushing against hers, Angela looking up at me through her eyelashes, a secret smile on her lips.

“My pleasure,” She says, a finger trailing down her blouse, drawing my attention to her deep cleavage.

Feeling my cock grow, I move a little, hiding my tent behind the counter, leaning forward and resting a hand on the benches surface, trying to act nonchalant, making sure I don’t glance down at my thickening shaft. My other hand bringing my drink to my lips with high frequency, the whiskey and cola tasting so good, and my slight nervousness getting dulled with each sip, my face feeling like it’s warming up, a smile growing on my lips as the alcohol mellows me out.

Lifting her flute, Angela downs the last third of her drink in a gulp, immediately reaching for her bottle.

“What about you Brad, care for another?” She asks, looking at my glass, already 3/4s empty.

“Won’t say no,” I reply with a smile, downing the last of the liquid before sliding my glass over.

Freshening our drinks, Angela walks past me, beckoning me to follow her. My drink in one hand and my other stuffed into my pocket, holding my throbbing cock at bay, I follow, a nice buzz going on.

Entering her living room, she leads us to a large couch, sitting down and patting the spot next to her, inviting me to sit.

Looking at the pristine fabric of her couch, I shake my head, “I’d totally wreck your couch Angela, and it looks expensive.”

Giving me a smile, like I’ve somehow just given the right answer, Angela looks at my clothes and then the couch, then back at my clothes.

“Hmm, you’re right, Brad, but I can’t have a guest standing all evening now, can I? You’d better pop in the shower,” She says, standing up and without waiting for my reply leading me to a large bathroom, the shower bigger than my entire bathroom back home.

Holding my drink in one hand and my cock in the other, I watch as she turns on the faucets, filling the room with steam, a smile on her face as she tests the water, me, standing there, feeling out of my depth and wondering what’s happening, a few seconds ago I was in the kitchen.

With nothing else to do I sip at my drink, finishing it quicker than the previous two as Angela goes to a cupboard and comes back with the biggest, fluffiest, softest towel I’ve ever seen.

“Here you go, Brad, just leave your clothes in the basket, I’ll have them washed tomorrow,” She says as she hands me the towel, takes my empty glass and gives me one more smile before slipping out of the room.

Standing there, my head buzzing, I realize I’m expected to shower now, I guess. Stripping down and tossing my clothes in the basket, I step under the large shower head’s spray of water, my slight inebriation making this all a little surreal.

Scrubbing myself, I enjoy the experience of washing in such a fancy bathroom, my mind wandering back to Angela, her large breasts and alluring eyes captivating me. A small part of me wonders if she’s flirting or if she just really doesn’t want a stinky worker bee on her fancy stuff, the second option not really gelling with the nice personality that I know of her so far.


I dunno man, you’re probably reading to much into it. She’s being nice, maybe she was bored and would have had a drink with anyone?
 I think to myself as I lather up, my cock still throbbing as part of me imagines her coming back and sliding into the shower with me.

I’m about to grab my cock and quickly jerk off when I hear Angela from the now partially ajar bathroom door, my hand letting go of my cock and my body turning away from the glass shower door, the clear glass not hiding much, my ass exposed.

“I’ve made you another drink, Brad.”

“Uh, thank you, Angela,” I say, my urge to jerk off gone, feeling self-conscious about busting a nut all over Angela’s shower walls.

Turning off the water, I grab the towel and pat myself dry, wondering if Angela would have any men’s clothes here. Wrapping the towel around myself, positioning it to best hide my throbbing cock, I walk back to the living room, feeling a little weird walking around my boss’s place in just a towel, the buzz helping me not care too much though.

“There he is! Feeling cleaner now?” Angela says, walking towards me and taking my breath away.

Staring at her, I simply goggle, she’s taken off her blouse and skirt and has replaced it with a sheer black nightie, her black lacy underwear quite visible, the fork of her sex prominent, her figure practically naked before me, But all of this pales as I see that her breasts are, except for the see through fabric of the nightie, bare. Smiling warmly as she comes towards me with my fresh drink in her hand, I stare, mesmerized at her massive breasts as they bounce and sway, natural and free, the most primal of lusts and urges filling my body as her body puts me under her spell.

