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 Funnily enough, my initial reaction the very first time I laid eyes on Jocelyne as she stood at my door was one of disappointment, which is ridiculous really considering she was easily the hottest MILF I’d ever seen.







 But as it was, I was renting out my spare room after my friend had moved in with his girlfriend and I was hoping to rent it out to another guy, hopefully around my age, this stunning MILF in her 40’s not gelling with my idea of the perfect housemate.







 Still, it had been a few weeks since my friend had moved out but the rent still needed paying, so I figured the least I could do was invite her in and let her see the room, the fact that I hadn’t gotten much interest coupled with my thinning wallet helping me come to that conclusion.







 “Hi, Jake? I’m Jocelyne, we chatted earlier?”







 “Hi, Jocelyne. Yeah, I’m Jake, nice to meet you. Please, come on in.”







 “Thanks,” She says as I hold the door open, letting her walk past, her voluptuous body brushing past mine, her curves clad in neat casual, her scent filling my nostrils.







 Closing the door and leading her in, I show her the living room, now feeling a little self-conscious that I haven’t done a good enough job cleaning it.







 “Uh, yeah. So, this is the living room.” I say fairly unnecessarily, before leading her to the kitchen and dining area, Jocelyne smiling politely and looking around the room as I suddenly notice every dirty dish in the sink, even though it’s only a couple plates and a glass.







 Following me down the hall, we get to what would be her room. This spot at least is very clean, empty save for a bed and nightstand, my friend leaving it pretty tidy when he left and me having not really set foot in it in the weeks since.







 Standing at the entrance and letting her walk into the room and check it out, I tell her the payment system with bills and such, the landlord’s position on animals and anything else I can think of that she might want to know, Jocelyne taking it all in silently as she looks about the space, nodding her head every now and then as I speak.







 Showing her the rest of the house, we finish up in the laundry before Jocelyne speaks again, looking out the window at my backyard, “That all sounds pretty straightforward, Jake. I’ll take it,” She says as she reaches out a hand to shake, smiling.







 Taking her small hand and being careful not squeeze it too much, I feel how soft her skin is, my initial doubts about having an older woman living with me fading as I gaze into her eyes, seductive and smokey.







* * *







 A few days later and Jocelyne has moved in, having explained to me that she’s come from the state over for work, most of her stuff still back in her old city, so she was looking for somewhere relatively inexpensive to stay while she sourced a place of her own, bringing what amounted to only 3 suitcases and a couple of bags with her, preferring to travel light.







 At first, a little worried I was going to have to change my routine a fair bit to accommodate a woman being in the house, I soon relaxed, learning that after work, Jocelyne just liked to chill out in front of the TV and take it easy, seemingly happy to watch whatever I was watching, having no TV in her own room yet.







 Our jobs overlapped by a few hours so I always had some alone time in the early afternoon before she got back from work, during which I usually took advantage of my isolation to jerk off in front of the big screen TV, preferring it to having to watch porn on a little phone screen in my room when she was back, or in the shower. Once or twice, I’d even jerked off while thinking of Jocelyne, her mature curves stirring my lust. Assumedly, Jocelyne was happy to have a few hours to herself each morning, myself leaving for work well before she did.







 After about 2 weeks we had gotten into a nice groove, taking it in turns to cook the main meal, chilling out in the living room and making idle chat while we would watch TV and browse our phones, our weekends usually spent apart as I would hang out with my friends and Jocelyne would explore her new city.







 Something else that started to relax was Jocelyne’s dress code. At first, after returning home from work, she would head for the shower to scrub off the day’s grit and then straight to her room, emerging later on fully dressed in another set of clothes, never allowing me to see her in something as ‘skimpy’ as a bathrobe, let alone in her towel.







 Then, came the first day she emerged into the living room in her robe, it was in and of itself nothing special, but the fact that I hadn’t seen her so informal made it stand out. From the look of it, there was still a top on underneath, but her legs looked bare to at least above the knee, this revealing of as yet unseen skin making me look, then look again, hoping I wasn’t being too obvious but also unable to help myself.







 Not wanting to say anything and potentially scare off her relaxing of her own internal rules, I acted as if everything was normal and as if I wasn’t getting a bit hard, her legs looking firm and sleek.







