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thrust a gasp or a moan, getting off on feeling how
much she’s loving taking my cock.

“Don’t stop, Brad! Please don’t stop! Oh fuck! Oh
fuck yes!” Michelle starts to pant, her pussy gushing
with a fresh slew of lust, the wet sounds of our sex driv-
ing out the rain, her nails digging into me deeper and
deeper.

“Ungh! Ungh! Oh fuck yes!” Michelle cries out as she
starts to come, her body shaking under mine as she
grips me tight, her pussy convulsing around my shaft,
squeezing it and driving me over the edge.

Taking my mouth from her breast, | start t grunt as
| come as well, my cock pulsating inside her twitching
pussy as we both climax, my cock jerking as it shoots,
flooding her tight pussy with my load, hot semen filling
her as | pump and grunt, the two of us thrashing in or-
gasmic bliss as we explode, pushing as deep as | can
into her and holding it there as my cock jumps spurt
after spurt escaping me.

Panting, | lie on top of her, Michelle no longer grip-
ping my back but stroking it, the two of us kissing
between breaths, unable to see each other but able to
feel the heat boiling from one another, my cock still in-
side her, twitching every now and then, her pussy doing
the same, the two of us two bundles of raw nerves,
buzzing with electricity as we lay there, twitching with
aftershocks.

Rolling over, Michelle hops on top of me, the sleep-
ing bag covering us, her head resting on my chest, her
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against her slit, Michelle sighing as she gyrates in the
darkness, coating my head in her lust.

Arching her back, Michelle grabs my cock and
pushes it against her pussy, guiding it in and stroking
my balls as | feel my shaft penetrate her, the two of us
moaning softly as we couple.

Hard against her, | pump slowly, holding her thigh as
she rests it on mine, the sound of our sex mingling with
the rain as her sopping pussy gets filled with my cock,
her hand rubbing my balls, the other gripping my fore-
arm under her head as I fill her.

Letting go of her thigh and grabbing her massive
breasts, | caress and hold them as we fuck, feeling how
erect her nipples are as her pussy gushes all over my
shaft, er sex slick and hot, gripping my shaft tight as |
press into her.

Pulling out, | pull her to her back and get on top,
feeling her soft thighs open for me as | get between
them and slide back into her, Michelle grabbing me and
pulling me down, our mouths suddenly locked together
as | piston into her, her nails in y back while | cup her
ass, pumping hard, my balls slapping against her as |
drive my cock s deep as | can into her, feeling her grunt
with every thrust as | bottom out, stuffing her pussy to
capacity.

Grabbing breasts and holding it, craning my neck
down, | suck her boob as we fuck, Michelle stroking my
head and back as | pump faster and faster, Michelle’s
legs spread wide for me as | pound into her, every
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breasts mashed against me, the heat of her sex palpa-
ble as it rests against my spent cock.

“That was perfect,” She whispers as we lay there, my
hands idly tracing up and down her back, periodically
cupping her perfect ass.

“Mmm,” | say in agreement, not wanting this moment
to end, a sexy MILF on top of me, her pussy fill of my
come, the juice of her orgasm still sticky on my cock.

Dozing lightly on top of me, | stroke her body, my
hands spending more time on her ass than anywhere
else, unable to stop caressing, squeezing, and fondling
it, so perfect and alluring.

Feeling my cock start to grow, it goes from hanging
between my legs to pointing up, before coming to rest
against her pussy as it tries to stand, Michelle’s legs
spread as she lays on top of me.

Reaching between her ass cheeks and down, | rub
her pussy, feeling how wet it is, Michelle purring as
she rises from her light slumber, immediately gyrating
and grinding against my cock as she feels it throbbing
against her slit.

Reaching behind herself, she grabs it and guidesiitin,
sliding up and down me as she works my cock deeper
and deeper inside, coating it in her juice.

“Have you ever fucked a woman in the ass, Brad?”
Michelle asks in a husky purr, her every syllable drip-
ping with animal lust.

“NO,”
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my load, pumping upwards as she grips my chest,
moaning with pleasure as she feels me fill her, her ass
cheeks slapping on my thighs as she bounces madly on
top of me.

