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SNOWED IN WITH MY GIRLFRIEND’S MOM

By

LEO MICHAELS

The weather was cold and snowy but it didn't seem that bad as I drove to my girlfriend Emma's house, where she lives with her Mom, Sarah. It was forecast that there would be more snow tonight but still not enough to really pay any mind to.

Getting to their place I notice that Emma's car isn't in the driveway, but it's not really surprising as I was expecting to get here before she got off work from the hospital anyway, walking carefully to the front door after parking and knocking.

Answering the door a few seconds later is Sarah, giving me a big warm smile and ushering me in. Feeling myself smile back automatically, I give her an as usual appreciative glance as I step inside and pull off my boots, Sarah watching me with hands on hips, waiting patiently for me to finish.

Sarah is a complete knockout. A late forties bombshell MILF, she possesses a body that women half her age would kill for, all soft, generous curves. Wide, childbearing hips that beg to be gripped and a plump ass equally begging to be squeezed. A surprisingly tight waist for a woman her age, and an absolutely magnificent rack. Her tits are huge, heavy, all-natural E-cups. They fill anything she wears to the brim, even a heavy raincoat can't hide the size of her boobs on the occasions I've seen her in one. Her face is sensual and gorgeous, with plump lips and bedroom eyes, her thick mane of hair flowing over her shoulders.

She's wearing a simple, dark green wrap dress that does little to hide her figure. If anything, the soft fabric clings to her curves, outlining every swell and valley of her body. The V-neck is cut just low enough to offer a tantalizing glimpse of the incredibly deep cleavage her massive breasts create. Her feet are bare and the dress looks hastily thrown on, the temperature inside indicating Sarah has the thermostat cranked up as usual, the wobble and sway of her tits making it clear she's not wearing a bra underneath.

Shrugging off my jacket and hanging it on the coat rack by the door, the scent of her perfume, something floral, wraps around me, a familiar and intoxicating aroma. My eyes are drawn to the gentle jiggle of her breasts as she shifts her weight from one foot to the other.

"How was the drive?" She asks as I turn back to her, careful as always to maintain eye contact, my eyes begging to drop to her figure, a battle I've been having with myself since the day we were first introduced. My desire for her is a constant thrumming in my blood.

"Not too bad," I say, "The roads are getting a little slick, though."

"Hopefully it doesn't get any worse by the time Emma's coming home," Sarah says as we make our way to the living room, the air borderline uncomfortably hot, the contrast from outside to here making my face flush instantly.

Tugging off my jumper, my phone beeps.

"Ah, speak of the devil," I say, Emma's name on my screen as I check the text.

-Sorry babe, gotta stay back, there's been an accident. Maybe home by 2?-

I'm about to pass this information on to Sarah when her phone buzzes on the coffee table a few seconds later, Emma telling her the same thing.

"Well, looks like you could have saved yourself the drive here, Jake. By the time she gets home she's going to be way too tired for any hanky panky," Sarah says with a grin, the two of us settling in on the couch.

"Hey! I don't just come here for 'hanky panky', Sarah, there's more to Emma and I than that," I counter, meaning it, although I'd be the first to admit I was a bit bummed that I wouldn't be getting any action tonight.

"Suuuure, the 20-year-old man thinks about anything other than his next orgasm," Sarah says with a chuckle, shaking her head, "I wasn't born yesterday, Jake, I remember being 20 once. Basically sex was the entire reason for living at that stage of life."

Playful as always, I let Sarah have her fun. It's kind of nice to have my girlfriend's Mom be cool with us together, as some of my friends have described having the exact opposite situation, with the Mom seeing them as little more than a bug.

"Ok, I'm willing to admit, that once or twice, every now and then, every so often, I might have, just maybe...thought about sex," I tease back, making her laugh harder. Her laugh smokey and sensual.

"I'm sure," she says, rolling her eyes, the movement causing her huge breasts to jiggle, my cock twitching at the sight. "On a different note, that means Emma won't be eating with us and she's the picky eater. So how do you feel about lasagne? Emma hates it."

"I love lasagne," I reply, already a fan of Sarah's cooking in general and excited for what her lasagne would taste like.

"Me too, so it's settled. Lasagne tonight!" Sarah grins, patting my thigh and using it as an armrest to get up from the couch, my cock twitching again as a bolt of electricity shoots through me from her touch.

She glides over to the kitchen, which is open plan with the living room, and begins pulling out ingredients. Every stretch to a high shelf makes her dress ride up, showing off her toned thighs. Every bend over a drawer or lower cupboard makes the fabric pull tight across her perfect, plump, ass. From my spot on the couch, I have a perfect view of her tits jiggling with every movement, her bralessness a constant, thrilling sight, their sway and jiggle making me almost audibly groan with lust.

"Can I help?" I ask, partially to be polite and partially for the chance to get closer to her.

"Not on your life, Mister! You stay there and let me do my thing," She grins in reply, looking over at me before returning to work on the ingredients. "Just sit back and relax. You're my guest."

I try to be subtle as I watch her as she moves about the kitchen. The way she arches her back slightly as she reaches into the fridge. The way her hips sway as she moves from the counter to the stove. It's a subtle, natural performance of pure, unadulterated femininity, and everything about it sings to a primal part of me, my fingers aching to caress and hold her, my cock swelling as my thoughts turn more and more sexual. To stand behind her and let her feel how hard she makes me, to kiss her shoulder and neck, to slide my hands around her and cup her breasts and feel their weight. The air grows heavy, thick with the scent of herbs and melting cheese, the heat of the thermostat, and my lust.

***

The lasagne smells heavenly, and my stomach rumbles as she places two steaming plates on the small dining table. The soft light of the dining room light catches her hair, making it shine. She sits opposite me, and once again I have to focus on my stare to stop it from dipping to her deep cleavage.

We eat in a comfortable silence for a few minutes, the only sounds the clinking of forks and the soft music playing from a speaker in the corner.

"This is amazing, Sarah," I say, after a mouthful, "Seriously. Better than my mom's, but don't tell her I said that."

She laughs, that same smoky, sensual sound, "I'll take your secrets to the grave, Jake. I'm glad you like it."

"I love it," I correct, enjoying another forkful.

We talk more as we eat, the conversation flowing easily. She asks me about my college courses, and I tell her about the difficult professor I have for my advanced literature class. She listens intently, her eyes focused on mine, occasionally nodding, a small smile playing on her lips. She makes me feel seen, in a way that's different from how Emma makes me feel seen. With Emma, it's a comfortable, familiar warmth. With Sarah, it's a spark.

"You're a smart boy, Jake," she says, leaning forward slightly, her arms resting on the table. The movement causes the front of her wrap dress to gape open just a little more, and I can see the shadow of her cleavage deepening. I force my gaze back up to her face, "You'll handle him."

After we finish eating, I help her clear the plates, our hands brushing in the soapy water as we wash them side by side at the sink. The simple domesticity of it feels intimate, charged. I can smell her perfume again, stronger now that we're so close, mixed with the scent of dish soap. My shoulder is almost touching hers.

"I'm guessing you're going to want to stay up until Emma gets home?" She asks as we finish in the kitchen and retire to the living room. The television is off, with the house quiet as outside the snow muffles everything, the lights dim and the feeling very...cosy?

"Yeah, although after that lasagne," I say, patting my stomach, "I feel like I might slip into a blissful food coma."

"Haha, well what do you say to a movie then while we pass the time? And if you start to nod off, I'll poke you!" Sarah says, playfully jabbing my leg with a toe.

"A movie sounds great."

My cock still stirs in my jeans, watching her as she scrolls through the streaming services on the TV. The way she sits, one leg tucked under her, makes the hem of her dress ride up her thigh, exposing a generous expanse of smooth skin.

"What are you in the mood for? Comedy, action, romance?" She asks, glancing over at me.

"Surprise me."

She chooses a thriller, a moody, atmospheric film. The room grows darker as the movie plays, the only light now coming from the screen, casting flickering shadows across the room.

The movie is good, but I'm not really following the plot. All my attention is on her. The subtle rise and fall of her chest with each breath. The way she bites her lower lip during a tense scene. The scent of her filling my senses. My heart is beating a little faster, a steady, heavy thud in my chest.

At one point, a jump scare makes her flinch, and her hand lands on my thigh. She doesn't move it right away. Her fingers rest just a few inches from my growing erection. I can feel my pulse in my throat. Then, as if she just realized where her hand is, she pulls it back slowly, her fingers dragging against the denim of my jeans. The contact is fleeting, but it's like a jolt of pure electricity.

Over the next half an hour or so, I notice Sarah's eyelids are getting heavier, watching as she snuggles her body deeper into the couch, her head fully resting on the back of it now.

A few minutes later I see that she is asleep.

My eyes, no longer needing to be discreet, trace the lines of her body. The wrap dress has loosened in her sleep, the fabric falling open a little more. The swell of her massive breasts rise and fall with each breath. My gaze travels down, to where the dress has ridden higher on her thighs, exposing more of her smooth, soft skin. The sheer, accidental sensuality of it is a physical blow, a punch of pure lust that makes my cock ache. She looks so soft, so feminine, so sexy.

I force myself to look away, a pang of guilt hitting me. I continue to watch the movie, Sarah sleeping next to me peacefully.

The credits rolling, I yawn and stretch my arms, getting carefully off the couch so as not to disturb Sarah, walking to the window and pulling the curtains to look out.

The snow isn't just falling anymore, it's cascading like a white waterfall. The world outside has disappeared, boiled down to vague white shapes in the gloom of the night sky. I pull out my phone, my thumb swiping across the screen. A notification from the local weather service confirms what my eyes already see: a state of emergency. All roads closed. No travel advised.

Just then my phone beeps and I see it's from Emma.

-Trapped at the hospital, babe. Roads are closed. They're giving us cots to sleep on. Looks like I'm not coming home tonight. Hopefully tomorrow? Love you.-

I feel a strange mix of concern, disappointment and...something else. Something I don't want to really admit.

"What's going on?" a sleepy voice asks from the couch, Sarah sitting up and rubbing her eyes, the movement causing her breasts to sway gently.

"Uh, Emma's stuck at the hospital. She's snowed in.  Looks like we are too. The roads are closed."

"What? Let me see," she says, walking over to the window beside me. She stands so close I can feel the heat radiating from her body. Her shoulder brushes against mine as she peers out at the snowstorm.

"Holy shit," She whispers, her breath fogging the window pane, "You weren't kidding."

We both just stare at the snow for a while, the outside world totally silent, the only noise the music playing over the movie credits.

"Who was the killer? The one with the moustache?" Sarah asks, seeing the movie has ended.

"No, the one that would never take his hat off," I say, biting my lip as Sarah stretches, pulling her dress taut against her curves.

"Ah, sneaky movie. I'm ready for bed, Jake, but feel free to watch more tv if you want. Goodnight," Sarah says, giving me a quick peck on the cheek before turning and heading for her bedroom, her ass jiggling while I try to lock the sensation of her soft lips on my face into a memory.

"Goodnight," I reply, looking back out the window for a few minutes before deciding to go to bed too, the warmth of the house and the heating up of my body making me prickle.

Stripping to my boxers in Emma's room, I lie on the bed and turn on her tv, silently wondering what Sarah's heating bill must average as I kick even the thin blanket off myself, my cock plumping up as thoughts of her swirl around in my head, my eyelids soon getting heavy as my full stomach and the warmth make me drift off.

***

The light that wakes me up is gray and soft, the world outside now buried under an even, thick blanket of white, the snow coming halfway up the window. It’s quiet, the kind of profound quiet that only a heavy snowfall can bring. I blink, my eyes adjusting to the dim light of the room, the air inside still bordering on too warm even though outside it looks like a snapshot of Santa's village.

Throwing my legs over the side of the bed and standing up, I'm greeted with the same problem I have every morning: the need to pee but currently rocking a massive morning wood, my boxer briefs doing nothing to conceal my erection, the outline of my cock clearly visible, my glans and about 2 inches of shaft peeking out from the elastic.

Debating on waiting for it to go down naturally or if I should quickly jerk off, I open Emma's door and carefully look out, searching for any signs that Sarah is awake and up already.

Seeing nothing, I pad down the hallway to the bathroom, my cock throbbing against my abdomen when Sarah rounds the corner and nearly bumps into me, a coffee in hand and a fluffy white bathrobe barely tied together on her body, showing more breast than it's hiding.

I watch her eyes drop to my very obvious erection, even as her eyebrows raise in shock, my cock giving a little twitch at the way her eyes lock onto it for a second too long as my hands try to cover myself up, even though it's too late.

"Oh! Jake! Sorry, I didn't know you were up," she says in an embarrassed whisper, a faint blush creeping up her chest and neck, her face turning away from me to protect my shattered modesty, "I was just grabbing a coffee. I'll, uhh, I'll leave you to it," She adds, walking past me carefully, her head still turned away, her face flushed. But as she passes, her gaze betrays her, flicking down for another look.