After long seconds, I’m finally able to look away from her chest, her nipples erect and her large areolas visible through the nightie, and take my drink from her hand, a small ‘thanks’ croaking from my stunned mouth.

Leading me back to the couch, she once again pats the spot next to her, like before, this time getting me to sit, my mind racing, my cock painfully hard and my heart hammering.

“Is everything ok?” Angela asks, turning to face me as she gets comfortable on the couch, her lithe thighs exposed, her skin looking flawless.

“Uh, yeah. Of course,” I reply, my eyes flitting from hers to her chest and back again.

“Haha! It’s ok, Brad. You’re allowed to be a little surprised. You’ve come out of the shower and suddenly here I am, barely dressed. Here’s the thing: I spend all day cooped up in work clothes and frankly, my brassieres kill me after a while. Nothing feels better than to let the girls out, and that’s all they are, breasts I mean. You’re sitting here with no top on, are your nipples somehow magically less rude than mine?”

Hearing her explain the situation like that, I find myself nodding. I don’t know if it’s all me or partially me and partially the whiskey, but I put it down to Angela being less body shy than I am or something. Why can’t someone be comfortable in their own house, and why are her nipples somehow more rude than mine?


Yeah, but seriously, holy shit how amazing are her boobs?
 I find myself thinking though, my eyes drawn again and again to her body, easily the most seductive thing I’ve ever seen in real life. Just the way she moves as she breathes, her eyes watching mine, god I want her so bad right now.


“Fair enough,” I finally say, “Although I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t enjoying seeing you like this, Angela.”

“Haha, I can tell that already, Brad,” Angela says with a smirk, her eyes looking blatantly at my towel tent.

Turning red, I try to shift a little and hide it, another deep swallow of whiskey helping to hide my face before I reply, “Sorry about th-”

“Uh uh uh, don’t be sorry for having a perfectly normal reaction, Brad,” Angela says, silencing me, “I’m not offended or shocked. Anyway, I’ve had a few reactions to your body myself, they’re just not as obvious, but equally nothing to be ashamed of.”

Looking at her, wondering if she means what I think she means, Angela reaches out and takes my hand.

“I want you to feel something, Brad,” She says, taking my hand with hers under her nightie, spreading her legs open, the small triangle of her panties barely covering her thick pussy lips their bulge prominent behind the tiny piece of material.

Stunned, I stare at Angela as she guides my hand to her crotch, pushing my fingers down her knickers, my hand immediately getting coated in her warm pussy juice, her hand pressing mine so that one of my fingers slides between her slick lips, feeling how hot she is inside.

“Feel how wet I am, Brad? That’s because of you,” Angela says in a purr, her eyes half-closed and sultry, her hand moving mine up and down, rubbing herself off on my hand.

Barely believing that this is really happening, I rub and lightly finger Angela’s sopping pussy, her pelvis gyrating as she bites her lip and watches me watching her, her chest rising and falling as she breathes in deep breaths.

Her hand leaving mine, I play with her sex while her own hands grip her thighs, squeezing herself as she gyrates and grinds against my digits, my palm rubbing against her clit, swollen and hot, making her moan.

Spreading her legs wider, Angela rests her head back on the couch, bucking against my hand as she grinds herself on it, her eyes closed as she enjoys my touch.

Reaching out, her eyes still closed, Angela’s hand runs over my body, searching for and finding the opening in my towel, reaching under and grabbing my cock, her hand wrapping around it, pumping it desperately, her moans changing as she feels how hard I am.


“Ooooh, yes, feel this big fat cock of yours, Brad, feel this hard cock. Is it because of me? Is this hard cock because of me, baby?”
 Angela purrs between moans and sighs, her head still thrown back and her eyes still closed, her body rocking as I finger fuck her, her hand now pistoning up and down my shaft.


“Yeah, it’s because of you Angela,”
 I reply, the alcohol helping me not feel self-conscious, having never talked dirty before, especially to a stunning MILF like this.


“Mmm, yes. I bet you’d like to fuck me with that big fat cock of yours wouldn’t you Brad? Hey? Fuck my wet little pussy with your rock hard cock?”
 Angela purrs, my hand a blur on her pussy, my palm swirling on her clit.