Collapsing onto my chest, Michelle purrs while her
asshole twitches around my girth, milking every last
drop out of my balls and into her butt, her soft lips kiss-
ing my skin as she gyrates slowly, enjoying her stuffing.

“How was it, Brad?” Michelle whispers into my ear
as she kisses up my neck and over my face, my hands
stroking her ass and thighs.

“Beyond words. So good,” | answer, still in a daze,
barely able to believe it was possible to come so hard
my cock feeling like it almost launched itself off my
body when | blew.

“Mmm, and no matter how many women you fuck in
the ass, I'll always be your first,” Michelle purrs with an
unseen grin as she reaches behind herself and strokes
my balls, my cock, slowly wilting, still inside her butt.

“Actually, you were my first for normal sex too,” |
say quietly, feeling raw and honest after coming three
times.

Pausing mid-kiss, Michelle asks, “Really?”
“Yep.”

“Oh my god. | don’t know why but that makes me so
fucking horny!” She says, her kissing speeding up as
she plants them all over me, before locking mouths, the
two of us squirming together, our tongues fighting as
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“Good, | want to be your first,” Michelle purrs as
she slides off my cock and arches her back, grabbing
my dick and aiming it at her butt, feeling her puckered
sphincter suddenly pressing against my head as she
backs down onto it, her asshole wrapping around my
knob and first few inches in a rush, my breath taken
away as her ass grips me tight.

Her hands now on my chest, Michelle pushes down
deeper, taking all of my cock in her asshole, riding me
fast as she impales herself on my length, the heat and
tightness of her butthole’s grip intense as | hold her
hips in the darkness, feeling this woman pop my anal
cherry.

“Nnng, you like that, Brad? You like fucking my tight
little asshole?”

“Fuck yes, Michelle,” | grunt in answer.

“Yeah that’s it, fill my ass! Mmmm, so hard for me
hey? Such a nice big prick all for me? Mmm yes! Good
boys get to play with the ass!” Michelle grunts while |
hold on tight.

Her asshole super tight, | feel my balls lifting after a
few minutes, Michelle bouncing like mad on top of me.

“I’'m gonna come, Michelle!”

“Yes, Brad, yes! Give it to me, fill my ass with your
come! Come on!” She grunts in response, riding me
even harder.

“Ungh! Ungh! Oh fuck yes!” | grunt as | start to come,
gripping her hips tight as my cock floods her ass with
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Michelle pulling out and looking at her own phone and
seeing that yes, this must indeed be a dead spot, her
phone also unresponsive.

“I hope so, could you imagine breaking down here? |
haven’t seen another car in an hour.”

“Don’t worry, I've never had an issue with this car,
nothing could possibly go wro-" | say, cut off by a
sudden noise from under the hood, the car suddenly
shuddering, feeling the power drain out of it as | push
the accelerator to no effect.

Pulling over, or more accurately, rolling to a stop on
the soft shoulder of the road, | get out and immediately
notice a burnt smell coming from under the hood, open-
ing it carefully and getting a face full of heat as | glance
about in the thinning light, trying to see any obvious but
hopefully easy to fix problems.

Not seeing anything straight away, | wonder about
the burnt smell and check the oil’s dipstick on a hunch,
sucking air through my teeth in horror as it comes out
bone dry. Putting it back in and hoping for a miracle, |
pull it out again, still dry and revealing the problem.

Cursing under my breath, | pop my head back in the
car and turn the key, watching the dashboard light up,
except for the check oil light.

“Do you know what it is?” Michelle asks, still sitting
in her seat.

“I'm pretty sure, yeah,” | say, sliding back into my
own seat and staring at the open hood in front of me,
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Heading off, we’re barely 200 yards from the car be-
fore Michelle sniffs the air and looks at me.

“Does that smell like rain to you?”

“It couldn’t be, our luck couldn’t be that shit could
it?” | say just as the first ominous thuds start landing
around our feet.

Moments later and we’re barely able to see each
other, the heavens opening up, a downpour that feels
tropical in its intensity soaking us to the bone with sec-
onds, the two of us continuing forward another 20 or so
yards before Michelle looks up and then at me.

“We’ll catch our death of cold! Back to the car!” She
says, yelling above the roar of the rain, the first flecks of
hail starting to sting my face.