 And so it went, me and Jocelyne, housemates, hanging out and watching TV on either end of my couch, or sitting in the dining room and eating, making small talk and genuinely enjoying each others company, Jocelyne’s clothing getting more and more revealing as she felt more at home, my eyes enjoying the feast and seeing what she would be wearing this afternoon becoming a high point of each day.







 Came the first day she walked into the living room without a bra, it was all I could do not to openly drool at her.







 A pair of small tight shorts hugging her figure, her legs and feet otherwise bare, a loose tank top adorning her body, I immediately noticed the natural sway of her large breasts under the top’s fabric, my eyes following them as they undulated as she bounced into the room and sat on the other end of the couch.







 Crossing her legs up on the couch under her and sitting back, her breasts strained against the top, her nipples making two unmistakable bumps in her top, the dark color of her buds bleeding through the thin white color of the tank top I smiled and asked her what she was in the mood to watch, my eyes constantly dropping to her enormous chest.







 “Whatever you want, Jake. I’m easy,” She answered with a smile, surely knowing how her sexy appearance must be making me feel.







 Turning back to the TV, I felt my cock start to grow and crossed my legs away from her, hoping to hide my growing tent, the rest of the evening spent in a state of frustration, wanting so badly to have Jocelyne right then and there, my cock throbbing angrily, demanding release, but not wanting to break some kind of housemate law.







 From then on, Jocelyne in skimpy clothes with no bra or wrapped in a towel became pretty normal, my jerking off becoming almost exclusively over her, thoughts of her fat tits in my mouth while she rode my cock in cowgirl, or her thick ass wobbling as I took her from behind filling my head and goading me on to orgasm after orgasm, often as soon as I got to my room after we would say goodnight for the night.







 More than a few times I found myself standing at her bedroom door, willing myself to knock and see if she was feeling as lustful as I was, but finding myself never quite able to take the final step. I’d slept with plenty of women my age, but something about her maturity was intimidating, like the worst thing I could do would be to make a move to only have her reject me, not too bad in itself, but coupled with the fact we lived together and all the extra layers of stress it would add, and how massively uncomfortable it would become.







 I was sure she knew what she was doing to me, but she had never outright said anything, so maybe I was just reading into it? Maybe she thought I was a nice guy and she could actually relax around me and feel comfortable and I would ruin it by being just another sex-crazed male? Maybe it was even a case of our age gap making it so that she didn’t even think of me in that way? With me simply being the nice young man she stays with, no more threatening than her own Son?







 These thoughts and more would always fill my head and stop me from taking the final plunge of knocking on her door, or openly flirting with her whilst we sat on the couch enjoying each other’s company. Wanting more, but not wanting to destroy what we already had, even as my cock throbbed for hours at a time, Jocelyne’s perfect MILF body keeping me aroused from the moment she got home.







* * *







 By two months into Jocelyne’s moving in, I had accepted our situation for what it was, a hot MILF that happened to live with me and gave me plenty of ammo for my spank bank, nothing more, nothing less.







 It was Friday night and I had outdoor plans with friends for the Saturday, with Jocelyne telling me about a new display she was going to check out, the both of us heading to our separate bedrooms eventually, tired and ready for sleep.







 The first thing I noticed as I slowly woke up the next morning was how dark my room was. Thinking I’d woken up early I checked my phone and was surprised to see it was 9.30, late enough that plenty of sunshine should be leaking through my curtains. Finally noticing the sound that was a constant drone in the background of heavy rain on my roof.







 Yawning, sitting up and sliding myself out of bed, an incredibly gloomy and dull grey sky greeted me as I pulled my curtains aside, the rain lashing everything and making me shiver just looking at it, imagining how cold it must be out there.







 Waiting for my morning boner to go away so I could use the bathroom, I wondered on the chances of my plans for outside today
 not
 getting canceled, coming to the conclusion that everyone will have pulled out by 11.







 Sure enough, as I stood in the bathroom in front of the toilet, my phone started vibrating in my pocket, soon enough letting me know one by one that everyone was canceling, the weather too crap to consider being out in it.







