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 Walking to my car at the end of my shift at the cafe, making a little pocket money while home from college, I feel my phone vibrate in my pocket, still on silent.








 Hey Jake, can I talk to you?
 Appears on my screen as I tap it open, a message from my best friend Paul.







 Sure. What’s up?







 No not in text, like as in face to face.







 Everything ok?
 I ask, pausing in my steps.







 Yeah. Not trying to be cryptic, just don’t want it written down.







 No problem. I just finished work, I’ll swing around now.







 Thanks.








 Driving to Paul’s, where he lives with his mom Jocelyne, I wonder what he could possibly need to say that can’t be said on the phone, more intrigued than concerned since he said it was fine, Paul not inclined to hyperbole.







 Opening his door, Paul shoots me a friendly look but I notice something in his expression that tells me he has something big on his mind as I follow him in, both of us draping ourselves over the sofas, Jocelyne’s house like a second home to me, having known Paul for very nearly all of my 19 years.







 “Jocelyne’s still at work?” I ask after a few seconds, Paul’s body language relaxed but his mouth small and tight, his brow knitted like he’s deep in thought.







 “Yeah.”







 “And she’s still a total babe?” I ask, trying to get some sort of reaction, ready for the sudden friendly punch to the arm but instead watching while Paul stays put on his sofa, staring off into nothing long enough to make feel bad for saying it, assuming he would understand it’s a joke we’ve made to each other a million times before in the past about each other’s moms.







 “Dude, you know I’m messing with you, right? Is everything really ok?”







 “Yeah, yeah, no problem, really. I’m just trying to figure out how to bring this up…” He answers slowly, like he’s thinking on every word.







 “You know me, man, you don’t have to fuck around, just spit it out and it’ll be fine. Unless you’re about to admit it was you that stole my brand new shoes like 5 years ago, that shit still stings.”







 “Hah, nah nothing like that. Ok, look. You know my mom right?”







 “Yeah I’ve met her once or twice, give or take a million times.”







 “Right, right,” Paul replies, nodding as he acknowledges he walked into that one, “And like, you know how bad she seems to be at picking guys, yeah?”







 “I love your mom but if I was ever going to say anything bad about her, yeah, it would be that she seems almost magical in her ability to always pick the biggest asshole in the room,” I concur, memories of Jocelyne’s few but always failed attempts at finding a nice guy from the years filling my head.







 “And that last motherfucker was draining her accounts! It was over a year ago but she’s still not willing to try again.”







 “It sucks that she was the one that got fucked around with and is the one that becomes the recluse, it should be that asshole instead, but you know he’s probably screwed over a dozen more women since.”







 “Exactly. And mom’s getting…I don’t know, like, sad?”







 “We all have our ups and downs though man.”







 “Yeah I know, but this time feels different, like she’s given up on dudes, even though you can tell she doesn’t really want to.”







 “Shit, she always seems so happy when I’m around.”







 “You know my mom, she wouldn’t complain even if the house came crashing down around her ears, but we talk sometimes in the evening, and it’s like there’s this really deep sadness in her and it genuinely sucks to see her like that.”







 “So…you need my help tracking that last asshole down and knocking a bit of sense into him so we can show Jocelyne the footage afterward to give her back her smile?”







 “Hah. No, I was thinking something a bit different…” Paul says, his mouth tightening again as he falls silent, his eyes averted from mine.







 Waiting a few seconds and seeing no sign he’s going to continue, I try to get the ball rolling again.







 “Come on man, just spit it out, we’re best friends.”







 “Yeah. I know. I know. That’s why I’m asking you, I trust you one hundred percent.”







 “Thanks for the trust. But asking me what?” I reply, trying to keep the hesitantly rolling ball from stopping again.







 “I..uhh…I want you to, you know. I want you to…fuck…ummm, shit. Look, just hear me out ok?”







 “That’s what I’m trying to do man, haha.”







 “I want you to seduce my mom!” Paul blurts out, still unable to look at me, his face red with embarrassment now.







 Laughing, obviously assuming this is a joke, my laughter falters and stops as I see Paul sitting there, breathing hard and staring into his lap.







 “Wait, dude, really?” I ask, my tone softer.







 “Yeah.”







 “But like, she’s your mom.”







 “I know, this isn’t some spur of the moment request, trust me,” Paul answers, his voice quiet now as he finally looks back at me.







 “Ok ok, so super plain talk, explain it to me like I’m a total goober,” I ask, sitting properly on the sofa now, intrigued but utterly shocked.







 “Right. So, you think my mom’s hot, yeah?”







 “Real talk?”







 “Yeah.”







 “Well then yeah, man. She’s definitely hot. But you know I’ve never tried anything.”







 “No, I get it, like that teacher we both had the hots for. It’s one thing to fantasize, but to actually grab her ass? No way would either of us ever have done that, no matter how big a game we talked. But my point is, you do think she’s hot, whether or not she’s off limits.”







 “Sure, I get it.”







 “Right. So you think my mom is hot, and you’re the furthest thing from an asshole. I know you’d never treat her like shit or hurt her or try to leech all her money. Mom is depressed and I’m certain she’s super lonely. I’m also certain she really needs a man’s company but won’t even try anymore so things can’t ever get better, like she’s sad inside because of her situation but then does stuff that just makes her situation worse and worse like a shitty spiral. So, basically, Jake, meet Jocelyne. Get her back on the horse, have some fun.”







 Absorbing his words, it’s my turn to be silent for a while, processing everything.







 “So, to be clear, when you say ‘seduce’ you mean…you know?”







 “Yeah,
 that
 ,” Paul confirms, nodding, “But that’s about as much detail as I’ll ever want if you say yes, that’s between you and Mom.”







 “Does she know about this?”







 “Are you nuts? If mom knew I was trying to set her up so she could get laid she’d slap the taste out of my mouth!”







 “So like, how would I even do it?”







 “Dude, don’t act like you don’t know how to talk to women, we’ve all seen you do well at parties.”







 “Ok yeah,” I concede with a bit of a grin, quietly proud of my ‘score’, “But that’s with chicks our age, Jocelyne’s going to see straight through me at best, and maybe exile me from this house forever or punch me in the face, and you’d have to act like you had no idea the entire time.”







