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 It all started one quiet Summer evening when I was at my girlfriend’s place, she was on all fours on her bed and I was behind her, filling her deeply but quietly, her Mother nearby in the living room. My girlfriend Angela had her face stuffed into the pillows, muffling her moans of pleasure as I slid my length in and out of her, her tight young pussy wrapped airtight around my cock.







 As horny and as in the moment as I was, I was still being careful not to make too much noise, Angela’s bed had a terrible habit of squeaking at the worst times, and when it did it would do so with such a rhythm that it would be obvious to anyone listening what we were doing. My hands on her hips, I slowly embedded my length into her, going as fast as I dared without incurring the dreaded ‘squeakies’, as Angela and I had nicknamed them.







 For her part, Angela was pushing back on me, encouraging my cock to fully impale her, her hand a blur on her clit as she played with herself, occasionally grabbing my balls and giving them a fondle as I slow-motion fucked her.







 One ear always on the lookout for the sounds of an approaching Mother, I found myself looking over my shoulder, back towards Angela’s closed bedroom door as she came on my dick, her pussy squeezing my manhood as she quietly groaned with satisfaction into her fluffy pillows.







 “Your turn.” I heard Angela whisper, my eyes still on the door, ready to disengage and hide under the blankets with a moment’s notice.







 Holding her a little tighter, I started working on my own orgasm, really focusing on the feeling of my cock sliding in and out of Angela’s slick sex, the way her pussy seemed to hold my cock as I got too close to pulling it out all the way each time, like it didn’t want to let me go.







 Every now and then darting a glance back at the door, on the 5th or so look I thought I saw the hallway light that was coming under the bedroom door being disturbed, like someone was standing in front of it. Angela’s Mom, Emma, was usually pretty good at walking loudly as she approached Angela’s room, and had always knocked before entering until now. Still fucking Angela as hard as I dared, I kept my eye on the door, or more specifically, the light and shadows under the door, waiting to hear the knock that would have me scrambling to get under the blankets, but it never came. Suspecting that I was being paranoid and assuming Emma was anywhere else in the house except just outside Angela’s bedroom door, I focussed on my cock and soon came deep inside Angela, my grunts of pleasure and release as quiet as possible.







 My cock wilting slowly inside Angela, my body melting happily in post-orgasm bliss, I threw one more glance at the door and that’s when I saw it, the shadow that I hadn’t even been sure was really there moved away and now there was nothing but light coming under the door! What happened? Had Emma come to Angela’s door somehow unheard and was about to knock when she heard us having sex? How Embarrassing! But she had stood there for a long time, what was that about? Wondering whether or not to tell us off? She knew we were horny teenagers but I don’t think
 she
 thought we were getting up to much more than ‘pashing’, as she had called it. Had she just learned that we were fucking, and obviously had been for a while? This was going to make looking her in the eye awkward next time. I decided not to mention this to Angela. What good could come of it, if anything, it might make her less inclined to fuck in her house.







* * *







 A few times over the next month I noticed the shadow phenomenon happening again, always when Angela and myself had gone to her room to ‘hang out’ in the evening, leaving Emma to herself in the living room. As we would fool around, I would keep a watch on the light coming under the door, and sure enough every time, the light would get broken up soon enough. And again, not long after we would have our near-silent orgasms, the shadow would go and the light would be unbroken once again.







 Emma had made no mention of the first time the next day when I had spoken with her. Her attitude had betrayed no simmering anger hinting that she knew I was plowing her Daughter. Her speech was neither clipped nor terse with me, she was her usual bubbly self. And yet, what to make of this spying on my sexcapades? She was definitely listening to me fuck, of that I was now certain, but to what end if not to chastise me or warn me about the importance of condoms or something. Spying once I understood, but this had happened many times now, and my mind was failing to come up with answers to why, although a part of me acknowledged that it was pretty hot, having an audience while I fucked.







 Two evenings later Angela and I were on the couch with Emma when Angela mentioned that her feet hurt and she wanted me to give her a foot rub. Grabbing her leg playfully I went to rub her foot before she wriggled free of my hold, telling me it was too small on the couch, and we should go to her room so she could lie down on the bed while I did it. Obviously, this was all a charade designed to get us alone in her room so we could fuck and I was pretty sure these days that Emma knew that too. Looking over at her with a resigned ‘boyfriends gotta do what they’ve gotta do’ smile as Angela dragged me off to her room to rub her feet, she winked back in return and told us to have fun.







