
        
            
                
            
        

    






Copyright 2020 Leo Michaels

No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute it by any other means without permission. All rights reserved.

This story is entirely a work of fiction. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events or localities is entirely coincidental.

SEDUCING THE MILF MAID IN MY SLEEP

By


LEO MICHAELS


“Any other clothes for the laundry, Mr. Smith?”

“No Sandra. And please, Mr. Smith is my Dad, call me Jake,” I say, looking up from my book as Sandra, our maid, stands at my doorway, looking around my room for any errant clothes that might need washing.

“Ok, but Mr. Smith prefers more formality.” Sandra answers with a smile, referring to my Father, her eyes doing another sweep of my large room.

“Well when he’s around fair enough, but if he’s not in the room, I’m Jake, ok?” I say lightly. Sandra is twice my age and it makes me a little uncomfortable to have her calling me Mister. Also, she’s a total babe that I would fuck in a second and I want her to become more relaxed around me, her demeanor open and friendly but always very 
professional in the last 3 months since we hired her.

“Ok then...Jake,” Sandra says, sounding like she’s testing my name out, as if somehow addressing your employers by their first names is alien to her.

“There you go,” I say, giving her and receiving in return a big smile, “That wasn’t so bad was it?”

“No...Jake,” Sandra answers, before picking up the laundry basket and continuing on her search for soiled clothes.

Watching her plump ass wobble under her dress as she walks away, I fantasize about how good her full cheeks would feel in my hands. Sandra has the kinda body that looks like it was made for spooning, her thick curves and voluptuous proportions begging to be cupped, fondled and fucked. A few times I’ve watched her wiggle as she scrubs dishes in the sink, wanting nothing more than to hug her from behind, pressing my rock hard cock into her and letting her feel without a word what her body does to me, imagining her lifting her dress and bending over for me, letting me have my way with her right there at the sink, looking out the window as I pound into her, filling her with my load.

As it was, the reality was much less sexy. Although Sandra’s uniform hugged her body and made her look like she was on the prowl, that was simply a side effect of her curves, her body probably able to make wearing a trash bag somehow sexual. Her actions were always professional, and my light flirting was never reciprocated. Her language was free of innuendo, which is actually pretty hard to do as just about anything a hot woman says to a younger guy like me feels like its dripping with sexy connotations usually.

She was always careful when bending over and such, making sure not to proffer herself in a way that might be read as smutty, and so even though everything about her turned me on, she felt sexually as approachable as a block of ice. Friendly, courteous, even kind, but in no way did she ever act like she might have a sexual side, which frankly just made me want her all the more, building her up in my 
head as some sort of ultimate prize, my cock throbbing for her multiple times a day.

Sandra would come in for at least a few hours 6 days a week. As far as I knew, we were the only family she currently worked for.

My parents often weren’t home for long periods of time and I’m an only child, so I genuinely enjoyed talking with Sandra, understanding within myself that I had a bit of a crush on her, many girls my own age being only too happy to throw themselves at me (or my money perhaps), whereas Sandra’s inaccessibility was a fresh thing for me, a beautiful woman that I couldn’t just click my fingers and have on my lap. It was a massive turn on, my cock spending more time hard when chatting with her than not.

Sitting on a couch, splayed out and relaxed, I’m talking to Sandra while my folks aren’t home, having invited her to finish folding the washing out her where we can talk rather than in the laundry.

“So, what else do you have to do today?” I ask, my eyes roving over her body for the millionth time, watching her butt as she bends a little to put another freshly folded piece of linen in a basket.

“Mr. Smith asked me to tend to the windows today,” Sandra responds, looking at one of the living rooms windows, its surface already sparkling clean. Even though I can’t see a speck of dirt on it, I already know that Sandra will dutifully clean each and every one of them.

“They look like you already cleaned them, Sandra. You could leave early today, Dad would never know.”

“Oh, I couldn’t do that,” Sandra answers simply, folding another piece of linen.

Wanting to do nothing more than take the linen from her hands and guide her fingers to my throbbing cock, I can see she’s serious, the thought of doing such a thing not even existing for a flash in her mind
.

“What about after work? Any plans for the rest of your afternoon?”

“A little shopping, then some reading,” Sandra responds, her sentence somehow turning me on, even though it couldn’t be less sexual.

“Oh? What are you reading?” I ask, seeing Sandra liven up just a fraction at my question.