 “But that’s why I’m asking you, you’re not an asshole. Maybe a bit of a swinging dick, but not an asshole. Flirt and see what happens, you can stop at any time.”







 Nervous as hell I have to admit to myself that the idea is very appealing, Jocelyne being my longest running crush. Her MILF body is the thing wet dreams are made of, full sensual curves and massive natural breasts, her face beautiful and sexy, her eyes smoky and alluring, feeling my cock heat up as a world of possibilities fills my mind.







 “Let’s say I did do this, things aren’t going to get weird between you and me?”







 “No, why would they? Just treat her well and spare me any details. And maybe avoid becoming my new dad or something,” Paul replies, the mood lightening now that the hardest talking point has been cleared.







 “Ok then, as your best friend, I will do you this favor and try to seduce your total babe of a mom,” I say, standing and offering my hand to Paul for shaking.







 Standing and taking my hand, Paul shakes my hand, looking pleased with himself for what must easily be the strangest conversation I’ve ever had.







 “Deal.”







* * *







 Going over a few basics, we both figure the best time for me to make some headway with Jocelyne is when Paul isn’t there, his work hours different enough from mine that I have plenty of opportunities to be at Jocelyne’s without Paul being there, although explaining why I’m there when Paul isn’t to Jocelyne will be the next thing.







 Tugging out my phone from my pocket to text Paul that I’m going to go to his place today while he’s at work with the excuse I left my charger at his house, I put it back, Paul making it clear he wants to be as ignorant of this as possible.







 More nervous to meet a woman than I think I’ve ever been, I pull up at Jocelyne’s curb, something I’ve done countless times but feeling so different this time, my heart hammering as I take deep breaths and walk to the front door, pressing the doorbell.







 “Hi, Jake, Paul’s at work,” Jocelyne says with her usual classic smile as she opens the door to let me in, dressed in loose sweats and a sloppy top, her enormous breasts still obvious under the fabric, her curves too pronounced to be hidden so easily.







 “Yeah, I think I left my charger in his room.”







 “Ok, well you know where it is,” She smiles back, the two of us so familiar after all these years as she returns to whatever she was doing.







 Walking to Paul’s room, a make a token effort of looking, mostly making sounds as I pick things up and put them back down, waiting a few minutes before exiting his room, finding Jocelyne in the laundry room, moving cleaned but wet clothing from the washing machine and to the dryer.







 “Any luck?” She beams at me, holding up a shirt for a second to inspect it before tossing it into the dryer, the rock of her breasts as she does so making my cock start to swell, her figure so sexy that even such a mundane thing can fill me with lust.







 Normally, I’d ignore it and move on with my thoughts but now, knowing what I know, my cock wants to be included in the conversation, hot and on a hair trigger to get hard.







 “Nah, I guess maybe I did lose it at home after all.”







 “Knowing you two, it could be anywhere in this house. You should search a little harder than just Paul’s room before you give up, I think.”







 “Good point,” I say, walking off to make token searches of the house, Jocelyne appearing after a few minutes on to her next chore, moving dishes from the sink and into the dishwasher.







 “Still no luck?” She asks, her perfect ass pointing at me as she bends down to slot another plate in the bottom row.







 “Nope,” I answer, my body burning with heat, my arousal so much more intense than normal, feeling myself second guess all my words.







 “That’s annoying,” Jocelyne concedes, turning to me and giving me an encouraging smile, “I’m sure it’ll turn up sooner rather than later.”







 “Yeah.”







 Looking at me again, Jocelyne pauses mid-stacking, “Is everything ok Jake? You seem a little out of it. The charger isn’t that big a deal is it?”







 “No, not at all, I’m fine,” I answer.
 Jesus dude, come on, game face for fuck’s sake!







 Stepping over, a plate still in one hand, she presses the back of her other hand to my forehead, cool and soft, her breasts huge and right there, my 19-year-old’s libido not caring they’re behind a thick cotton top, seeing them in my imagination, heavy and pendulous, soft and supple to the touch, my cock jerking, assuming it’s being called on.







 “Hmm, you’re a bit hot.”







 “You’re not bad yourself, Jocelyne,” I reply, using my best playboy voice.







 “Haha, cheeky!” Jocelyne laughs, slapping my arm playfully.







 “Woah, buy me a drink first!” I say, rubbing my arm like I’ve been mortally wounded.







 “Pfft, I’d say those days are long behind me,” She replies, shaking her head and going back to her stacking.







 “What? Nonsense! There’s no way you’re even remotely close to any kind of age where it’s time to stop seeing people.”







 “Are you telling me to get back on the horse, Jake?” She asks, smiling at me with an amused expression.







 “I don’t remember bringing animals into the discussion, Jocelyne, I’d stick with guys for now if I was you.”







 “Haha, you’ve always been the funny one haven’t you?” She replies, finishing her stacking and joining me at the table, sitting down and grinning over at me, “But honestly, I really don’t think I’m cut out for dating.”







 “That sounds like a sentence that has a story or two behind it?”







 “Yeah, you could say that,” Jocelyne says, her eyes trailing off before coming back to the here and now, “But you don’t want to hear the boring stories of an old lady.”







 “Oh, totally, but I’m happy to hear the interesting backstory of a sexy young lady,” I say, my playboy voice returned, Jocelyne replying with another playful slap on the arm, her fingers lingering this time as I nonchalantly flex for her, showing off my time working out.







 “Haha, subtle, Jake,” She says, “But yes, nice arms. You’ve certainly grown up a lot since we first met.”







 “And yet you’re exactly the same, a hottie then and a hottie now.”







 “Haha, I think you really do have a mild fever, you’re hallucinating!” She says, reaching over to put the back of her hand delicately to my forehead again.







 “You mean you don’t normally have three heads?” I say, before continuing, “But really, I’d love to hear more, as long as I’ve known you you’ve always been so upbeat, the idea that you might be unhappy about something bums me out that I didn’t notice. Other than my mom, you’re the woman I’ve spoken to the most in my lifetime.”







 “You’re a good man, Jake,” Jocelyne says softly. Smiling at me, “It might be nice actually to have a conversation with a man, I worry that I dump too much on Paul, poor thing. And some stuff I can’t speak with him about, being my son.”







