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A SPECIAL BOND WITH MY EX-GIRLFRIEND’S MOM

By

LEO MICHAELS

Driving down a deserted back road in the late afternoon, I'm a little surprised when I see a car in the distance, with what looks like someone standing beside it, the first car I've seen since I hopped on this road, made practically obsolete ever since the bypass was finished.

"Is...is that Mandy?" I say to myself as I get closer, possibly recognising the car but most definitely recognising the woman. Mandy, my ex-girlfriend's mom, and a complete and utter babe, with thick hips, thick thighs and a chest absolutely made to distract every male on Earth, her thick tussle of hair framing a gorgeous face with thick, pouty, kissable lips and eyes that seductively pinned you to the spot when she looked at you.

Mandy had always been nice to me when I was with her daughter Emily, and even though Emily and I had broken up, Mandy had remained friendly to me on the rare occasions we bumped into each other.

Pulling up, I powered down the window, relief washing over her beautiful face, a tight-fitting pair of jeans hugging her ass, and a cute, low-cut top revealing her deep valley of cleavage.

"Mandy! What are you doing out here in the middle of nowhere?"

"Jake! Oh, thank God!" Mandy says, approaching my window with a grateful smile. "Car trouble. I've been here for an hour, and you're the first person to drive by."

Jumping out, I join her at her car. Farmland mixed with uncleared patches of land filled with trees surrounded us as far as the eye can see.

"Any idea what's wrong with it?" I ask, looking under the already opened hood like I'm going to see the answer that easily.

"No, it stopped working, and then once I came to a stop and tried to start it again, it just made this horrible grinding noise."

"Grinding noise? That's probably not good. Want to try turning it over for me and I'll have a listen?"

"Sure," Mandy replies, my eyes on her glorious butt as she turns and goes to the driver's seat, the car making, sure enough, a horrible grinding noise a few seconds later.

"Oof. Yeah, that's a crappy sound," I say as she comes back to stand with me at the opened hood.

"Any idea what it is?"

"Not really. I was hoping it was the click of the starter, maybe, then all you'd need is a jump start, which I could have done. But that was...expensive sounding, sorry."

"Haha, it usually is with cars these days," Mandy replies, momentary hope I could use my man-skills to magic it fixed fading."

"You said you've been out here an hour? You didn't call AAA or something?"

"No phone, I wanted to enjoy a peaceful trip down nostalgia lane without any beeps or boops coming from my pocket. But of course the one time I leave without it, I could actually use it."

"Murphy's law. But...nostalgia lane?" I ask, curious.

Mandy's face blushes a little, like she's inadvertently said a little too much, but she smiles at me.

"Yeah... there are a few spots out here that have some great memories attached to them when I was younger...and a little more wild."

"Oh? Haha, I think I understand, like the backseat of a car for many teenagers is a great memory."

"Something like that, maybe," She admits, her smile widening as her face blushes deeper, "But what about you, why're you out here?"

"Ever since the bypass was finished, this road is empty. I like to...ahh..." I pause for a second, before thinking what the hell and continuing, "I like to see how fast I can get my rig going. Way more fun than the monotone of the freeway."

"Haha, of course. A young man likes to drive his car fast for the thrill of it. Not exactly front page news, is it?"

"Heh, no. So, you want a ride back into town? I promise I'll be a good boy and keep it under 55."

"That'd be great, thanks," Mandy replies with a relieved smile, closing up her car and joining me in mine, a comfortable sedan with maybe a little extra under the hood.

She settles into the passenger seat, and I can't help but watch as she pulls the seatbelt across her chest. The diagonal strap doesn't just lie there; it disappears, swallowed whole by the incredible depth of her cleavage. The fabric sinks deep between her breasts, making them look even larger and fuller than they already do normally. They strain against her top, the soft flesh bulging around the seatbelt strap like a river flowing around a stone. My throat goes dry.

"There we go," she says, clicking the buckle into place and forcing me to shake my head and stop staring like a drooling idiot.

I start the engine, the sudden roar a welcome distraction. But the image is burned into my mind. I pull back onto the asphalt and accelerate, the car eating up the empty miles. We drive in silence for a few minutes, the only sounds the hum of the tires and the throb of the engine.

"So," She says, turning her head to me from looking out the window, "You seeing anyone these days?"

"No...not since. Well, you know."

"Yeah. I still don't get it, Jake. What happened?"

"Honestly, I've no idea. I thought everything was great until the day it wasn't, apparently. Has she ever given you any clues as to why?" I ask, over Emily but still wishing I had something closer to an answer for some proper closure.

"No, you're a bit of a taboo subject in our house, Jake," Mandy says with a smile, rolling her eyes to let me know she thinks that's silly.

"Hah. Well, what about you, seeing anyone these days?"

"Me? Pfft! No one's knocking on this old bag's door, Jakey," She replies with a chuckle, but for a second I feel like I can sense actual sadness in her tone before she quickly hides it.

"You're not old and you're definitely not a bag, Mandy," I say, a small bump at that exact moment making her boobs bounce spectacularly and my throat close up, forcing myself to look straight ahead lest I start boning up right here in front of her.

"I'm old enough to be your mother, Jake," Mandy replies, her expression playful, "So I can't exactly be young, can I?"

"And I'm old enough to be someone's father, but at 21 I'm still young, so checkmate," I retort good-naturedly.

"Touche," She replies, looking out the window, a small half-acre or so of thickly wooded land nestled between farmland ahead getting her attention, "Oh, there it is!"

"What?"

"One of the destination points of my little nostalgia lane checklist. A bunch of us had a party in that wood, a long time ago," She explains, her voice wistful.

"Would you like me to stop?"

"No, I don't want to annoy you any extra than I already am," She says, but I can hear the longing in her voice.

"Nonsense, this sounds like a good chance to learn a bit of Mandy-lore," I reply.

Slowing down to a stop, we pull up beside the wooded area, the 'fence' between us and it looking 100 years old, the posts ancient and only one knee-high bit of wire remaining.

"Oh my God, it hasn't changed at all," She says as I cut the engine, the sudden silence feeling vast, the only sound a gentle breeze rustling the leaves.

"You want to go in?" I ask.

"Yeah, that'd be nice," She replies, a dreamy look in her eye.

Jumping out, I jog around to open her door for her.

"A gentleman! Nice. Haven't had one of those in a while," She says, accepting my offered hand as she gets out, holding it just that second longer than necessary as she stands, giving it a little squeeze before letting go.

Stepping over the decrepit fence, we follow a barely visible path into the woods, the canopy of leaves overhead immediately making it darker, a carpet of moss covering the ground and muffling our footsteps.

"So, what happened at this party?" I ask, my curiosity piqued.

"Oh, you know, the usual. Too much cheap alcohol, a bonfire, a whole lot of hormones running wild," She says, a fond smile on her face.

We come to a small clearing, a large flat stone in the middle of it looking as old as the fence outside.

"Even the rock is still here. I mixed drinks on this rock, because I kept spilling the bottle when I tried to stand it on the ground."

I smile, enjoying the faraway look in her eyes as she relives a memory from decades ago, watching her as she walks slowly about, pointing at things or areas and filling me in. Andrew puked a bucket's worth of beer behind this tree. Andrea got with Toby for the first time, but guess what, they're still together even now. Christine fell over and sprained her ankle, and so on.

"And then there was John," Mandy says with a sigh, looking at what appears to me to be nothing but a mossy patch of ground, but to Mandy obviously contains a young man.

Alarming myself, I feel a prickle of jealousy hit me, almost laughing out loud as I realise I'm getting jealous of a man I've never met from 30 years ago for a woman I've never been with.

"John was your boyfriend?" I ask neutrally, again feeling myself prickle.