Dashing back to the car we jump inside, the two of
us squelching as we sit in our seats, the view outside
barely a few feet, the night and the icy rain obscuring
everything, the car a small patch of warmth in an oth-
erwise hostile feeling environment. Flicking on the over-
head light our view outside now completely disappears.

“Brrr, Jesus I'm cold, Brad. Sorry about soaking your
seat.”

“Don’t worry, the car’s a goner anyway, it doesn’t
matter. | have a sleeping bag in the back if you want to
warm up,” | say, my own teeth chattering through my
answer.
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Stephen and my awesome long weekend evaporating
by the second.

“Your face is telling me it’s not just like a hot radiator
or something?”

“No. Basically, I've been unknowingly driving without
oil and as far as | can tell, that noise was the engine
seizing.”

“You can’t put more oil in?”

“No, the engine is pretty much a solid lump now I'd
guess. Totally kaput. It would cost more to replace than
this car is worth, believe it or not,” | answer, rubbing the
steering wheel, my car dead.

“What now then?” Michelle asks, looking out the win-
dow at the vanishing view as dusk becomes night.

“I'll start walking until | get a signal, call for a tow.”

“Hang on a second,” Michelle says turning in her seat
and grabbing the neat bag she brought with her con-
taining her spare clothes from the back seat, “I’'m com-
ing with you.”

“Are you sure? It might be a long walk,” | ask, watch-
ing as she puts on her spare clothes over her blouse to
ward off the encroaching chill of night.

“I'd rather be out there in the cold walking with you
than stuck alone in the car,” Michelle explains with a
smile, “It’s going to be pitch black soon and no street-

lights for miles! No thank you.”
([
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“Relax, Brad, they’re just breasts. No point trying to
get warm while still draped in wet clothes, is there?
Come on, you too, | can’t have you dying on pneumo-
nia can 1?”

My cock twitching, | slowly start to undress, dis-
tracted by Michelle as she peels out of her clingy
blouse, her leggings soon following, my ultimate MILF
fantasy stripping off right before my eyes, my teeth
chattering as | discreetly try to perve in the small con-
fines of the car.

On her hands and knees, Michelle crawls into the
back, my eyes glued to the bulge of her pussy, clearly
visible between her toned thighs, her ass clad in the
tight and wet panties, my cock no longer twitching
but outright swelling, the actual outline of her slit right
there! | Can’t believe it! The weak shine of the overhead
light making it feel like we’re in a small bunker together
or something, the windows now pitch black.

Opening up the sleeping bag and wrapping it around
herself, Michelle takes off her bra and panties, toss-
ing them aside as | gawp, looking at them, all frilly
and sexy, my best friend’s mom butt naked in my car,
my cock straining against my wet jeans, awkward and
throbbing.

Finished, she looks at me expectantly, making me
remember I've all but paused in my own stripping off to
ogle her. Wriggling out of my clothes, | try to hide my
pulsing erection without much success, my boxers wet
and sticking to me, my every throbbing vein practically
VvRible as | crawl into the back of the car with Michelle,
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“Thanks, but | can’t use it like this, I'll just soak it too.
Do you mind if | chuck my wet clothes down here? She
asks, pointing to the footwell at her feet.

“Go for it,” | reply, looking on excitedly despite the
chill in my bones while Michelle peels off her soaked
tops.

“Damn, I'm soaked through.”

Back down to her blouse, Michelle is indeed soaked
through, her blouse now all but see-through, the dark
fabric of her bra outlining her massive tits, the wet
blouse clinging to her every bump and curve, my cock
twitching as | catch myself staring a little too long and a
little too hard, Michelle noticing but saying nothing.

“So. I'm soaked. You're soaked. All my spare clothes
are soaked. Do you have any spares with you?”

“No, my main concern was bringing enough beer,” |
answer, hooking a thumb over my shoulder to point out
the beer sitting on the backseat behind me.

“Ha. Teenagers,” Michelle says, shaking her head
with a grin, “Well, this might be a little awkward, but |
think we need to get in the back and rug up. It’s funny
now but the cold we’re feeling won’t be so funny as the
car cools down.”