 “Well go ahead then, fill me in,” I say encouragingly, Jocelyne taking a deep breath and explaining the last 10 years of her dating life, amounting to only a few men, but each one a spectacularly bigger asshole than the last, culminating with the thief, Jocelyne spending a good two hours getting things off her chest, a bottle of wine appearing somewhere around the one hour mark, both of us three glasses in when she summarizes her thoughts.







 “I think my problem is I’m a caregiver type. I see a bird with a broken wing and I want to help it, even if it’s actually a vulture crossed with a snake, but often instead of a broken wing, it’s all an act because guys like that seem to be able to sense soft targets like me.”







 “It’s a shame that there are those people every once in a while that mistake nice for weak.”







 “Exactly! And that last asshole, I might not even have minded him stealing if he’d at least given me an orgasm once or twice along the way!” Jocelyne opines strongly, grinning for a moment before her eyes go wide as she hears what she just said, her hand going comically over her mouth.







 “Oh my god! Sorry, Jake! You didn’t hear that, ok?”







 “No problem, Jocelyne, I definitely didn’t hear that the last guy you were seeing totally didn’t know his way around a woman,” I assure her with a slow wink, Jocelyne laughing hard now at the situation.







 “Oh look at me, acting like you’re still a kid and don’t know what sex is. I think I’m too used to editing that stuff out because if I’m talking about it, it’s to Paul.”







 “For what it’s worth, one hundred percent of what you’re saying is staying locked in here,” I say, pointing to my head. It’s just between you and me.”







 “Thank you.”







 “But I gotta ask, what was so bad about him? Sexually I mean, I know he was a thief and an asshole.”







 “He…he just didn't give a shit about my pleasure, I guess,” She says, Her eyes going skyward as she thinks and remembers, “Like, I was happy to do whatever he wanted, I’m not a prude, but come on, give a little back you know? But it was always next time, next time. Like I said, I’m a caregiver, I want to make you feel good, I’m delighted to give you breakfast in bed and a handjob while you eat it every morning if I know it’s making you happy, but could you maybe once ride me in a position that gives me a chance at least of coming?”







 My cock absolutely raging under the table, I revel in Jocelyne’s words, hearing her talk in a way I’ve never witnessed and loving it, knowing that inside this voluptuous MILF with a body that’s made for sex is a woman yearning to be fucked and be brought to orgasm, again and again, my need to fuck her and give her as good a time as I’m having overwhelming.







 “Wow, what a shit for brains. Lands a total babe that’s sexually confident and then squanders it! Meanwhile, guys spend their lives hoping to meet a woman like you but miss out because the assholes drive them underground.”







 “Haha, I don’t think that’s correct, but thanks anyway,” Jocelyne says, filling our glasses back up.







 “If I may disagree,” I say, holding up a hand, “You’re absolutely beautiful Jocelyne. You’re sexual and whilst you come across as almost shy, it sounds like in the bedroom you’re up for anything if it’s bringing pleasure. Trust me, you’re every guy’s fantasy woman.”







 Sipping slowly from her glass, her eyes locked with mine, Jocelyne speaks with a purring tone I’ve not heard her use before.







 “
 Every
 guy?”







 “
 Every
 guy,” I reply, holding her gaze and moving my hand over to hers on the table, my fingertips caressing hers.







 Watching me, her fingertips now playing delicately with mine, I can see a struggle going on behind her eyes, her need and lust clashing with the taboo idea of ‘Paul’s Mom’ doing anything with ‘Paul’s Best Friend’, chewing her lip, deep in thought, her cheeks flushed.







 Leaning forward, I take my other hand and hold the back of her head, Jocelyne unresisting as I pull her closer to me, the two of us coming closer over the table, the arousal steaming off both of us, Jocelyne’s mouth opening as she prepares to accept my kiss, her eyes closing, her sweet breath on my lips, barely an inch away.







 Beeping loudly, Jocelyne’s phone goes off, breaking the spell, reality flooding back into the room as we go back to our seats, Jocelyne blushing deeply as she fishes it out from her pocket and looks at the screen.







 “It’s Paul,” She says guiltily, putting the phone on the table, “He said he’s staying at Sarah’s for the weekend.”







 “Ah, things must be progressing between those two.”







 “Sounds like it,” Jocelyne says, both of us momentarily stumped for words, knowing what would be happening right now if the phone hadn’t beeped.







 Wondering if I should make my excuse and leave to try again another day, Jocelyne speaks before me, hesitant but hopeful.







 “What do you say we take these glasses to the living room, Jake? This hard chair is hurting my butt.”







 “Sounds like a great idea,” I say, following her as we grab our glass and head for her living room, my erection tucked away as best I can as we leave the well-light dining room and enter the darkened living room, the last of the light leaving the sky as Jocelyne draws the curtains and turns on the TV at a low volume, the lights staying off as I excitedly sit next to her on the couch, seeing the mood is still there, my body still keen and my momentarily faltering fading quickly.







 My thigh against hers, I enjoy the buzz just touching her gives me, Jocelyne blushed face telling me she’s in a similar state.







 “I just realized, with all this wine I won’t be able to leave for a while.”







 “Is that a problem?” Jocelyne asks, her stunning face smiling in the low light of the TV, the air thick with desire.







 “Not at all, just an observation.”







 “You’ve slept here a million times before anyway, I’m sure another night here wouldn’t hurt.”







 “No, it wouldn’t hurt.”







 “Maybe in fact it’ll be the opposite?”







 “Hmm, what’s the opposite of pain…is it pleasure?”







 “I believe so, yes,” Jocelyne purrs, the pre-beep tension rising again as I lean towards her, Jocelyne replying in kind, both of us closing our eyes as our lips meet, hers so soft and plump, a thrill and adrenaline coursing through me as i start to make out with my best friend’s mom, my all time crush and ultimate fantasy woman, the woman that has been the cause of a million orgasms, wet dreams, and infinite sexual thoughts now sitting her on this couch and pressing her tongue against mine, my head light as we kiss, my hand on her head and hers on mine as our intensity grows, holding each other, our wine glasses on the coffee table as we free our other hands, desperate to touch and caress one another.