Telling me about this series she’s reading, I watch her expressions become more animated as she forgets herself, at least partially, and chats with me like we’re simply friends, explaining the lore of the series’ universe and her favorite characters, even slowing down in her folding a few times.

At some point after a few minutes, she appears to remember where she is and suddenly becomes 100% professional again, making me a little glum, seeing her inner light force itself to dim. I know my Dad can be a real taskmaster, but I’m not him and I want Sandra to feel relaxed around me. Although I am able to admit that’s because I want her to want to fuck me as bad as I want to fuck her.

Finishing her folding, she picks up the basket and heads quietly for the laundry, our talking for today apparently over, except for a polite goodbye an hour or so later when she leaves.

Over the next few weeks, a similar pattern makes itself seen where I am able to get over Sandra’s wall of professionalism and see glimpses of the woman hidden behind it, before being politely but firmly escorted back off the premises, my heart racing and my cock throbbing each time.

Flirting with her, I am always met with deliberate non-understanding, Sandra always choosing the most beige of meanings behind my words, although as a smart woman, she surely understands that I’m hinting that I find her very attractive. If I walked up to her and straight-up asked her to suck my cock, she would surely simply smile, pick up another plate and ask me why I want her to put a chicken in her mouth
.

And yet, and yet. Once or twice, for the briefest fraction of a second, I could swear I saw a glimmer in her eye, a knowing look like I have no idea how much trouble she could be in the sack if she chose to, her body promising heaven while her actions continued to promote professionalism.

Spurred on by these tiniest of glimmers of hope, seeing that talk was always met with a polite smile and nothing more, I decide to up the ante, where I will ‘accidentally’ show Sandra what I’m packing, my young body athletic and fit, my cock thick and long.

Soon enough the perfect day arises, both my parents are out and Sandra has let herself in, starting on the kitchen from the sounds of it. Today, unlike most days, I don’t go out and say hi, instead staying in my room, under the guise I had a late night last night.

Quietly scrolling through my phone for a while, I hear Sandra finish in the kitchen. 9 times out of 10 the next thing she will do is make the rounds of the house, collecting dirty laundry, knowing I have a few minutes, I position myself fon my bed, sprawled and asleep, my naked body uncovered by my sheet except for one leg, like I’ve been kicking it in my dreams. My heart hammering as I think about how I’m about to show Sandra my naked body, my cock lunges from firm to rock hard, pointing at my bellybutton. Setting up my phone and pressing record, I film the doorway so I will be able to see Sandra’s reaction later.

Stressing that I won’t be able to keep a poker face when she walks in and do a convincing job of looking asleep, I pull a pillow over my face, like I have maybe a bit of a hangover and I’m shielding my eyes from the light spilling through the curtains, too sleepy to get up and close them.

Hearing her approach, I force myself to relax and breathe slower, like I’m dozing, oblivious to the world. My door is ajar but only a little, Sandra won’t be able to see I’m naked until she’s opened it properly.

Swallowing nervously, overflowing with excitement and 
anticipation, I lay there, my face obscured by the pillow as I try to figure out what’s happening purely by sound.

Knocking softly, Sandra calls my name in a whisper, before I hear the low sweep of the door as it slides over the carpet, then what sounds like a couple of steps before a sharp little breath is taken, her gaze obviously falling on my naked form, my cock so hard and aroused I feel like I could come if she so much as touched it right now.

More footsteps and the sounds of my dirty clothes being collected from around the room follow, before I hear the door swishing as it is quietly returned to its position, Sandra continuing on her rounds.

Forcing myself to stay still for a few more minutes, I finally figure she’s busy with the washing machine before I excitedly throw the pillow from my face and grab my phone, dying to know what her reaction was.

Hitting stop, I then play what I’ve just recorded, luckily getting an ok angle, the door and most of that side of my room in focus.

Holding my breath and watching, I see as Sandra walks in, the moment she sees my cock very apparent, her hand actually going to her chest as she takes her little ‘oh!’ breath. Getting more and more excited, I watch as Sandra checks my face and then seeing that I’m ‘blind’ goes back to my cock before walking around the room, grabbing my clothes, her eyes constantly
 going to my cock, a hungry look in her eyes I’ve never seen before. With all the clothes collected, Sandra walks slowly to my door, staring at my cock, looking at it even as she slides the door closed, her eyes glued to my fat shaft.

Smiling, I feel my heart hammer, seeing how engrossed she was with my cock, the act of secretly showing her my length somehow being the raunchiest thing I’ve ever done, my cock leaking pre-come as it pulses between my legs, turned on beyond belief.