Moving her bag to the front, | move my beer and we
pull the backseat down, making the back compartment
long enough to be comfortable in before Michelle starts
unbuttoning her blouse, my eyes goggling, unable to

.) myself.
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who very diplomatically, it appears, makes sure not to
notice my boner.

Just about to open the sleeping back and wrap me in
it too, Michelle reaches up and turns off the light, plung-
ing the car into darkness and denying me my first ever
glimpse at her bare breasts.

“Take your boxers off too, Brad. Don’t worry, | can’t
see anything,” | hear Michelle say, the ruffle of the
sleeping bag accompanying her.

“Ok,” | whisper for some reason, before feeling a bit
silly, “Sure,” | say, in a clearer voice before rolling the
wet boxers down my legs and kicking them away.

In the pitch dark blackness, | lay down in the back
of the wagon, the carpeted interior surprisingly com-
fortable, a moment later the whoosh of the sleeping
bag getting draped over me and the sudden contact of
Michelle’s body against mine, cold but soft and unmis-
takably feminine, my right arm running down along her
left arm.

“Brrr. You’re much bigger than me, Brad, so you can
be the big spoon, let’s get some warmth back into
these bodies!” Michelle says as | feel her rolling away
from me onto her side, her ass now pressing against my
thigh, my cock twitching with need at her touch.

Awkwardly, very aware of my boner, | roll over onto
my side and press my chest into her back, her sweet
fragrance filling my nostrils as she grabs my lower arm,
guiding it under her head where she can use it as a
pillow, my other hand resting carefully on her side, not
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throb inside her mouth as | fill it with another load of
come.

Licking her lips as she stands back up, we form
a plan for the day, hanging our basic clothes on the
doors, letting them moderately dry in the morning sun
before walking for what turns out to be two hours be-
fore getting a signal, where we organize a tow and a
rental, the two of us deciding the long weekend is a
wash and go back to Michelle’s instead of Stephen’s
after | called him explaining that my car died, leaving
the part where | fucked his mom in every hole multiple
times out.

Back at Michelle’s house, after showers, we sat on
her couch, just in towels, enjoying the TV and the myr-
iad other creature comforts that are missing when you
camp out unexpectedly in a car.

Wondering if that now that we were back to ‘reality’
if the fun times were over, my unasked question is
answered a few minutes later when Michelle pats my
thigh and stands up, letting her towel drop, her exquis-
ite MILF body all curves and sexuality.

“Well, you coming to my room or not? It’ll be nice to
fuck in a real bed.”

Already walking away, not waiting for my answer, |
stand up, my cock swelling as | peel off my towel and
follow her, my long weekend still far from over!

END
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Michelle’s new knowledge | was her first appears to act
like a shot of fresh arousal, unable to keep her hands off
me for the rest of the night, making me come another
three times in total.

Finally collapsing asleep, our juices all over us, we
wake up to the blearing light a few hours later, a morn-
ing wood throbbing between my legs as we both stir, a
little stuff but otherwise warm and alive.

“Oh, good morning,” Michelle says with a grin, seeing
my half of the sleeping bag contains a tent in the crotch
area.

“Morning,” | reply with a smile, wiping the sleep from
my eyes as Michelle crawls to the back and opens the
rear door, letting it swing upward and let in some wel-
come fresh air.

Steeping out onto the soft earth, stark naked,
Michelle turns to me.

“Here, Brad, come sit here,” She says, pointing to the
back of the car.

Sliding forward, equally naked, | sit on the edge of
the back of the car, my feet dangling towards the
ground, Michelle stepping forward and squatting be-
tween them, grabbing my cock and sliding her mouth
around it, sucking deep as | look down the road, able to
see for miles.

Holding her head, moving her hair out of the way so
| can watch, Michelle’s head bobs quickly as she sucks
me off, my orgasm rapid as her skilled mouth makes
easy work of my sensitive morning wood, feeling me





index-3_1.jpg
Stephen’s college, you boys will still be able to get up to
whatever mischief it is you've got planned.”

Thinking about having Michelle sitting next to me for
the 6-hour drive had made saying yes easy, as she is
the hottest MILF I've ever laid eyes on, her body full and
curvy, her clothing always tight and helping to fuel a bil-
lion fantasy sessions over the years.