 Caressing her thigh, I press my mouth to hers, Jocelyne going straight to my cock, groping it through my pants, moaning into my mouth as she feels how long and hard I am for her, her body quivering as she paws and grasps at it, strokes and fodles, wanting to do all the thongs with it simultaneously, her need for my cock a thrill in itself, seeing how powerful her lust is, amazed that such a stunning woman could be so in lust with my cock, her maons needy as she scrabbles to get her hand under my pants, tugging my shaft the second she has access, panting into my mouth as her hand makes a fist around my cock and pumps rapidly, but doing it correctly and not in that way that feels like they’re trying to pull your dick’s skin off, her grip firm enough to pleasure but not enough to strangle, my cock pulsating in her hand, her touch exquisite, moaning in return into her mouth as she pumps, my hand on her heavy breasts now, as desperate for her as she is for me.







 Breaking her mouth off from mine, her voice husky and painted with arousal now, she looks at me hungrily.







 “Take them off, Jake, I
 need
 to see it. It feels so big, I need to see it,” She purrs, her hands still strobing up and down my engorged shaft.







 Happy to comply, I tug down my pants and underwear, Jocelyne gasping appreciatively as she lays eyes on it, her pumps slowing down as she stares and takes it in, my hand still massaging her heavy breasts.







 “Is so big, Jake,” She says in a breathy whisper, her other hand joining in to cup my balls, cradling and rubbing them, her look of wonder making him throb all the harder, feeling her squeezing my shaft as she tests out just how hard it is, stroking from root to tip, precome glistening in the low light coming from the TV, sitting on the same couch I have a million times but never thinking I would ever be getting jerked off by Jocelyne on it, her nipples erect as I fondle her breasts, “I’ve never seen one this big,” She adds, cooing softly.







 Rubbing my balls with one hand while she strokes with the other, she looks up at me.







 “Does this feel good? Do you like it?”







 “Yeah, it’s great.”







 “That’s good, because I really want to see it shooting ok? I want to see what kind of load a package this big produces,”
 She replies, still in her breathy whisper,
 “So sit back and let me take care of all this swelling for you.”







 Lying back against the couch, one hand still enjoying her chest, I watch while Jocelyne gets comfortable on me, her head on my chest while she watches her work, one leg thrown over mine, her skilled hands making my cock and balls glow with pleasure.







 “Still good?”







 “Mmm, so good, Jocelyne,”
 I say, sinking into the pleasure, her massive boobs in my hand, my head back and my eyes closed as the best handjob ever is performed on my swollen shaft.







 Faster and faster, my precome lubricating her hand, Jocelyne purrs and sighs as she strokes, her crotch grinding into my side as she works herself up, my balls tightening in her palm as my orgasm approaches.








 “Mmm, feels like he’s ready. Let it out Jake, let me see that come, let me see what you’ve got for me! Come for me, Jake! Come for me!”







 Her words like magic, my entire body shudders as a massive orgasm hits, my cock erupting in her hand as I grunt and gasp with ecstasy, each jolt and throb of my shaft sending another rope of come to splash over my shirt and hers, holding her tight as I shiver with pleasure, bucking and thrusting against her hand, Jocelyne never letting up, extracting every drop, my glans tingling with stimulation as Jocelyne moans with glee at seeing what she’s created.







 “Mmm, that’s it, baby! That’s it! Give it to me! Give it all to me! I want it!”







 Panting and breathing heavily as the last spurt shoots from me, I turn to jelly on the couch, Jocelyne still milking my shaft, watching closely as she squeezes another drop, her hand making long slow work from base to tip, our tops covered in dark splashes where the come has soaked in, my hand still idly fondling a breast.







 Shaking my head to try and clear the dizziness, I look down at Jocelyne, her eyes still focused on my cock as she toys with it, her hand squeezing up and down, up and down, massaging and caressing my length as it slowly goes back to sleep in her grasp, Jocelyne purring deep in her throat, her crotch red hot and pressed against me, her own fires burning intensely.







 Feeling her need, my hand slides from her breasts, my fingertips wriggling under the elastic of her sweats, Jocelyne shivering with excitement as she moves, giving me easier access to her panties, my fingers creeping under her underwear and feeling the soft tuft of her pubes, moments later hitting the sopping wet folds of her pussy, her sex slick and hot, my fingers rubbing her hood, her clit a small jellybean of firmness amongst the soft flesh of her pussy, Jocelyne squeezing my dick like she needs something to hold on to as she shudders and exhales slowly.







 Her thighs spreading, I slide down lower, dipping two fingers inside her, her sex hot and velvet soft, curling my fingers as I start to pleasure her, Jocelyne bucking and grinding against my hand, her mouth open and her eyes screwed shut as I finger her faster and faster, her hand desperately holding onto my cock like she’s hanging from a cliff and it’s all she has keeping her from falling, her pussy gushing with lust, the wet sensual sounds of her pussy as I finger her filling the room.







 Grunting loudly with ecstasy, her orgasm hits, her sex clamping around my fingers as she shakes and tremors against me, barely a minute’s work with my fingers all it took to get her over the edge, her body so overripe for release, her thighs clamping shut, my hand trapped on her pussy, my fingers inside her, feeling her twitch and spasm, her sounds so sexy I feel my cock jerking in response to her orgasm.







 Slowing down alongside her, I feel her thighs relax, her breathing slow and deep, a chuckle escaping her as her grip on my cock finally relents, her hand moving to rest on my stomach, her chest heaving, planting small kisses on my chest.







 “I’ve..I’ve literally
 never
 came before from just a man’s fingers,” She says in a low voice, sounding washed out like she just ran a marathon.







 “I’d love to take all the credit and say it’s all me and my skill, but really I’d say that means you were probably overdue then,” I say back, my hand still pressed to her sex, throbbing and hot, the spongy bulge of her mons such a perfect fit in my palm as I massage it.







 “Mmm, I think I’m too embarrassed to admit how long it’s been since a man made me come. Toys are good and all, but to have access to this,” Jocelyne says, giving my cock a quick shake, “So good, so very,
 very
 good.”







 “Sounds like I’ve relieved a bit of your, what would I call it, your pelvic tension?”