"No. I wanted him to be, so very, very much, but it never happened. But here, at this party, this was supposed to be the night I would woo him, so to speak."

"What happened?" I ask, feeling relieved and then feeling amused at my relief.

"I just never plucked up the courage. And John was like most boys, absolutely unable to pick up on subtle hints, so I was going to fill up on Dutch courage and straight up tell him I wanted him."

"He said no?"

"He never said anything. I ended up somewhere over there with Cindy holding my hair while I threw up and cried for the rest of the night after a little too much of the Dutch courage." Mandy reveals, chuckling and shaking her head. "Then I heard he'd started going out with Theresa about a week later and he was never single at the same time as me for as long as we were in the same friend circles." She shrugs. "Such is life."

"Kinda one of those multiverse moments huh? A Mandy that approaches John and a Mandy that doesn't." I say, looking around the woods, wondering how many other memories are contained within it.

"You watch too much sci-fi, Jake," Mandy teases. "But yeah. Anyway, that's enough about my tragic teenage love life. I should probably let you get home, you've been more than kind enough to indulge me already."

"Nonsense, I'm enjoying hearing about your rom-com teenage love life. I'm in no rush. I'm a gentleman, remember?" I say with a grin.

"So you are," Mandy replies with a smile, her gaze holding mine for a fraction too long.

The air in the clearing suddenly feels different now, heavier somehow. The memories have painted this place with an invisible layer of emotion for Mandy, and it's clear. The gentle breeze that was rustling the leaves a few moments ago has died down, leaving the woods in a profound silence. I feel like I can hear my own heartbeat as I watch her.

"Thank you for stopping, Jake," Mandy says, her voice softer than before. "And for listening."

"Always," I say, the word popping out before I can stop it, a little too intimate, but Mandy just smiles, a genuine, warm smile that reaches her eyes.

"I think maybe Emily was quite stupid for breaking up with you," She says suddenly, and seemingly without context, except for the unknowable thoughts in her head.

"Heh, something something nice guys finish last?" I reply lightly, although Mandy's eyes are making me feel a tingle through my body as she looks at me, her expression sweet and...almost hungry?

"Not always," Mandy says back, her voice lower, suddenly more sultry.

The words hang in the still air between us, thick with unspoken meaning. My cock stirs in my jeans, a slow, lazy throb that has me biting my lip nervously. Her eyes drop to my lips for a second before meeting my gaze again. I can feel a growing, aching need for the woman standing in front of me, a woman who is my ex's mother, a woman whom I shouldn't even be thinking about this way.

And now, without thinking, my body on automatic, I take a half-step forward. She doesn't move back. My hand comes up, my fingers brushing a stray lock of hair from her cheek. Her skin is soft, warm. She leans into my touch, just for a second, my body trembling, my breath shuddering from this simplest of touches.

"We…we should probably get back to town so we can get your car seen to," I say, the words a struggle to form, the moral compass part of my brain making a last-ditch effort to do the ‘right’ thing.

"Yeah, we probably should," she whispers, but she doesn't move.

My thumb traces the line of her jaw. Watching her watch me watching her. I can't believe I'm actually doing this, making a genuine move on my ex's mom. A fantasy that I've had a million times, becoming a reality in front of me, my cock fully hard now, my head hot and spinning with lust.

"Mandy..." My voice is a ragged whisper. I don't know what to say. Wanting her so badly, frozen to the spot.

She closes the remaining distance between us. Her hands come up to rest on my chest, and I can feel the heat of her palms through my shirt. She tilts her head back as she looks up at me, her eyes as hungry as mine.

I lower my head, and our lips meet. The kiss is hesitant at first, a soft, tentative exploration. But then a soft moan escapes her lips, and the kiss deepens, the dam bursting. My tongue slides into her mouth, tasting her, and she meets it with her own. My hands move down to her waist, pulling her flush against me. Her breasts, full and soft, press against my chest, and the last of my control shatters. The kiss becomes hungry, desperate, a frantic exploration of one another.

Her hands slide from my chest up around my neck, her fingers tangling in my hair. She pulls me closer, grinding her hips against mine. My burning hot erection presses into her belly, a clear, undeniable statement of my desire. I feel her shudder, a soft gasp escaping her lips as she feels my length throbbing against her.

"Oh, Jake," she breathes against my mouth, "You're so hard."

"Hard because of you, Mandy," I whisper in response, feeling a bit silly but also being completely honest, my hands sliding down from her waist to cup the glorious curves of her ass. I pull her even tighter against me, letting her feel even moreso what she's doing to me.

"Good boy," she gasps, the words sending a jolt of pure electricity through me, her crotch grinding against mine. I feel my cock twitch in my jeans, straining against the denim. Her hands slide down my back, tracing the line of my spine before coming to rest on my ass, pulling me against her with a newfound urgency, the two of us making out like a couple of lovesick teens.

I break the kiss, my lips trailing a path of hot kisses down her neck. I nip at the sensitive skin where her neck meets her shoulder, and she cries out, her fingers tightening in my hair. I suck on the skin, leaving a small, red mark. She whimpers, her hips bucking against me.

"Do you want me, Jake?" she asks, her voice a raw, needy plea.

"More than anything else in the world," I murmur back, my lips against her skin as I hold her ass tight, my hips thrusting, the two of us dry humping feverishly. Her moans are driving me insane, my cock a rock-hard bar of steel.

Her hands slide between us, her fingers fumbling with the button on my jeans. I hear the soft pop as it comes undone, and then the rasp of my zipper being pulled down. Her hand slips inside, her fingers brushing against the head of my cock through my boxers. I groan, my hips thrusting forward, desperate for more contact.

"Mandy," I gasp, my voice strained.

"Shh," she whispers, her fingers tracing the outline of my cock. "Let me."

She pushes my jeans and boxers down over my hips, and my cock springs free, slapping against my stomach with a soft thud. I can hear her sharp intake of breath as she gets her first look at me, completely hard and ready for her.

"Oh, my," she says, her voice a mixture of awe and lust. "You're a big boy, aren't you, Jake?"

I just nod, unable to speak, my breath caught in my throat as she wraps her fingers around my shaft. Her touch is light at first, a tentative exploration, but then her grip tightens, and she starts to stroke me, her movements slow and deliberate. I watch as her thumb smears a drop of pre-come over the head of my cock, and I have to fight back the urge to come right then and there.

"So big," she murmurs, her eyes glued to my cock as she continues to stroke me. "So very, very big."

She drops to her knees in the mossy clearing, the soft green cushioning her. She looks up at me, her eyes dark with desire, and then she leans forward, her tongue darting out to lick the pre-come from the tip of my cock. The sensation is electric, and I groan, my hands instinctively going to her head, my fingers tangling in her hair.

"Mandy," I gasp, my hips bucking forward as she takes me into her mouth. Her lips are soft and wet, her tongue swirling around the head of my cock, teasing me, driving me wild. She takes me deeper, her tongue stroking the underside of my shaft as she bobs her head up and down. I can feel the head of my cock hitting the back of her throat, and she doesn't gag, just takes me even deeper, her nose pressing into my pubic hair.

She's done this before. The thought flashes through my mind, a pang of possessiveness hitting me, but it's quickly replaced by a wave of pure, utter lust as she starts to suck in earnest, her cheeks hollowing, her movements becoming more urgent.

I look down at her, at the woman I've fantasized about for years, the woman who was supposed to be off-limits, the woman who is now on her knees in front of me, my cock buried in her throat. Her eyes are locked onto mine, her face a mask of concentration and pleasure, and I can see the gentle swell of her breasts beneath her low-cut top. The sight is almost too much, my hands in her hair just for the look of the thing as she needs no guidance, her head bobbing back and forth perfectly, her speed, her suction, her hand coming up to cradle my balls, all perfect.