 Wearing just my boxers and sweatpants, and shuffled into the kitchen where I could smell coffee, Jocelyne greeting me with a smile, a warm but short looking robe hugging her body, the cord pulled tight, accentuating her large breasts, her feet in cute little fluffy slippers as she practically sashayed about the kitchen.







 “Morning, Jake. Coffee?”







 “Mmm, that’d be great thanks,” I replied, my voice still a little croaky as I take a seat at the dining room table, before continuing, “You still going out today in this?”







 “Nope, it’s a snuggled up on the couch with a warm drink kinda day as far as I’m concerned now. You?”







 Waving my phone at her, I shake my head, “Nah, me neither, everyone’s quit on the idea of being outside.”







 Realizing that this will actually be the first time we’ve spent a Saturday together since she moved in, I find myself asking, “Do you want some company today?”







 “Haha, you don’t have to ask, Jake, this is
 your
 house, remember?” Jocelyne replies with a smile, bringing over a mug of coffee and placing it before me, her cleavage prominent as she leans over, my eyes taking a photo to ‘enjoy’ later on, “But yeah, I’d love some company today, I’m really not a fan of storms like this, they always freak me out.”






 “Thanks,” I say, taking a deep swig of the coffee, feeling it as it slides down my throat and heats me up from inside, “To be honest, I kinda like the sound of heavy rain on a roof, like it’s...peaceful or something,” I add, watching her as she sits as the table and crosses her legs, her thighs all but completely exposed to me, the robe sliding open and only held together at her midsection where the cord is knotted.







 “Well that’s perfect, you can be the calm rational one when I start to freak out from the thunder,” Jocelyne says with a grin, sipping from her own mug.







 “Deal,” I say, my eyes brushing over her form again, my morning wood threatening to come back, my balls full as I didn’t get a chance to jerk off this morning or yesterday.







 Both of us in sleepy bear mode, we eventually plod our way from the dining room chairs to the soft comfort of the living room couch, settling in for what we know will probably be a bit of a TV marathon.







 Scrolling through the menu, we both agree on a show neither of us have seen but are both keen to, and importantly, has lots of episodes, and hit play, Jocelyne’s legs in the periphery of my vision, the swell of her breasts pressing against her robe, almost like they’re trying to peek out. Once again, my cock starts to grow and I position myself as best to hide it from her, my sweatpants not offering much in the way of cock-disguising options.







 Time goes by and I notice that my cock has been hard for the whole episode, getting to the point that I want to grab a cushion and just cover it so I can relax as the credits start to roll.







 “I’m getting another coffee. You want one too, Jake?” Jocelyne says, standing up, her robe seemingly a bit loose after sitting down, her breasts more visible, the edges of her brassiere peeking out too, her cleavage deep and welcoming as the bra holds her breasts up and together, making them a formidable sexy attraction.







 Hoping she can’t see my tent from up there, I nod, “That’d be great, Jocelyne, Thanks.”







 Watching her go I immediately grab my cock and reposition myself, he keeps threatening to pop up over the elastic of my sweatpants and I wonder if I should go grab a shirt, but it’s pretty warm inside as Jocelyne always like the thermostat turned up fairly high.







 “Jake? Could you come and give me a hand for a second?” Jocelyne calls from the kitchen.







 “Sure,” I call back, standing up and silently cursing my cock as it makes an unmistakable tent in my sweats. Shoving my hand in my pocket and literally holding my cock against my body, I hope that it will not be too obvious as I walk to the kitchen.







 Standing next to an open cupboard above the fridge, Jocelyne’e eyes wash over me as I approach, I’m trying to hide my cock but I can feel how obvious it is, her stare lingering for just a second before returning to my face, which I can feel getting hot as I turn red.







 “I thought a few cookies with our drinks would be perfect, but you always put them up so high that I can’t reach them,” Jocelyne says, glancing up at the food we keep up there. My pantry is a bit small so we store most of our ‘sometimes’ foods up there.







 “No problem,” I say, reaching up and grabbing the cookies, my other hand stiffly in my pants, holding my cock at bay.
 She normally just grabs a chair, why not this time?
 I wonder to myself as I hand her the treats.
 Did she know I was hard and is playing with me or something?