 “Mmm, I’ll say, I could sleep for a week.”







 “Let me know if you need someone to carry you to bed.”







 Chuckling, Jocelyne lifts her head from my chest and looks at me, her eyes smoky and sensual, still burning with the embers of lust, her libido momentarily sated but clearly still thirsty.







 “Technically it’s a little early, but you know what? Fuck it. Jake? Take me to bed please.”







 “My pleasure,” I say, scooping her up and rising from the couch, getting a squeal of amusement from her as she throws her arms around my neck, laughing as she shakes in my arms while I kick my pants fully off, standing on one leg and then the next.







 “I’m not too heavy?”







 “Pfft, I can barely even tell I’m holding you,” I brag, Jocelyne touching my shoulder and back muscles, cooing as she feels them flex and unflex as I walk her to her bedroom, her eyes watching mine, my cock swinging and feeling hot again.







 Holding her steady, she reaches out to turn the door handle before I carefully bring the two of us through, bringing her to her bed and leaning forward to lay her down, my face close to hers, her arms staying around me once she’s safely on the bed, our eyes locked together as our mouths move closer, the two of kissing deep, our tongues wrestling as I get on top of her on the bed, my bare cock pressed to the heat of her crotch, burning back through her sweats, grinding and writhing together as we make out like a couple of lovestruck teens, her hands up my shirts and caressing my back, obsessed with my young athletic body, my hand under her, obsessed with her full ass, so sexy and feminine, her thighs spread and her feet caressing my calves, hearing her purr as she feels my cock swell and grow against her, my shaft now wedged between my lower stomach and the mound of her pubis, humping and thrusting.







 Moving me off her and onto my back, her hand goes to my cock, stroking and touching it, her eyes aflame as she breaks off our kiss to stare at it.







 “He’s up again already?”







 “Don’t blame me, you’re just too fucking sexy, Jocelyne,” I say, cheezy a line as it is.







 “So it’s
 my
 fault you're rock hard again?” She says, grinning from ear to ear, loving this, her hand obsessively playing with my length.







 “Uh-huh.”







 “Well then, I guess I’d better take care of it then,” She whispers, her face sliding down as she makes her way, lifting my top to kiss my body, her lips so tender and pleasing on my skin.







 Up on my elbows so I can watch, Jocelyne smiles at me as she aims my cock at her mouth and sinks her plump lips over it, a shudder of sensation flowing through me, her tongue hidden but busy, flicking and locking at my glans as she slides her mouth deeper down on my shaft, her eyes locked with mine, my balls tingling and my toes curling, the perfect amount of suction being used as she slurps and draws on my cock, her lips sealed around my girth.







 Getting in the way and covered in semen anyway, I pull off my top and toss it aside, keenly going back to watching the show, Jocelyne’s fingers caressing my balls, the other hand stroking the base of my cock while her mouth works on the rest, feeling her push herself, trying to take me deeper, her eyes watering as she fills her mouth and throat with my length.







 Talking her mouth off me, she gasps and smiles, saliva and precome running down her chin.







 “He’s so fucking big, Jake. I’ve never not been able to deepthroat before,”
 She purrs, stroking my glistening cock.







 “That doesn’t matter, It feels utterly fucking amazing anyway,”
 I reply, my cock jerking in her hand, desperate to be back inside the warmth of her mouth.







 Feeling my need, she licks my shaft from top to bottom before plunging her mouth back over it, hot and soft, slurping hard as she pushes herself as far as she can, my cock squeezed by her throat, her eyes watering but locked with mine as she cradles my balls and impales herself on my length.







 Refusing to be beaten, she takes me time and time again, getting a little further with each attack, my thick, hard shaft slowly disappearing completely inside her, the sensation incredible, no woman having been able to deepthroat me before, the pressure on my entire shaft so different than a normal blowjob, every inch of my cock inside her, feeling her tongue writhe, my hands stroking her hair, watching enraptured as this stunning MILF blows me, her chin on my balls.







 Her throat getting accustomed, she starts to bob her head, sucking my cock relentlessly, rising all the way to the tip, her lips squeezing my glans before sliding all the way back down again, each fresh penetration of her throat sending a surge of pleasure through me, my cock jolting and jerking as it disappears inside her, gasping in ecstasy, Jocelyne moaning in response to my sounds of pleasure, my hands holding her head and hair as I feel my balls tightening, my orgasm steamrolling towards the finish line.







 Holding her head in place and grunting loudly, I blast her throat with come, my cock pulsating in the tight tunnel of her throat, Jocelyne blinking rapidly and swallowing again and again, taking as much as she can, my cock erupting, flooding her with hot semen, her eyes still on mine as she watches my face as I gurn with pleasure, emptying my balls into her, totally lost in the moment, fucking her face and shivering all over.







 Letting go of her head, my own flopping to the bed, I pant with exertion and pleasure, Jocelyne pointedly not taking her mouth off my shaft, still squeezing and sucking on it, even as it slowly softens inside her, making me buck and jolt as she teases my post orgasm overly-sensitive glans, chuckling with a throat full of cock and come as she grazes my freshly juiced balls with her fingertips.







 Eventually sliding off my cock and kissing her way up my naked body, her sloppy sweatpants and top patchy with my come and her saliva, she rests her head on my chest, her hand casually playing with my slick shaft and pleasantly aching balls.







 “Did I help you with your little predicament?”
 She purrs, kissing my nipple.







 “Little?” I ask in mock offense.







 “Haha, ok, did I help you with your
 biggest I’ve ever experienced by far predicament
 ?” She corrects, wiggling my flaccid cock like a banner as she does so.







 “Yeah, totally. But what about you? I’m sensing some tension again in your pelvic area.”







 “Are you a doctor or something?”







 “Yes, and I think a prescription of sitting on my face should be applied immediately.”







 “Well, far be it for me to act like I know better than a doctor,” Jocelyne purrs, sitting up on the bed and reaching behind and under her top, unclasping her bra before pulling it and her top off in one fluid movement, my eyes goggling as her massive breasts sway free before me, so heavy and full, her nipple erect and pink, her areolas large and sensual, looking perfect on such huge breasts.