Embarrassed into muteness, all I could do was nod back at her before entering the bathroom and closing the door behind me, mortified at what just happened.

***

About half an hour later when I can bear the thought of making eye contact with her, I enter the dining room where Sarah is, although I'm now wearing sweatpants and a shirt, giving her a smile, hoping she won't mention the hallway boner incident, her robe now tied around her better but still offering plenty of cleavage.

"Morning, Sarah," I say, as 'normally' as possible.

"Morning, Jake. And relax, it's perfectly normal for a young man to be in that state when he wakes up," She replies, instantly dashing my hopes of a boner free conversation.

"Umm, yeah. I'm relaxed. Just a bit embarrassed."

"No, I can tell from the way you so nonchalantly said morning that it's very much playing on your mind, Jake." She replies, cutting through any bullshit, her smile disarming, "And embarrassing. Sure."

"Hah...ok. Yeah. Umm, I was sure you were still in bed."

"I believe you. I thought you were still asleep too, my tits were practically hanging out!" Sarah says with a laugh, my face flushing.

"Oh? I didn't notice," I lie.

"Sure you didn't," She teases, a glint in her eye, "You were too busy looking at my tits to notice my tits, I get it,"

"Haha, ok then," I say, warming up to the teasing, "You didn't seem to be in a hurry to look away from my perfectly normal morning predicament."

"What can I say, I was just grabbing a coffee, I didn't think I was going to be seeing the first erection I've seen in years just a few feet from me, and a pretty darn big one at that," Sarah says, gleefully upping the ante, her words making me blush with color. My brain goes blank for a second, reeling from her casual admission. I take a seat opposite her, worried my cock is going to start swelling any second.

"What? Don't look so shocked. Of course I'm going to look. I'm only human, Jake, and you appear to be the owner of a very nice specimen. And just like with you men and big boobs, it's just as hard for a woman not to stare at a big boner," She says, taking a slow sip of her coffee, her twinkling eyes never leaving mine over the rim of the mug.

I open my mouth to say something, anything, but what comes out is a strangled squeak. I clear my throat, "I...uh...I appreciate...the compliment?"

A slow, genuine smile spreads across her face, crinkling the corners of her eyes, "Haha. You're blushing, you know. It's cute."

"I'm not blushing," I say, but I can feel the heat in my cheeks, betraying me.

"Uh-huh," She says, unconvinced, but lets it drop with a knowing grin, changing the subject, "Right. Breakfast. I'm thinking pancakes. Sound good?"

"Yeah, pancakes sound great," I manage, my mind still trying to process the bombshell she just dropped. Years? She hasn't seen an erection in years? The thought is both sad and ridiculously arousing. My mind races, picturing her, her incredible body not being pleasured by anyone, those amazing breasts having possibly not been caressed in years.

The kitchen, again, becomes a stage for her unconscious, mesmerizing performance. I sit at the dining table and watch her. She moves with an easy grace, humming a soft tune as she mixes the batter. The fluffy white robe is a constant source of distraction. As she reaches for the flour on a high shelf, the belt loosens, and the front gapes open. I catch a flash of soft skin, and the swaying weight of her massive tits. My cock stirs again, and I have to discreetly shift in my seat.

When she bends over to get a pan from the lower cabinet, the robe rides up, and I get a perfect view of her ass. My breath hitches but I can't look away, her plump ass cheeks hugged by sheer sexy black underwear. She's not doing it on purpose, I think. She's just existing, and her existence is a symphony of pure, unadulterated natural sexiness.

"Here we are," She says 10 or so minutes later, placing a plate of pancakes in front of me, a dollop of butter melting in the center. She sits opposite me, her robe still loosely tied, the deep V-neck giving me a clear view of the smooth skin of her cleavage. We eat, and the conversation flows, the earlier embarrassment having broken some kind of unspoken barrier.

"I was watching the news while you were in the bathroom," She says, taking a sip of her coffee, "They said the snowplows won't even start on the residential streets until sometime tomorrow. So it looks like it's just you and me for at least a couple of days, Jake."

"Looks like it," I reply, a thrill running through me at the words 'just you and me'. I feel a little guilty for the thrill, but it's there, undeniable.

After breakfast, we do the dishes together. The domesticity is back, but it's different now. There's a new charge in the air, a palpable tension that crackles between us. Her hip bumps mine as we pass each other in the small space. Her hand grazes my arm as she reaches for a towel. Each small touch sends a jolt straight to my groin. I'm half-hard the entire time.

We move to the living room, the day stretching out before us, empty and wide. The gray light from the window casts the room in a soft, intimate glow.

"So, what's the plan for the day, snowed-in boy?" She asks, curling up on the couch, tucking her feet beneath her. Her robe rides up her thighs, and I have to force myself not to stare.

"No plan. I'm at your mercy."

"Really? Well then, paint the entire house and move all my furniture 10 inches to the left," She jokes, watching me from the couch with a grin.

"Haha, ok, ok, let me rephrase," I say, playing along, "I am at your non-torturous mercy."

She chuckles, a deep, throaty sound that makes my balls tighten, "Well, in that case, how about a board game? I think I have a few in the hall cupboard."

She returns with a box containing a beat-up copy of Trivial Pursuit. We set it up on the coffee table, our knees almost touching as we sit opposite each other on the floor. We play, and the game is fun, the house quiet except for our conversations.

Over the course of the game, Sarah's robe slowly works itself undone, exposing more and more of her breasts bit by bit, forcing me to take off my shirt under the pretext I'm getting hot (which I am anyway) and placing it strategically on my lap to hide my growing cock.

Trying not to look but failing most of the time, I lose all willpower completely when Sarah reaches for a card and in doing so moves her robe enough that I'm no longer just seeing a lot of breast, I can now see one completely, her nipple erect and surrounded by a large, dark areola, the sway and jiggle making my throat close up as I stare, literally unable to look away, her breast even bigger than I imagined, the other one shaking free as she moves, both breasts now bare. So big and amazing, so close to me, so heavy and warm looking. The image sears itself into my brain, the most perfect set of tits I've ever seen.

Her eyes catch mine, and I'm caught, my gaze fixed on her chest. A slow, knowing smile spreads across her lips, and she reaches with deliberate slowness to cover herself up, taking her time, jiggling her breasts as she does so, her eyes still locked on mine as she watches me watch her breasts.

"Jake," She says, her voice a low murmur.

I look up, finally meeting her eyes. Wondering if I'm about to get scolded.

"It's ok," She whispers, "Remember what I said about it being hard not to look at big ones?"

My throat still closed, I simply nod.

"So I get it. There's no harm in looking. I mean, you'd look at a nice big pair of tits on tv, yes?"

"Yeah," I croak.

"And Emma doesn't get mad about that, does she?"

"No."

"So there you go, these are just a nice big pair of tits, fun to look at. Just like what you're trying very badly to hide under your shirt right now, a nice big cock, lots of fun to look at," Sarah purrs, her voice hypnotic. The directness of her words and the casual way she talks about my erection giving me a jolt to my system.

"You...you know I'm hard?" I ask, my voice barely audible.

"You don't do as many tours around the sun as I have Jake without learning a man's "uh oh I've got a boner" body language," She replies softly, almost sweetly, her eyes on mine, the warm air feeling thicker by the second.

"So...it's ok that I'm hard, you're not pissed?"

"Of course it's ok that you're hard, Jake, you're a young virile man, and I'm flashing my big boobies at you by accident. Getting hard is a perfectly normal, healthy, natural reaction, so there's nothing for me to be angry about or for you to be embarrassed about," Sarah says, her tone a soft, hypnotic murmur.

"I am a little embarrassed," I admit, feeling the heat rising in my cheeks again.

"Yes you are. I can tell, clearly. But you shouldn't be. It's a compliment. And a very big compliment at that," she says, with a sweet smirk, her eyes glinting, the look in them making my cock throb harder.

"So...I can just be...hard? Here? In front of you while we play?"

"Of course, Jake. There's no one here but us. No one to judge. No one to care. If you're comfortable with it, you can even take the shirt off your lap. I certainly won't mind.""

Her words hang in the air between us like an invitation, or maybe a dare. She's made her point very clearly that she has no problem with my boner, and frankly, quite liked looking at it. Having my girlfriend's Mom declare such things making me tingle all over, this busty MILF watching me with a quiet smile, seeing the wheels turning in my head as I think about our situation.

"I mean, even with all this snow, it is pretty warm in here..." I say, getting ready to justify myself, my hand going to my crumpled shirt. Sarah's smile widening a little. With a slow exhalation of breath, I remove the shirt from my lap and toss it beside me, my thick, hard cock straining against my sweatpants, the length and shape on clear display for her, the elastic hooked over my knob the only thing stopping it from poking out the top of my sweats.

A soft sigh escapes her lips, her gaze dropping to my crotch, her lips parting slightly as she stares. She doesn't try to hide it this time. She just looks, a long, appreciative stare that makes me giddy with arousal. Her robe, I notice, has fallen partially open again, and she makes no move to cover herself, the darker skin of her areolas visible, her nipples a quarter inch from visibility. The rule is set: looking is allowed. Looking is good.

"See?" She whispers, her voice husky. "Much more comfortable, isn't it? Just two people enjoying the view."

I can only nod, my throat too tight again to speak.

"Your turn," She purrs, and it takes me a second to understand she means the game, grabbing the dice and rolling, my eyes flicking back constantly to her chest, not wanting to miss the moment her nipples come back into view.

We go back and forth for a few more rounds, feeling myself become more comfortable with openly having an erection in front of her, making her chuckle as I flex it a few times when I next see her casting a look at it, her robe slipping open again, her massive natural breasts once again on full display, biting my lip as I stare, her tits so big and amazing, my fingers itching to caress them.

She shifts her position, moving to sit on her knees, her robe now completely unfastened and open, hanging from her shoulders. Her body is magnificent. Soft, curved, and so incredibly feminine. Her full breasts obviously, but also the slight roundness of her belly, the flare of her hips, the subtle and yet so tantalising bulge of her cameltoe hiding behind her underwear. She is the embodiment of mature sensuality, and my cock aches with a need so intense it's almost painful.

"It's a very impressive cock, Jake," she says softly as she gets comfortable in her new position, her breasts swaying, her eyes glued to my lap. "Emma's a lucky girl."

My face flushes and a moment of guilt hits me, but I feel a surge of pride, "You think so?"

"Oh, I know so," She purrs, leaning forward slightly, causing her huge breasts to sway again. "I haven't seen one that...substantial...in a very, very long time."

"I've, uhh, I've never seen breasts as big as yours in real life," I reply, watching them jiggle and rock from the slightest of Sarah's movements.

"They can be a pain in the butt sometimes, you wouldn't believe how heavy they are," Sarah says with a grin, cupping them from underneath and giving them a jiggle, her massive breasts bouncing about in her hands, their movements indeed giving a feeling of definite weight to them, my cock jerking automatically as this display.

"I believe you," I croak, my mouth agape.

"I bet you do," She says with a throaty chuckle, releasing her tits and letting them fall back to their natural, heavy hang, her nipples, now fully erect, seem to point directly at me, "And what about Mr Erection there, Jake? Is he ever a bit inconvenient? I can't imagine you having any luck hiding him in public when he decides he's going to stand up."

"Yeah, there's certainly been a few times when I've had to sit with my legs crossed and just wait for him to go down, haha," I admit.

"I bet that's uncomfortable? Having all that crammed in your pants when he just wants to be free."

"Haha, sure," I reply, nodding, Sarah grinning wider at my answer.

"You can let him out if you'd like, Jake. I can't imagine it's comfortable having your sweats squeezing him like that?  And like you said,  I keep it nice and toasty inside," Sarah purrs, her personal desire to see my cock unwrapped obvious, and her desire for my cock making me heat up even further, looking at her as she looks at me encouragingly, her almost naked body making me look overdressed.

"And you definitely wouldn't mind?" I ask, already knowing the answer but wanting to clarify again, this moment so sexy and yet also so surreal.

"Jake, I know you know I won't mind," She purrs, "In fact, I'm pretty sure you're fully aware of the fact I'm practically dying to see it."

Swallowing hard and nodding, I stand up, slightly shaky and hook my thumbs in to my sweats before silently counting to three and closing my eyes, sliding them down in one swift movement, my cock slapping my abdomen, Sarah letting out a happy sigh as I kick my sweats and boxers aside, opening my eyes and getting back onto the carpet, my shaft pulsating as I sit there, my head spinning.

"It's even better than I thought it was going to be, Jake," Sarah says, her voice filled with pure, unadulterated awe, her eyes wide, raking over every inch of my exposed cock.

"Haha, thanks," I reply self-consciously, my own gaze travelling down her body. Her hands are resting on her thighs, and I can see how they are clenching and unclenching, a clear sign of her arousal.