Holy shit this is hot!
 I think to myself as I concentrate on her pussy, feeling her body coat my hand in her lust. “Yes Angela, I’d love to slide my cock inside you, your pussy feels so good,”
 I reply, Angela rocking back and forth now, riding my hand like she’s riding a pillow, her lips pursed, her eyes screwed shut in sexual concentration.


“Yeah? You gonna fuck me with your cock, Brad? Gonna fuck my tight little pussy?”


“Yeah, I’m gonna fuck you, Angela.”


“Yeah, gonna come deep in my pussy, Brad, gonna fill me with your come?”
 Angela almost growls now, her gyrating reaching fever pitch, her teeth clenched.

“Yeah, I’m gonna fill you with my hot come, Angela, I’m gonna pum-


“Ooooh! Fuck! Fuck! Yes! Yessss! Uhhhn!”
 Angela exclaims through clenched teeth, her thighs clamping on my hand as she starts to come, her body shaking as she bucks and rocks wildly, her head thrown back, her eyes clamped shut, her hand on my cock no longer pumping as her orgasm becomes her entire world. Shaking and moaning, I watch her massive breasts shake as her climax rocks her, her free hand slamming on her thigh as she grunts and pants her way to the finish line, my hand absolutely coating in her orgasm.

Trembling and shivering with post orgasmic sensitivity, Angela lowes her head and looks at me with a sleepy smile as her thighs relax and she frees my hand, her own hand slowly stroking my cock as she takes a few deep breathes.

“Wow, Brad. And with just your hand. Well done,” Angela purrs, her hand on my cock, her other hand patting my thigh.

“That’s a first for me,” I admit, having never made a woman come with just my hand before.

“Well you’re a natural,” Angela says with a languid smile, coming closer to me, her massive breasts swaying seductively. Her sweet breath mingling with mine, Angela leans in and kisses me, my own mouth responding in kind, our lips mashing together, our tongue flicking against one another as we start to pash, my own lust still mile high.

Pumping my cock, Angela kisses and nips at me, breathing in my ear, her body pressed against mine.


“You want me to make you come, Brad?”
 Angela whispers in my ear, her hand speeding up on my cock, making y head swim with lust.

“Yes, Angela.”


“Ok then, baby,”
 Angela says, a smile in her voice as her other starts to take off her nightie.

Her nightie off, her massive breasts bare before me, I look at them with rapture as Angela slides of the couch and onto her knees before, peeling the towel off me, exposing my young body to her.

Leaning forward, between my legs, Angela presses her massive breasts together and slides them over my cock, my knob poking out between them, Angela laughing and licking it, making me twitch with pleasure.

Jerking me off with her tits, Angela watching me watching them, her enormous breasts the biggest I’ve seen in real life, easily swallow my large cock between them, the soft, gentle skin of her boobs feeling so good on my shaft, her hands pressing them together keeping the feeling intense, my balls rising, my breathing getting shallow as I concentrate on her mounds.


“Come for me baby, come all over these massive tits,”
 Angela purrs, watching my expression change as I lose control, “I wanna see your load all over them, I wanna watch you come, baby.”



“Feels so good,”
 I moan, my body ready to let go, “I’m gonna come, Angela.”



“Yes baby, that’s it, come for me, come for Angela!”
 She says, her tittyfucking increasing in speed, her beautiful body jerking off my cock, her beguiling eyes boring into mine, making me want to do as she asks.

With a sudden grunt, I start to come, my knob erupting between her breasts, shooting up and splashing on her chin, landing wetly all over her breasts, her pumping continuing as she encourages and moans in approval at my load as I spurt it all over her, my hips pumping as I come for her, giving her my load, watching it paste her breasts, running and dripping down.

Panting, I sit back against the couch, watching Angela sear my come all over her tits, a wicked smile on her face as she winks at me, my come glistening all over her.

“So much
 come for me, Brad. Thank you,” She says, her breasts now shiny under the light, her chin dripping my come before she wipes it with a finger, and then, looking straight at me, sucks it off her finger, swallowing a licking her lips afterward theatrically.