 Caressing and fondling them, Jocelyne watches me enjoy them with a smile for a while before standing on the bed, her breasts rocking, swaying her hips for me as she puts on a little show, sliding her sweats down, teasing me with a glimpse before letting them drop, her pussy glistening and puffy, her little tuft of soft pubes wet with her arousal, caressing herself and spreading her lips, tantalizing me with her vivid inner pink, so vibrant and tasty looking.







 “Is this what you want, Jake? You want this pussy on your lips? You want to taste me?”







 “Mmm,”
 I say, nodding my head and reaching up to caress her leg, trying to pull her down to me, my mouth watering, her pussy looking so perfect for eating.







 Putting a foot on either side of my head, she ever so slowly lowers herself down to her knees, her pink slit coming towards me, my hands on her ass now, pulling her eagerly down, wanting it so badly.







 Pressing her warm slippery sex to my mouth, I taste her, almost sweet and slick, my tongue sliding in and out, fucking her with my tongue while I squeeze her ass, Jocelyne watching me over her breasts, her eyes on mine as I look up at her, her pubes tickling my nose as I slurp and suck at her clit, Jocelyne moaning and bucking on me, her stomach tensing involuntarily, one hand holding my hair as she rides my face, her eyelids fluttering, trying to maintain eye contact but constantly losing focus as I pleasure her with my mouth.







 Both hands on my hair, her thighs pressed to my ears, she slides back and forth in small but rapid jerks, her breasts shaking as she fucks my face, coating it in her lust, feeling her pussy trickle and dribble with warm lubricant, pulling her by the ass harder onto my face, unable to get enough, her sounds of ecstasy so sensual; as she loses herself on my face.







 Throwing her head back, she starts to jolt and shudder like she’s got a hand wrapped around an electric fence, unable to stop herself as she squirms and twists her way through a powerful orgasm, gripping my hair like her life depended on it, her ass flexing and tensing again and again as I hold it, her breasts bouncing as her climax shudders through her, her orgasm warm and tasty.







 Her chest heaving, her hands relax their grip on my hair, looking down at me through half-lidded eyes, her mouth agape as she slides herself down me, lying on top of me now, her red hot pussy pressed to my lower abdomen as she plants her lips to mine, kissing me deeply, moaning and purring like a kitten, my hands in her hair and vice versa as we make out, tasting each other, Jocelyne biting and nipping at my lips, so excited and playful even though she just came, grinding and pressing into me, wriggling with post-climax jitters.







 A full five minutes of kissing later, Jocelyne finally breaks her mouth away from mine, our lips red with use, smiling with wonder at me before resting her head on my chest, her smaller figure easily resting on mine, my arms around her, my hands enjoying her curves and mounds.







 “Without a word of a lie, I can honestly say no man has made me come that hard from oral, Jake. And like your fingers earlier, no other man has made me come in general for so long, I’d forgotten how all-body-encompassing a great climax is.” Jocelyne purrs to me in post-pleasure honesty, making me feel pretty fucking pleased with myself, if I’m honest.







 “I’m glad I could help.”







 “You really are too, aren’t you?” She says, lifting her head for a second to look at me and smile before placing it back on my chest, “You’re not just doing it because you want me to ‘return the favor’, you actually give a shit if I come or not.”







 “I mean, the full truth is that feeling and hearing you get off gives me a pretty big buzz too no I’m not sure how selfless you could really call it.”







 “No I get it, it’s still extremely sweet, even if you enjoy doing it, I’m the same. Feeling you erupt in my mouth, hearing the pleasure on your lips that my mouth was giving you made my entire body vibrate. It just feels so good to make a man explode with my body, it’s such a visible and tangible thing. If I get you a gift for your birthday, do you really like it or are you being polite? But to see or feel him erupt, to hear your sounds of pleasure as your orgasm deep inside me? It’s basically heaven.”







 “I’ve never quite thought of it with that much depth but I like your angle. So when you said a handjob with breakfast in bed that wasn’t an exaggeration?”







 “If you want to know the answer to that I guess you’ll have to stay the night,” Jocelyne invites, her fingers tracing circles around my nipple while my hands rub her ass cheeks.







 “You drive a hard bargain but I
 suppose
 I can force myself to spend the night with a beautiful woman,” I answer, eliciting a playful bite from Jocelyne.







* * *







 Obviously unaware that Paul knows what’s going on, Jocelyne sets up a blanket and pillow on the couch, saying I can quickly run to it should we hear Paul’s car unexpectedly in the driveway, both of us excited like a pair of virgin newlyweds on our honeymoon as we get under the blankets of Jocelyne’s comfortable bed, both of us naked and tangling up in each other's arms and legs as we cuddle up close, my hand unable to get enough of her ass, thighs, and breast, Jocelyne equally enamored with my butt, abs, chest, and cock, caressing and fondling it, a hungry flash crossing her eyes as she feels it stiffen at her seductive touch.







 “I’m pretty sleepy after the two amazing orgasms you've already given me today, but I’d love to see him erupt one more time before we go to sleep,” Jocelyne whispers, her fingertips trailing from balls to tip and back again, her featherlight touch so erotic on my pulsating length.







 “I’m always happy to be brought to orgasm by a total babe.”







 Smiling, Jocelyne throws back the blankets down to our thighs, my erection exposed, her hand stroking it, Jocelyne on her side while I’m on my back, loving this cock pampering from this massive-titted MILF, my own hands enjoying figure, Jocelyne cocking one leg so I can run a fingertip along her slit, happy to let me play even if she doesn’t need another release.







 Alternating her stare from my cock to my face, Jocelyne smiles every time she sees me twitch or jolt with pleasure, quickly learning the best grip and stroke to use on me specifically, an advanced AI-powered sex-robot against wish I can’t resist, her abilities on my cock even simply with one soft hand unparalleled.







 Dipping a finger into her, I lube it up before circling and teasing her clit, Jocelyne moaning as we enjoy some mutual masturbation, the two of us working on each other, Jocelyne’s sex getting slicker as she gets into it, maybe not as finished with orgasms today as she initially thought.