 Not entirely sure what to make of this situation but feeling pretty confident that Emma wasn’t angry at me, I decide to push the limits a little and fuck Angela harder and louder than I’ve ever done in her room this time. The foot rub lasting all of 30 seconds before we’re tearing each other’s clothes off and going at it like rabbits, my thrusts harder than normal, Angela’s bed giving off the dreaded squeakies but me ignoring them right up until Angela basically stops our fuck to tell me to calm down.







 “Sorry, Babe,” I tell her, keeping one eye on the door.







 Angela smiles at me, thinking she’s got me so crazy tonight I can’t control myself. Mounting her again and pumping just as hard as I was a moment ago, I see the shadow breaking up the light under the door. Smiling to myself, I start grunting louder than normal too, giving Angela a close approximation of the kind of fuck we normally only get to have on the few occasions we have the house to ourselves.







 Looking up at me with bewilderment but equal parts lust, Angela doesn’t chide me again and lets me fuck her more vigorously, maybe getting wetter herself at the thought of how bad we’re being right now. I watch the door as we fuck, wondering what’s happening on the other side. There can be absolutely no doubt what we’re doing in here for Emma, which leaves her standing there listening to my moans, the squeaks of the bed, and even the wet slap of my balls against Angela’s ass as I fuck her faster and faster, my orgasm rising.







 “Oh my God, Mark. Jesus!” Angela more than whispers but doesn’t quite say, her legs in the air as I fuck her deeply, my attention focussed on her Mom.







 “Ugh! Fuck yes!” I grunt, fairly loudly as I come inside Angela, my cock twitching with each spurt, Angela seemingly torn between enjoying the sensation of me filling her up and wanting to clamp a hand over my mouth, silencing my all too loud exclamations of pleasure.







 Collapsing on top of Angela, I watch as the shadow leaves the door. I’m still confused, but I’m getting more and more turned on by this silent audience situation. Angela enjoys my weight for a moment before speaking.







 “What was all that about? Extra randy tonight?” she asks, slightly annoyed but mostly turned on.







 “Dunno Babe, just too much in the moment I guess haha,” I answer.







 “I’ll be amazed if Mom
 didn’t
 hear that though, you doofus. You tryna get us in trouble?” She scolds me, but very lightly.







 “I think we’ll be ok, the TV was turned up pretty high.” I lie. I’m not sure why I haven’t told Angela now that I know it’s not a trouble thing. I think a part of me likes having it as a naughty little secret. I’m wondering if Emma gets wet while she listens. Does she maybe masturbate, standing there? Emma is pretty hot and the thought of her playing with herself while imagining I’m fucking her is pretty cool. She hasn’t been married for a decade at least and I have frankly no idea how her sex life is going. Is she horny and this is her little window of indulgence? Either way, my curiosity is well and truly piqued and I’m dying to know how far I can go with this.







 “I’m gonna go grab a drink, you want a glass of anything Babe?” I tell Angela, getting off the bed and slipping back into my pants without underwear, but leaving my top off.







 “Juice thanks, Noisy Boy,” Angela replies with a smirk.







 Usually, when Angela and I slip off to her room, that’s it for the evening, Emma doesn’t see us again. Tonight I walk back down the hallway, in order to go through the living room and get to the kitchen. When I get to the living room, Emma is in an awkward position on the couch, like I’ve disturbed her and her face is quite flushed. I act like nothing is untoward, after all, I have no idea she was just listening to me plow Angela, I’m just a thirsty boy looking for a soda. But inside I’m very aware of the color on her cheeks and the splayed position she’s in, like maybe a moment earlier she had a hand stuffed down the front of her pants. I feel myself getting excited at this next level of confirmation that something sexy is going on. Emma, the hot as fuck MILF, was just playing with herself after getting horny listening to me fuck, this is amazing!







 “How’d the foot rub go, Mark?” Emma asks me, acting nonchalant quite convincingly.







 “Pretty good, but it’s thirsty work,” I reply with a smile, heading for the kitchen, my heart beating a little faster.







 On my way back, Emma asks me if she could grab a quick sip of my soda. Holding it out to her, I see her running her eyes lazily down my young topless body. I like to think I keep myself in pretty good shape and I find myself flexing a little bit for her, wanting her to like what she sees. Taking a deep sip of my soda, she smacks her lips with relish and looks me right in the eyes as she says ‘Yummy’, handing it back.







 I make a point of drinking from the can straight away, putting my lips where hers have been only a moment earlier. She watches, smiling, before I go back to Angela’s room. I’m not 100% sure what’s just passed between us but the feeling in the air was almost physical.