Her gaze stays locked on my erection for a long moment, her breathing growing a little shallower. She looks like a woman who has been wandering in the desert for years and has just been presented with an oasis. Her eyes trace the thick veins that snake their way up my shaft, her tongue darting out to wet her lips as she sees the bead of precome that has formed at my tip.

"It's perfect," She whispers, looking back up at my face, her eyes filled with a raw, untamed hunger that thrills me, "And your body...you're all toned and muscular, not like the skinny boys I dated at your age. You're a proper man, Jake."

My chest swells with pride at her words. I'm not just a boy to her. I'm a man. A proper man. The thought sends a dizzying rush of lust through me.

"And you're..." I say, my voice husky with desire, "You're...I don't even have words. You're like a goddess. A fertility goddess. So full and feminine."

She laughs, a rich, genuine sound, "A goddess? Oh, Jake. You're going to give me a big head. But I'll take it."

She leans forward, her massive breasts swaying with the movement and picks up the dice.

"I believe," She says, her voice a low, sultry murmur, "It's your turn."

***

Taking our time, spending more of it admiring each other than playing, Sarah eventually beats me, her general knowledge vaster than mine, the two of us sitting there after packing up, not quite knowing what to do now, knowing there's something in the air between us but still not mentioning it directly.

"It's close enough to noon, Jake. Would you like some lunch?" Sarah asks eventually, the look on her face making it clear she's thought of another angle to our unspoken game.

"Lunch sounds good," I say, my eyes tracing the curve of her hip as she stands. The robe hangs open, a soft frame for her body, "What are we making?"

"Something simple," she replies, her gaze lingering on my exposed erection for a moment before she turns and walks toward the kitchen. "Sandwiches. And maybe some fruit."

I stand up, my cock bobbing heavily in front of me, and follow her. Entering the kitchen, she takes off her robe and places it over a chair, her plump ass bare so full and inviting, her panties the only thing on her now.

Standing there and watching her, Sarah smiles at the open attention I'm giving her voluptuous body, playing up to it, bending over deeper than needed for my enjoyment, her giving her breasts a little extra sway as she ponders in the fridge, her eyes glancing over at my cock and watching it as it jerks and pulsates with need.

"Jake, could you give me some help?" She purrs, looking up at the top shelf of an open cupboard.

"Sure," I say, coming closer.

"Could you grab that jar there? The blue one?" She points, her body facing away from me, looking up at the blue jar which is clearly within her reach if she really wanted it to be.

"No problem," I answer, before noticing that Sarah makes no effort to get out of my way, simply staying exactly where she is, facing away from me, her back bare and her full ass barely covered in her sexy panties, her hair tumbling down over her flawless skin.

My heart hammering, I get closer, needing to stand directly behind her to reach up and over her to get to the jar, my erection pressing against her ass as I do so, almost choking on air as I feel Sarah back her ass against my shaft, pressing her cheeks either side of my cock, a proverbial hotdog wedged in her soft, full bun. My body rigid, I remain in place, my mind on fire as Sarah gently grinds her ass against me, up and down, up and down, standing on her toes and down again as she caresses my shaft with her ass, her soft skin feeling amazing, my breath catching in my throat.

"Oh," She says, softly, innocently, as if it's the most natural thing in the world to have your daughter's boyfriend's cock wedged between your ass cheeks while you make lunch, "And the jar with the yellow writing too, Jake."

"Right," I squeak, the jar in question further back, pressing into her harder as I fetch it too, a jar in each hand, my body trembling as I fight the urge to grind back, knowing I'll probably come all up her back within a few thrusts if I do, this MILF having me more pent up than any woman ever has before.

"Here you go," I say, my voice shaky, stepping back and handing her the jars, Sarah's smile incredibly wide as she turns and takes them from me, her hands sliding over mine sensuously. She places the jars on the counter, and then looks back at my cock, pre-come now dripping steadily from my tip.

"Thank you, Jake," She says, her voice a low purr.

Making the sandwiches, we stand and eat, neither of us looking very hungry for food, both of us kinda stopping after a couple of mouthfuls, the soft sensation of her ass hugging my cock still burning in my brain, Sarah's flushed expression telling me my cock is the only thing on her mind, watching her chew her lip as she stares at it longingly. Knowing deep down if she offered to fuck me right here right now I'd say yes, but still too terrified to ask her that myself, the fact that she's my girlfriend's mom still making me hold back a bit.

"Jake," Sarah says thoughtfully, placing her barely eaten sandwich on a plate on the counter, her gaze shifting from my face to my throbbing erection and back again. "You're a very handsome, very virile young man. And I am a...well, I am a woman who hasn't been touched in a very long time. And we're stuck here. Together. And the tension...it's getting quite thick, wouldn't you say?"

I just nod, my throat suddenly dry. She's right of course.

"So," she continues, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper, "I have an idea. Something that might...alleviate some of this pressure. Without us crossing a line that's too...definite. Because I can feel myself weakening, Jake. I shouldn't have done the jar trick, but my god did it feel good to have a man's hardness pressed against me again, and I know...if I don't release some of this pressure...I'm going to do something I really shouldn't. So...would you like to hear my idea?"

I nod, seeing the fight happening within her, seeing her fingers twitch with the same need to touch me that mine have for her, seeing a woman want me so badly, especially a stunning MILF like Sarah, making me vibrate with arousal.

"What if," she says, her eyes locked on mine, her pupils dilated with lust, "We were to...watch each other? Not touching. Just...looking. Helping each other...find some release. Together, but separate. What do you think, Jake? Would you like to watch me touch myself while you do the same?"

My mind goes blank for a second, then replays her words. Watch her. While I also...The image that flashes through my head is so intensely erotic, so forbidden, that a fresh bead of pre-come forms at the tip of my cock and drips onto the kitchen floor.

"Yes," I breathe out, my legs turning to jelly with anticipation.

"Ok then," She purrs, taking my sandwich from my unresisting hand and putting it on the plate before guiding me to follow her to her room, my heart hammering with each step. We walk down the hallway and she pushes open her bedroom door. Her room smells like her perfume, a soft, intimate scent that fills my senses and makes me heady. It's tidy and feminine, with a king-sized bed taking up most of the space.

The bed is soft, and my body sinks into it as I follow her lead, both of us lying down but partially with our head and upper backs on the bed's headboard, our legs almost touching. I watch as she pulls out a small bottle from the drawer in her bedside table, a clear bottle with a pump top.

"Do you mind if I use a toy?" She asks, smiling at me.

"Not at all," I reply, excited.

Grabbing it from the same drawer the lube came from, Sarah pulls out a realistic looking dildo, the shaft veiny and the head swollen, a tight scrotum with two large balls at it's base. Getting a little closer, she holds it close to mine, my cock beating it in length and girth.

"It will have to do, I suppose," She says, looking at her dildo and then back at my cock wistfully before putting the dildo down and hooking her thumbs into her panties, my eyebrows lifting as I see what's about to happen.

Grinning at my clear excitement, Sarah bites her lip and slowly peels off her panties, a sweet little triangle of downy hair on her mons, her pussy lips puffy and swollen, glistening with lust.

My breath catches. I've seen my fair share of porn, of course, but this...this is real. This is Sarah. Emma's mom. And she is more beautiful, more arousing than anything I have ever imagined. Her pussy is a perfect, plump flower, already dewy with her arousal, the scent of her, a mix of her perfume and something uniquely feminine, something primal and musky, filling the air and making my head spin.

She lies back, her legs slightly parted, and my gaze is fixed to the junction of her thighs. She watches me watching her, her chest rising and falling a little faster now. She takes a deep breath, as if steeling herself, and then lets her legs fall open, wide. An unspoken invitation. A breathtakingly intimate display.

"Do you like what you see?" She asks. her voice a soft, husky whisper.

My answer is a choked, strangled noise, my head nodding like a bobblehead doll. Words have failed me. All I can do is stare, my cock throbbing in response, a fresh drop of pre-come welling at the tip and trickling down my shaft.

"I'll take that as a yes," She says with a little smile, her eyes glittering with desire, "Want to move down to between my legs on your knees? That way I can watch you stroke it better," She adds, ready for her live-action display.

Moving as asked, I get between her legs, on my knees, kneeling before her pussy, slick with lust, Sarah staring at my cock, her face flushed as she squirts a dollop of lube onto her dildo.

"Stroke it for me, Jake, show me how horny you are," She purrs, her gaze still locked onto my cock, her tongue darting out to wet her lips.

My hand closes around my shaft, and a shuddering gasp escapes my lips. I'm so hard it almost hurts, the skin stretched taut. I start slow with a long, leisurely pull from base to tip, smearing the pre-come over my swollen head. Her eyes follow every movement, her own breathing growing ragged.

She mimics my actions, her hand slick with lube, stroking the dildo with the same rhythm. Her other hand travels up her body, her fingers tracing the curve of her waist before moving higher to cup one of her massive breasts. She squeezes it, her thumb and forefinger rolling her erect nipple, a soft moan escaping her lips. The sight of her touching herself, of her pleasure, is the most erotic thing I have ever witnessed.

"That's it, Jake," She whispers, her eyes half-closed, lost in a haze of lust, "Stroke that big, beautiful cock for me. Let me see you make yourself feel good."

Her words spur me on, my own strokes becoming faster, more urgent. My hips start to rock in time with my hand, fucking my fist. I watch, mesmerized, as she slides the slick dildo down her body, trailing it over her stomach, towards the wet heat of her pussy. She circles her clit with the tip, her back arching off the bed, her breath hitching in a sharp gasp.

"Fuck, that feels good," she pants, "Oh, fuck..."

She parts her folds with the head of the toy, and I can see how incredibly wet she is. She slowly, so fucking slowly, pushes it inside herself. My own stroking falters for a second as I watch the dildo disappear into her tight, welcoming heat. I let out a guttural groan, a sound of pure need, as my imagination runs wild, picturing my own cock sliding into her instead of the silicone imposter.

"Keep going, Jake," she urges, her voice a breathy command, "Don't stop. I want to watch you come. I want to see you shoot all that hot come for me."

Her hips begin to move, fucking herself with the dildo in a steady rhythm that matches my own strokes. The room is filled with the sounds of our mutual pleasure, the slick sounds of my hand on my cock, the quiet wet squelch of the toy in her pussy, our shared, ragged breaths.

"You like watching me, don't you?" She asks, her eyes locked on my face, "You like watching my toy fuck my pussy while you stroke that big cock? You widh your cock was fucking me right now, don't you?"

"Yes," I gasp, my grip tightening, "Fuck, yes."

Her other hand leaves her breast and travels down to her clit. She starts to rub it in tight, fast circles, her movements becoming more frantic, more desperate. Her thighs begin to tremble.

"Mmm, yes, that big fat cock thrusting into me, feeling you shoot hot come inside me...you'd love that, wouldn't you? To fuck me? To fuck my brains out and fill me with your come?" She moans, her hand pistoning the dildo in and out, "To know your cock is the first one I've had in years? To know you're the one breaking me in again? That's what you want, isn't it, Jake?"

Her words are a litany of pure, unadulterated filth, a symphony of forbidden desire, and they drive me wild. My balls draw up tight, a familiar pressure building in them.

"Fuck yes, Sarah, I'm so close," I grunt, my voice strained.

"Me too, baby," she pants, her eyes on my twitching cock, "Come for me, Jake. Let me see it. Cover me with your hot come. Let me see you lose control for me."

That's all it takes. The dam breaks. With a guttural cry, my orgasm explodes through me. A thick, hot jet of come erupts from my cock, painting a stark white line across her stomach and the swell of her breasts. Another follows, and another, my body shaking with the force of it, my cock pulsating in my grip as I empty myself all over her, unable to stop, unable to care if this is breaking our no-touch agreement, too lost in the pleasure, watching her squirm in ecstasy as I splatter my semen all over her.

The sight of my come on her skin enough to push her over the edge, She starts gasping, "Oh, fuck, Jake! Yes! Cover me!" her body convulsing, her back arching off the bed as her own orgasm crashes through her. I watch, utterly captivated, as her pussy clamps down on the dildo, a gush of her fluids coating the toy and her thighs. Her whole body shudders with the force of her release, a long, drawn-out moan of pure bliss escaping her lips, watching her shake and shudder in pleasure, this easily being the hottest thing I've ever seen.

For a long moment, the only sound in the room is our combined, ragged breathing, the world outside the window silent and white, Sarah lying there, her legs spread, the dildo still held in place inside her with a trembling hand, and me on my knees before her, my slowly wilting cock in my hand, a long rope of come hanging from my knob. Her stomach and her magnificent breasts are streaked and splattered with my semen, a glistening reminding to our shared pleasure. The smell of sex, of my come and her arousal, is thick in the air.

"Wow," She breathes out after a moment, a slow, sated smile spreading across her face, her chest still heaving. She slowly, carefully pulls the dildo from her pussy, dropping it on the bed beside her.

"Yeah," I agree, my own breathing only just starting to return to normal.