 With my fingers deep inside her, I press, grind and rub her clit with my palm, Jocelyne twitching and jolting just like me now as we both rapidly bring each other to the point of no return, Jocelyne breaking first, her moans of pleasure as she comes setting me off, my cock erupting hotly over my stomach while Jocelyne watches, forcing herself to keep her eyes open through her orgasm, refusing to miss a second of the display, her hand tightly gripping and stroking my erupting shaft as its pastes me and her, her sex gushing over my hand.







 Both of us panting in our aftermath, Jocelyne caressing my balls fondly, watching my shaft wilt and fall on its side, slick with come.







 “You’ve made a bit of a mess here, Jake,” She says, indicating to the ropes of come over my stomach before leaning in to slurp and lick it off my body, swallowing with relish and showing off her open mouth, empty of semen.







 Pulling the blanket back up over us, Jocelyne smiles before turning onto her other side, inviting me to spoon with her, her perfectly plump ass not needing to ask twice as I enthusiastically slot my glistening cock between her soft ass cheeks, my arm around her, her bare skin on mine so fucking good, her massive breasts heavy in my hand as I cup them, her sweet scent of her hair in my nostrils as I close my eyes and we let ourselves drift off to sleep, my balls feeling emptier than they ever have, for the moment.







* * *







 Waking up the next morning, bright but filtered light coming through the curtains, I’ve apparently woken at the perfect time, a naked and stunning Jocelyne walking back into the room, a tray with breakfast on it in her hands, her massive swaying breasts threatening to send the coffee mug flying off the tray as they sweep rock just above it.







 “Good morning, I see you’re up. In more ways than one,” Jocelyne purrs, her eyes on my unmistakable erection, tenting the blanket.







 “Ooh, the famous breakfast in bed, more than just a rumor!” I reply, sitting up as she places the tray on my lower stomach, my tent now comically keeping it from going any lower, Joclyne slipping under the blanket next to me as I take the coffee and sip, fresh toast on a plate getting pride of place on the tray.







 Grinning at me while I enjoy the coffee, I feel her hand slip down my body and grasp my cock, stroking it idly from tip to balls, rubbing and cradling them before starting the process all over again.







 Setting the coffee down, I enjoy her soft hand on my cock for a moment before speaking.







 “Promise you won't get mad if I tell you something?”







 “Of course,” Jocelyne purrs, her hand still working on my cock and balls.







 “I’m actually not much of a breakfast person. But the coffee is amazing by the way.”







 “Haha, that’s fine, Jake,” Jocelyne replies, her hand stopping on my cock as she grabs the tray and moves it over to her bedside table before going back to her play, “Personally though, I love a nice big sausage for breakfast, would you mind?” She adds, looking down at my tent with a question mark on her expression.







 “Not at all.”







 Without a word, Jocelyne pulls back the blanket, exposing my cock and kissing her way down my naked body to it, her hot, warm mouth once again sliding over my length, my sensitive morning wood throbbing as she blows me, my hands roaming over her.







 After a few minutes, my cock now slippery and glistening, Jocelyne kisses her way back up my body, pressing her lips to mine as she slips a leg over me, straddling my lap a moment later, her red hot pussy clamped down on my erection, pinning it between her wet slit and my abdomen, humping me while we make out, my hands full of her plump ass.







 Lifting her butt a little, I feel her reach between her legs and grab my shaft, aiming my knob for her dripping slit, my heart hammering as I prepare to actually, literally fuck my best friend’s MILF mom, a million fantasies about to become reality, Jocelyne stare as hungry as mine feels, her chest heaving as her heart thumps too, both of us letting out a long, low moan as she eases her tight pussy down my length, so slick and soft, her velvet walls caressing my shaft as they grip it, holding her ass in ecstasy as she slides deeper and deeper onto me, my cock spasming inside her.







 Fully impaled on me, Jocelyne takes a moment, biting her lip and gripping my shoulders, my girth and length filling her completely, her breasts shaking as she trembles with pleasure on my dick, mons to mons, her clit against the root of my shaft, both of us watching each other, my jaw slack as my brain tries to comprehend how good her pussy feels, knowing that every pussy feels different but never knowing that one could be this perfect, my shaft jolting and jerking inside her, making me wonder if it’s possible to come even without moving, her sex so seductive on my cock.







 “Jesus fucking christ you feel so good inside me,”
 Jocelyne says in one long breath, gripping my shoulders tight but not moving.








  “I was thinking something similar,”
 I reply, not daring to move in case her perfect pussy makes me explode too soon, my hands frozen on her amazing ass, the heat of her sex soaking into my erection, making every inch throb with pleasure.







 “Seriously, one tongue flick on a nipple would probably have me gushing,”
 She says, her face flushed and her chest heaving.







 “Again, something similar at my end,”
 I confess, this fuck is the best I’ve already had even though all I’ve done at this point is penetrate her.







 “Well, if it makes us come it can’t be a bad fuck can it?”
 Jocelyne purrs, taking her hands from my shoulders carefully and cupping her massive breasts, bringing them together and creating a deep valley of cleavage.







 Coming forward, sending a fresh surge of jolts through my cock, she offers her breasts to my lips, eagerly accepting and kissing them, my tongue circling her erect nipples, Jocelyne shuddering and gasping as I do so, threatening to send me over the edge, Jocelyne laughing with stimulation between the moans, driven giddy with pleasure.







 Focussing on one breast, I suckle and maw it before working on her nipple, kissing, licking, flicking, and sucking it, Jocelyne’s sounds driving me on, her pleasure so clear and abundant.







 Trembling, she starts to come, only my focus on her pleasure stopping me from succumbing, watching her face screw up into ecstasy as I feel her pussy gush hotly around my shaft, her hips grinding manically, her arms around my head and shoulders, holding me into her breasts, coming hard.







 Almost snarling with pleasure, she looks at me wolfishly and determinedly.







 “Give it to me now, Jake, don’t hold back! Fill my pussy with your hot load!”
 She grunts, holding me tight and sliding her sex back and forth on my lap rapidly, milking my cock skillfully, leaving me powerless to resist her body or her words, throwing my head back as my orgasm hits, my finger digging into her cheeks as I grip her and blow, my shaft pulsating madly inside her as I flood her with my semen, Jocelyne grunting with me as she feels the volume I shoot into her, both of us thrashing on the bed, Jocelyne impaled on my cock as it spurts again and again, her tight sex draining every drop from my balls.