 Handing me my coffee, Jocelyne seems to just remember something, “Oh, actually, let me grab some chocolates too. Here, you take these with you as well, Jake, I’ll be right behind you” Jocelyne says, holding out the cookies, her other hand holding her coffee.







 My free hand already holding my own coffee, I feel a sudden prickling in my cheeks as I realize I need to extract my other hand from my pocket. With no shirt on, my cock is going to practically spring out in my sweats if I do.







 Stalling for what feels like ages, I feel a wave of ‘oh fuck it’ wash over me and reach out for the cookies, my cock tenting my sweatpants exactly as expected, my throbbing cock basically pointing straight at Jocelyne, unmistakable and throbbing, my embarrassment mixing with the sudden lust I feel, knowing this utter MILF babe can see I have a raging hard-on.







 Saying nothing but looking at my cock, Jocelyne hands me the cookies with a smile, saying thanks as I take them and turn quickly, forcing myself not to run back to the living room, my heart racing.







 Back on the couch, a cushion now on my crotch to hide the worst of it, Jocelyne walks in with her coffee and chocolates, sitting down at her end of the couch, her robe barely closed, taking a dip sip of her beverage as I hit play.







 Watching the screen, I notice that Jocelyne is playing with her hair a lot in my periphery, her glance shooting over to the cushion on my lap, filling me with heat, making me wonder if she’s trying to let me know she knows and doesn’t care, all the usual doubts coming back to counteract my rising urges.







 With a sudden darkening of the room, the rain intensifies, really pounding the roof to the point that I turn the TV up a few presses, the drumming above us sounding torrential.







 “Wow, this isn’t much fun,” Jocelyne says, looking at me with what looks like genuine apprehension.







 “It’s not too bad, it only sucks if you have to be out in it,” I say, hoping to soothe her worries.







 “I guess so,” She replies, but with an unconvinced tone.







 As if to prove me wrong, the sky chooses that exact moment to drown out the sound of the TV completely with a massive crack of thunder, followed by a long low rumbling, more felt than heard, the room as dark as if it was the late evening, the TV our only illumination.







 Looking over, Jocelyne appears to be in genuine discomfort, her eyes wincing at the sound and her hands balled into fists, obviously unhappy with the crescendo happening high above us. Without thinking, I scooch over to be next to her, wanting to be reassuring.







 “It’s really ok, Jocelyne,” I tell her, “It’s loud but otherwise harmless,” I say, patting her right hand with my right, her own hand grabbing back and holding mine tightly.







 “I know, I feel like I’m being silly, but something about it really freaks me out.”







 “No stress, I’m here,” I reply, feeling a little cheesy.







 “Yes, you are. Thank you, Jake,”







 “No problem.”







 Sitting there, watching the TV, I realize that we’re now holding hands like a couple of lovestruck teenagers, our hands resting comfortably on the cushion on my lap, my cock pulsing underneath.







 The thunder subsiding, I don’t move for fear of breaking the moment, Jocelyne’s soft, warm hand in mine, excitement filling me like it’s my first time with a girl all over again, butterflies filling my abdomen as I try to stay relaxed and act natural, wondering what to do from here, still a slave to my nerves and doubts.







 Watching the TV, neither of us move, our coffee’s and snacks forgotten. With a lump in my throat, I manage to will myself to move the thumb of my hand holding hers, lightly stroking her hand, my eyes glued to the screen, terrified to even glance in her direction, not sure what’s about to happen.







 Feeling the shift of her hair, I sense that Jocelyne is looking over at me momentarily before going back to the screen, a long slow breath coming out of her, an exhale of relaxation before I feel her own thumb respond in kind, softly brushing against my hand, such a simple touch and yet sending my heart racing and my cock pounding just below on the other side of the cushion.







 Excited beyond belief, I sit there with Jocelyne, our thumbs stroking each other, something obviously happening, my temperature rising, the low light of the room making me feel like we’re all alone for miles, just the two of us in a warm little nook, enjoying each other’s company.