"That was...wow," She repeats, her eyes soft, a warm glow in them. She looks down at the mess on her chest and stomach, her smile widening. "Well, you certainly are a heavy shooter, aren't you, young man?"

I let out a shaky laugh, "I've never...I've never come that much in my life. Sorry, I didn't mean to come all over you."

"No need to be sorry, Jake. I'm glad I could inspire such a performance," She purrs, her gaze warm and appreciative. She sits up, my come starting to trickle down the curve of her breasts and down her stomach, "I haven't had a climax that nice in forever either. Your cock is so good it only had to be in the same room to make me come, haha."

"And we didn't technically touch each other," I say, a pang of guilt trying to make it's voice heard. "I mean, not with skin on skin, anyway."

A thoughtful look crosses her face, and she runs a finger through a streak of my semen on her belly. "No, we didn't. I guess it boils down to...no penetration? As long as you don't penetrate me, it's ok?"

"Yeah, I guess that makes sense," I reply, wondering deep down if Emma would agree and knowing she wouldn't, but also knowing I'm happy to go as far as Sarah is willing to justify us going, her body still making me tingle even just after coming, everything about her so...sensual and arousing.

"I'm glad you agree, because I was about to ask for your help in the shower and it would be a bit hard to scrub my back and vice versa if we couldn't touch," Sarah says, seemingly always thinking ahead of me.

"I guess so, I mean, we hug and kiss when we first see each other, right? It's not like we've never touched at all before?" I add, thinking out loud.

"Exactly. Normal, non-sexual touching is fine," She says, her smile a little too wide to be completely innocent, again making me wonder if she's mostly just trying to convince herself. She stands up, my come trickling down her stomach, "Coming?"

She walks towards the en suite bathroom, her hips swaying, my eyes glued to her plump ass, her body a work of art. I follow, my cock already twitching with anticipation.

The bathroom is soon steamy, the mirror already beginning to fog. The sound of the shower spray a steady, soothing hiss. She steps under the hot water, and I watch as the streams run over her body, washing away the evidence of our shared release. My come, the white streaks across her stomach and breasts, swirls down the drain.

I join her, the hot water a shock against my skin. The shower is large, but it feels intimate, the space enclosed by glass walls. We are close, our bodies almost touching. She hands me the soap.

"Scrub my back?" She asks, turning away from me, presenting me with her back, the water cascading down her spine, the curve of her ass a perfect, tempting sight.

I take the soap, my hands trembling slightly. I lather them up and then place them on her shoulders. Her skin is slick and warm under my touch. I start to move my hands in slow, wide circles, working my way down her back. Her muscles are tense, but I can feel her relax as I rub, a soft sigh escaping her lips.

"Lower, please," She murmurs, her head tilted forward, her wet hair clinging to her neck.

My hands travel down, tracing the curve of her spine, my soapy fingers gliding over her skin. I reach the small of her back, my thumbs pressing gently into the dimples just above her ass. She shivers, a small tremor that runs through her entire body.

"That's nice," She whispers, "A little lower though, please, Jake."

My hands move lower, cupping the full, soft globes of her ass. I hesitate for a second, knowing we're entering risky temptation territory, then I continue, my fingers digging into her firm flesh, washing her thoroughly. She pushes back against my hands, a silent encouragement.

I watch as she places her feet far apart, spreading her legs. This is more than washing. This is an invitation. A line is being drawn in the sand, and she's daring me to cross it. My soapy fingers trace the line between her cheeks, and she lets out a soft moan.

"Can you keep washing me, please, Jake? I can't really reach behind myself with both of us in the shower," she pants, her voice a husky whisper, another sigh leaving her as my hands slip ever closer between her cheeks, running a soapy finger along her ass crack.

Spreading her cheeks with one hand, the other starts rubbing her inner crack, caressing her puckered asshole, my fingertips grazing the bottom of her slit, feeling the soft puffy mounds of her lips as I rub her underside back and forth, my cock swelling, Sarah arching her back, offering herself for me, outright cupping her pussy now, massaging it as I 'clean' her, Sarah grinding and pushing herself against my palm, her pussy red hot even compared to the shower water.

Rubbing her pussy as she humps my palm, stretching the definition of cleaning and non-sexual touching beyond breaking point, she starts to shudder, surprising me as an orgasm wracks her, her hands splayed on the glass as she shakes and climaxes, her thighs clamping around my forearm, my urge to hold her and kiss her almost unbearable.

Relaxing, she lets go of my arm with her body, turning to smile at me.

"Thanks, Jake, that was just the kind of scrubbing I needed."

"No problem," I say, still a bit shocked she just came from such a basic rub, trying to imagine how backlogged her need for sex is.

"Want to turn around and I'll scrub your back?" She asks, already lathering up her hands.

"Sure," I say, turning around, her hands on my back for barely a minute before moving down to my ass, copying me and cupping my ass cheeks, her soapy hands making my head spin as she slides her hands up and down my crack, my cock fully erect now, her fingers tracing around my asshole, the sensations new and very sensitive, making me moan out loud.

"You like that, Jake? You like it when I clean you there?" She purrs, her lips close to my ear, her huge, heavy breasts pressing against my back.

"Yeah..." I reply softly, my head nodding, her fingers pressing gently, teasing my asshole and going further down, caressing my perineum before she reaches right under to cup my balls, massaging them, her touch nearly making my knees buckle. I lean against the glass of the shower door for support.

"Your balls are so heavy and full of come, Jake. Such big, healthy balls," She whispers, her other hand wrapping around my erection now, stroking me slowly, her soapy grip feeling incredible as she 'cleans' it.

"Oh, fuck, Sarah," I groan, my hips rocking forward, pushing my cock into her fist.

"Do you know how long it's been since I've held a real, live cock like this?" She asks, her voice a husky whisper. "How long I've waited to feel a man's hard flesh in my hands again? You have no idea, Jake."

She continues to stroke me, her movements slow and deliberate, her other hand still gently massaging my balls. The steam clouds around us, the water beating down on our bodies, the world outside forgotten.

"A good, thorough, deep cleaning should include getting rid of any extra semen too," Sarah explains, sighing as she speeds up on my shaft, "Don't you think, Jake? Let's flush out those pipes."

"Oh, god," I breathe, my head pressed against the cool glass. "I'm not going to last."

"You don't have to," she purrs, her grip tightening, her strokes becoming faster, more insistent. "This is a cleaning, not a sexual thing. Not a sexual thing in any way," She adds while she literally jerks me off faster and faster, my impending orgasm meaning I don't care how ridiculous we're being with the 'rules', Sarah's soft soapy hands on my cock and balls all I can think about and feel.

Grunting, I start to come, the water washing my come away as fast as it erupts, Sarah purring with approval as she feels my shaft twitch and pulsate in her grasp, the orgasm leaving me drained and dizzy in the steamy heat. She continues to milk my shaft, making sure I'm fully 'clean', her touch gentle now, coaxing the last drops from me.

"There," She says, a triumphant tone in her voice, "All clean."

She turns off the water and we both slowly step out, patting ourselves dry with thick, fluffy towels, both of us flushed and sated looking.

"Join me for a lazy movie on my bed? I'm not sure why but that shower really knocked it out of me," Sarah asks, her massive breasts swaying as she dries herself. Her body is a stunning landscape of soft curves and inviting flesh, the glistening water droplets highlighting every dip and swell. I can't look away.

"Sounds good," I say, the two of us returning to her bed, still naked and feeling that tingle a freshly showered body touching nice bed sheets creates. Getting comfortable, Sarah opens her laptop from her nightstand, the room now a cozy den of shared intimacy. The screen lights up and she scrolls through a list of movies, her finger hovering over the titles.

"You pick this time," She says, passing the laptop to me, "I'm easy."

I scroll through the options, but my mind isn't on the movies. I'm acutely aware of her naked body next to me, the warmth radiating from her skin. I can smell her, a clean, fresh scent from the shower, mixed with the subtle aroma of her arousal that lingers underneath. I choose a random action movie, hoping the explosions and car chases will distract me from the much more explosive desire building inside me. We lie there, side by side, the laptop propped between us on a pillow.

The movie starts, the opening credits rolling, but my attention is elsewhere. I can feel the gentle rise and fall of her chest as she breathes, the soft curve of her hip almost against mine. I can see the goosebumps that rise on her skin as we cool down from the hot shower. Every small sensation is magnified, a constant reminder of our nakedness, our proximity.

She shifts, her leg brushing against mine. A jolt of electricity shoots through me, a direct line to my groin. I feel my cock begin to stir again, a slow, inexorable awakening. I try to focus on the screen, on the mindless violence unfolding there, but it's no use. My world has shrunk to this bed, to this woman, to the unbearable tension that crackles between us, my cock slowly lifting from on it's side.

"You're not watching," She says, her voice a soft murmur, her lips formed into a cute, knowing smile. She pauses the movie. The sudden silence in the room is deafening.

I turn my head to look at her. Her eyes, soft and warm, are on my face, apparently ignoring my clearly growing cock. Her hair is still damp, clinging to her shoulders, a few stray strands across her face. She is so beautiful, so real, so...here.

"I'm...distracted," I admit, my voice quiet.

"I know," She whispers, "Me too. I thought I'd be clear of any urges for at least a movie's length...but I'm still...you know."

"Yeah."

"I feel like watching you jerk off isn't quite going to scratch this itch, Jake. I need something...more," Sarah says, the implication making me bite my lip.

"More like...the cleaning each other we did?"

"Something like that, yes. What was it we said would be ok? As long as there was no penetration?"

"Yeah, no penetration," I confirm, my heart a frantic drum against my ribs.

"That's right," She purrs softly. She grabs the laptop and moves it to my other side, sliding closer to me before she rests her head on my chest, her ear right over my pounding heart. The feeling of her, the weight and warmth of her, is overwhelming.

"This is ok, right?" she murmurs, her lips brushing against my skin. "Just lying here. Non-sexual."

"Yeah," I reply, equally softly.

Her arm drapes across my waist, her hand resting on my stomach. Her leg follows, hooking over mine, her crotch pressing against my hip. I can feel the heat from her sex, a tangible warmth that seems to radiate through me, her downy pubes so soft against my skin.

"Comfortable? I'm not squashing you?"

"No, not at all."

Reaching over me, she taps unpause and we continue watching the movie, a naked MILF pressed against me, her pussy red hot against my skin, my cock achingly hard, desperate to simply grab her and have her, right here right now, putting my hand platonically on her back, holding her but making sure not to caress.

For a good 10 minutes nothing happens as we lie there, trying to focus on the movie to distract myself from the urge to take her hand and guide it to my throbbing erection, but then she starts to move. It's a slow, subtle grind at first, a gentle rocking of her hips against my side. The soft, wet heat of her pussy presses into the bone of my hip.  I can feel the distinct shape of her, the yielding softness of her lips parting against my skin as she squishes her pussy against me, slick with her arousal.

She moves with a deliberate, consistent rhythm. Her breath on my chest, warm and shallow. Her fingers dig into my stomach, not hard, but with a possessive grip that sends a jolt straight to my rigid cock, making it jerk and twitch while I lie there, not wanting to move in case I disturb this new development, both of us staring at the laptop, ignoring the obvious. I want to touch her so badly it hurts, to run my hands over her curves, to feel the weight of her breasts in my palms. But I hold back, my hand still resting passively on her back, trying to respect the boundary of "non-sexual" touching, even as she grinds her wet pussy against me.

She shifts her weight slightly, lifting her top leg and sliding it higher over my own. I tense, a silent gasp catching in my throat as the warm, firm flesh of her inner thigh brushes against my scrotum. The contact is electric, a jolt of pure sensation that makes my cock jump.

Then, she does it again. A deliberate, slow drag of her thigh across my balls. She's still watching the movie, her expression a deliberate blank that speaks volumes, like a bad poker face, but her body is giving vibes of pure, unadulterated lust. Each roll of her hips is perfectly calibrated, the pressure of her thigh against my sensitive sack a constant, maddening caress as she grinds her clit and pussy against me.

I can't take it anymore. My hand, which has been resting so innocently on her back, begins to move on its own accord, my head facing the laptop and my eyes very definitely on the movie, unaware of what my hand is doing. My fingers trace the curve of her spine, then dip lower, following the swell of her ass. I cup one of the soft, heavy cheeks in my palm, my grip tightening as she presses her wet heat against me with more force in quiet approval.

She shifts again, her leg moving more purposefully. She's no longer just grinding against my hip, she's using her thigh to massage my balls and the base of my shaft, pressing them against my body with each thrust of her hips. The sensation is exquisite, a torturously slow pleasure that builds a deep, throbbing pressure in my cock.

The movie continues to play out on the screen, a forgotten backdrop to the silent, sensual conversation happening between our bodies. She's still pretending to watch, her head still on my chest, but her breathing has changed. It's shallower now, punctuated by soft, almost inaudible sighs and grunts as she mashes her clit on me.