She pulls back, a string of saliva connecting her lips to the head of my cock. She looks up at me, her lips swollen and glistening, a wicked smile on her face.

"You like that, Jakey? You like it when I suck your big, hard cock?" she asks, her voice husky with desire.

"God, yes," I manage to choke out, my balls aching with need.

"And do you think you'd like to shoot a big hot load from this big hard cock down my throat?" She purrs, her hand stroking my slick shaft while she speaks, her other hand still nestling my balls.

"Mm-hmm," I croak, her words so filthy, my heart hammering, Mandy, the sexy but sweet mother of my ex, now talking to me in a way I would have never dreamed could really happen.

She chuckles, a low, throaty sound that goes straight to my groin.

"Good. Because I want to taste you, Jake. I want to feel you come in my mouth."

And with that, she takes me back into her mouth, her movements even more urgent than before. I can feel my climax building quickly, her skills unlike any woman I've had before, a tightening in my groin, a tingling in my balls. My hips start to thrust, fucking her mouth, and she takes it, her hands gripping my ass, pulling me deeper.

I'm close, so close, the world narrowing to the warm, wet cavern of her mouth, the sight of her lips stretched around my cock, the feel of her tongue on my skin. I try to warn her, to pull back, but her hands are like iron on my ass, holding me in place.

"Mandy, I'm gonna..." I gasp, my body tensing, my hips bucking.

But she just moans in response, the vibrations sending me over the edge. I cry out, my back arching as I come, my cock pulsing, filling her mouth with my hot, thick seed. She swallows, her throat working, taking every last drop, her lips tightening around my shaft, milking me for all I'm worth, spurt after spurt of my load flooding her mouth, not a single drop of semen getting past the suction seal of her lips, the pull of her mouth on each outward head bob making my legs shake, like she's gonna take my glans right off, my knob buzzing with extra sensitivity.

Spent, standing there shaking, my breath ragged, I watch her smile up at me as her mouth leaves my cock, licking her lips and opening wide to prove she swallowed it all, her eyes mischievous as they watch me look at her with puppy love and awe.

"Holy shit, Mandy," I pant, helping her to her feet, Mandy seemingly amused at my post-nut dumbfounded expression.

Leaning in close, her fingers running through my hair, she kisses my neck.

"If you thought that was good, just imagine how great it's going to be when you fuck my brains out, Jakey-boy," Mandy says, her voice a husky promise as she nibbles my earlobe, giving me goosebumps.

I stare at her open-mouthed, shocked but in the best way possible. I can only imagine my expression as Mandy chuckles sweetly at it, this utter cougar that has found her prey, albeit a very willing piece of meat.

"Not used to hearing a woman talk like that, Jake?" She purrs, her hands caressing my chest. Looking and touching me appreciatively.

"No...no. But it's really fucking hot," I confess, my hands on her now, holding her waist, looking down at her as she smiles up at me, obviously perfectly aware that I'm under her spell.

"I learnt right here all those years ago, Jake, if I want the man, don't hesitate," Mandy says, her smile widening, "And I definitely want you."

Looking down at my spent cock, still glistening with Mandy's saliva, I smile back, "You know, I was starting to get that impression around the time your mouth was wrapped around my shaft." I jest.

Mandy giggles, "A little bit of a clue, huh?" She says, before pulling me in for another kiss. This one is different from the last. It's slower, more deliberate, a slow burn rather than an inferno. Her tongue slides into my mouth. My cock, which I thought was done for at least a little while, twitches, a flicker of life in the aftermath of my orgasm.

She breaks the kiss, "I want you, Jake," she whispers, her hands sliding down my back to cup my ass, pulling me against her. "I want all of you. Again and again."

My hands are already moving, fumbling with the hem of her top. I lift it up, over her head, and she raises her arms to help me. Her hair, a tousled mess from my fingers, cascades around her shoulders as the top falls away. And there they are. Her breasts, even more spectacular than I had imagined. They're huge, heavy, and natural, with large nipples that are already hard, begging for my touch as they make small tents in the fabric of her bra. They spill out of the cups of it, the fabric straining to contain them.

I reach behind her, my fingers fumbling with what I think is the clasp of her bra, every second feeling like I'm more and more of an inexperienced lover, Mandy chuckling as she reaches in front of her, revealing it to be a front clasping bra, undoing it with a single hand, the cups falling away and leaving her massive breasts bare for my eyes, my cock twitching as I stare at them, her areolas large and light pink to match her nipples, Mandy bouncing on the spot a little for me, her heavy breasts swaying and rocking hypnotically.

"You like?" She asks, biting her lip innocently, although she must already know I do. Very much. I can only nod in response, my hands reaching out to cup them, the soft flesh heavy in my hands, my fingers sinking in as I squeeze, my thumbs circling her hard nipples, making her gasp.

"They're...perfect," I manage to say, my voice hoarse with desire. "So fucking perfect."

"Then show me how much you like them," she purrs, her hands on mine, guiding them, encouraging me.

I lean down, my lips closing around one of her hard nipples. I suck, gently at first, then harder, my tongue swirling around the sensitive bud. She moans, her hands tangling in my hair, pulling me closer. I move to the other breast, giving it the same attention, my other hand continuing to knead and squeeze her other breast, my other free hand undoing the button and zipper of her jeans. Her skin is hot to the touch, and I can feel the heat radiating from her sex.

I push her jeans down over her hips, along with her plain cotton panties, and they pool around her ankles. She kicks them away, standing before me completely naked now, her body a masterpiece of soft curves and lush flesh. The small patch of downy hair at the junction of her thighs is neatly trimmed, a triangle pointing to the promised land. I can smell her arousal, a sweet, musky scent that makes my head spin, and my cock starts to swell again, every primal instinct telling me to fuck this woman

I drop to my knees in front of her, my hands on her hips, and I look up at her. She's looking down at me, biting her lip, looking so fucking gorgeous.

"You're so fucking sexy," I confess, blurting it out, the view awe-inspiring from down here, the plump bump of her mons, her massive breasts, her soft, feminine tummy, her thick thighs, my hands caressing them and her hips as I scooch closer.

Not waiting for a reply, I lean my face into her sex, feeling her heat as she spreads her thighs for me, giving me access as my tongue slides along her slit, already sopping wet and slippery, sucking her clit as I come to the top of her pussy, Mandy's fingers slipping into my hair, holding my head to her sex as she starts to grind her hips against me, a soft, pleasured sigh escaping her.

My tongue finds her entrance, swirling and probing, tasting her. She tastes amazing, almost sweet, and I can't get enough. I eat her out with a hunger I haven't felt for any other woman, my tongue delving deep, exploring every fold and crevice of her. Her moans grow louder, her hips grinding against my face, her movements becoming more erratic, her grip on my hair possessive.

My cock is fully hard again now, throbbing and desperate to be inside her. But I ignore it, my focus solely on her, on the woman who blew my mind with how well she blew me. I want to make her come, I want to feel her lose control, to hear her moan my name as I bring her to the peak of pleasure.

I slide two fingers into her, curling them upwards, searching for that special spot. I find it, and she cries out, her body tensing, her thighs tightening around my head. I rub that spot, my tongue continuing its assault on her clit, and I can feel her body starting to tremble.

"Oh, God, Jake! Right there! Don't stop!" she gasps, her voice a desperate plea, her fingers tightening.

I don't stop. I increase the pressure, my tongue flicking faster, my fingers moving in a steady rhythm. I can feel her walls clenching around my fingers, a sign that she's close. I redouble my efforts, my own arousal growing with hers.