 With an ominous roll, another peal of thunder begins and Jocelyne holds my hand a little tighter, her thumb still stroking, her body pressing closer to mine, her head coming in to rest on my shoulder. Lifting my left arm, I wrap it around her shoulders and hold her close, stroking her arm in comfort and more than just a little lust, our mutual heat meeting in our embrace.







 Now basically snuggled up, we wait out this round of thunder, out thumbs still playing with each other and my other hand stroking her softly, her head on my bare shoulder, her hair’s scent alluring me.







 Snuggling in even closer, Jocelyne wraps her left arm around my mid-section, her head moving to be more resting on my chest than my shoulder, her other hand still resting on the cushion, enwrapped with mine.







 Leaning my head forward, I kiss the top of her head, my lust finally overwhelming my fear, my heart hammering right in her ear as I do, Jocelyne responding by burying her head deeper into my chest, probably unable to even see the TV now as she wraps herself more and more around me.







 Our thumbs still playing, I feel Jocelyne’s other hand on my stomach, her fingertips swirling in slow circles, making my cock twitch with need and my breath stutter with excitement.







 Sitting there, my stomach full of butterflies, Jocelyne’s fingers continue to swirl, the circles getting lower and lower until they start to duck under the cushion, the soft peck of Jocelyne’s lips as she lightly kisses my chest filling me with giddy passion.







 Getting to the band of my sweatpants, Jocelyne’s fingers pause for a few seconds, making me hold my breath involuntarily in anticipation, before they slide under, my cock greeting them, throbbing and hot.







 Trying to swallow, I close my eyes in pleasure as Jocelyne’s soft fingers explore my cock, brushing down it and cupping my heavy balls, feeling them and their load before running back up my length, playing with my fat head, teasing the end of my cock with a touch too light to be considered jerking off but some erotic light variation of.







 Kissing the top of her head, Jocelyne’s hand finally wraps around my shaft and squeezes it, pumping my length, her thumb teasing the head, making me bite my lower lip with sensation. My hand slowly breaks from hers on the cushion and trails up her body, finding the opening of her robe and slipping inside, her large breasts my target.







 Stroking her large mounds, feeling their warmth and softness, Jocelyne reaches up with her free hand and unclasps her bra, the mechanism in the front between the cups, freeing her boobs, letting them bounce into my eager hand.







 Running my hand over them, toying with her nipples and feeling them harden under my touch, I feel the weight of her breasts as Jocelyne continues to stroke my throbbing cock. The two of us silent, the TV the only sound.







 Horny beyond belief now, I take my hand from Jocelyne’s chest and cup her chin, lifting her head up to look into her eyes and to see similar passion in her stare, leaning in, I kiss her on the mouth, our lips pressing together as we taste each other for the first time, Jocelyne’s hand around my cock increasing its grip as I hold her tighter to me, our kiss intensifying.







 Pashing wildly now, our tongues battling each other, biting and nipping at each other’s lips, Jocelyne’s hand pumping my cock, the cushion falling to the floor, my hand runs down her body and towards her sex, tickling her stomach as I pass over it, finding that she’s not wearing shorts but only knickers, her legs opening as my hand closes in.







 Sliding under her underwear, my fingertips feel the smooth bump of her mons, a small tuft of soft hair greeting me. Her legs wide as she sits on the couch, her hand pumping my cock furiously in heat, my own hand dips past her pubis and slides over her slit, her sex exuding juice, my fingers quickly made slick as I scrub her opening, teasing her swollen clit as I threaten but ever quite penetrate her, Jocelyne moaning into my mouth and grinding her pelvis against my hand, desperate for my fingers to be inside her.







 Like two randy teenagers, our mouths locked together, we make out on the couch, Jocelyne almost grunting with need as I slip two fingers into her sopping sex, her body hot and tight, clamping on my digits as I slide them in and out, my thumb rolling over her swollen bud, making her buck against me.







 The soft, pliable skin of her sex against my hand, I finger fuck her, curling my digits and looking for her special spot, knowing when I find it when she shakes and simply breathes into my mouth, unable to help her self, her free hand clamping over mine and keeping it there, not wanting me to stop, her pleasure immense.