Gingerly, wanting to touch her but not wanting to break the spell, I move my free hand to her head, caressing it, Sarah leaning into my touch, her hips always moving, my other hand holding her ass, her thigh basically jerking me off.

Her movements become frantic. The slow, deliberate grind is gone, replaced by a desperate, urgent rocking against me. Her thigh presses harder against my balls and lower shaft, the friction sending jolts of intense pleasure through my entire body. She buries her face in my chest, her fingers gripping my stomach.

Her breath hitches, a series of short, sharp pants that I can feel against my skin. She shifts her hips, pressing her mound against me with final, powerful thrusts, grinding her clit against my hip bone with a desperate intensity. Her whole body tenses, every muscle going rigid as a strangled gasp escapes her lips.

Then, she shudders. A deep, convulsive wave shakes her body, starting from her hips and radiating outwards. I feel a fresh flood of hot, slick wetness coat my hip and thigh as her climax washes over her. She trembles against me, her body shaking with the force of her release, a long, low moan muffled against my chest. The feeling of her coming, of her body losing all control in my arms, is the most intensely erotic thing I have ever felt.

For a long moment, she lies against me, limp and spent, her body still twitching with the aftershocks of her orgasm. Her breathing is ragged, her heart pounding a frantic rhythm against me. My cock is still rock-hard, throbbing with a desperate need for release, her thigh resting on it now, her soft warmth soaking into it.

Still saying nothing, both of us watching the movie, Sarah starts to move her thigh again, her hips staying still this time, her movements clearly for my benefit now, her hand sliding down a few inches, her little finger 'accidentally' touching my knob, feeling it stroke and caress my glans while she strokes my balls and shaft with her thigh. I grip her ass harder, a silent plea for more.

She understands. Her leg moves with more purpose, a steady, firm friction against my cock and balls. Her little finger making circles that trace the sensitive ridge of my head. smearing my pre-come.

My hips begin to rock, small, involuntary thrusts against her thigh, increasing the pressure and sensation, both of us not acknowledging it, just nonchalantly watching a movie together. The pleasure builds, a slow, inexorable tide, her leg pressing harder, her finger tracing faster, my head spinning.

My balls draw up tight, the familiar pressure coiling in my groin. My thrusts become more urgent, more erratic. I can't stop, I can't hold back, Sarah feeling the change and knowing my orgasm is about to hit, her thigh and finger moving even faster in response.

With a choked cry, trying to come as quietly as possible, my orgasm tears through me. My body convulses, my hips bucking uncontrollably as multiple spurts of come erupt from my cock, splattering across my stomach and her hand, my length pulsating under her thigh as she milks me, my fingers digging into her plump ass, gripping her through my release.

She continues her steady rhythm, coercing every last drop from me, her thigh squeezing down on my shaft from base to tip, her now sticky finger caressing my pulsating knob, a quiet, satisfied hum coming from her.

My body goes limp, the intensity of the orgasm leaving me drained, my limbs heavy, my mind a hazy, blissful fog. My cock, still half-hard, rests under her thigh, tingling.

For a few minutes, we just lie there, the movie's explosions and one-liners a meaningless soundtrack to our aftermath. The air in the room is thick, heavy with the scent of sex and our shared, husky breathing.

"See? No penetration," She says before chuckling.

"Haha, yeah. No penetration," I repeat, knowing we're bending the rules so far around it's practically a circle.

"Don't move, Jake, I'll go get us a towel," She says, returning a minute later with a warm wet towel.

She sits back on the bed and gently cleans the sticky mess from my stomach and glans, my body involuntarily jerking as she wipes at the sensitive head. Her touch is tender, caring, smiling at my body's jerkiness but trying to minimise it, her wipes careful, her massive breasts swaying with each stroke.

Next, she wipes at the mess she left on my hip, grinning at me as I smile at the clear evidence of her orgasm all over my skin.

"You know, I'm not sure whose private parts ended up putting the most juices on you, Jake."

"Call it a tie?"

"Very diplomatic. We'll call it a tie," Sarah replies, finishing up and taking the towel to the en suite.

***

And so the rest of the day passes by fairly uneventfully, Sarah's grinding orgasm seeming to keep her satiated for the time being, the two of us remaining comfortably naked though as we pass the day with chat, TV, board games, and a large amount of flirting and brushing against one another, the sexual tension always there, even if there's no immediate need for another orgasm.

In the evening, Emma calls and I feel a little guilty, talking with her while her mother sits next to me, naked and beautiful, knowing that what we're doing is wrong, but unable to stop myself, Sarah's natural allure overpowering everything else, and being able to tell myself that in some ways, we really haven't done anything, although I know very well that that line of thinking wouldn't hold up to much scrutiny and so simply stop that train of thought.

As evening becomes night, Sarah turns to me, another movie's credits rolling on the screen.

"I know we haven't talked about it, Jake, but in terms of sleeping arrangements tonight, I'd quite like it if you kept me company," She says, her tone casual, but her eyes anything but.

"Yeah, I'd like that," I reply honestly.

"Great, although I hope you don't mind being a big spoon? It's been forever and a day since I got to spoon."

"Sure, although I hope you won't mind if a certain part of me really likes being pressed against you and grows accordingly," I say, comfortable enough with us to point out that a spooning boner is basically inevitable.

"Eh, we can cross that bridge if we get to it," She says dismissively with a hand wave, her smile betraying her faux non-concern, "Shall we?" She adds, clicking the TV off with the controller and getting up, her breasts swaying and jiggling as always, a sight I could never possibly get bored of seeing.

Walking to her bedroom, we both slide under the sheets, her bed big and comfortable. Reaching out, Sarah turns off her bedside lamp, plunging the room in near total darkness.

"Alright, big spoon, do your thing," She whispers in the blackness, reaching back and patting my hip in an invitation as she turns onto her side facing away from me.

I move closer, my chest now against her back, my arm wrapping around her waist. I fit against her perfectly. Her skin is warm and soft, and the scent of her, clean and floral, fills my senses, her skin electric against mine.

I shift, pressing my hips against the soft, full globes of her ass. My cock, already stirring with anticipation, nestles into the warm cleft between her cheeks. I'm half-hard, and I know that very quickly, I'll be fully erect. It's an unavoidable reaction to the intoxicating sensual proximity of her.

"See?" I murmur into her hair as my cock starts to throb between her cheeks, "Told you."

"Haha, yes you did," she giggles, pressing back into me.

I tighten my arm around her in return, pulling her a little closer, my hand resting on the soft swell of her stomach, her fragrant hair barely an inch from my face even though I can't see it in the dark, the lack of sight making this somehow even more intimate, her skin so perfect under my fingers as I hold her. For a while, we just lie there in the quiet darkness, the only sound our soft, shared breaths.

My hand, resting on her stomach, begins to move in slow, gentle circles. My thumb traces the delicate line of her navel, and she sighs, a soft, contented sound. My cock, fully hard, presses insistently against her, a rigid bar of heat nestled in the warmth of her ass cheeks.

Her body responds to my touch. She shifts, a small, almost imperceptible movement that allows my cock to press deeper into the cleft of her cheeks, my balls now able to feel the heat of her pussy.

Her hand comes to rest on mine as I gently caress her stomach, her fingers interlacing with mine. Then, she guides my hand, slowly, deliberately, upwards.

I follow her lead, my heart pounding against my ribs. My fingers glide over the soft skin of her stomach, up over her ribcage, until they encounter the heavy, warm weight of her breasts. She guides my hand to cup one, the full, firm flesh overflowing my palm, my hand sandwiched between her heavy boobs.

I give her breast a gentle squeeze, my thumb finding her nipple and rolling it in a slow circle, feeling how erect it is.

"You're a great big spoon," she whispers, her body arching slightly, pushing her breast more firmly into my hand.

My other arm is trapped under her neck, and I use it to pull her even closer, burying my face in her fragrant hair. I kiss the back of her neck, my lips trailing a path of soft kisses up to her ear.

"You feel so good," I murmur, my voice a husky whisper, unable to stop myself from telling her.

"So do you," she breathes in reply, her hips rocking back against me.

Her grip on my hand tightens, and she guides it away from her breasts, leading it back down the soft feminine skin of her body. Over the soft curve of her stomach, to the small bump of her lower abdomen, my fingertips suddenly pressing through her soft pubes, and then hitting her heat, her sex slick and hot, her lips slippery as she guides my hand to cup the pouch of her sex.

The urge to lift my middle finger as it rests against her slit, knowing it would slide inside her so easily, her body so obviously wanting it, I grind my cock between her cheeks, my lips on her ear as I try to distract myself, Sarah purring as we squirm slowly together in the dark, constantly on the very edge of stepping over the line.

Possibly sensing my hesitation, Sarah presses my middle finger with her own, and with a gentle push, I watch in my mind's eye as my finger slips into her.

"Mmm," she moans softly, her body arching as she welcomes my finger inside her. She is so incredibly wet, so incredibly hot, and so incredibly tight. Her inner walls clamp down around my digit, a fluttering spasm that tells me she is as turned on as I am. I push my finger in deeper, until it is buried to the knuckle inside her, my other fingers splayed across her wet slit.

She starts to move her hips, a slow, grinding rhythm that causes my finger to slide in and out of her. The movement is subtle at first, a gentle rocking, but it quickly becomes more deliberate, more insistent. She is fucking herself on my finger, using my hand to bring herself pleasure, my cock sliding between her ass cheeks with her motion, my pre-come lubricating the way.

"Oh god, I've never been so satisfied and so frustrated at the same time," She whispers, grinding and rubbing against me before she gently takes my hand away from her pussy. With a soft grunt of effort, she turns over, her heavy breasts brushing against my chest in the dark. She places a hand on my shoulder.

"On your back, Jake," she whispers, her voice a husky command.

My heart hammers in my chest. I comply without question, rolling onto my back, my cock, hard and aching, standing straight up in the darkness, anticipation and curiosity raging through me.

She moves over me, a slightly different dark shape compared to the dark room. I feel the warmth of her soft legs as she straddles my thighs, her knees pressing into the bed on either side of my hips. The scent of her arousal is stronger now, a sweet, musky perfume that fills my lungs and makes my head spin, her pussy somewhere between my upper thighs while my cock throbs presumably inches from her tummy.

Her hands slide up my body until they find my shoulders, and she leans forward, her hair tickling my face. I feel the incredible, soft weight of her breasts against my chest, her nipples hard points that dig into my skin as I feel her flattening my erection between my stomach and hers, my balls getting tickled with her pubes.

She lowers her head, and her lips find mine in the dark. The kiss is almost hesitant, unsure at first, a soft, questioning brush of lips, perhaps testing if I'll pull away. Then it deepens, her tongue tracing the seam of my lips, seeking entry. I open for her, and our tongues meet, a slow, sensual dance ensuing.

She breaks the kiss, her breathing heavy. I feel her sitting back up, her hand resting on my chest. She shifts her hips, and I feel her move, a slow, deliberate slide upwards, her pussy coming up to rest on my balls, soaking them in her heat and lust.

She stays like that for a few seconds, my hands going to her thighs and holding her, feeling her pussy throb on my testicles, her lust juices coating them, her clit at the base of my shaft.

Then, she starts to slide upward. The movement is agonizingly slow, a deliberate drag of her hot, slick pussy against my rigid length. I feel the distinct shape of her outer and inner lips enveloping my shaft, pressing down on either side, creating a tight, warm channel.

She slides all the way up until her clit grazes the sensitive ridge of my head, a jolt shooting through me. I gasp, my hands tightening on her hips. Then she slides back down, a slow, slick descent that coats my entire cock in her wetness. Then up again, the pressure of her lips a perfect, soft caress.

She establishes a rhythm, a slow and steady, maddening slide. The friction is incredible, a wet, silky glide that is like sex but nothing like it at the same time, gripping her thighs, my need for her sky-high.

She continues like this for long minutes, teasing me and driving me mad with need, feeling sure she's smiling widely right now even though I can't make out her face, the up and down cameltoe slide of her sex feeling like the only thing in the world right now.

Sliding up, she slows right down at the peak, her sex hugging my shaft, but my knob extremely close to her entrance, our angle the only thing stopping my cock from sliding inside her.

Gyrating slowly, Sarah teases my glans with her opening, shifting her hips this way and that, almost guiding me inside over and over, the sensation making me tremble, biting my lip as I resist the urge to grab her and start fucking her.

"Does this feel good, Jake?" She purrs in the dark, her sex once again almost taking my knob inside before shifting away at the very edge of penetration.

"So good," I gasp, squeezing her thighs, wanting to be inside her more than anything in the world.

"Do you want me to...stop?" She asks, once again basically putting her entrance over my head before moving away, my cock throbbing and aching, "I'll stop if you tell me to."

"Don't...don't stop," I manage to groan.