Standing up, Angela grabs our glasses and walks off to the kitchen to refill them, leaving me in my afterglow on the couch, smiling to myself as I realisze that’s the first time a woman has made me come with just her breasts.


Lots of firsts today,
 I think to myself as Angela returns with fresh drinks, handing me mine, her breasts large and pendulous with their weight, her body clad in nothing more than a tiny pair of lacy underwear.

Sitting back down, Angela sips her drink and then snuggles up to me, wrapping her arm around me and resting her head on my shoulder, her large chest pressed against my arm, our bodies heat mingling.

“Penny for your thoughts, Brad?” Angela says, looking up at me while I sit there, relaxing with empty balls and a full glass.

“Uh, nothing really, just enjoying the moment, I guess.”

“Sounds very zen, I like it,” Angela says, kissing my shoulder, her free hand sliding to my crotch and cupping my cock, playing with it lightly, “You have a very handsome cock, Brad.”

“Thanks, I uh, I’ve never really looked at it that way, to be honest.”

“Well he is,” She says, before leaning down and kissing it, her hand stroking my balls as her lips run along my shaft, smothering it in smooches. My hand reaching over, I start to stroke her back as her mouth plays with my cock, enjoying her warm lips on my girth.

“Careful, you keep doing that and he’s likely to get hard again,” I warn her with a smile.

“That’s the plan,” Angela replies, her mouth still an inch from my cock before going back to pampering it with her soft lips

Reaching under her and marveling at the sheer weight in her breasts, I fondle them as Angela takes my cock and strokes it, before lowering her mouth over it, sucking me off while still soft, sucking hard and pulling with her mouth, stretching my cock out and stroking it, her tongue sliding back and forth as her mouth pulls on my length, filling me with pleasure.

Putting down my drink, my other hand strokes her hair as she sucks my cock back to life, wanting to watch the sexy spectacle, Angela squirming on me as she feels my cock fill her mouth more and more, growing fatter by the second.

Growing hard, I grab her hair, my hips bucking as I start to fuck her face, her warm mouth too tempting for me to resist. Moaning in pleasure, Angela takes me deep, her throat closing around my shaft as I push myself into her, her hand still fondling my balls, making them rise and tight.

My hand slides down her back and to her ass, slipping under her panties and between her cheeks, my fingers once again finding her dripping sex, rubbing her swollen and puffy pussy lips as Angela moans and grinds back against my hand, happy for the attention.

Guiding her up and down on my cock, I fuck her mouth, watching her ass wiggle as she grinds against my other hand, Angela moaning deep in her throat as I push her face down further, her nose between my balls as I deepthroat her.

Coming up for air, Angela looks at me wildly, her hand pumping my cock desperately and I can see how horny she is, my hand between her legs absolutely drenched.

Standing up from the couch, I position Angela onto her knees, facing away from me towards the back of the couch, her feet hanging over the edge. I get behind her, my cock throbbing and eager, her plump ass proffered and presenting an irresistible target.

Her legs spread, I guide my cock between them, one hand holding her ass while I feel my knob press against the hot surface of her lips, before pushing further and feeling them slide open, my cock easing inside her, her body receiving me as I thrust my cock in deeper, Angela holding the headrest of the couch, her head thrown back as my cock fills her tight sex.

Pumping, my lower abdomen slapping against her MILF ass, I get a foot up on the couch to better steady myself as I drill her deep from behind, Angela arching her back, her sex gripping my cock tightly as the sound of our fucking fills the room.

Holding her hips, I spank her ass lightly, testing her out, making her moan. Spanking her harder, I redden her ass cheeks as we fuck, my other hand grabbing her hair and pulling it back, Angela’s knuckles turning white as she grips the couch and takes my entire length inside her, her ass red and her teeth clenched in pleasure, grunts escaping her.


“Yes baby yes! Spank me! Spank my ass raw! Yes!”
 Angela growls as I piston into her faster, my hand coming down hard on her plump cheeks, pulling her hair harder to bring her face closer to mine, biting and nipping at her earlobe as I pummel her.