 Biting and sucking at me, her mouth attacking mine, I finger her faster, my thumb attacking her clit, Jocelyne’s hand pressed on top of mine, goading me faster and harder, feeling her tense up, her thighs flexing, her toes curling, a constant moan deep in her throat.







 With a sudden shudder, I feel her sex clamp around my fingers as Jocelyne starts to come, her body shaking as it takes her over, her jerking off of my cock stopping, her hand simply gripping my shaft desperately as she rides her climax, her legs poking straight out as she trembles, her pussy soaking my hand with even more of her visible lust.







 Panting, I feel her hand on top of mine slowly relax its pressure, her other hand slowly stroking my cock again, but languidly, absent-mindedly now, her sex softening around my fingers and I slide out of her, my hand now resting on top of her sex, feeling it pulse in post-orgasm delight.







 Breaking off our kiss and leaning back a little, I watch as she opens her eyes and looks at me, an almost bewildered look on her face, her mouth turned up into a content and slightly glazed smile, her only movement being the slow pumping of her hand on my cock.







 Letting her enjoy her aftermath, I smile back, my hand on her pussy rubbing it gently, relishing the soft, pliant feeling of her sex, giving a feeling that no other part of the body can replicate, her lips swollen and puffy, her heat amazing.







 Without a word, Jocelyne pushes me down onto the couch slowly with a smile, making me lie down on it. Standing, her robe now open and revealing her large breasts and soaking knickers, she grabs my sweatpants and pulls them down, with me lifting my butt to help.







 Now completely naked, I lay there before her, watching her check out my young body, my cock throbbing and glistening with pre-come, before she crawls back onto the couch, nesting herself between my legs, a hand reaching out to cup and fondle my full balls.







 Stroking my shaft with her other hand, Jocelyne bends forward, pulling my towards her, a smile on her face before her hair falls over it and I feel her soft lips make contact with my knob, her tongue teasing my cock.







 Grabbing her hair and holding it out of the way, I watch as this perfect MILF buried her face deeper and deeper on my cock, her hand always on my balls, rubbing, making me moan with pleasure.







 Her head bobbing, I watch as she coats my dick in her glistening spit, her tongue swirling as she sucks, lapping at the underside of my shaft. Breaking off from sucking to kiss my balls, licking and lapping at them, swirling her tongue against my sensitive plums, her eyes looking up into mine as she services my cock and balls.







 Back on my cock, she sucks rapidly, my balls high and tight in her hand, her eyes staring into mine, driving me crazy with passion, my hand holding her hair, guiding her up and down on my length.







 Grabbing her hair with both hands, I start to grunt as I come, filling her mouth with my load as I thrust and buck my pelvis, my cock twitching with each fresh spurt, Jocelyne watching me the entire time, my load being swallowed as fast as I can pump it into her, Jocelyne’s hand still toying with my balls, feeling them pulse in her palm as they sit high against my body.







 Breathing hard, my grip on her hair relaxes and Jocelyne slowly slides her mouth from my cock, flicking her tongue over my sensitive cock eye and chuckling as my body jerks from the overload of sensation it gives.







 Licking her lips, Jocelyne gets herself comfortable on top of me, her head on my chest, her large breasts pressed against me, her robe open and flowing down either side of us, like a blanket, my post-orgasm cock pulsing happily against the mound of her pubis, both of our crotches slick with lust and sex.







 Stroking her hair, we still don’t say a word as we go back to the TV, the rain a constant in the background, our breathing eventually getting in rhythm, a soft doziness feeling permeating the atmosphere, both of us temporarily content, happy to simply enjoy each other’s warmth and proximity.







 As we watch another episode go by, both of us only half watching, my arms wrapped around Jocelyne, her hands under her cheek as she rests her head on my chest, I feel a slight pressure on my crotch as Jocelyne starts to grind against me subtly.







 My hands sliding down, I cup her ass and feel its firmness, pulling her against me as she uses her mons to gyrate and grind my cock, making him start to wake up. Reaching under her robe, I pull her panties down, Jocelyne wiggling herself to get them the rest of the way off, our heat mingling as we warm up for round two.