"Are you sure you don't want me to stop?" She asks, her voice a honeyed purr, her pussy once again hugging my knob, almost swallowing it before she moves her hips away again.

"Yes...please don't stop," I gasp, my arousal leaving me willingly but totally at her mercy.

"Mmm. So if I don't stop, what does that mean we're going to do, Jake? Tell me," she purrs, shifting her hips and once again hugging my glans with her opening, this time staying there, my cock poised to enter her as we speak, my shaft pulsating, the possibility to fuck her once simple movement away.

"We're...we're going to fuck," I gasp out, the admission feeling so raw and candid, my heartbeat as fast as it's ever been.

"We're going...to fuck," She repeats softly, her hands clenching into fists on my chest as she starts to sink down onto my eager cock.

Slowly, so, so slowly, she lowers her hips, and my cock, aching with need, slides into her.

The sensation is overwhelming. A tight, wet heat envelops me, her inner walls yielding and then gripping me as I sink deeper. I feel every inch of her, a perfect, slick glove that hugs my length. A guttural moan escapes my lips, a raw sound of pure, unadulterated pleasure. She feels incredible, so much better than I could have ever imagined. I feel my shaft disappearing into her, her wetness coating me. She is so tight, so hot. My hands grip her thighs as I fight the urge to thrust up into her, to bury myself to the hilt in one swift movement.

She continues her slow descent, a teasing, exquisite impalement, until she is fully settled on my hips, my cock buried to the base inside her. She pauses for a moment, her body tensing, a soft gasp escaping her lips. I can feel her inner muscles contracting and relaxing rapidly around me, a series of involuntary spasms that sends jolts of pleasure through my entire body.

"Oh, god," she breathes, her voice a shaky whisper, "Oh, god, Jake. You're...you're cock is so filling. It's been so long."

She stays there for a long moment, her body adjusting to my size, my cock throbbing inside her, the sheer intensity of the connection between us almost too much to bear, all possible guilt pushed aside by the level of pleasure I'm feeling.

Her hips rise slowly, my cock sliding out of her, the slick walls of her pussy clinging to my shaft. She lifts until just the head of my cock remains inside her, her entrance a tight ring gripping me. Then, she lowers herself again, a slow, deliberate plunge that buries me deep within her once more.

She establishes a rhythm, a slow, sensual rise and fall. The room is silent except for the soft slap of skin on skin. Her movements are unhurried, a deliberate exploration of the sensations, a slow, savoring fuck. I can feel the texture of her inner walls as she moves, the way she grips me on the downstroke, the yielding softness on the upstroke, the darkness somehow making the sensations even more pronounced.

My hands roam over her body, tracing the curve of her hips, up over the soft swell of her stomach, to cup her breasts. I can feel them swinging with her movements, heavy and full. I roll her nipples between my thumbs and forefingers, and she arches her back, a soft moan escaping her lips.

"That's it," she pants, her movements becoming a little faster, a little more forceful. "Touch me, Jake. Touch me everywhere."

I comply, my hands exploring every inch of her I can reach. The soft skin of her back, the curve of her ass, the sensitive skin of her inner thighs. I am consumed by her, my entire world reduced to the feel of her body, the sound of her breathing, the slick heat of her pussy around my cock.

She leans forward, her hands pressing into my chest for leverage, her hair falling around my face like a curtain. The angle changes, and I feel myself go even deeper inside her. She gasps, her body tensing as my head brushes against her cervix.

"Right there," she gasps, her hips starting to grind against me in a tight circle. "Oh, god, right there."

She starts to ride me in earnest now, her movements no longer slow and teasing, but fast and demanding. Her hips piston up and down, taking me to the hilt with each thrust. The bed starts to rock, the soft sounds of our bodies meeting growing louder, more urgent.

My hands grip her ass, my fingers digging into her flesh as I try to match her rhythm, thrusting up into her as she comes down. The pressure in my balls is immense, a familiar tightening that tells me I'm close. But I want to make her come first. Luckily, I can feel her body tightening, her movements becoming more erratic.

"I'm close, Jake," she pants, her voice a raw, breathless whisper, "Don't stop. Don't you dare stop. This orgasm is years in the making," She grunts with an animalistic chuckle, her hands sliding up to grip my shoulders, holding tight as she fucks herself on my cock.

Harder and harder, the bed starting to sound like it just may collapse, Sarah lets out a massive cry of pleasure as her orgasm hits, pressing her lips to mine as she comes, sucking, biting and licking my lips and tongue as she thrashes about on top of me, her pussy convulsing rapidly around my shaft as she soaks my shaft in her climax juices, squeezing my shoulders tight, totally lost to her release, bouncing and thrusting onto my length, her cries muffled against my mouth, grunting and moaning, a backlog of years escaping her.

Her body trembles against mine, the waves of her orgasm slowly subsiding. She collapses onto my chest, her breath coming in ragged, shuddering gasps. Her pussy still clenching around my cock, a series of aftershocks that send a jolt through my own over-stimulated body. I hold her, my arms wrapped tightly around her, my own breathing heavy and labored.

"Your turn to be on top and come, Jake," She whispers close to my ear.

I nod in the darkness, my mind hazy with lust. I roll us over, a clumsy, graceless movement that has us laughing breathlessly against each other's lips. I end up on top of her, my cock still buried deep inside her. Her legs wrap around my waist, pulling me closer, eager for my load.

Sliding my cock almost all the way out of her, I then thrust forward, burying myself fully in one smooth, powerful stroke. The sensation is amazing, her pussy holding my girth tight. I do it again, and again, finding a steady, driving rhythm. The bed creaks in protest with each thrust in time to our shared gasps and moans. She meets me thrust for thrust, her hips rising to meet me, her hands gripping my ass, pulling me deeper into her.

Quickly, I feel my orgasm brimming, my hands scooping under her, gripping her plump ass as I pound away into her, her soft, voluptuous body shaking with each thrust, her soft thighs holding me.

"I'm gonna come," I gasp, my cock starting to tingle.

"Yes. Come in me, Jake. Fill me. I want to feel it shooting its load inside me," She pleads, her voice a desperate whisper.

Her words finishing the job, I bury myself to the hilt inside her a my body goes rigid, a loud moan tearing from my throat as my orgasm erupts. My cock pulses, a hot, thick flood of come erupting from me and filling her tight, waiting pussy. I can feel each spurt, each pulse of my release, as I empty myself into her, the pleasure so intense it borders on pain. She cries out, her own body convulsing around me as she feels my hot come filling her, her pussy milking my shaft for every last drop, flexing and squeezing my shaft as I thrust and thrust like a man possessed into her.

My arms give out, and I collapse on top of her, my body spent and trembling. She holds me, her arms wrapped around my back, her legs still entwined with mine. We lie there, a tangled, sweaty heap in the darkness, our hearts pounding against each other's chests. I can feel my cock, still hard, twitching inside her.

"Jake," she whispers into the dark, her voice a soft, awed murmur, "Jake, Jake, Jake."

"Hah, hello," I say, the words a ragged breath against her neck. "That was...yeah...wow."

She chuckles, "We're quite articulate, aren't we?"

I laugh too, a tired, happy sound. I start to push myself up, my arms feeling like lead, "I should...I'm heavy."

"No," she says, her arms tightening around me, holding me in place, "Don't move. Not yet. Just...stay. Let me feel you a while longer."

I settle back down, my weight a comforting pressure. I kiss her shoulder, her skin a little salty with sweat. She sighs, a deep, contented sigh. I can feel her heart starting to slow, its frantic beat settling into a steady, calm rhythm. My own breathing begins to even out, the desperate gulps replaced by slow, deep breaths.

We lie like that for a long time, the only sounds our breathing in the otherwise still house. My cock, finally spent, begins to soften inside her, but I don't pull out. I don't want to. It feels right, being inside her like this,

"I should get up, clean up," I say, though I make no move to do so.

"I know," she says, "But in a minute. Just...one more minute."

So we stay, a tangled mess of limbs in the quiet dark. My cock finally slips from her, the loss of her heat around my shaft a sudden, sharp contrast.

"ok," she says with a soft sigh, "I guess you can get off me now," She adds, a teasing lilt in her voice.

Getting back into big and little spoon positions without even needing to say so, I hold her close, my hand on her stomach, her hand over mine, my slick cock pressed against her ass and my face in her hair, the feeling of us pressed together like this just...perfect. I feel my eyelids growing heavy, the events of the day finally catching up with me. I'm exhausted, but it's a good kind of exhaustion, a deep, bone-tired satisfaction.

The last thing I remember before I drift off is the soft feel of her body against mine, and the gentle sound of her breathing, slow and even, a peaceful sound that lulls me to sleep.

***

The next morning I wake up, having at some point during the night disentangled from Sarah, now on my back with Sarah snuggled in against me, an arm over my stomach and a leg over mine, her head buried into my bicep.

After a little while, I feel her stir, her fingers twitching against my stomach, her leg tightening slightly over mine. She nuzzles her face against my arm, a soft, sleepy sigh escaping her lips. Then she looks up at me, her eyes heavy with sleep, a small, shy smile playing on her lips.

"Morning," she murmurs, her voice a husky whisper.

"Morning," I reply, my own smile widening.

She shifts, propping herself up on an elbow to look at me properly, her eyes glancing down at the obvious tent my morning wood has made.

"I think...we may have broken the no penetration rule last night, Jake," She says softly, her fingers caressing my stomach, "Just a bit."

"I think you might be right," I say, my own fingers tracing patterns on her back, "I feel like I remember you maybe bouncing up and down on my erection, or something about me being on top of you? I'm not sure," I add, playing along.

"So...no regrets?" She asks.

"None," I say, giving her a big smile.

"Well then," She purrs, immediately changing gears, allowing her face to show her arousal, "If we're no longer having to hold back, let me just get this out of the way right now. See that hard cock right there?" She asks, pointing at my tent, "I'm going to suck it, alright?" She states, already starting to kiss down my chest.

"Haha, sure," I reply with a chuckle, watching her kiss lower and lower, her heavy breasts swaying beautifully under her as she moves, not being able to remember the last time Emma gave me morning head.

Continuing her descent, she grabs the blanket, pulling it off us, revealing my erection, a hungry purr coming from deep in her throat as her hand slides down and cups my balls, rubbing them, before grasping the base of my shaft, squeezing it appreciatively. She sticks out her tongue, licking slowly around the head, a shiver running through me as I watch her, my cock twitching in her grip.

She looks up at me, her eyes smoldering with a desire, flashing me a wicked grin before she parts her soft lips and takes me into her mouth, a slow, deliberate descent that has me groaning. The wet heat of her mouth is incredible, a stark, blissful contrast to the air of the room. She takes me deep, her throat relaxing to accommodate my length, her nose brushing against my stomach, taking more of my cock in her mouth and throat than any woman has been able to previously, a whole new kind of blowjob sensation shooting through my shaft, like my first time having sex without a condom compared to all the sheathed times before it.

She begins to move, her head bobbing up and down, her tongue swirling around my shaft, tracing the veins, flicking against the sensitive ridge of my head. It's not just a blowjob, it's a slow, sensual exploration, Sarah obviously keen to enjoy herself now that she has access to a throbbing cock after so long without. My hands find her hair, my fingers gently tangling in the soft strands, not to guide her, but just to connect while I enjoy the incredible pleasure she's giving me.

She picks up the pace, her movements becoming more urgent, more demanding. Her lips are a tight, slick seal around my cock, her suction a steady, maddening pull. I can feel the pressure already building in my balls, my cock buzzing, keen to explode.

Just as I feel myself approaching the edge, she pulls back, her lips releasing my cock with a soft, wet pop. She grins up at me, a mischievous, knowing glint in her eyes. Then she lowers her head again, but this time, her attention is on my balls.

She takes one, then the other, into her warm, wet mouth, her tongue bathing them in long, slow strokes. The sensation is exquisite, the kind of pleasure that has me gasping and arching my back, pressing myself into her, desperate for more. I've never felt anything like it. Emma has played with my balls, of course, but never with this level of focused, deliberate attention, this almost worshipful intensity.

She releases my balls and takes my cock back into her mouth, her movements faster and more forceful now. Her hands grip my hips as she works me with a renewed fervor. Her head bobs up and down with a wild rhythm that tells me she's as lost in this as I am.

My hips begin to buck, small, involuntary thrusts that push my cock deeper into her throat. She doesn't gag, she just takes it, her throat a warm, tight channel that milks my length. The sight of her, her lips stretched around my cock, her cheeks hollowed with suction, her eyes looking up at me with a look of pure, unadulterated lust, is the most erotic thing I've ever seen.

"Sarah," I gasp, "I'm...I'm so close."

She doesn't pull back. Instead, she doubles down, her movements becoming even more intense. She takes me deep, her throat muscles contracting around my head, her hands sliding underneath me and gripping my ass, pulling me closer, urging me on.