And so a couple of days later here we were, driving in
my car along some long, seemingly endless backroads
that the gps assured was the quickest route, none of it
looking familiar but to be honest I've never used a ‘real’
map in my life anyway.

Our conversation easy and pleasant, Michelle and
| chatted as | drove, my eyes looking over whenever
possible to enjoy the view of Michelle’s massive natu-
ral boobs bouncing as the car coasted along, her tight
blouse halfway unbuttoned as she always wore it, her
body still turning the head of any man she walked past,
her sex appeal natural and easy.

With the light rapidly fading from the sky, Michelle
points at my phone, which | have docked on the dash-
board to use as my gps.

“It's not supposed to do that is it?” She asks, noting
the screen appears to have frozen, our marker blip no
longer scrolling forward.

“Ah, we must be in a no signal area. Doesn’t matter,
| remember the last direction was to follow this road
for another 20-or so miles, then right, we’ll be back in
range of a signal before we run out of road,” | say,
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STRANDED AND ALONE WITH MY
BEST FRIEND’S MOM

My best friend Stephen was at college while | was
still in our old neighborhood halfway through my ap-
prenticeship, and due to the distance between us, it
had been some time since we’d seen earth other.

But all that was going to change this weekend as
it was a long weekend and we’d organized for me to
come around and hang out, he only had a couch to
spare, but at 19 a couch is fine as | didn’t intend to
do much sleeping anyway, packing beer in my station
wagon and tossing in a single person sleeping bag al-
most as an afterthought.

Catching wind of what we were planning, Stephen’s
Mom Michelle, whom I'd known for nearly as long as
Stephen, called me asking if she could come with me to
surprise Stephen.

“Don’t worry, Brad, I'm not going to cramp your
style,” She had said, “I'll say hello and a few hours later
and be off to visit a friend of my own who lives near
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sure exactly where | can touch her. Keeping my crotch
puled make, | make sure my cock doesn’t poke into her,
believing | might very well die of embarrassment.

“You don’t have to be so careful, Brad, I'm not made
of paper, put your arm around me, this is all about
warming up!” Michelle says, grabbing my other arm
and wrapping it around her stomach, Michelle wriggling
back a little to press against me, while | instinctively
move my hips back, keeping my cock from poking her
right between the butt cheeks.

“You're still hesitating, Brad, relax! Get in close!”
“l can't.”
“Why on Earth not?”

“I...I have an erection, Michelle,” | admit, my hand
and chest heating up as | hold her, feeling her body un-
dulate as she breathes.

“I know. Don’t worry about it. You're 19, I'd be more
surprised if you didn’t have a boner!”

“You’re sure?” | ask, my cock yelling at me to stop
being such a goody goody and damn well jam him be-
tween her soft cheeks.

“Yes, Brad, for god’s sake, now isn’t the time to
worry about perfectly normal occurrences in the male
body!” Michelle answers with a twinkle in her voice,
making me wonder if some part of her is enjoying feel-
ing me fidget, knowing she’s the more knowledgeable
one sexually of the two of us.
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two of us hyper-aware of each other’s skin, raw and
naked, pressed against each other, our bodies increas-
ing in temperature by the minute.

Unable to help myself, | move my hips by the tini-
est of fractions, my cock sliding upwards between her
cheeks by barely half an inch, but it feeling like the
worlds best hotdogging from my point of view, before
sliding it back down, humping her ass in slow motion,
feeling my balls, heavy and aching, actually wondering
if | could come without her noticing, my lust driving all
sense from my head.

The sound of the rain filling the car, | dry hump her
ass carefully, my hand on her belly instinctively holding
her tighter as | grind against her, trying my best to keep
my breathing steady.

“Can’t help yourself, eh Brad?” Comes Michelle’s
voice from the darkness, stopping me in my tracks.

“Uh, | was just...I mean...” | say, trailing off.

“It's ok, I'm not mad. This must be torture for a
teenager, being expected to lay naked with someone
but also not look at it as sexual. | can feel your frustra-
tion, he’s throbbing so hard! | tell you what, I'll help you
take care of it but it must remain our little secret, yes? |
can’t imagine how hurt Stephen would feel if he thought
you and | had ever...fooled around.”