Waiting 20 minutes or so, I put on some pants and wander out, 
acting like I’ve just awoken, grabbing a drink before heading towards the noise of the laundry to say hi like I would normally do, hoping I can suppress my grin that wants to break ou, knowing now how much she enjoyed looking at my hard young cock.

“Morning, Sandra,” I say as I enter the laundry, sipping my drink, Sandra facing away from me, folding clothes.

“Good morning, Jake. Bit of a sleep in today?” Sandra replies, turning to give me a smile, her face a little flushed, her eyes skimming over my naked upper body for the briefest of seconds.

“Haha, yeah I was out of it. I swear you could do just about anything to me while I was asleep and I wouldn’t wake up.”

Glancing at me to see if I’m being suggestive, I look back at her with a smile, radiating innocence.

“Well, I hope I didn’t wake you up with the washing machine, Jake.”

“Nah, you could do a lot more than that to me and I’d never know Sandra,” I say, shoehorning my innuendo in, an idea forming in my head.

Glancing at me again, probably wondering about the weird terminology, Sandra continues to fold clothes while we chat, the thought constantly in the back of my mind that although she acts like a professional robot, she is in fact a woman, a woman that seemed more than happy to enjoy the view of my thick cock.

Finishing in the laundry, I leave her alone while she vacuums, the sound not very conducive to letting the conversation flow. Afterward, her chores for the day done, she grabs her bag and gives me a smile as she walks past.

“See you tomorrow, Jake”

“See you tomorrow, Sandra,” I reply, already thinking about tomorrow morning and how I’m going to give her another show, 
seeing as how well received the first one was.

The next morning I hear Sandra letting herself in and assume the position, similar to yesterday, noticing that Sandra has ignored the kitchen as her first chore this time and appears to be going straight to laundry collection today.

Setting up my phone, I lay back and listen excitedly, my cock pulsing with need as I hear her approach. Without knocking, Sandra asks “Jake?” in a tiny voice as she opens the door, the carpet swishing once again as it brushes on its underside.

Not hearing a small intake of breath this time, Sandra’s footsteps are much slower and deliberate, almost like she’s sneaking.

“Jake?” She says again, in barely even a whisper.

Ignoring my natural urge to respond to my name, I lay there, breathing slowly, while I feel Sandra close by, her movements disturbing the still air of my room. Eventually, I hear the sounds of clothes getting collected and Sandra quietly exits, her footsteps leading towards the laundry.

Again waiting for a while, I throw the pillow off my face and grab my phone, keen to see what today’s quieter and longer visit represents. This time as I watch, Sandra’s eyes are straight on my cock from the moment she enters, saying my name quietly as she comes to the bed, her own phone in her hand. Panning up and down my naked body, Sandra either makes a video or takes photos of my cock! Realizing she was doing that as I lay there turns me on even more and my cock throbs angrily, urgent for release.

Finally getting enough footage, she collects my clothes and, still staring at my cock, leaves. My mouth open, I think about how Sandra, so professional and neutral, was in here just before, filming my naked body for her own uses.

Wondering, I get out of bed and quietly slip into my pants, heading for the laundry, trying to make no sound, a theory forming in my 
head.

Approaching the laundry, I listen carefully, no sounds other than the washing machine tumbling coming from within. Peeking around the corner, Sandra has her back to me, her arm moving like she’s scrubbing a stubborn plate, the lightest of moans coming from her throat. Watching, I realize that she’s staring at her phone, her other hand rubbing her pussy through her clothes, her shoulders slumped as she curls around the center of her pleasure, masturbating to footage of me!

My heart leaping into my throat, I must make a sound because Sandra’s head flicks and she shoves her phone in a pocket, grabbing a handful of socks and bundling them, turning nonchalantly and giving me a smile, a rose of color flushing her face.

“G-good morning, Jake,” Sandra says, her interrupted near orgasm making her teeth chatter.

“Morning, Sandra,” I reply, knowing that just seconds ago she was diddling herself to thoughts of me making my cock throb in my pants, a tent appearing as I shove a hand in my pocket and hold it at bay, “I didn’t hear you grabbing my clothes again this morning, you’re like a ninja or something.”

“I hope I didn’t disturb you?” Sandra asks, watching my face closely.

“Nope. You could have probably jumped on my head and I wouldn’t have known unless you told me later.”

“Haha, a doubt that, Jake.”