 Collapsing onto me, Jocelyen breathes hotly into my shoulder, kissing at me, her chest heaving, my hands caressing her plump ass and back, my cock throbbing pleasantly inside her, both our juices trickling over my aching balls.







 “Mmm, no exaggeration, that was the best fuck of my life, Jake.”







 “Are you sure, I barely gave you a minute?”







 “You made me come harder than I’ve ever come before and then you gave me what I wanted, which was your come, the time it took was irrelevant as it was the perfect amount of time to tick all our boxes.”







 “That sounds very zen. All the same, you need to know I intend to fuck you longer and harder next time,” I say, Jocelyne lifting her head from my shoulder to smile at me.







 “Oh? So you think there’s going to be a next time, do you?”







 “Yeah, in about 20 minutes, if I’m any judge,” I say, my cock still in her even as we debate the next session.







* * *







 True to my word, 20 minutes later and we’re fucking again, Jocelyne on her side and panting with pleasure, one knee raised while I kneel over her other leg and plunge into her, able to enjoy her massive breasts and full ass from this angle, her face screwed up with pleasure, reaching down to rub her clit while I fuck, her orgasm sending me over the edge, both of us climaxing together, my balls tight and my shaft pulsating as it unloads my semen deep inside her, collapsing on the bed with her to make out afterward.







 A little while later and taking her in doggystyle, I slap her plump ass cheeks, Jocelyne loving it as we fuck, her ass wobbling and jiggling, grunting with pleasure as I bottom out in her from this position, her contracting pussy in climax taking me with her, my cock sending another salvo of hot come deep into her, the two of us ending in a tangle on the bed, spent and happy for the moment.







 Taking our time, we fuck in missionary, more relaxed and less desperate, eager now to enjoy each other for as long as possible, her hands caressing my back while we smile, laugh, and kiss our way through a long, languid fuck, her eyes barely ever leaving mine as we slowly pass the time, my cock inside her long enough that it and her sex become the same temperature, locked inside her, a constant flow of pleasure running through me, only needing to give her a firmer thrust once or twice to reset it and enjoy that first time feeling all over again.







 Coercing her to orgasm multiple times in this position, I feel myself begin to become overcome with my own needs again, the slow stop-start missionary sex of the last hour amazing but my balls and cock now begging me to go faster and let them have their way, Jocelyne grinning up at me as she feels me swell and throb inside her, her calves rubbing my legs encouragingly, her eyes hungry to witness me erupting inside her again.







 My hands under her butt, I hold it tight and thrust, faster and faster, the bed soaking from so much sex, shaking as I build up steam, my head buried in Jocelyne's shoulder while she coos and whispers words of encouragement into my ear, her nails in my back, knowing that the orgasm that comes from such a long build-up is going to be a massive one.







 Just about breaking her bed, I bellow in ecstasy as my orgasm hits, gripping her ass as I pound into her, my cock erupting, spasming, and pulsating as it shoots rope after rope of hot semen deep into her waiting pussy, gasping and begging me for more as I keep shooting, unable to stop, my hips on automatic, grunting and exclaiming into her shoulder as I give her everything I’ve got, Jocelyne’s legs wrapped around me, holding me there as I blast her walls with come.







 Breathing like I’ve run a marathon, I slowly slide off her and onto my back, Jocelyne immediately snuggling into the crook of my arm, purring contentedly, fingertips trailing up and down my still shuddering body.







 Saying nothing, both of us drift off into a light doze, the warm air on our naked bodies.







* * *







 Somewhere around mid-day, I wake up, feeling like I’ve slept for about an hour or so, Jocelyne caressing my body almost imperceptibly with her fingertips as I yawn and give her a smile.







 “I hate to say it, but I think we need to think about getting dressed in case Paul comes home,” Jocelyne says, sounding like she really does wish it was otherwise.







 Knowing secretly that if Paul was to see my car in the driveway on today of all days he would keep on driving, I keep that fact to myself and agree with her, although I am equally reluctant for this amazing experience to end.







 Getting dressed but still getting distracted by one another with sudden breakouts of kissing and fondling, we’re eventually fully clothed and in the living room, the couch cleared of my ruse bedding.







 Sitting together on the couch, wrapped in each other’s arms and making out like lovesick puppies, Jocelyne eventually stops kissing and looks at me thoughtfully, something on her mind.







 “What’s up?”







 “It’s just…I know deep down what we’re doing is wrong and that we shouldn’t be doing it, and the sensible thing to do when you leave is leave this event as a one-time memory, but I really don’t want to. I haven’t felt this…
 content
 since forever.”







 Understanding her point of view and figuring her main concern would be Paul finding out, I refrain from letting her in on the fact that this was originally organized by him, guessing that she wouldn’t take it well at all, but also, even though it might have been his
 idea
 , it’s certainly not like I haven’t spent half of my life fantasizing about her anyway.







 “Well, for what it’s worth, I’d be more than ok with us continuing this…whatever it is we’ve enjoyed over the last 24 hours, Jocelyne.”







 “A kind of ‘I help you, you help me’ situation? Yeah, I think that seems perfectly reasonable. I don’t see how anyone could be mad about that. Two people making each other feel good. Well, two people making each other feel really, really,
 really
 fucking good, haha,” Jocelyne purrs, her hand creeping to my growing tent, “So, you’d be ok with continuing to visit sometimes to see me and not Paul?”







 “Definitely. And hey, maybe he’s going to be spending lots of nights with his girlfriend these days? Wouldn’t want you to be all alone would we,” I answer, her fingers snaking under the elastic of my pants to start caressing my shaft.







 “That’s true. Heaven knows, I might have to help you feel good multiple times a week?” Jocelyne says, chewing her lip as she squeezes my erection, sampling its hardness.







 “I know! Can you imagine?” I reply, going along with her.







 “Yes I can,” She purrs, her touch becoming more urgent, “In fact, I know I probably shouldn’t, but is there any chance you’d let me make you feel really good again before you go?” She asks, already tugging at my pants, her eyes hungry.







 “Oh alright,” I reply with a grin, the start of the best period of my life just beginning!







END
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