With a loud, guttural groan, I let go. My body convulses, my hips bucking as a hot, thick flood of come erupts from my cock, pouring into her eager, waiting mouth. She swallows, her throat working, taking every last drop as I pulsate and twitch inside her, my come feeling like it's a million degrees and travelling at a thousand miles an hour, blasting inside her, holding her head as I gasp through my climax, her eyes never leaving mine as she watches the pleasure she's caused rush through me.

When I'm finally spent, she releases me, a soft, wet pop echoing in the quiet room. She looks up at me, a smug, satisfied grin on her face, a small droplet of my come on the corner of her lips. She licks it away, her eyes never leaving mine.

"Mmm, that was a very yummy breakfast, Jake. Thank you."

"No...thank you," I pant, my body still twitching with aftershocks as she crawls up my body to lie on me, her heavy breasts two pillows on my chest as they press down on me. My arms wrap around her, holding her close.

"I was a little worried I might have forgotten how to do that," She whispers, leaning in to kiss me.

"No, I think it's safe to say your blowjob skills are still expert level," I reply, my hands sliding down to knead her amazing plump ass, "I've never had anyone be able to take all of me like that."

"Well, I'm glad I could be your first proper deepthroat then," She smiles back.

"Now," I say, squeezing her ass harder, massaging and clutching it, "Since you got to have your breakfast, I think it's time I get to have something to eat too."

"Oh?" She asks, her smile widening, feigning ignorance.

"Yeah," I answer, holding her ass and rolling onto our sides, Sarah giving a cute little squeal as I roll her off me, my hand moving to cup her pussy, her lips swollen and soft, "You see this pussy right here? I'm going to eat it now, ok?" I add, mimicking her earlier cocksucking declaration.

Looking at me, her eyes excited and chewing her lip, Sarah squirms happily, nodding her head, her thick thighs spreading invitingly for me as I start to kiss my way down her voluptuous MILF body. I take my time, savoring her, my lips tracing a path of soft kisses over her softer skin. I kiss over the soft swell of her stomach, my tongue dipping into her navel, making her giggle. I can smell her arousal, a sweet, musky scent that makes my cock twitch, threatening to stir. I can feel her anticipation, the way her body tenses, the way her hips rise from the bed in a silent plea.

Finally, I settle between her thighs, her legs spread wide for me. I look up at her, her eyes already locked on mine, her face a mask of pure, unadulterated lust and expectant need. I lower my head, my breath warm against her wet, swollen pussy.

I start with a gentle, flat-tongued lick, from her perineum to her clit. She shudders, a sharp gasp escaping her lips. I do it again, and again, each lick a slow, deliberate exploration. I can taste her, a sweet, tangy flavor that is intoxicating. I part her folds with my fingers, revealing the firm, glistening jelly bean of her clit. I circle it with the tip of my tongue, slow, light strokes that have her squirming, her hips bucking against my face.

I take her clit into my mouth, sucking gently, my tongue flicking against the sensitive bundle of nerves. Her hands fly to my head, her fingers in my hair, holding me in place. I increase the pressure, my sucking becoming more insistent, my tongue working her clit with a relentless rhythm.

I slide a finger into her, then a second, her wetness allowing them to glide in easily. I curl them upwards, finding the rough, spongy patch of her G-spot. I rub it in a come-hither motion, a firm, steady pressure that has her crying out, her body arching off the bed. My tongue continues its assault on her clit, a continuous tempo, feeling her squirm, mashing her sex against me.

"Hnnnn, fuck yes! Fuck yes!" She grunts through gritted teeth, staring at me pleadingly, her voice raw with her impending climax.

Her body suddenly convulses with a powerful, full-body orgasm that has her screaming my name, her hands clamping down on my head, her thighs locking around my neck, her pussy flooding my face with her come, her walls clamping down on my fingers, her hips bucking wildly as she grinds her pussy against my face, using my mouth to prolong her pleasure as she rides out the waves of her climax, tasting her as her pussy trembles around my fingers, coating my chin in her juices.

I hold her through it, my tongue and fingers working her through the peak and the slow, delicious comedown. As her shudders subside, I gently kiss her swollen, sensitive pussy, my tongue giving her one last, slow lick, feeling her jolt, her clit's sensitivity now turned up to 11 post-orgasm.

I crawl up her body, her hands still in my hair, my face slick with her juices, and I kiss her. She kisses me back, a deep, hungry kiss, tasting herself on my lips. She wraps her legs around my waist, pulling me close, my cock and her pussy equally red hot as they press together wetly.

"I know I'm sounding like a broken record at this point, Jake, but holy shit. It's been so long since I've had the pleasure of being eaten out, thank you so much for that," She purrs, pulling me by the hair closer to her, another session of kissing ensuing.

"My pleasure. It was a lovely bit of breakfast," I smile back between kisses.

Eventually I slide off her and we lie together, Sarah's head on my chest, neither of us in a rush to get out of bed, the snow still deep outside and nothing but tv waiting for us outside this room, the silence peaceful, the two of us in our own little space away from everyone and everything else, caressing her thigh that's laying over mine, still unable to keep my hands off her even though I've already come since waking up.

"I wonder if the snowplows will reach here today," Sarah says softly after a while, both of us looking at her window, the snow 2/3rds of the way up the glass that we can see in the gap between her curtains.

"I kinda hope not," I say, feeling a pang of guilt, knowing Emma is stuck at work through all of this but knowing that the snow's presence is what's giving Sarah and I this opportunity, the pleasure she has been able to give me so much better than anyone, even Emma, has, I can feel myself becoming very quickly 'addicted' to it. To her.

She looks up at me, a soft smile on her face, "Me neither, if I'm completely honest," She says, similar emotions playing out on her face, "This feels...right. Being here with you."

"It does," I agree, leaning in to kiss her, a long, lingering kiss that feels more caring than lustful this time.

"But as comfortable as I am right now, Jake, I really need my coffee. You?"

"Yeah, coffee sounds perfect," I agree, both of us reluctantly disentangling from each other and getting up, staying naked without needing to discuss it, my hand on her full ass as we walk to the kitchen, loving the way it jiggles as she walks, her breasts swaying, Sarah holding my cock in return.

Making coffee for us both, we stand in comfortable silence in the kitchen, the low morning light illuminating the house, the snow outside a brilliant white, the world outside muted and silent. The coffee is good, strong, and hot, and the simple, domestic act of drinking coffee with her feels intimate in a way that is both thrilling and homely at the same time.

Our coffee finished, we walk without purpose into the living room, going to the window and looking out at the whitened world, our heads basically the only thing above the outside snowline. I walk up behind her, wrapping my arms around her waist, my chest against her back. I kiss her shoulder, her skin warm and soft. She leans her head back against my shoulder, a soft sigh escaping her lips.

"It's been a few years since we had this much snow," She says conversationally, her hands sliding over mine. I hold her, my chin resting on her shoulder, looking out at the silent world with her. My hands start to wander, tracing the soft curve of her stomach, then up to cup her heavy breasts, her nipples hardening against my palms. She doesn't protest, she just arches her back with a happy sigh, pushing her breasts more firmly into my hands.

"You're insatiable, Jake," she murmurs, her head turning to the side, her lips seeking mine.

"You're irresistible," I counter, my lips meeting hers in a slow, sensual kiss, my hands still cupping her breasts, my thumbs flicking over her hard nipples.

The kiss deepens, our tongues sliding against each other in a slow, sensual dance.  Sarah lifting a hand to the back of my head, holding me against her as we make out, my hands kneading her breasts softly, still amazed at just how heavy they are, so soft and full.  The kiss lasts for a long while, the two of us lost in it, my cock hardening and throbbing between her cheek and against her lower back.

Breaking the kiss, I look down at her, silently asking if she wants what I want right now, her eyes bright with desire, her lips swollen and wet. She looks back at me, her expression a mixture of lust and affection, seeing my unspoken question.

"I think I need you to fuck me again," she whispers, her perfect plump ass raised for me, backing up against me, caressing my shaft with the valley of her cheeks.

I slide a hand down to her sex, feeling her, my fingertips instantly slick with her lust, teasing her clit in slow circles as she grinds back against me, her feet spreading and her hands moving to the windowsill to steady herself.

Grabbing my cock and guiding it down between her legs, I bend my knees as I line myself up with her entrance, the swollen, wet head of my cock meeting her slick opening. Sarah helping my angle by arching her back further as I push forward, burying myself halfway inside her with one slow, deep thrust.

"Oh, god," She moans, her head dropping forward, her forehead resting against the cool glass of the window, the fog of her breath blooming on it.

I start to move, a slow, steady rhythm that has her pushing back against me, meeting me thrust for thrust. I hold her hips, my fingers digging into her soft flesh as I watch my cock disappear into her, over and over, watching her amazing ass ripple and jiggle with each impact.  The sight of her, bent over like this, taking it from behind, is intoxicating, a low, steady thrum of pleasure coursing through my veins.  I pick up the pace, my thrusts becoming harder, faster. The sounds of our bodies meeting, the soft slap of skin on skin, fills the quiet room, mingling with our shared breathing.

"Yes," she gasps, "Like that, Jake. Just like that."

Her encouragement spurs me on. I thrust into her with a renewed fervor, my movements becoming more forceful, more demanding. I reach around, my fingers finding her clit, rubbing it in tight, firm circles.

Her body tenses, a shudder running through her.  She pushes back against me, her movements becoming more erratic, more desperate. I can feel her inner walls starting to contract, a fluttering spasm that tells me she's close. I rub her clit faster, my thrusts becoming deeper, more powerful.

"Hnnng, fuck, Jake. You're gonna make me come," She grunts, her hands gripping the windowsill, her ass shaking with every thrust, her legs starting to tremble.

"Mmm, go on then, come for me, Sarah," I say, hoping my words will help her, "Come all over my cock."

Her response is a strangled cry, a raw, primal sound that is ripped from her throat. Her body convulses, a powerful wave of pleasure crashing over her. I feel her pussy clamp down on my cock, a series of intense, rhythmic contractions that milk my length, a fresh wave of her hot, slick wetness coating my shaft as she comes, her knuckles white as she grips the windowsill, her back arched.

I hold her through her orgasm, my thrusts staying at the same pace until I feel she's just about done, then I speed up, my own orgasm seconds away, slamming into her as my own climax hits, my cock spasming inside her as it floods her tight pussy with come, gripping her hips tight as I watch her ass wobble with each movement of my hips, Sarah gasping in surprise as she feels my warmth fill her, shaking on my cock, barely able to remain standing while I empty myself into her, the two of us squirming and moaning in pleasure. My body tenses and then relaxes, the intense release leaving me feeling spent, my cock still twitching inside her.

Both of us sagging, our legs feeling weak, we stumble to the couch, flopping onto it, Sarah draping her legs over mine, her face flushed as we sit there and pant.

"I think the only thing keeping me up was the fact I was impaled on your cock, Jake," Sarah eventually chuckles, patting my leg, "What a thigh shaking orgasm that was, hah," She adds, looking at the glass, all steamed up where her face was, "I need a shower after that to try and wake up. You?"

"Definitely," I reply.

"Want to join me?" She asks, taking my hand without waiting and leading us to the en suite.

In the shower, although we tease and touch a whole bunch, we manage to not succumb to another session of making one another climax, the shower refreshing us, both of us soon naked and back on her bed, relaxing a bit, Sarah reading a book and me scrolling on my phone, our free hands entwined between us, sharing the occasional smile.

An hour or so later, unable to help myself, I move onto my side, facing her, my hand reaching out and caressing her breasts, so full and addictive, my cock starting to tingle and plump up.

"Haha, I wondered how long you were going to be able to keep your hands off me," Sarah says, obviously loving the fact that I can't resist her.

"Can you blame me? Look at them!" I grin, jiggling her massive breasts, "Every part of my DNA has been coded to want to touch these guys."

"I think I can understand," She smiles back, "Seeing that schlong of yours makes my pussy ache, making my DNA say "put it in me!" ."

"Good to know," I murmur, my lips finding her breasts and kissing them, tossing my phone aside, my hands roaming all over her, exploring her feminine curves, Sarah putting her book down and caressing my head as I nuzzle her chest.

I move lower, my lips tracing a path down the soft curve of her stomach. Her breath hitches, a soft, expectant sigh. I can feel the muscles of her abdomen fluttering under my touch. Her legs begin to shift, parting in a silent invitation.

I continue my descent, my kisses trailing lower still, over the soft swell of her lower belly, into the soft tuft of her pubic hair. I kiss at her sex, feeling her grind against me, keen for my tongue, her eyes on mine as she watches me tease her pussy with my mouth.

Her eyebrows lifting in surprise, my hands gently raise her legs, pushing them back towards her chest, exposing her completely, every intimate part of her laid bare for my gaze. Her pussy, wet and swollen, glistens in the soft light. Below it, the tight, puckered star of her asshole, a darker, more intimate mystery.