“Of course,” | reply, my heart thumping.

“All right then,” Michelle says, rolling over in the dark,
her head still on my lower arm but now her sweet breath
mingling with mine, “l saw you looking earlier so | guess
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Swallowing hard, my shaft aching with need, |
scooch in close, my arm wrapped around her as | press
my body fully to hers, my cock pointing at my belly
button and wedging between her cheeks in a perfect fit,
her ass the perfect little spoon to my big spoon.

Pressed against her now, | can literally feel my cock
throbbing, jammed between her cheeks and my stom-
ach, my head giddy as | feel my cock heating up,
hugged between Michell’s glorious ass cheeks.

“There you go, much better,” Michelle says in the
darkness, her hands holding my arm under her head,
rubbing my forearm while | lay there silently gasping
with joy, her ass so soft and hot as it grips my shaft,
her every smallest movement making her cheeks rub up
and down my shaft, feeling so good | wonder if | could
almost come just from her slight ass friction.

“And for what it’s worth, Brad, you have nothing to be
embarrassed about, he feels quite big, and so hot too!
It’s like I’'m leaning back against a radiator,” Michelle
quips, her hands rubbing my forearm, my breath on the
back of her head.

“Thanks, Michelle,” | say, snuggling in closer, really
starting to enjoy her warmth, the cold of outside start-
ing to leave my body.

Laying there, neither of us speaking as we thaw out,
the pounding of the rain on the roof and the total dark-
ness around us, every movement and breath becomes
amplified, the slightest twitch from Michelle sending my
cock on a fresh slew of pulsating, or the smallest move-
ment of my hand on her belly feeling like a caress, the
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“l know, here, come over above me a bit, aim it for
my stomach ok? Shoot your big load all over my stom-
ach,” Michelle says, rolling onto her back and pulling
me close, my cock hanging over her stomach as | lay on
my side next to her like a balcony.

“Are you going to give me your come?” Michelle asks
in a sexy purr, her other hand reaching down to start
fondling my balls, sending my lust into overdrive.

“Mmm, want to give you my come.”

“Yes, give it to me, come for me Brad, come for me!”
Michelle purrs loudly, stroking me faster and faster.

“I'm gonna come!” | gasp, my hips thrusting into her.

“Yes baby yes! Give it to me, give me all your come!”
Michelle cries, jerking me off in a blur.

“Ungh! Ungh! Oh fuck yes! Ungh! Ungh!” | exclaim as
| start to come, my hips pumping madly as | start to
shoot, my come splashing all over Michelle’'s stomach,
her hand pumping like crazy as she feels me twitch and
swell in her palm, my hot semen coating her body as |
gasp in the darkness, pistoning against her, my knob on
fire with pleasure.

“Oh yesss, good boy, good boy. So much come, so,
so much come, Brad” Michelle purrs, still stroking my
cock, squeezing from base to tip, milking every last
drop out of me.

Letting go of my cock, | hear the unmistakable
sounds of Michelle sucking on her fingers, feeling her
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you can touch them, that should help speed things
along,” She adds, grabbing my other hand and guiding
it to her full breasts, making me gasp as | feel her nip-
ples, big and erect, her breasts soft and warm.

“Now, as | said,” Michelle says, before | hear her
licking her palm, “This will be our little secret, yes?”
She asks again, but before waiting for an answer, has
her slick hand wrapped around my throbbing cock,
stroking me up and down as she lays close to me, jerk-
ing me off in the small space between us, my gasps sin-
cere and loud as she pistons up and down quickly.

Caressing her breasts and feeling her pump my cock,
| lay there in heaven in the darkness, unable to believe
this is actually happening, Michelle rubbing a calf with
her foot as she jerks me off, her body so soft and
sensual.

“Don’t try and be a hero, Brad, just give me your
come, ok? You'll feel much more relaxed afterward and
then we can focus on staying warm again ok? Give it to
me, give me your come. You like that, Brad? You like
when | talk like that?”

“Mmm, yes Michelle, it’s very hot,” | moan, her dirty
talk something no woman has done for me before but |
can instantly tell I'm a fan.