 At the moment I’m laying with my legs open and Jocelyne between them, but we shift and I close my legs while Jocelyne opens hers, straddling me, my growing cock pressing against her. My hands still under her robes, I play with her bare ass, squeezing and kneading the cheeks, feeling her gyrate against me.







 Moving up a little, Jocelyne kisses my chin, before I lift her higher up my body, cupping her ass and pulling, before our mouths once again lock together, Jocelyne getting up on her elbows, Her large breasts swaying and brushing against my chest as we fondle each other.







 Holding her ass cheeks, I guide her sex down onto my waiting cock, her pussy wet and ready, the head of my cock pushing into her, making both of us gasp. Still gyrating, Jocelyne lowers herself slowly down onto my cock, eventually taking all of me inside her, her sex wrapped tight along my length, squeezing me with her body, small flexes of her pussy making me gasp as she toys with me with her sex, a grin on her face between kisses.







 Riding me, Jocelyne sits up, her massive breasts swaying as she grinds back and forth on my engorged cock, her robe open, her pelvis hypnotic as it gyrates on my crotch, my cock in utter heaven buried deep inside her warm sex.







 Stroking and laying with her breasts, Jocelyne leans back further, working my cock deep within her, getting maximum penetration, her ass flexing in time with her rocking, her pussy pulsating and contracting around my girth, milking me better than I’ve ever felt in my life, her sex almost with a life of its own, able to hold my shaft like no other pussy before her ever has.







 Biting her lip, Jocelyne’s back and forth rocking becomes jerkier, more desperate, her hands clasping over mine, encouraging me to squeeze her nipples and to pull them harder. Complying, I tweak and tease her breasts, her pain threshold increasing with her imminent orgasm, pulling her nipples hard, Jocelyne whimpers, nodding her head, her lip firmly bitten, her jerky movements become even more erratic as I feel her sex engulf my crotch with warm sticky lust.







 Letting out a burst of short breaths, sounding like she’s holding in a laugh, her eyes screwed shut, Jocelyne starts to come, her hands groping mine tightly, both of us squeezing her breasts as she starts to rapidly rock back and forth on my cock, her body trembling on top of mine, her pussy convulsing around my length, massaging it with her soft walls. Panting and gasping, Jocelyne rides her orgasm, her breasts in ou hands, her pelvis sliding back and forth, her ass flexing and unflexing, and me enjoying every second of the show, watching a stunning MILF climax on top of me with my cock buried deep inside her.







 Letting go of my hands, Jocelyne’s rocking slows down and she rests her palms on my chest, still riding me, her breasts swaying hypnotically as I also let them go, her nipples large and erect, her face flushed, the color running down her neck and blossoming on her chest.







 Grabbing her ass, I pull her backward and forwards, my cock sliding inside her, her sex so soft and hot, Jocelyne watching me with her bemused and content smile once again on her face.







 Sitting up, I grab her thighs and position her around me, with me now sitting on the couch as normal and Jocelyne wrapped around me, her legs and arms holding my back. Cupping her ass, I raise and lower her MILF body up and down on my shaft, feeling the wet slap as I lower her all the way down each time, her ass pressing against my balls, our juices running down over them, leaving a wet spot on the couch as I fuck her.







 Leaning in and kissing, our mouths stay locked together as I slowly stand, her small frame light as I get up. Standing there, pistoning her up and down on my cock, I turn around and lay her down on the couch, with it being my turn to be on top.







 Still fucking, Jocelyne unwraps her legs from my body, her knees coming high as she opens herself for me, my bulk between her legs, my balls slapping into her ass as I fuck her on the couch, her fingertips digging into my shoulder as I start to pound into her, her tight sex gripping my cock the entire time.







 Covered in man, Jocelyne takes my cock, my arms wrapped around her, my shaft relentless in its pounding, filling her sex with my cock. Panting into my ear as I concentrate on my pumping, loving how great my cock feels inside her raw.







 Feeling my balls start to rise, I give myself a quick break, sliding out of her and kneeling between her legs, her sex red and swollen, looking well fucked, Jocelyne looking up at me with a flushed face plastered with a grin, a questioning look on her face, wondering what’s next.