* * *







 A few days later and I find myself at their house but without Angela, her train has been delayed and she’ll be an hour later than expected. No problem, I think to myself, plonking down on their couch and getting ready to catch up on my social media before Emma walks into the living room and joins me on the couch. She’s wearing a button-up top that only has half the buttons fastened and it looks like no bra underneath as well, going by the gentle swaying of her boobs as she shifts on the seat. I don’t think I’ve ever seen this much cleavage of Emma’s before and I can’t help but glance at it a few more times than is tasteful.







 “How has your day been, Mark?” She asks, seeming not to notice the errant looks I can’t help casting at her chest.







 “Pretty mellow really, helping my folks move some stuff in the garage. Yourself?” I answer.







 “Same old same old for me. Feeling in a bit of a rut, actually.” She tells me.







 “Ah, that’s no good,” I answer lamely. I’m not used to much depth of conversation with Emma. The weather and today’s news being our regular talking forte, “anything I can do to help?” I ask her.







 She looks at me sideways for half a moment before laughing and telling me no, not to worry about her, she’s just being silly. But I’m watching her free-range breasts wobble, they’re magnificent and pendulous. I wonder if she likes to squeeze them while she frigs herself, while thinking of me? I realize I’ve been staring at them for a good few seconds now and Emma is looking at me. I blush rapidly and feel my cock starting to grow. Not now, not right in front of her!







 Crossing my legs I change the subject to something safe, the weather. Commenting on how lovely it’s been the last few days. Emma then proceeds to tell me that yes it’s great, but too hot for a bra unless she
 has
 to wear one, now not being one of those times. To demonstrate she then lifts her arms and does that booby jiggle, making her half unbuttoned top work very hard indeed to contain her massive chest puppies. Laughing at how they jiggle, she tells me she feels like an old lady with udders these days.







 The conversation somehow already rude, I try to fight a losing battle against my growing erection. I’m pretty sure I saw areola during that jiggle and all I want right now is to slip away and jerk off. Her open top is showing too much for my fevered imagination but I tell her that no, she’s not old and I’m sure they’re not ‘udders’. She tells me I’m sweet and pats my leg. That’s it, I’ve got to get this poison out or I’m liable to say something stupid or worse yet, reach out and grab them without asking. I can feel my horniness building, the combination of the Summer air, my youth and her massive tits barely contained in that top is driving me crazy.







 Without a word I get up, holding my now hard cock close to myself via a hand in my pocket and quickly scoot away to Angela’s room. I’ve been here often enough that I’ve beaten off a few times, and every time I’ve done it I done it in the bathroom, with the door closed, but today I want to try something out. If I pulled it out in front of her she might have gone nuts, but if she comes to me, well, no foul play on my part, right?







 I enter Angela’s room and make sure to only half-close the door, I can easily see out of the room from her bed and anyone in the hallway can easily see the bed. Dropping my pants and boxers and stepping out of them, I make myself comfortable on the bed, propping up on a couple of pillows, facing the door. My heart racing, knowing that I’m basically offering to put on a show, I spread my legs and start stroking my cock slowly. Closing my eyes and imagining Emma’s massive pendulous boobs are here in front of me, wishing I could kiss and suck them.







 I think I can hear soft footsteps coming up the hall, stopping at Angela’s door but I keep my eyes closed, very horny but also more than a little nervous about what I’m doing. I try to make myself sexy for Emma, assuming she is now watching me, I reach down with my other hand and pull my balls tight, making my thick shaft look as big as possible for her. My stroking hand working all the way from the root to the knob and back down again. My stomach flexing wanting to make her want me even more.







 After a minute or so, I can hear her breathing and I finally relax a little and open my eyes. Emma is indeed standing in the doorway, she’s pushed the door fully open and is staring straight at my cock, her hands grasping her nipples and toying with them, though her boobs are still hidden beneath her top. I watch her watching me, my hand slowly gliding up and down my manhood. No words feel necessary, I’m simply having a fiddle and Emma happens to be standing there, nothing wrong with that. I also feel a little scared that if I say anything I might break this spell we’re both currently under, it feels gossamer thin and as stable as smoke.







 I start stroking a little faster, turned on by this beautiful voyeur, playing with my own balls as I do so. Emma simply keeps watching, enraptured with my fat shaft. I pump my fist faster and faster, excited beyond measure at what I’m doing, and soon I start to buck as my cock erupts, thick white come spurting and running over my bunched fist as it spits its load. Emma whimpers very softly and looks to be pressing her thighs together, her hands tweaking her boobs hard and her posture getting worse as she almost curls in on herself, possibly have an orgasm, right in front of me!