“Well, try it out tomorrow. I guarantee I’ll stay asleep no matter what
 you do to me. Then, the only person who would know would be you,” I say, looking her in the eye, trying to make sure she knows exactly what I mean right now, her flushed face nodding maybe just a fraction
.

Biting her lip, Sandra turns from me and gets back to the laundry, her eyes glossing over my tent as she turns.

Brimming with excitement, I bid her goodbye later as she leaves, trying to pack as much innuendo as I can as I say “See you tomorrow” to her, Sandra smiling and replying in kind.

After what feels like an eternity the day finally ends and I go to bed, wondering what the morning is going to bring.

Waking up early from excitement the next day I pace the house like a bored lion, seeing from the time there’s still hours to go before Sandra is due to arrive. Hopping into the shower, I let the hot water run over my body, scrubbing myself raw.

Drying off, I hop back into my bed and grab a book, reading for nearly an hour before my eyes become heavy and I drift back off to sleep, the sounds of Sandra letting herself in waking me from my light doze.

Already sporting a fat morning wood, I eagerly push the blanket off myself, exposing my throbbing shaft for her, grabbing the familiar pillow and hiding my face as I hear her do her rounds, her footsteps approaching my bedroom, not giving me enough time to set up my phone.

Letting herself in, she calls my name softly as she walks over to my bed. Feeling the mattress shift as Sandra sits next to me my heart begins to pound, my anticipation through the roof.

“Jake?” Sandra says again softly as she places a hand on my chest, the delicate touch of her fingertips making me tremble with lust.

“Jaaaake?” Sandra whispers as her hand trails down my body, walking its way to my crotch.

Saying nothing, I lay there still as I feel her hand, tentatively at first, grab my shaft, holding it only by the fingertips as she pumps it a few times, my body twitching in pleasure at her touch. Grabbing it 
harder, she starts to pump my fat cock, her other hand coming over to rest on my chest, her thumb circling my nipple before it slides down to join her other hand, cupping my full balls and fondling them.

Her jerking off hand leaves my shaft for a moment and I hear her split in her palm before it’s back on my shaft, pumping and lubricating my length with her saliva, making it feel better than any handjob I’ve ever received before now, her knowledge on exactly how much pressure to apply, the speed to stroke and much more making me gasp as quietly as I can under the pillow.

Her professionalism with giving a handjob amazing, I feel my balls lifting in her hand, my cock swelling as I feel my orgasm grow. Wanting to enjoy this feeling forever but also unable to help myself, my cock starts jerking as it suddenly erupts, thick ropes of come spurting out as I groan under the pillow, unable to help myself.

Tugging sensuously, Sandra coerces every last rope of come out of me, feeling them land heavily on my stomach, her other hand rubbing my balls the entire time. Trying to act like a young man coming in his sleep I thrash as little as possible, her skills just too good as I pump into her hand.

Patting my thigh, Sandra gets off the bed, coming back a second later with what I assume from its feel is yesterday’s shirt, dabbing at my load and wiping me up, cleaning the come from my stomach, grabbing my shaft and wiping it too, making me twitch as the shirt rubs against my now extra sensitive knob.

Tossing the shirt and my other clothes in the basket, Sandra silently leaves, my wilting cock still a little sticky with come as my chest heaves, the amazingness of what’s just happened still hitting me.

Getting slowly off the bed, I slip into some pants, my balls aching pleasantly as I make my way to the laundry.

“Good morning, Jake,” Sandra says without turning around as I 
enter the laundry, adding softener to the machine and turning it on.

“Morning, Sandra,” I reply, still perving on her ass as she bends, even though I’ve just blown a load.

“I hope I didn’t wake you up grabbing your clothes this morning?” Sandra asks, still not looking at me.

“Not at all, I must have been busy enjoying a really good...dream
,” I answer, both of us playing the game, knowing exactly what’s going on but doing it within the unwritten and even unspoken ‘rules’ of engagement.

Finally turning to me, Sandra gives me a smile, “I’m glad to hear that, Jake,” She drawls, approximating about as much open sexuality as she’ll ever show me while I’m ‘awake’.

Smiling back, I lean against the wall and we start chatting, our conversation flowing and natural, both of us able to compartmentalize the professional side of our relationship against the freshly budding sexual one. With no hint of what went before, our talk is just like it has been at any other time during the last few months, with me hanging out with Sandra as she works, leaving her alone when she’s doing something noisy or requires concentration, not wanting to get in the way.