 Grabbing her hip, I start to roll her over and she takes the hint, getting on all fours before me, offering her sex from the back. Grabbing her plump ass, I guide my cock to her waiting slit and drive it in, our slick juices helping me bury my bone on the first stroke, Jocelyne letting out a cry of pleasure as I reach new depths from this angle.







 My hands on her hips, I start to fuck her, my balls now slapping her pussy, her ass wobbling seductively with every thrust, her head low as she takes it all, her breath coming out in pants as I bottom out inside her, her sex absolutely stuffed with my cock.







 Grabbing her hair, I pull it back and she moans excitedly, gyrating on my cock. Riding her hard, I fuck her with abandon, all of my nervousness forgotten, now consumed by nothing but the urge to fuck and fill her with my come. Pulling harder, Jocelyne arches her back, her ass proffered as I drive my cock deep inside her.







 Moaning, I feel a hand on my balls as she starts to massage them, her other hand gripping the couch’s armrest tightly, her knuckles white.







 Leaning forward, one hand still keeping her hair tight, I reach under and grab a massive breast, pulling her nipple as I fuck her, feeling Jocelyne’s hand go from my balls to her clit and back again.







 Fucking her faster and harder, I can feel her sex clamp down on my shaft again, milking me. Holding her tight, her feel her tremble, her panting getting more desperate.








  “Oh fuck. Oh fuck. Again. Again. I’m gonna come again!”
 I hear Jocelyne practically wail as she starts vibrating, her body shaking as another orgasm rips through her, her sex gripping my cock hard.







 The feeling too intense to hold it in any longer, Jocelyne’s sex gripping me is the last straw and I pull her hair hard as I start to come, her breast in my other hand squeezed as we both come, her contracting pussy holding my cock as it erupts, spasm after spasm sending my hot load deep into Jocelyne’s sex, both of us shaking and bucking, our bodies totally slaved to our orgasms, neither of us able to do anything but ride them out.







 Slowly, in increments, we come down, our bodies still twitching and jerking when the odd nerve gives a random burst of aftermath pleasure, me kneeling behind Jocelyne, my cock still hard and buried inside her, her hair loosely in my hand, my chest rising and falling as I get my breath back, Jocelyne’s head low, her hand no longer on my balls, her shoulders slumped as she recovers.







 Pulling out of her and flopping to the couch, Jocelyne joins me, both of us flushed, and rests her head against me, her hand patting my thigh, her body radiating heat.







 Grabbing my coffee and taking a sip, I offer it to Jocelyne and she accepts, her hands shaking a little as she brings it to her mouth.







 With a long sigh, Jocelyne hands me the mug and stares at the TV, a smile on her face.







 “God I needed that. Thanks, Jake,” She says finally, looking at me with a grin, patting my thigh a few more times.







 “Likewise, Jocelyne,” I answer back, “If I’m honest, I’ve wanted to do that from the day I first met you, haha.”







 “I thought so. And I’ve been trying to get you to make a move for nearly as long,” Jocelyne replies, her smile growing, “I was thinking I was going to have to just come out and ask you to fuck me, the way it was going.”







 “Really? Wow, and I was so worried about doing the wrong thing.”







 “I know, you’ve been very sweet, Jake. A proper gentleman. Well, a proper gentleman that likes to stand outside my door sometimes, breathing heavy,” Jocelyne says, smirking as she watches my face react to the news she knew the whole time, “I always got so excited on those nights, knowing a young hunk was standing there, rock hard because of my body, I always ended up having to make myself come on those evenings, but then you stopped, so I thought it might be time to start dressing a little more...provocatively for you.”







 “So...we’ve both been masturbating while thinking of the other? Haha.”







 “Yep. But,” Jocelyne says, grabbing my cock playfully and giving it a few tugs, “All’s well that ends well, yes? We got there in the end.”







 “Yeah, definitely worth the wait,” I reply.







 “And hey, now that we’re here, there’s no need to stop is there? There’s still a lot more rainy Saturday ahead of us,” Jocelyne says, taking my hand and guiding it to her sex, her pussy swollen and hot.







 Leaning in to kiss her, our hands exploring and fondling one another, I give a small thank you to the universe for the terrible weather outside while I continue to have the best day of my life inside…







END
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