"Jake! I'm...I'm...oh, God!" she cries out, her body convulsing as her orgasm hits her. I can feel the waves of pleasure wash over her, her muscles spasming around my fingers. I hold her steady, my hand gripping her ass, pulling her onto my face, my tongue and fingers continuing their movements, drawing out her pleasure for as long as possible, feeling her buck and thrust against me, trying to fuck my face, the sounds of her pleasure the ultimate aphrodisiac.

She's panting, her body limp, her hands now resting on my head like she's using me to stay upright as I finally pull away gently. I look up at her, a smug grin on my glistening face. Her skin is flushed, her eyes are glazed with satisfaction, and her lips are parted as she tries to catch her breath.

"Wow," she says, her voice a mere whisper. "Just...wow."

Her words of satisfaction make my ego swell a hundredfold, knowing I made this utter MILF feel so good as I get to my feet. My cock is throbbing, Mandy's eyes sinking to it hungrily as I stand there watching her recover.

"Looks like someone is ready for some of that sex I was talking about earlier," She purrs, still recovering but keen for more.

Taking off my clothes eagerly, I lay them on the softest patch of moss I can see, making a small, extra soft area for Mandy to sit on without worrying about a twig in her butt.

"Such a gentleman," she purrs, watching me build, before sitting on the offered spot, looking up at me now, her legs slightly parted, giving me a tantalizing glimpse of her glistening folds, Mandy giving me a sensual come-hither hand motion.

I kneel between her legs, my heart hammering, my hands tracing a path up her thighs, my thumbs skimming the edges of her sex. She shivers, her hips lifting in a silent invitation. I lean over her as she lies back onto the clothing and moss bed, my body covering hers, my cock resting against her wet heat.

Reaching between us, she grasps my shaft and slides my glans along her slit a few times, lubricating it and making me gasp as the impossible softness on her inner lips caresses my knob. I watch her face as she guides me into her, her expression a mixture of concentration and pure, unadulterated lust. Her eyes are wide, her lips parted, and she lets out a long, slow moan as I sink into her, her slick walls parting to welcome me.

"Oh, Jake," she gasps, her hands gripping my shoulders as my length slowly disappears into her. I groan, my head thrown back, the feeling of her tight, wet heat enveloping me almost too much to bear. I push deeper, until I'm buried to the hilt, my balls resting against her ass.

"You feel...so good," I manage to say, my voice strained. "So tight."

"You're just so big," she replies, her hands sliding down my back to my ass, her fingers digging in, encouraging me to move. "So much bigger than I'm used to."

The words send a jolt of pride through me. I start to move, my hips pulling back before thrusting forward again, setting a slow, steady rhythm. The sounds of our bodies meeting, the wet slap of skin on skin, fills the small clearing, mingling with the rustle of leaves overhead.

"Mmm, yes," she moans, her hips rising to meet my thrusts, her legs wrapping around my waist, pulling me deeper. "That's it, Jake. Fuck me. Fuck me with that big, hard cock."

Her filthy words spur me on. My movements become faster, more urgent, my thrusts harder, deeper. I'm fucking her now, really fucking her, my body taking over, driven by a primal need to claim this woman, to mark her as mine.

I look down at her, at the woman I've fantasized about countless times, now naked beneath me, her massive breasts bouncing with every thrust. I watch her face, a mask of pure ecstasy, her lips parted, her eyes closed in bliss. The sight is intoxicating, a fuel for my fire, and I feel my own climax building already, a familiar tightening in my balls.

But I'm not ready for this to end. I slow my movements, forcing myself to rein it in, my thrusts becoming long and deep, prolonging the pleasure for both of us, her eyes opening and her mouth curling into a smile as she looks up at me, concentrating on fucking her as well as I can.

"Mmm, good boy," She whispers, her eyes closing again as she returns to enjoying the pleasure.

After a few minutes of this, I pluck up the courage to request a change of position.

"I want to see you ride me, Mandy," I say, my voice a low moan, her pussy gripping and massaging my cock with every thrust.

Her eyes fly open, a spark of excitement in their depths. She unwraps her legs from my waist, and I pull out of her, my cock glistening with her juices. I lie down on the makeshift bed of clothes, my cock standing straight up and pulsating, a silent invitation.

She straddles me, her knees on either side of my hips, her wet heat hovering just above my waiting shaft. She looks down at me, a goddess in the leafy sunlight, her hair framing her gorgeous face. She takes my cock in her hand, stroking it a few times, her touch firm and sure. Then she positions me at her entrance, and slowly, torturously slowly, she sinks down onto me.

"Oh, God, Jake," she moans, her head thrown back, her breasts thrusting forward, a magnificent sight. I watch, mesmerized, as my length disappears into her, inch by incredible inch.

Once I'm fully inside her, she starts to move, her hips rolling back and forth in a slow, sensual rhythm. She rises and falls, her tight walls gripping me, massaging me, driving me wild. Her hands are on my chest for support, her fingers digging into my skin. I reach up, my hands cupping her magnificent breasts, my thumbs circling her hard nipples.

"That's it, Jake," she gasps, her movements becoming more urgent, her hips grinding against me. "Touch me. Play with my tits."

I do as she asks, my hands kneading her soft flesh, my fingers pinching and pulling at her sensitive nipples. She cries out, her back arching, her movements becoming more erratic. She's riding me hard now, her body bouncing, her breasts jiggling with every movement, a hypnotic, awe-inspiring sight. I thrust up to meet her, my hips rising from the ground, driving into her, our bodies meeting in a wet, slapping rhythm.

"Yes! Yes! Just like that!" she cries out, her head thrown back, her face a mask of pure ecstasy. "Ungh! Fuck yes, Jake! Fuck yes!"

I can feel her body tensing, her walls clenching around my cock. Her eyes screwed shut as she grinds back and forth, back and forth on me, her clit rubbing on the base of my cock, a growing tremble throughout all her movements

"Come for me, Mandy," I moan for her, my hips bucking up to meet her downward thrusts, wondering if sexy talk will do to this MILF what this MILFs sexy talk does to me. "Come all over my big, hard cock."

And indeed, my words seem to push her over the edge. She cries out, a long, guttural moan of pure pleasure as her orgasm crashes over her, thrashing back and forth desperately, her hands clamping over mine on her breasts, silently begging me to squeeze them harder as she climaxes, her pussy literally contracting and uncontracting rapidly around my cock, her walls practically vibrating as she gushes with orgasm, her head forward now, staring deep into my eyes as she grunts and gasps, grinding like a madwoman on my cock, possessed and horny.

Unable to hold it in any longer, I sit up, hugging her, her mouth desperately latching to mine, kissing me madly as my own orgasm hits, my cock a red hot bar of steel as what feels like piping hot come shoots out its length and deep into her womb, the two of us rocking back and forth, every tremble of my body sending another spurt deep inside her, flooding her sex with my thick semen, moaning into each others mouths, holding her tight as she holds me.

Slowly coming down from our orgasms, we still kiss, but slower now, each kiss lingering amidst us getting our breath back, Mandy caressing my head, her pussy still impaled hotly on my slowly wilting shaft, our laps soaked in sex, wet and slippery. After a few minutes of soft, gentle kissing, Mandy starts to gently laugh, making me smile as well as she kisses my neck.

"Holy shit, Jake," Mandy whispers, making me smile proudly. "You really are something else."

"You're the something else, Mandy. I've never...that was..." I try to say, but words fail me.

"Compromise: we're both something else?" Mandy retorts with a giggle, stroking my hair, looking at me with open fondness. Her gaze is soft, satisfied, a stark contrast to the raw hunger I saw a minute earlier.

"That works," I reply with a chuckle, my hands stroking her back, feeling the slickness of her skin, a sheen of sweat making her glow in the dappled light. She leans back, and my now-soft cock slips out of her with a wet sound. A trickle of our combined juices follows, pooling on my abdomen. Mandy doesn't seem to care. She traces a pattern through the mess with her fingertip, her eyes following the movement with a strange, quiet fascination.