“See you tomorrow, Jake,” Sandra says as she grabs her bag and heads for the door.

“See you tomorrow,” I parrot in return, watching her go.

*   *   *

The next morning, naked, sprawled on my bed and slowly stroking my rock hard anticipation boner, I hear the familiar click of Sandra letting herself in, my heart hammering as I hear her approach. No longer wanting to film our shenanigans I don’t worry about the phone and decide to keep my head on
 the pillow, this time opting to cover my eyes with my forearm
.

“Jake?” Comes Sandra’s soft call as she pushes open the door, seeing me displayed once again for her pleasure, this time walking straight to the bed and sitting down next to me gently, placing her hand on my chest and idly stroking me.


She knows I’m awake, I know that she knows I’m awake, I even get that she knows that I know she knows, but I don’t care, this is so hot!
 I think to myself as I feel her delicate touch explore my young body.

Shifting on the bed beside me, Sandra’s hands go down my body to my cock, her fingers trailing up and down my shaft, her others tickling my balls, cupping them. Feeling her hair brush against my stomach, a moment later I feel a soft warm suction on my knob, Sandra’s mouth suddenly wrapped around my girth, her hand pumping as she sucks my first few inches, making me shudder with pleasure, my mouth becoming an O as she quickly makes my cock slippery with her saliva, her head bobbing rapidly, her hand fondling my balls in time with her hot slurping mouth and tongue.

Slowly, I lift my forearm from my eyes a fraction, looking down, Sandra’s face mostly obscured by her hair as she sits on her heels next to me, bent over my lap, her mouth attached to my cock.

Seeing this stunning MILF actually sucking
 my actual
 cock drives me over the edge and I gasp as I start bucking uncontrollably, shooting my load in her mouth, her wet tongue swirling around my knob as it spits my semen, feeling her swallow as I unload into her, her hands stroking and playing with my cock and balls, Sandra moaning a little as I fill her mouth.

Breathing heavy, my forearm back over my eyes, I lay still, Sandra kissing and licking at my spent cock, then kissing my inner thighs, then back over my cock before kissing my stomach, my chest, flicking a tongue over my nipples and kissing my throat, her warm, sensual scent filling my nostrils. Then, with what sounds
 like a smile, Sandra kisses me on the lips, her tongue darting out to lick them, her hand stroking my cock, her taste is sweet, more gum than my own flavor, her lips so soft and sensual as they press against mine
.

Unable to help myself and about to break character and kiss her back, Sandra stops just in time, getting up from the bed, grabbing my yesterday’s clothes and leaving for the laundry.

Barely counting to 10 in my head before getting up myself and slipping into a pair of sweats with no underwwear, my cock swinging freely breath the loose material, I go to the laundry, once again leaning in the doorway and watching while Sandra loads the machine, her ass perfect.

“Good morning, Jake,” Sandra says without turning

“Morning, Sandra,”

“You’re getting up so late, lately,” Sandra says, looking at me, a professional smile on her lips, so recently wrapped around my throbbing shaft.

“Just been a bit tired, I guess.”

“I know what you mean, I could do with a sleep in myself. I hope I didn’t disturb you grabbing your clothes?”

“Nah, you know me by now, nothing wakes me up when I’m...asleep
,” I say, dropping my head to look at her through my eyebrows, with what I hope is a cheeky smile on my face.

“I’m actually just the same, Jake, believe it or not. Once I’m asleep you could do just about anything
 to me and I’d never even know, unless you told me afterward. Anything,
” Sandra says, repeating anything and sending a shiver of lust down my spine, my cock twitching openly in my loose sweats.

Her sentence hanging thickly in the air, she goes back to loading the machine, a pleasant smile on her face as I stand there, my cock twitching in my pants.

Remembering that it’s Saturday and Sandra has tomorrow off, I find myself unwilling to wait until Monday for our next rendezvous, 
this new information rattling around inside my head, wanting her to...I don’t know...quickly go lay down on our guest bed and 10 seconds later I can walk in and fuck her?

Forcing myself to have a little bit of chill, I take a few breathes, my libido trying to control the conversation but probably doing more harm than good if I were to let it.

“Day off tomorrow, Sandra. Any plans?”

“I nice big sleep in, then maybe something after lunch, but mostly looking forward to spending the morning in my bed. Although sometimes I’ll get up early for a coffee, sit on my porch for a while to enjoy it in the dawn before heading back to bed but completely forget to lock my front door…” Sandra says, not looking at me, her shoehorned piece of information raising my eyebrows as my brain receives it.