I look back up at her, my eyes meeting hers. Her own are still wide, a mixture of surprise and a dawning, almost shy excitement and what looks like anticipation of the unknown. I lean in, my breath warm against her most private place.

I start with a soft, wet lick, a slow, deliberate stroke over her tight puckered hole.

"Oh, god," she gasps, her body tensing, her hands flying to my head, holding me.

I do it again, and again, my tongue circling her tight rim, lapping at her, tasting the clean, intimate flavor of her. Her initial tension gives way to a soft, yielding relaxation, her body accepting this new, intimate invasion. Her hips begin to move, a slow, undulating rock that pushes her against my tongue.

I stiffen my tongue, pressing it gently against her tight entrance, not to penetrate, but to apply a firm, steady pressure. She whimpers, a low, breathy sound of pure pleasure. Her hands tighten in my hair, her legs trembling slightly in my grip.

"Jake," she whispers, her voice a husky, awed murmur, "I...I've never...oh, god..."

Her words are cut off by a sharp gasp as I press a little harder, my tongue breaching her tightest entrance, just the tip, a fleeting, intimate invasion. Her body arches off the bed, a wave of pleasure washing over her. I hold her there, my tongue inside her, feeling her tight muscles clench around it.

I slowly withdraw my tongue, then lick her again, a long, slow, wet stroke from her asshole, over her perineum, along her slit, and to her clit. I repeat this, over and over, a slow, rhythmic exploration of all of her, my tongue never lingering too long in one place, keeping her guessing, keeping her on the edge.

Her breathing is ragged, her body taut with need and arousal. She is completely lost to the pleasure, writhing under my touch. Holding my head tight, mashing herself desperately against me, her pussy constantly trickling with lust now, my cock hard but momentarily forgotten while I work on this stunning MILF.

I move a hand to her clit while my tongue focuses on her asshole, feeling her shudder as I step it up a gear, her legs raised, her body trembling, her hands on my head, staring at me in blissed out wonder, my tongue delving deeper, my fingers working her clit with a relentless, continuous touch. I can feel her body winding up, her muscles tensing in a pre-orgasm clench. Her breath comes in short, sharp gasps, her body shaking uncontrollably.

I push her over the edge. My tongue a steady, firm pressure inside her ass, my fingers a blur on her clit. Her body convulses, a powerful, shattering orgasm ripping through her. She repeatedly grunts loudly, a raw, primal sound of pure ecstasy, her back arching off the bed, her body locked in a rigid arc of pleasure. Her hands grip my hair, her thighs shaking violently as she comes, her pussy gushing, her asshole clenching around my tongue, my face getting drenched, Sarah pulling me hard, my nose buried in her hot slick slit.

When the convulsions finally subside, I release her, her legs falling limply to the bed either side of me. I rest my chin gently on her mound, smiling up at her, feeling kinda proud of myself if I'm honest.

"I...I've never...never had my ass eaten before," She pants, her face flushed, her expression one of stunned contentedness, "Oh my god, Jake."

I just grin, wiping my face with my forearm before kissing her stomach, my hands caressing her trembling thighs. "I'm glad you liked it."

"Like it?" She laughs, a breathy, incredulous sound. "Jake, that was...that was something else entirely. I think I saw stars."

"Haha, well that's certainly a review worth printing out and putting on my shop's wall," I say, getting onto my knees between her legs, caressing her thighs and enjoying the view of her naked body, her heavy breasts rocking at the slightest movement as always, Sarah glancing down at my erection.

"Ooh, look who's popped up to say hello," She purrs, biting her lip and looking back up at me thoughtfully, "Jake, have you ever fucked a woman in the ass?"

No longer caught off guard by her bluntness I just chuckle, "No, no one, including Emma, was willing to have him in there. I can't blame her though. I wouldn't want it up my butt, heh."

"But if you knew a woman who was willing to let you fuck her in the ass, say a woman that might be in the same room as you right now, a woman whose name starts with...let's say, the letter S, would you like to do that? Would you like to fuck her in her ass?" She asks, her expression pure sexual lust.

"Yeah," I say, my voice suddenly throaty and primal, her filthy talk going straight to my lizard brain.

"Yeah? You'd like to fuck her in the ass? Feel what it's like to have that big dick gripped by a tight asshole until you fill her with hot come? You'd like that?" She asks again, her smile wicked as she teases me, my cock twitching and jerking like mad.

"Yeah," I say again, my fingers holding her thighs, my body heating up, her eyes so mischievous as she holds my gaze.

"Well then," She says with a cute sigh, lifting one leg over me so she can roll over onto her stomach, her full, plump ass now before me, "I wonder if anyone will grab the lube and give me an ass-fucking?" She adds, glancing at her bedside table, making me chuckle.

I open the drawer and find the bottle, my hands shaking slightly with a mixture of nerves and excitement. I squeeze a generous amount onto my fingers, the clear, slick gel cool against my skin. I apply it to her tight, puckered hole, my fingers gently circling, massaging the lube into her. She sighs, a soft, contented sound, pushing back against my touch, her body relaxing.

"ok," she says, her voice a soft, determined murmur, "Come on, Jake. Put your cock in my ass."

"Haha, yes ma'am," I reply, tossing the lube aside.

I line my cock up with her lubed, waiting hole, the swollen head pressing against her tight entrance. I push forward, a slow, steady pressure. There's a moment of resistance, a tight, unyielding barrier. Then, with a soft pop, the head of my cock slips inside her.

"Woah, shit," I grunt, the sensation unlike oral or pussy, my glans tingling. The tightness is incredible, a hot, velvety ring that squeezes my shaft in a way her pussy never can. I hold still for a moment, letting her adjust, but mostly making sure I don't pop too soon, the pleasure at a level I wouldn't have been able to imagine a moment ago.

"Mmm, yeah," she moans, her voice a raw, husky whisper, "More, Jake. Give me more."

I push forward, sliding deeper into her, my cock sinking inch by inch into her tight, hot passage. She pushes back against me, her body welcoming the intrusion, her hips moving in a slow, rocking motion that helps me go deeper. I watch, fascinated, as my length disappears into her, her ass stretching to accommodate me.

I'm soon buried to the hilt, my balls resting against her wet, swollen pussy, her legs spread wide. I lean over her and kiss her shoulder.

"You ok?" I whisper, amazed at how well she's taking my girth in her asshole.

"Better than ok," she pants, turning her head to look at me, her eyes glazed with lust, "Now, fuck me, Jake. Fuck my ass."

I start to move, a slow, tentative withdrawal, then a long, deep thrust back in. The friction is exquisite, a tight, slick heat that sends a jolt of pure pleasure through my entire body every time. Her moans and her heavy breathing fills the room, her body arching as she pushes back against me.

I pick up the pace, my movements becoming more confident, more forceful. I hold her hip with one hand, the other holding me up above her, kissing at her shoulder, neck, and ear, my fingers digging into her soft flesh as I thrust into her, the bed shaking and her ass cheeks wobbling with each push into her. The sight is intoxicating, the feeling even more so. I've never felt anything like this, the tight, yet soft grip of her ass a whole new world of sensation.

"Yes," she gasps, her hands fisting in the sheets, "Don't be scared, Jake. Fuck my ass, fuck it hard!" She grunts, egging me on, her body clearly built for this, her enjoyment obvious.

Her permission is all the encouragement I need. I let go, my body taking over, my thrusts becoming hard, fast, deep. The slap of my hips against her ass echoes through the room, a primal, percussive rhythm. My cock plunges into her again and again, my body humming with a pleasure so intense it feels like I'm vibrating.

I can feel my orgasm building, a familiar, tightening pressure in my balls, but this time it feels different, more intense. I know I won't last long, the newness and tightness of her ass too much for me to handle.

"Come for me, Jake," she moans, clearly able to feel my impending orgasm, her voice a husky, pleading whisper, "Fill my ass with your hot come. I want to feel it!"

"Oh fuck!" I exclaim with a loud, guttural groan as I slam into her, my body going rigid as I explode. My cock pulses, a hot, thick flood of come erupting from me and filling her tight, waiting ass. I can feel each spurt, each pulse of my release, as I empty myself into her, the pleasure so intense, my arms shaking as my whole body experiences an overload of pleasure, a twitching, jerking rod jammed deep in her ass, flooding her with semen.

I collapse onto her, my body slick with sweat, my breath coming in shuddering gasps. She lies beneath me, squirming happily, her ass clenching around my softening cock, milking the last few drops of come from me.

Kissing her shoulder, my breath hot, I carefully pull out of her and roll onto my back, utterly, utterly spent for the time being, Sarah looking at me with a wide grin.

"Enjoy your first time fucking a woman in the ass?"

"I...yeah...uh-huh," I say, or at least try to say, my brain still a fog of post-orgasmic ecstasy.

"Good," she whispers, rolling onto her side and curling into me, her head on my chest, her arm over my stomach, "Because that is definitely happening again," She adds, her leg draping over mine, her fingers tracing patterns on my stomach.

"Mmm," I murmur, my arm wrapping around her, pulling her closer, "I'm good with that."

For a long while, we just lie there, the only sounds our breathing and the low indistinct hum of the house. My hand roams over her back, my fingertips brushing over her skin. It's a comfortable, easy intimacy, a quiet contentment that feels completely natural and unforced.

Eventually, we hear a low distant noise slowly get closer, a deep, constant rumbling that cuts through the muffled silence of the snowbound world. It grows steadily, the sound of heavy machinery at work. A snowplow. The thought sends a pang through my chest, a sudden, sharp contraction of regret. The bubble, our perfect, self-contained world, is about to burst.

"Hear that?" Sarah murmurs, her head lifting from my chest, her eyes meeting mine. There's a flicker of something in her expression, a mirror of my own conflicted feelings. A reluctant acceptance.

"The plows," I say, my voice flat.

She nods, a small, sad sigh escaping her lips.

The rumbling continues to grow louder, soon accompanied by the scraping crunch of a giant blade pushing through the heavy snow right outside the house. We listen in silence, the sound a countdown to the end of our unrestricted fun. Reality, with all its complications and loyalties, is about to come knocking.

"We've probably only got an hour or two before Emma gets home," Sarah says, her fingers caressing my chest, "Which is good, of course, this is her home and she's been stuck at work all this time."

"Yeah," I say, agreeing with her. As much of a bummer as it is that I can't just spend the rest of my life naked with this MILF having orgasm after orgasm, Emma deserves to be able to come home.

"I guess now is when we have a talk about us, huh?" Sarah says, sounding a little reluctant.

"Yeah. Umm...what do you think we should do? Like...us?"

"What do you think, Jake?" Sarah asks back.

"I...I don't want this to end, if I'm honest, Sarah,"

"I don't want it to end either, Jake. I've been quietly attracted to you since the day Emma brought you here, but my duty as her mom has always prevented me from ever acting on those feelings, but I just...I just couldn't resist you anymore, and now that I've had you, all I feel is happiness and not guilt."

"I had no idea. I...I secretly fantasized about you, but I didn't know there was anything in return."

"And you were never supposed to, but I think we're well past that now huh?" Sarah says, a small smile on her lips. "So what do we do?"

"I...I've never felt the level of pleasure you gave me, Sarah. I don't want to go without that if I don't absolutely have to," I say, unwilling to let go of this MILF even if it's wrong.

"I feel the same, Jake. I need you inside me again. You've made me feel in a way I haven't in a very long time. Wanted. Sexy. Desirable. The way you look at me, at my body. It makes me tingle and get wet. Just from a look."

"But obviously, I don't want to hurt Emma. I can't imagine how sad she'd feel if she knew what we did...I don't think I want to break up with her. Is that bad?"

"No, I understand, Jake. She can never know. Stay with her, but...we can see each other on the side, like you're my dirty little secret and I'm yours," She purrs, the idea obviously thrilling her, her guilt getting replaced by seeing me as a forbidden fruit.

"Deal," I say, my own body reacting to the taboo nature of it all, feeling myself warm up, getting my cake but eating it too, already seeing all the times me and Sarah will be here alone and knowing that unlike in the past when I would look at my phone and Sarah would watch tv, we'll be having orgasm after orgasm with each other instead!

END

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

If you liked this, here are some of my other sex-filled Girlfriend’s MILF Mom-themed stories, with plenty more hot MILF action (Best Friend's Mom, FFFM Foursome, MILF Next Door, Mom’s Best Friend, Fertile MILF, Free Use, and MORE) on my author page:

My Girlfriend’s Asian MILF Mom And The Storm

Coffee With My Girlfriend's MILF Mom

Ex-Girlfriend’s MILF Mom Comes To Visit

Girlfriend’s MILF Mom Needs It Now

A Special Bond With My Ex-Girlfriend's Mom

Or hit ‘follow’ on my author page and see all my titles (300+ at the time of writing!)

Some of my covers are considered a little too ‘cheeky’ by Amazon and can only be seen on my author page. Don’t miss out on what could be your perfect fantasy, have a look!

Leo Michaels
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