"You know," she says, her voice soft, "I haven't felt like this in...a very, very long time."

"Like what?"

"Alive," she says simply, looking up at me, her eyes happy. "Desired. Truly, properly desired. Not just...tolerated."

I reach out, my thumb gently stroking her cheek. "You are so fucking desirable, Mandy. Any man who doesn't see that is a blind idiot."

A slow smile spreads across her face. She leans in and kisses me, a soft, gentle press of her lips. It's not passionate this time, not hungry. It's...tender.

The tender moment is broken by a sudden gust of wind that rustles the leaves overhead with a violent shiver. The sun, already getting low in the sky, sinks behind a cloud, and a noticeable chill settles over the woods. Goosebumps rise on Mandy's arms.

I notice it immediately. "You're cold," I say, starting to get up.

"Just a little," she admits, hugging her arms around herself. "The sun's going down."

I stand and start collecting our discarded clothes. I shake out her jeans and top, then my own. "We should get dressed. And then we should probably get you home. Or to a mechanic. Or...somewhere."

"Somewhere," Mandy repeats softly, taking her top from me and pulling it over her head. I watch as she wriggles into her jeans, the movements graceful and natural. There's no awkwardness between us, no post-coital shyness. It's as if we've been doing this for years.

Once we're both dressed, I take her hand. It doesn't feel weird or forced, but completely natural, the two of us walking along the faint path back to my car, our fingers intertwined.

I unlock the doors and we both slide into the car, the sudden warmth of its interior a welcome relief, the temperature dropping quickly now.

I start the engine and pull back onto the empty road. We drive in silence for a few minutes, a question on the edge of my lips, but not wanting to ask it as it will probably signify the end of our time together, at least for now.

"So," I say, reluctantly breaking the silence eventually. "Where to? Your place? A mechanic? A motel with a nice big bed?" I add, smiling but secretly hoping she'd say yes.

"Can you take me home? You don't have to worry about bumping into Emily, she's gone for the weekend, so it would just be us two, alone," Mandy says in a quiet voice, her hand coming over to rest on my thigh as she says it, watching me and waiting for the penny to drop.

"You mean, as in...you know?" I croak, my hands squeezing the steering wheel while she teasingly squeezes my thigh.

"Yes, Jakey-boy, as in come back to my place and fuck my brains out some more. But only if that's ok with you?" She says, biting her lip at the last bit and looking at me coquettishly.

I nod, my smile widening, forcing myself not to hammer the gas pedal, a tingle of anticipation spreading through me, Mandy chuckling at my obvious excitement, her hand sliding over a bit more to cup my cock and balls, looking out the window innocently like she isn't doing anything of the sort.

15 of the longest minutes later, I pull into her driveway, the sky now dark but for the stars.

"So, like, you wanna come in for a coffee or something?" Mandy says in mock-nonchalant, her smile wide, her body clearly as keen for the next session as mine is.

"Hmm, I like the sound of the 'or something'. I've got a feeling it might involve a naked babe," I reply, the two of us getting out of the car and making our way to her front door, our fingers once again becoming entwined as we go

"A distinct possibility," Mandy murmurs, kissing my cheek as she unlocks her front door, the two of us stepping inside into a warm, welcoming home, the door closing behind us with a click, Mandy switching on a light and turning to me, her arms wrapping around my waist, pulling me in for a kiss, the two of us making out as we start to stumble towards her bedroom, lingering thoughts that the last time I was here I was going out with her daughter soon pushed aside as her tongue starts to wrestle with mine, her arousal desperate.

My hands are all over her, my cock rock hard again. I fumble with the button on her jeans, my eagerness making my fingers clumsy. She chuckles against my mouth, her hands coming up to cover mine, helping me.

"Easy there, tiger," she whispers, her lips brushing against my ear. "We've got all night."

She pushes my hands away and undoes her jeans herself, her movements slow and deliberate. She slides them down her legs, kicking them aside, then she takes my hand and leads me down the hall, her hips swaying with a sensual rhythm that hypnotizes me.

Her bedroom is warm and inviting, a room I've never been in but walked past a million times, the bed large and covered with a soft, fluffy duvet. She turns to face me, her expression hungry. She pulls her top over her head, and I'm treated once again to the sight of her magnificent breasts, so full and heavy, standing before me in just her cotton panties, so white and pure on such a sensuous woman.

"Your turn," She says, pulling my shirt over my head, my muscles flexing for her as she tosses it aside. Mandy's eyes rove over my chest and stomach, her appreciation obvious. She reaches out, her fingers tracing the lines of my abs.

"So strong," she whispers, her hands moving to the button on my jeans. She undoes them slowly, her knuckles brushing against my hard cock.

She pushes my jeans and boxers down, and my cock springs free as I kick them aside. She wraps her fingers around my shaft, her touch light and teasing. She strokes me a few times, smearing pre-come over the head.

"Someone's eager," she purrs, her eyes locked onto mine.

"You have no idea," I rasp, my hands going to her hips, pulling her against me.

She playfully disengages and climbs onto the bed, beckoning me to join her. I do, my body covering hers, my cock resting against her soft heat. I kiss her, and she kisses back fervently, a deep, passionate kiss that leaves us both breathless.

I kiss my way down her body, my lips and tongue exploring every curve and hollow. I linger at her breasts, my tongue circling her hard nipples, my hands kneading the soft flesh. She arches her back, a soft moan escaping her lips.

I continue my journey south, my tongue tracing a path down her stomach, my hands stroking her thighs before hooking my thumbs under the elastic of her panties and tugging them off her and tossing them away. Mandy squirming with anticipation as my mouth reaches her sex, her glistening folds a sight to behold. I part her with my fingers, my tongue finding her clit, already firm and begging for attention. I flick my tongue against the sensitive bud, her hips bucking in response.

I eat her out, my tongue delving deep, tasting her. She tastes even sweeter here, in the comfort of her own bed, her musky scent filling my senses. I put my hands on the underside of her thighs and lift them, guiding her legs over my shoulders, her calves resting on my back, her pussy even more exposed and easily accessible for my prying tongue.

I push my tongue as deep as I can into her pussy, sucking her lips as I tongue-fuck her soft hole, Mandy staring at me open-mouthed and in ecstasy, her hands filled with my hair, loud grunts escaping her every time I slide my tongue in, feeling her walls clench on it, trying to grip it.

I move my mouth back to her clit, sucking it, my lips wrapped around her fleshy little jelly bean and feeling her shake in response as I slide two fingers into her, curling them upwards, once again rubbing that special spot.

"Hnnnn, fuck yes! Fuck yes, Jakey-boy!" she cries out, her hands tangling in my hair, pulling me even closer, her eyes wild as she watches me feasting on her wet pussy.

I increase the pressure, my tongue flicking faster, sucking harder, my fingers moving in a steady rhythm. I can feel her walls clenching around my fingers like they did my tongue, and then suddenly she's coming, her body convulsing as waves of pleasure wash over her. I hold her steady, my hands gripping her thighs, my tongue and fingers continuing their movements, drawing out her pleasure for as long as possible, her eyes finally clenching shut, her head shaking and her mouth agape, panting and swearing as she coats my face in her orgasm.

Gasping, her body limp, her legs sliding off my back in ragdoll fashion, and her fingers now resting in my hair. I look up at her, my face glistening with her juices.

"Jesus fuck, Jake," she says, her voice a mere whisper. "I mean...yeah," She adds, a light giggle coming from her.

I crawl up her body, kissing as I go, her body still twitching in aftershocks, my cock soon resting against her mons and lower abdomen, throbbing. I kiss her, feeling a tremble in her lips. She answers by wrapping her shaky legs around my waist, her heels digging into my ass, pulling me even closer.