“You uh...you gotta be careful Sandra, anyone could walk in,” I say, a small lump appearing in my throat.

“I know, and with the way I sleep, they could probably do anything
,” Sandra says, repeating that word again, making me tingle.

The game set, our talk returns to more normal chat, although the thought of what I’ll be doing tomorrow never really leaves the forefront of my brain. The idea of actually fucking this hot MILF I’ve been crushing on for the last few months making my cock ache with need.

Eventually, Sandra’s shift is over and she grabs her bag. “See you on Monday, Jake.”

“Sure thing, Sandra. See you on Monday,” We both lie, our stares betraying our words.

*   *   *

Waking up even earlier than my early alarm, I practically spring 
out of bed, my cock already hard as I head for the shower, scrubbing myself under the hot water in anticipation of this morning’s ‘date’, my cock aching to be jerked off but not touching it, wanting to save it all for Sandra, her thick curves deserving all the cream I can muster for her.

Clean and wrapped in a towel, I set my phone for her address and study the route like some kind of lovestruck teenager about to meet up with his first girlfriend, checking the roads for traffic and overthinking what is really just a 15 minute drive.

Dressed and walking to my car, I get in and head for Sandra’s, the drive quiet and uneventful on the mostly empty early Sunday morning streets.

Pulling up outside her house I check the address for the millionth time, her details recorded when we first employed her. Seeing the number clearly on her house, I get out and walk a little nervously up her drive, the anticipation giving me butterflies as the reality of what I’m doing hits me, the excitement of knowing that Sandra is inside, waiting for my cock.

Stepping onto her porch, I see an empty cup on a small table, the remains of a coffee on its edge, looking fairly fresh, certainly from this morning. My heart hammering, I put my hand on the doorknob and turn it slowly, the knob turning easily and the door clicking as I push it in gently and open it.

Stepping inside, I close the door behind me and press its lock, the click sounding very loud in the quiet of her house. Smaller but scrupulously clean, I look around Sandra’s home, the lump back in my throat. Seeing the hallway, I assume the bedrooms must be down there and quietly press forward, walking past several closed doors before coming to one that is slightly ajar, almost like a signal.

Pushing the door slightly, it opens soundlessly and all nervousness leaves me, the lump in my throat vanishing as pure lust takes me over 100%, the scene before me the most simple and yet the most erotic I’ve ever seen
.

Lying mostly on her stomach, completely naked, is Sandra. She’s hugging a pillow, her arm wrapped around it, a large breast peeking out from under her arm. One leg is lifted, the knee as high as her hip, a totally normal sleeping pose, and yet, with the swell of her ass, her thick thighs so soft and smooth looking, the lips of her sex staring back at me, a slit of pink hiding between them as she presents herself to me, my cock becomes painfully hard in my pants, my libido taking over.

Standing at the foot of her bed, looking down at the perfection before me, I watch her sleep for a minute, drinking in the pure feminine sexuality of her body, the way the mounds of her full ass flow into her thighs, her narrow waist flowing up to he broader back, her large breast pressed against the hugged pillow, her secret pink, glistening in the low light.

Breathing heavy, I start to take off my clothes, wanting to be as naked as she is. Stripping off, I climb onto the bed, my hand running over her flawless smooth skin, so soft and delicate. Grabbing her ass and feeling its firmness, running up and down her thighs, straying near but not yet touching her glistening sex.

Kissing her back, I smooch my way around her upper body, her shoulders, her neck, moving her hair carefully to kiss her earlobe and cheek, my hand slipping to her exposed breast, fondling it, her nipple erect between my thumb and forefinger.

Kissing down her body, I make my way to the small of her back before kissing and biting the irresistible mounds of her ass, her scent making it obvious she was in the shower not long before I got here, her skin fragrant and sweet.

Kissing between her thighs, I sneak up to her pussy, licking her glistening slit, pushing inside her with my tongue, tasting her, my hands on her ass as I bury my face in her sex, lapping at her pussy, finding and sucking on her clit, my tongue rubbing the hood as I slurp on her most sensitive of places.

Sucking and fucking her with my tongue, Sandra gyrates her pelvis 
almost imperceptibly against my face, my hands running from her ass to up and down her thighs, my cock pulsating as I push my face in deeper between her legs, wanting to taste every inch of her, kissing, sucking, licking and lapping at her sex, smothering myself in her body.