Her ass bright red, I grab her thigh and roll her over, pulling her to the edge of the couch so she’s sitting with her pussy right on the edge. Squatting between her thighs, I slide my glistening cock back into her rapidly, taking her breath away, her large breasts bouncing as I manhandle her and fuck her deep, her legs spread wide for me, hiding nothing, her fucked-raw sex dribbling with lust.


“Uhn, uhn, uhn, feels so fucking good inside me, Brad,”
 Angela grunts as I piston into her, watching her massive chest rock to the sway of my pumping.

My hands holding her legs up, I watch as my fat cock slides in and out of her pussy, pulling it all the way out every few strokes just so I can plunge it back in again, her fat lips wrapped around it, sucking on it with her tightness.

Her forearms on my shoulders, her hands clasped together behind my neck, Angela watches my cock disappear inside her as well, gyrating her pelvis seductively, her body made for sex, her figure making me more aroused than I’ve ever felt, her soft velvet pussy feeling so good as my lengths enters here again and again.

Cupping my hands under her ass, I grab a hold of her and stand up, my cock fully embedded inside her, Angela holding on to my waist with her legs, her feet recessed against my ass as she clasps herself to me, her hands behindmy neck.

Standing there in her living room, I pump her back and forth by the ass, plunging my cock into her, her breasts brushing against me as I hold her close, my thighs burning as I piston into her, Angela coming in close to kiss me, our tongues lapping at each other while I stand there, fucking her in the air.

Turning, I sit down slowly on the couch, bringing Angela with me, still inside her. Now straddling me, Angela rocks back and forth on my cock, riding me like a bronco while I enjoy the show, her plump ass n my balls and she slides back and forth, our juices coating our crotches.

Our mouths still locked together, I feel Angela’s hand on my balls as she reaches behind herself and starts to fondle them as I fuck her, her fingers teasing my scrotum, making my plums ache with pleasure.

Reaching between us, I start to rub her clit as she grinds on me, her sudden moan into my mouth telling me I’ve hit the right spot. Rubbing her clit, Angela rocks back and forth on me faster and faster, her other hand clamping over mine, not letting it get away from her aching sex, her body language that of a woman determined to come any minute now.

Our tongues wrestling, our bodies pumping, and our hands fondling one another, Angela starts to breathe into my mouth as her climax hits, her breathy grunts sexy as she loses control, her pelvis shaking as she spasms on my cock, my length deep inside her, filling her, my hand on her clit, pressing it as it goes into orgasmic overdrive, her thighs clamping on me, holding me under her as she rides me o her finish line, her pussy drenching me in her lust.

Panting and sweaty, Angela’s mouth breaks from mine and she gulps air, seemingly vibrating all over, my cock throbbing and still buried fully inside her. Still rocking back and forth slowly, she looks at me with a satisfied smile, her hands running up and down my chest, squeezing my arms and shoulders, still exploring me.


“Your turn,”
 She says simply, waiting to see what I will do.

Smiling, I hold her sides and guide her to the couch onto her back, spreading her legs as I position myself between them, my cock more than ready, pulsating in my hand as I guide it inside her.

Filling her, I lay on top, pistoning deeply, my only concern now my own orgasm, my balls slapping against her as I fuck her deep and fully, Angela’s hands grabbing my back and holding on as I fuck her.


“Ooooh, yes, you’re so ready, aren’t you baby? That’s it! Fill me with your come,”
 Angela purrs as I get into my rhythm, my ass pumping as my pelvis plunges my cock into her again and again.

Laying on top of her, her legs spread wide, my hands under her ass as I pump, I lose all pretense of being a lover and simply fuck her, my head buried into the couch as I pound, my mouth kissing and nipping at her neck and shoulder as I feel my climax approach.

“Oh yes, so, so ready! Give it to me baby! Give it to me now!”

Her words taking me over the edge, I grunt in a near bellow as I start to come, my pelvis pushing my cock hard into Angela, bucking into her and holding it there as my cock spasms and erupts, shooting my load deep into her sex, her pussy gripping my quivering cock as it spurts several more times, my whole body shaking as I fill her, pinned beneath my bucking form.