"Fuck me, Jake," she whispers, her hands on my shoulders, her nails digging into my skin. "Fuck me now. I need this big, hard cock in me. Now."

Already aroused, but loving to hear her speak like that. I position myself at her entrance, and with one smooth thrust, I'm buried inside her to the hilt, her pussy slippery and accommodating but still insanely tight. We both groan, Mandy's eyelids fluttering as I shiver in pleasure at the grip of her walls as they squeeze my girth.

I start to move, my hips pulling back before thrusting forward again, setting a slow, steady pace. The sounds of our bodies meeting, the wet slap of skin on skin, mingling with our moans and gasps.

"You feel so good," I groan, my head buried in the crook of her neck.

"You too," she replies, her hands sliding down my back to my ass to join her heels, her fingers digging in, encouraging me to move with both feet and hands. "So big, so hard."

Her words spur me on. My movements become faster, more urgent, my thrusts harder, deeper, my body taking over, driven by a primal need to be inside this woman.

I lift my head and look down at her, her massive breasts bouncing with every thrust. I watch her face, a mask of pure ecstasy, her lips parted, her eyes closed in bliss. The sight is intoxicating, and I can feel my own climax building, her pussy is just so good.

"Mmm, I can feel him getting ready to shoot," Mandy whispers, opening her eyes and surprising me a little, "He starts to do this little extra throb when he's close," She adds in explanation, seeing my quizzical expression.

Something about the way she knows my body makes me so horny, I find myself scooping my hands under ass, a wild look in my eyes as I start to fuck her even harder, my face inches from hers, Mandy smiling sweetly, biting her lip and looking back at me, her eyes borderline loving.

"That's it, Jake. Fill me, fill me with your hot young come. Fill my tight little pussy," She purrs, her hands and heels pulling me in.

"Oh fuuuuck!" I yell, her words sending me over the edge and making my body start to spasm as eruptions of hot semen flood her sex, bucking and thrusting wildly as I attempt to put every drop of come in my body into hers, feeling her clench and unclench, milking my shaft as it jerks and pulsates inside her, my entire body shaking as the best orgasm I've ever had consumes me.

Gasping, my head falls to the pillow next to hers, kissing breathlessly at her neck and ear, our skin covered in a light sheen of perspiration, my body burning against hers.

"Mmm, I can feel your warmth spreading through my pussy, Jake," Mandy purrs, turning her head to kiss my head, her hands caressing my back, "You hot come feels soooo good inside me."

Breathless, I lay on top of her for a while, one elbow keeping the bulk of my weight off her, simply enjoying the afterglow, her body so sexy and feminine underneath mine, making me want to never stop touching it.

I roll off her onto my back, my chest heaving. Mandy rolls onto her side to face me, her head propped on her hand. She runs her fingers lightly down my chest, her touch gentle and possessive.

"That was... intense," she says, a soft smile on her face.

I just nod, my throat too dry for words. I reach out and tuck a stray strand of hair behind her ear, my fingers lingering on her cheek. Her eyes are warm, and they're looking at me with an expression that's more than just satisfaction. It's something deeper, I think, almost like how Emily looked at me at the start of our relationship.

"What are you thinking?" she asks, her voice quiet.

"I'm thinking," I say, my fingers tracing the line of her jaw, "That that was the best fuck of my life. Literally."

A slow smile spreads across her face. "Me too," she admits.

She leans in and kisses me, a soft, lingering kiss. Her hand holding my face, her lips less urgent now, taking her time, my own hand caressing her head gently.

"I don't know about you," She says, taking her lips away from mine eventually, "But I could really use a cold drink to replace all the...fluids I've lost this evening."

"Heh, yeah," I say, nodding in agreement.

Smiling mischievously, Mandy gets up from the bed, still naked and walks to her bedroom door before turning.

"Coming?" She asks.

"Sure," I reply, getting off the bed and following her naked into her kitchen, feeling a little bizarre being naked in someone else's house, thinking back to all the times I'd been here before but never imagining I'd be walking around naked in it one day, especially not with Mandy naked with me.

"Soda? OJ?" She asks, opening the fridge, the light making her breasts gleam, my hands instinctively going to her plump ass as she bends a little, standing behind her like we've been together for years, so comfortable with each other's bodies.

"OJ, please."

Pouring two glasses, she hands me one, and we sip in silence, standing in the kitchen, our eyes on one another, checking each other out, Mandy smiling when my eyes meet hers again.

"Little bit surreal, huh? Naked in my kitchen?" She asks, reading my face.

"Haha, yeah, a bit."

"You never did it when you were with Emily? Walk around naked when I wasn't home, and it was just you and her?" Mandy asks with a grin, sipping her OJ.

"Nope, too worried you might come home at any second, haha."

"So you didn't christen every room in the house as a horny young couple?"

"Christen?"

"You know, Jake. You didn't fuck in every room at least once just to say you did?" Mandy explains, grinning.

"No, all of our sex was contained to her room," I admit, my cock prickling with heat at her coarse talk.

"Oh...interesting," Mandy purrs, backing against the countertop and placing her palms on it before hopping up naked on the counter in one swift, bouncy movement, spreading her thick thighs to display her pussy, still slick with lust, her breasts swaying magnificently as she settles in place.

"Hug?” She requests with a suspicious smile, her arms outstretched towards me.

Putting my glass down, I come to her, standing between her spread thighs, the countertop bringing her pussy exactly to my cock’s level, something I'm sure she already knew, and put my arms around her, Mandy doing the same, our lips meeting, both of us tasting of OJ, as we embrace and make out. My hands wander down her back and onto her gorgeous ass, giving it a firm squeeze, kneading it.

Still kissing, I feel as she reaches a hand down and grasps my cock, playing with it, her other hand joining in to fondle my balls, rolling them, her light fingers making me twitch with pleasure as I feel her rubbing my thighs with her feet. I feel my shaft harden again as she strokes me, her other fingers massaging my balls.

Our lips still locked together, I feel her move a little closer, her pussy on the edge of the counter, feeling her guide my cock to her sex, sliding my glans up and down it a few times to get it slick before guiding me inside her, her legs then wrapping around my thighs to lock me in, my hips thrusting on automatic as the heat of her tight pussy once again engulfs my length.

Holding her ass, I thrust into her, my recent orgasms meaning I can fuck her harder without worrying about coming too soon, my hips manic as I enjoy the tight suction of her pussy, her walls clenched around my girth. Mandy breaks our kiss, her head going back against the cupboard with an almost comical thud as she screams in pleasure.

"Oh fuck! YES! Just like that! Fucking use that tight pussy, Jakey! Show me how much you want it!" Mandy cries out, my hips a blur, the wet slapping of our bodies echoing, my hands squeezing her ass cheeks with every thrust.

I lean forward, my face buried in her amazing breasts as I continue to hammer her pussy, my tongue lashing out at her nipples as I fuck her, her heels digging into my ass, spurring me on.

"That's it, stud! Give it to me! Fuck me! Oh god, fuck me on my kitchen counter like I'm a dirty little slut!" Mandy cries out, my rapid fuck pace apparently opening a new level of raunchiness from within her.

My hips piston into her, my cock a blur, my body slick with sweat. The kitchen counter creaks, but I don't care. All that matters is this woman, this incredible, sexy, insatiable woman, and the pleasure we're giving each other.

"I'm...I'm...fuck...I'm coming!" she screams, her body arching, her nails digging into my back. Her pussy spasms around my cock, milking me, and even though she's already drained me a few times, I can almost feel myself lose control and give in to the urge to come, but holding back as I've never gotten to fuck a woman so thoroughly like this before and don't want to stop.