Moaning in her sleep, Sandra grinds against me, her pussy dribbling lust, coating my face. Holding her hips and pulling my face into her, I nuzzle and suck her pussy, feeling her start to clench as an orgasm rocks her, her body convulsing under my tongue as I taste her climax, lapping it up. Shaking, Sandra continues to come, her dam bursting, her toes curling as her thighs flex, her booty clenching and unclenching against me as I feast on her.

Finished, she trembles to a stop, breathing hard into her pillow. Getting to my knees, I grab her and slowly roll her over, Sandra’s forearm going over her own eyes just like I had done the day before. Her large breasts revealed, I kneel between her legs and enjoy the view, my cock throbbing and impatient.

My hands running up and down her sides, I fondle her breasts and look at her pussy, a small tuft of soft hair adorning her mons, wet from her orgasm. Her mouth open, Sandra doesn’t react as I toy with her curvy body, her form filling me with boundless lust.

Leaning in, I grab my swollen cock and aim it for her slick sex, pushing the head against her lips and feeling them slide open o allow me entry, her hot body wrapping itself around my shaft as I bury myself inside her.

Gasping, Sandra’s mouth opens wider as I push myself inside, her pussy hugging my cock as I start to pump slowly, one hand playing with her breast while the other keeps me off her. Once fully coated in her natural lubricant, I piston my cock faster, filling her with my girth, watching her massive tits sway to the pace of our fucking.

Leaning in, kissing her, feeling her softy body as I press mine against it, I fuck her harder, her full MILFY curves taking my young fucking. Grabbing her limp hand, I guide it to my ass, Sandra gabbing 
it in her sleep and holding me into her as we fuck, my own hand cupping a full ass cheek of Sandra’s as I drive my cock deeper into her.

Feeling my balls raise, I fuck her harder, my orgasm fast approaching, lifting her thighs and pounding into her, Sandra and the bed shaking as I piston into her, I start grunting as I come deep into her, Sandra sighing as I blow my hot load deep into her tight pussy, her fingers digging into my ass as my cock spasms and shoots multiple ropes of come inside her, her legs wrapping around me, holding me tight, keeping my pulsating cock buried deep as I shake and empty myself.

Kissing her between gasps, I cover her exposed face with smooches, her warm sex gripping my shaft, her hand slowly sliding from my ass like a dream, her legs relaxing around my body.

Asleep and full of my come under me, I slide out of her and lay by her side, one leg over hers and my hand cupping the soft flesh of a boob. Enjoying the semi-spooning I find myself actually drifting off, the warmth of her body comforting as we semi-embrace, the rise and fall of Sandra’s breasts hypnotic as I lay pressed against her.

Waking with a small snort, I realize I’ve actually drifted off to sleep post-sex, the shadows on the wall having moved since what feels like a few minutes ago. Coming to, I can feel my cock, once again a steel rod, pressing into the softness of Sandra’s hip, him obviously having woken up ahead of me.

With a sigh in her sleep, Sandra shifts herself, like she’s getting comfortable, turning her back to me, her full ass suddenly pressed against my raging hard-on, shifting herself until my length slips between her cheeks, pressing hotly against her between her crack.

Her warm cheeks hugging my cock, I slide back and forth, Sandra preferring her ass to me a little in her sleep, the mound of her pussy peeking from between her thighs, wet and glistening.

My arm still around her, I kiss her neck, my pelvis grinding against 
her, guiding my cock up and down her ass crack, pressing against her, feeling the tight muscle of her butthole against the base of my cock as I grind on her, Sandra sighing and shifting again, making her plump ass even more of a target.

Rubbing her sex, I coat my hand in her lube and apply it to my cock, titty-fucking her ass as it slips up and down between her soft mounds. Slicking up more pussyjuice, I rub her asshole, hearing Sandra moan deep in her throat, her body reacting positively to having her asshole toyed with.

Kissing her neck and shoulders, I grab my cock and move my hips back a little, giving me room to push my cock down to aim it at her puckered butthole. Pushing between her cheeks, I feel my swollen head make contact with her butt and shove slowly, feeling her asshole slowly open as it lets me in, her sphincter tight and gripping.

My knob inside, I grab her hip, holding her steady as I push forward, slowly impaling her ass on my cock, a deep low moan emanating from Sandra, her back arched, making my entry into her asshole as easy as possible.