Panting, I lie there unmoving, Angela’s fingers trailing up and down my back, my cock twitching as the softness of Angela’s sex teases it with sensation, her breath on my shoulder as I lay there panting into the couch.

Eventually, I lift myself off Angela, my cock sliding out of her as I sit on the couch, Angela sitting up and joining me, both of us flushed with color and looking a little drained, but in a good way.


“Good boy,”
 Angela says simply, patting my thigh with a smile before snuggling back up to me, both of us naked and sticky, sitting on her couch, catching our breaths and enjoying our post-orgasm afterglows.

Between the drinks and the 2 great orgasms, I feel my eyelids getting heavy and I catch my head starting to droop, Angela’s voluptuous warm body against mine making me feel so comfortable.

“Haha, I saw that,” Angela says, her hand rubbing my body as she looks up at me from my shoulder, “Would you like to join me in bed?”

Feeling slightly funny going to be so soon after it’s dark but at the same time loving the idea of snuggling up in what I can only assume is going to be a totally kick-ass bed, I say that I would, Angela rising from the couch and leading me by the hand out of the living room, her naked ass perfect as I follow her.

Getting to her room, and it’s even nicer than I anticipated, large and ornate, a four-poster bed taking pride of place, the covers thick and warm looking. Leading me to the bed, we pull back the covers and slide in, both of us wrapping ourselves around each other in a bid to stay warm, the sheets cold but soon warming from our naked bodies.

Snuggled up close, my arms wrapped around her and my head nestled on her massive breasts, I soon drift off to sleep, Angela stroking my head, her thighs entwined with mine.

*   *   *

Waking up, the first thing I’m aware of is the feeling of a hot mouth wrapped around my cock. Still half asleep, I ook down to see the covers are all pulled back, by bare form exposed, with Angela lying further down the bed, her head resting on my lower abdomen as she sucks my cock, her hand massaging my balls.

Already close, I gasp as Angela feels me making up, driving her to suck me with gusto, bringing me rapidly to the edge, my balls rising in her palm as my orgasm prepares to burst.

With sleep still in my eyes and not yet even having had a chance to yawn yet, I start to grunt and pant in pleasure as I come, filling Angela’s mouth with my hot load, Angela rubbing my balls as they empty into her, her own moans mingling with mine as she enjoys the taste of my come, swallowing it all.

Gripping my cock at its root and pulling up, Angela squeezes out any remaining jizz directly into her mouth, her other hand gently rubbing my balls.

Sitting up, her massive breasts swaying, she gives me a grin, “Good morning sleepy head. He was so hard when I woke up, I just had to do something about it, you poor thing,” She says with a wink, her hand rubbing up and down my young torso.

“Wow, I’ve never woken up like that before,” I say, my orgasm knocking me back out before I’ve even sat up, “What time is it?”

“About 10 past 4. In the morning.”

“Really, I slept all night? I thought I was just going to have a nap,” I say, a little astonished.

“Well, you’ve been working very hard, Brad. Don’t think I haven’t noticed, and then there was yesterday evening…” She says, trailing off with a cheeky smile, obviously not having to say anything more about that, I’m not likely to ever forget yesterday evening.

Laying down next to me, a hand on my chest, her body pressed against mine, Angela continues, “How would you like a sort of promotion, Brad, unofficial, but with plenty of perks?”

“Color me very interested,” I reply, looking at her.

“Basically, your job would be more of what happened yesterday. You would be welcome to stay afterward if you want, or sleep at your own home once...the job was done. I’m thinking...a few times a week. But obviously, only if you want.” Angela explains, each word making me more and more excited, the thought of having such a total babe MILF as a friend with benefits sounding like a dream come true.

“Sounds like an offer I can’t refuse,” I say, stroking her body, my eyes probably saying a louder YES! Than I ever could, judging from her smile.

“Haha, excellent. What say I get us some fresh OJ and we look into getting an early start on the days...work
?” Angela says, sitting up, her hand grabbing my cock on the word ‘work’.

“Can’t wait,” I say, watching her seductive body ring all my bells as she leaves the bedroom, leaving me alone with my thoughts, which are all happy ones, looking to the future and seeing lots of great sex with a total MILF, and then...some more
 great sex with a total MILF!

END

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