"Ungh, fuck!, you big beautiful bastard! God, your cock is good!" she grunts, her eyes wild, her face a mask of pure ecstasy as she shakes and trembles, her orgasm feeling like it's lasting for minutes while I relentlessly pound into her.

Eventually shaking to a stop, Mandy looks at me with borderline possessiveness, her arms wrapping around my shoulders and her legs tightening around me, feeling her 'hop' off the counter, now basically sitting on my cock while I hold her up by the ass.

"Mmm, keep fucking me, Jake, take me on a fuck tour of the house," She gasps, her hips grinding onto me, still fucking as I start to slowly walk to the living room, her body jiggling as I walk with each step, my hard cock nestled in her warmth.

Entering the living room, I take her to the back of the couch, resting her ass partially on the head of it but still mostly holding her as we fuck, my desire for her insaitible, my thrusts constant and unyielding, my well drained balls giving me beautiful staying power as I hold this gorgeous MILF close and try my best to fuck her brains out, Mandy grunting and gasping as I give her my very best efforts, her eyes looking up at me adoringly, my own feelings towards her already heading well towards smitten, Mandy like no woman I've ever met, even though I've already known her so long.

And so the fuck tour continues, walking Mandy from room to room, my cock ceaseless as it penetrates her, Mandy helping me open doors while we traverse, still pumping, the two of us shaking, my thighs burning and my cock feeling a permanent tingle, Mandy wrapped around me like the world's sexiest limpet.

Guiding me past her room, telling me we've obviously already done that one, we stop at the last unchristened room, Emily's room. Mandy grinning wickedly at me as she reaches down and turns the handle, letting us in, a million memories flashing before me as I walk into Emily's room, her Mom literally impaled on my throbbing cock.

"On the bed, Jakey-boy," Mandy pants, her face as flushed and sweaty as mine feels, "I'm sure your thighs will be happy with the break."

Lowering her carefully to the bed, we collapse onto it together, Mandy on her back, her arms and legs still wrapped around me, and me on top, still pumping, fucking Mandy on Emily's bed.

"Mmm, a thought occurs, Jake," Mandy purrs, stroking my face sweetly.

"Oh?" I gasp, my hips still thrusting, my lower abdomen promising to be on fire tomorrow.

"Yeah. I mean, you've already had a bunch of sex in this room, haven't you?"

"Yeah," I confirm, still pumping, wondering where she's going with this.

"Sooo, in order to give this room a proper christening, we'd have to do something you haven't done in it yet. Something like...fuck my ass, maybe?"

My hips stop. It's not a conscious decision, more like a full system shutdown. My brain, already overheating from pleasure and exertion, just bluescreens. Every muscle freezes mid-thrust. I'm still inside her, still deep in her sex, but I'm utterly still, just staring down at her.

"Your...your ass?" I finally manage to stammer.

A slow, wicked smile spreads across her face. Her eyes, already glazed with lust, sparkle with a new, even more dangerous light. She squeezes her inner walls around my cock, a deliberate, milking clench that sends a jolt straight up my spine.

"Mm-hmm," she purrs, her voice a low, husky whisper. She lifts her hips, grinding against me in a slow circle. "You heard me, Jakey-boy. I want you to fuck my ass. Right here. On Emily's bed."

The last part hangs in the air, the ultimate taboo. It's dirty, it's wrong, it's so fucking hot I can barely breathe. My shock is evaporating, replaced by a tidal wave of pure lust that makes my already-hard cock feel like it's carved from granite.

"Assuming you and Emily never...?"

"No. Never. With anyone," I confess, Mandy's smile becoming even more predatory and hungry. She likes this. She likes that she's taking me, teaching me, leading me into new territory. And I love it. Her pure sexual energy is so addictive.

Biting her lip, her smile softens, genuine care and warmth beneath the layers of raw desire coming to the surface. "Then I'm glad I could have this opportunity to help make sure your first experience with it is a special one," she whispers, stroking my face lovingly, a unique mixture of vixen and caregiver all in one hot MILF package. She unwraps her legs from my waist, and with a reluctant groan, I pull out of her. The loss of her tight heat is immediate and acute.

She rolls over slowly, sensually, presenting herself to me. She gets on her hands and knees, her gorgeous, round ass up in the air, a perfect, magnificent offering. She rests her head on her folded arms, looking back at me over her shoulder, her expression one of complete, wanton submission.

"I want you to take me from behind, Jake," she says, her voice dripping with pure sex, going straight to my lizard brain. "I want to feel you stretching me, filling me up completely."

Swallowing, suddenly nervous, I kneel behind her, my hands on her hips, my eyes locked on the prize. Her pussy is swollen and wet, puffy and red from our intense sessions, glistening in the low light of the room. But it's the tight, puckered ring of her ass that commands my attention. It's so small, so inviting, so forbidden.

"What...what do I do?" I ask, my voice a hoarse whisper, not wanting to hurt her.

"Just relax, Jake," she says softly. "And be gentle. At least at first. Use my juices. Get me nice and wet."

I reach between her legs, my fingers sliding into her slick folds. I gather her wetness, coating my fingers. I then bring my fingers to her tight little hole, smearing her juices around and around, my touch gentle and exploratory. She shivers, a soft moan escaping her lips.

"That's it," she whispers encouragingly. "Now slide one in. Just one finger. Slowly."

I press the tip of my index finger against her tight ring of muscle. I apply gentle, steady pressure, and slowly, incredibly slowly, my finger sinks into her. She's so tight, so incredibly tight. The feeling is unlike anything I've ever experienced. I'm a virgin all over again, my heart thumping with the thrill of the unknown.

"Oh, God," I breathe, my eyes glued to the sight of my finger disappearing into her asshole.

"Doesn't that feel amazing?" she asks, her voice husky with pleasure, "Imagine it around your cock?" She adds as my finger goes fully inside her. I can feel inner muscles clenching around me. A hot, tight grip that promises an unbelievable sensation.

I start to move my finger, slowly at first, then a little faster, sliding it in and out. Mandy pushes back against my hand, her movements encouraging, desperate for more.

"Another one," she gasps, her head turning to the side, her eyes closed in bliss. "Put another finger in me, Jake. Stretch me."

I pull my finger out, then press two fingers against her tight entrance. I push, and this time it's a little easier. I slide two fingers into her, stretching her, preparing her for me.

"Does...does it hurt?" I ask, my voice tight with concern but also aching desire.

"A tiny bit uncomfortable at first," she admits, her voice a whisper. "But it's a good uncomfortable, if that makes any sense. Don't stop."

I continue to stretch her, scissoring my fingers, making room for my cock. I can feel her relaxing, her body opening up to me, welcoming me in. Her moans are continuous now, a low, guttural sound of pure pleasure.

"I'm ready, Jake," she says, her voice a desperate plea. "I need you. Fuck my asshole. Please."

Pulling my fingers out, I grab my cock, and run it freshly up and down her slit, re-coating it with her pussy juices, and position it at her tight back entrance. My hands are shaking, and my heart hammers in my chest, a combination of adrenaline, anticipation, the unknown, and raw lust that makes me lightheaded.

"Are you sure?" I ask, looking at her asshole and seeing how tiny it is compared to my girth, momentary second thoughts trying to claw at my mind.

"I've never been more sure of anything in my life," she replies, her voice firm but sweet, her eyes boring into mine, making it clear how much she wants me, her words re-filling my eagerness to please her sexually.

Swallowing hard, I press forward, my hands on her hips, holding her steady. I push, and at first, her tight ring of muscle resists. I push harder, and suddenly, with a soft pop, the head of my cock is inside her.

"Oh, God," I gasp, my breath catching in my throat. The sensation is indescribable. She's so much tighter than her already considerably tight pussy, a hot, vice-like grip that threatens to send me over the edge right then and there.