Sliding in and out of her asshole, my hand holding her hip, I move a little, pushing her slowly to her stomach, my cock still deep in her ass. Flat on the mattress now, her legs spread wide, her head turned to one side, her eyes closed and a flush of color on her cheeks I piston up and down, planting my cock deep between her cheeks, pushing the breath out of Sandra with each downward thrust, her hot asshole wrapped tightly around my shaft, milking me, my balls resting on her sopping pussy with each downstroke, her pink glistening with fresh lust.

Pounding her in the ass, I listen to the bed squeak to our fucking, her full ass cheeks wobbling with each thrust, her massive tits spilling out the sides from underneath her, my hands groping and fondling them as I fuck her faster in the asshole.

Lowering myself onto her, I cover her with my body, reaching under her to play with her saturated pussy while my hips piston up 
and down, Sandra’s clit swollen, her sex leaking all over my fingers as I diddle her.

Balls deep in her ass, I fuck her as I fiddle, a tremble building up in Sandra’s body before she starts to shake violently underneath me, gasps of pleasure coming from her mouth as she comes underneath me, her asshole contracting around my shaft, holding it so tight I wonder how much longer I’ll be able to hold on myself. Her toes curling, Sandra’s climax vibrates through her body and into mine, the sensation overpowering me, gasping as much in shock as pleasure, I start to come without warning, my cock deciding right now is the time to spurt, grunting and flailing on top of her, I piston my hips rapidly as my cock swells and spurts, each spasm of my length sending another round of hot semen deep into her asshole, filling her tight rear cave. Rubbing her puffy sex as I come, my other hand under her armpit and holding her shoulder, I hold her close as I bury myself fully in her, every inch of my length embedded inside her plump ass, panting against her flushed face as I give in to the moment and devote myself completely to unloading inside this stunning MILF, her body draining me of every drop.

Gasping, my twitching cock inside her asshole, I kiss at her face, the tiniest hint of a smile evident on her lips, a thin sheen of sweat on both of us, the grip of her asshole on my cock becoming more pronounced as my shaft softens, our skin touching, the perfect mounds of her ass pressing into my stomach as I lay on top of her coming down from our climaxes.

Eventually and reluctantly, I extract my cock from within her, her asshole playfully holding onto my knob as I pull out, her cheeks jiggling as she flexes herself around my length and lay on my back beside her, looking at the ceiling without really seeing it, a pleasant emptiness in my balls. Sandra, shifting in her sleep, puts an arm around me, holding my chest.

Feeling myself getting ready to doze again after a few minutes, I carefully extract myself from her grip and crawl off the bed, slipping back into my clothes and stealing glances at her amazing ass, the outline of her body from the side pure woman
.

Grabbing her ass fondly, I kiss her on the neck and cheek one more time before quietly making my way out and heading home.

*   *   *

Come Monday morning, as I lay naked on my bed, my cock hard and exposed, listening to the sounds of Sandra letting herself in, my eyes closed but otherwise uncovered, I listen as Sandra walks in, the sound of clothing hitting the floor next to my bed.

Without a word, Sandra crawls onto the bed with me. Straddling me, I feel her hand grab my cock and guide it to her sex, which is absolutely drenched with lust. Impaling herself quickly on me, Sandra starts to bounce, her hands on my chest as she grinds and pistons herself to orgasm on my cock within minutes, my only job to hold my load in, which I’m able to do, but only just, the sensation of her body shaking in orgasm once again driving me over the edge, forcing me to come deep inside her as she sits astride me, my hands coming up to grab her ass as I come, unable to help myself, holding her tight as my balls empty themselves into her convulsing sex, both of us gasping and moaning.

Getting off me without fuss and putting her clothes on, I wait until she leaves the room before I open my eyes and get dressed as well, heading for the laundry, as usual, to chat with Sandra.

“Good morning, Jake,” Sandra says as I round the doorway.

“Morning Sandra,” I respond, my cock still slick with her juices.

“I hope you slept well?”

“Very well, thanks. How was your day off?” I ask, watching ehr ass as always as she loads the machine.

“It was really good, Jake. No, actually, it was fantastic
,” Sandra says, giving me a quick look charged with a grin before going back to loading
.

“That’s great to hear, Sandra.”

“Yeah, I wouldn’t mind a few more weekends like that, If I’m honest,” Sandra says quietly, her hand going to the neckline of her dress and toying with it, bringing my eyes to her cleavage

My cock already stirring again in my pants, I smile at Sandra, letting her know silently that my cock will be available as many times as she wants it. I’m not sure how long this special mutual fantasy between us can last, but I’m keen as hell to find out!

END
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