“I'm happy to hear that, Brad. | want to feel your great
big cock spurting. Give it to me, Brad, give me your
come!”

“Feel so good.”
°
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“You've already touched them so this should be
fine,” Michelle says by way of explanation as we settle
in, the rain a constant background noise, the windows
assumedly becoming foggy, my chest in her soft back,
her breasts moving as she breathes, the steady thump
of her heartbeat becoming apparent after a while as we
lay there in silence and | take in more and more details
in the darkness.

Laying there and actually feeling quite cozy, | enjoy
this snuggle, Michelle’s breath evening out as she ei-
ther dozes lightly or at least becomes very relaxed, the
two of us possibly the only bundle of warmth for miles
around, the heat from her breasts emanating into my
hand, and the soft yet firm grip of her cheeks on my
cock so sensual and erotic.

After 15 minutes or so, my unseeing eyes staring into
nothing as | simply enjoy the feeling of being pressed
against her, my cock starts to swell again, Michelle’s
feminine body irresistibly arousing, my teenage hor-
mones ramping up again as | shift a little to let him
grow, feeling him pulse between her buttcheeks.

Staying perfectly still, feeling my cock as it twitches
rhythmically between her soft mounds, Michelle lets
out a soft sigh, almost drowned out by the rain, and |
feel her grind her butt, almost imperceptibly against my
pulsating cock, making my eyes shap open wide in the
darkness as | lay there, feeling her subtle yet unmis-
takable movements as she presses her ass harder into
my crotch, my cock wedged deep in her cheeks as she
moves it up and down.
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wipe at her stomach before bringing her fingers back to
her mouth.

Still dazed with post-orgasm happiness, | ask simply,
“Michelle, are you eating my come?”

“Waste not want not, Brad,” Michelle answers in
return, before scooping up more come and sucking it
off her fingers, “Anyway, besides beer, there’s nothing
to eat or drink in this car, and your come tastes much
better than beer in my opinion,” She finishes, a smile,
although unseen, obviously plastered across her face.

“I'm not complaining, just a little surprised.”

“It’s supposed to be very good for you, and if it’s the
only meal I'm getting tonight, I’'m taking it. Now, do you
feel a bit better? Able to relax now and hold me without
humping me too?”

“Yeah, thanks.”

“No problem,” Michelle says, rolling onto her side
facing away from me again, “Now snuggle up please, |
can already feel the cold coming back.”

Getting close and spooning her, my cock still slippery
with her saliva and my semen, | wedge it between her
cheeks, soft this time but still feeling amazing. Putting
my arm around her, | can feel the sticky patch on her
stomach from my come and move my hand away, not
really wanting to rest it there, feeling me fidget, Michelle
grabs my hand and places it between her breasts, my
hand the meat in a booby sandwich, her breasts heavy
and hot as they grip my hand.
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“He’s so hard again already,” Michelle says in barely
a whisper as she grinds against me, talking into the
empty space of the car.

“You’re a very beautiful woman,” | whisper back into
her hair, holding her close, her body feeling like it’s get-
ting hotter by the second.

Purring at my words but not replying, Michelle takes
my hand from her breasts and guides it down slowly,
over her stomach and to the fork in her legs, lifting her
upper leg ever so slightly as my fingertips make contact
with the downy fluff of her pubes.

Inching down further, | feel the sudden explosion of
moisture living there, her pussy absolutely saturated,
her slit slippery and hot as | run a finger up and down
it, her clit swollen, a small pea of throbbing lust hiding
amongst the folds of her lips, Michelle moaning almost
under her breath as | make contact with it.

“l know it's wrong, but feeling how hard you are,
just for me...I really was just trying to keep us warm,”
Michelle whispers, still grinding against me, her hand
over mine as | explore her pussy, gasping when | push
a finger into the first knuckle, the level of heat inside her
nothing less than incredible.

“I know,” | whisper, sliding my hand from her sex
and sliding it down her thigh, putting it under her knee
and guiding her leg further up, Michelle lifting her leg,
exposing her pussy from the back, keeping it lifted as |
move my crotch back a little and grab my cock, push-
ing it down and guiding it between her legs, aiming
upwards and sliding my knob backward and forwards