"Mmm, yes," she moans, her hands clenching into fists. "That's it, Jake. All of it. I want all of you inside me. Keep going."

I push forward, slowly, steadily, feeding my length into her, inch by incredible inch. I watch, transfixed, as my shaft disappears into her ass, the sight so incredibly erotic. I can feel her stretching, her body accommodating my size, her asshole clenching and unclenching around my cock.

When I'm finally buried to the hilt, my balls resting against her pussy lips, I stop, giving her a moment to adjust. I lean over her, my chest against her back, and kiss her shoulder.

"Ok?" I ask, my voice a low, gentle whisper, pure pleasure throbbing through my cock.

"More than ok," she replies, her voice a husky purr. "It feels...amazing. Full. So incredibly full."

She starts to move, her hips rocking back and forth, encouraging me to do the same. I pull back slowly, then thrust forward again, setting a slow, gentle rhythm. The friction is incredible, a hot, tight glide that sends bolts of pleasure shooting through me. I can feel every inch of her, every clench, every spasm.

"Mmm, yes," she moans, her movements becoming more fluid, more confident. "That's it, Jake. That's the way."

My movements become faster, more assured, my thrusts harder, deeper. I'm fucking her ass now, really fucking it, my body taking over. She meets me thrust for thrust, her hips pushing back, her body begging for more.

"You like that, Jakey-boy?" She asks, her voice a low purr of pure sex, "You like your big, fat cock in my tight little ass?"

"Fuck, yes," I reply with a grunt, holding her hips and pounding into her, my head dizzy with ecstasy, my voice lost to the moment.

"Mmm, that's right, you're fucking my tight little ass! You're fucking my tight little whore ass sooo good, Jakey-boy!"

Her filthy words driving me crazy with lust, I reach around her, my hands finding her clit, still hard and sensitive. I rub it in tight circles as I continue to pound into her ass, my hips a blur.

"Oh, fuck! Jake! Jake! I'm...I'm coming!" she screams almost immediately, her body convulsing, her walls clamping down on my cock, a hot, tight vice that sends me over the edge with her.

I groan, a long, guttural sound of pure ecstasy as my own orgasm hits me like a sucker punch. The world narrows to this single, blinding point of pleasure as I bury myself to the hilt inside her tight asshole, my cock pulsing with violent, rhythmic contractions. My come floods her ass, hot and thick, filling her completely in a way I've never experienced before. Wave after wave of pleasure crashes over me, each one more intense than the last, so overwhelming it borders on pain. My entire body convulses with the force of it, muscles spasming uncontrollably as my vision blurs at the edges. Mandy trembles beneath me, her body still quivering from her own release as I finally collapse onto her, my full weight pressing her into Emily's mattress. My face finds the curve of her neck, my breath coming in ragged, desperate pants against her sweaty skin. My body is completely spent, every muscle trembling with exhaustion and satisfaction, my mind utterly blank save for the pleasure.

For a long time, we just lie there, our bodies entangled, our breathing ragged. I can smell her scent, a sweet, musky mix of sweat, sex, and something that's uniquely Mandy. It's a scent that's quickly becoming my favorite.

I don't want to move. I don't want this moment to end. I want to stay inside her forever, connected to her, my cock still pulsating within her hot body.

But eventually, the demands of our bodies become impossible to ignore. I'm aware I'm much bigger than her, and yet she is underneath me, supporting my full weight. Carefully, I pull my softening cock out of her ass, both of us grunting as my knob pops out, and roll off her onto my back on Emily's bed, soaking it in my sweat and other juices.

"I didn't squish you, did I?" I ask with a croaky voice as she rolls onto her side to look at me with a dazed smile.

"No. I loved it, it was like I belonged to you," She says, her voice quiet, "Completely, totally and utterly claimed by you, wrapped beneath a Jake blanket, impaled on his hard cock."

My heart does a funny little flip. Belonged to me. The words hang in the air, heavy with meaning. A sense that this is more than just sex washes over me. Even more than a fling. This is...something else. Something potentially real. It's not like we just met today, we've known each other for a long time, and maybe there was always something there, other than just my horny fantasies about her.

"That's made you go quiet," Mandy says, watching me closely, her eyes looking vulnerable, "Have I said too much?"

"No...not at all," I reply, thinking about my words and my own feelings carefully, "I've...uhh...I've really enjoyed this evening with you, Mandy. Like..really enjoyed it."

A slow, wide, and extremely happy smile spreads across Mandy's face. She shifts closer, her body molding against mine, the soft warmth of her skin a comfort that goes far beyond the recent heat of our passion. "Me too, Jake," she whispers, her fingers tracing idle patterns on my chest. "More than I feel I should say."

We lie there in the semi-darkness, the only light the faint moonlight through Emily's window. The silence isn't awkward, it's comfortable, full of unspoken understandings. I find myself stroking her hair, the silky strands sliding through my fingers. She feels right in my arms. Perfectly, naturally, right.

"You know," she says softly, her breath warm against my neck, "I haven't felt like this...ever. Not just the sex, which was...incredible. But this. The after. The just lying here with someone and feeling...safe. Even with Emily's Father."

"Me neither, it's kind of weird, but I could get used to it."

I don't really know what else to say after that. So I kiss her instead. It's a soft kiss, deep and slow, a kiss that promises more than just another round. It's a kiss that says 'maybe' and 'what if' and 'let's find out'.

Eventually, we finally pull apart,and  she grins at me.

"Time to get my ass up off my daughter's bed," she says with a wry smile, the practicality of it grounding us. "And let's go get some real sleep. In my room. Where we belong."

The last part hangs in the air, but I don't question it, instead just giving her a smile to let her know I'm certainly not against the ‘we’ idea. She takes my hand, and we stand up, our legs a little wobbly, the room filled with the scent of our sex. She leads me out of Emily's room, closing the door behind us.

Back in her room, the reality of the hour finally hits me. Exhaustion, bone-deep and total, settles in. Mandy pulls back the duvet, and we slide into bed, our bodies immediately finding a comfortable fit. She curls into me, her head on my chest, her leg draped over mine. It's the most natural thing in the world.

"Just out of curiosity, if you had a woman in bed with you, and she woke up before you, and she saw you had morning wood, would you be mad if she helped herself to said morning wood?" Mandy whispers in the dark, her lips tickling where they lightly brush my chest.

"No...that sounds like an amazing way to wake up," I reply, staring up at the dark ceiling.

"Noted. Goodnight, Jake," she whispers with a cheeky tone, her breath warm against my skin.

"Goodnight, Mandy," I reply, my arm wrapping around her, holding her close, already excited for my apparent incoming wake-up call.

Obviously, at some point if this continues, we're going to have to tell Emily or spend all our time seeing each other behind her back. The idea not as scary as I would have guessed, my growing like for Mandy making me care less and less about how Emily might feel. Emily broke up with me, and Mandy is a single woman, and I'm a single man. I'm not breaking up a married couple, and I can honestly say no woman has made me feel physically or emotionally like this gorgeous MILF next to me makes me feel.

Excited for the future, I squeeze Mandy a little tighter to me, Mandy giving a small contented murmur in return. We've got all weekend alone together to figure out where we're going afterwards and beyond, and one way or another, I can see our lives being much better for having each other in them.

END

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

If you liked this, here are some of my other sex-filled Girlfriend’s Mom MILF-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, CFNM, Very Gentle Femdom, and MORE) on my author page:

Girlfriend’s MILF Mom Sends Nudes

My Girlfriend’s Mom And The Anniversary

Coffee With My Girlfriend's MILF Mom

Ex-Girlfriend’s MILF Mom Comes To Visit

Girlfriend’s MILF Mom Needs It Now

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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