 The poison now out of me, I feel somewhat self-conscious. Reaching for some tissues Angela keeps beside the bed I start cleaning up, watching Emma as she silently straightens up and walks away, without a word.







 About 20 minutes later and I’m shyly walking back into the living room, where Emma is already seated, her buttons all done up now. Although it looks like she is still sans brassiere. I’m really not sure what to say, have we just done something bad? Did Emma really just come as well? Did she make me do that somehow? I have so many questions but absolutely no adequate way of broaching them to her. Trying to figure out a starting point for a sentence, Emma interrupts my thoughts.







 “Did you want a drink, Mark? You look a little drained. Obviously, all that hard work in your parent’s garage you spoke of just moments ago.” she says.







 Just moments ago? Like as in the masturbation display didn’t just happen? Ok, if that’s how we’re playing it I’m happy to go that route.







 “Sure, but don’t worry Emma, let me get it myself. Actually, would you like something to drink?”







 “I’m ok thanks. But yeah, feel free to help yourself. I like watching you have a drink, you look so happy. I’m happy to watch you have a drink whenever you want.”







 I hear her words and I give them some other context and I think I see where she’s going, my heart beating faster again.







 “I’ll...certainly keep that in mind, Emma,” I answer her, unable to think of something smooth or suave.







 After giving me a warm smile, that was the end of that. The conversation was normal and bereft of any innuendo and soon enough Angela was home and it was mostly me and her talking, Emma only chiming in every now and then or sharing a laugh with Angela about something their mutual girlfriends had said.







 That evening as Angela and I fucked, I saw the now-familiar shadow of Emma under the door and grinned to myself, knowing that I was making not one but two women wet right now. Emma’s shadow leaving the door soon after I came inside Angela’s moist sex.







 The next morning I was up before Emma and made my way to the kitchen, my morning wood tucked safely away in the band of my pants, not expecting to see Emma anyway as both girls had a habit of sleeping in if they didn’t need to be up. Entering the kitchen I saw Emma was in fact up and sitting at the counter, an open magazine in front of her. Greeting her good morning I rubbed some sleep from my eyes and surreptitiously checked that my cock was well hidden, though I’m not sure why.







 Dressed in cute cotton PJs, Emma looked really...well, fuckable, frankly. Her eyes went straight to my crotch and I knew instantly that she knew I had a boner, but I relaxed a second later as I realized it didn’t matter.







 “You’re up early, Emma. Do you have something on this morning?” I asked her, genuinely curious.







 “I was hoping I’d be up in time to see you having a drink. I told you how much I like watching you drink, Mark,” she answered, her eyes still on my dick.







 Almost choking on air for a moment as I realize what she’s asking, my next feeling is one of intense arousal. This is so bad, Angela is asleep just a few rooms away and this woman, her Mother, wants me to jerk off in front of her in the kitchen while she watches. I already know I’m going to do it, I felt the twitch in my cock the second she said her comment that was a tick of approval.







 With a quick glance behind me to make sure Angela hasn’t gotten up at just this moment, I hook my thumbs under my pants and pull them down to under my balls, exposing my hard manhood to the kitchen air and Emma’s feasting eyes. I grab my cock and start stroking, surprised by how normal this feels. Staring at Emma’s chest, I’d really love to have some ammo to help with this jerking off session and she appears to understand, unbuttoning her PJ top all the way and opening it for me, her naked breasts swaying before me. They’re large with big nipples and decent sized areolas. Pulling my dick faster I give a little moan of approval as I see Emma slip a hand under the loose band of her PJ bottoms, swirling on her clit with 2 fingers.







 Emma’s face starts to blush rapidly and I watch as she brings herself to apparent orgasm in record time. Her cute little expression as she comes driving me wild and I shoot my load, my come making dull thuds as it splashes on the kitchen tiles, my hips bucking against the air as I finish myself off in front of her.







 Leaning against the counter and getting my composure back Emma grabs some paper towels and starts wiping the floor free of my seed, Her massive boobs swinging freely as she does so. Looking up from the floor where she is kneeling, her face is inches from my cock. Giving my dick a smile, she says good morning to him before giving him a quick kiss, then expertly grabs my pants and pulls them back up over the now slowly wilting shaft.







 It was just a quick peck, but my girlfriend’s Mom just had her mouth on my cock, definitely a diary moment if I’d kept one.







 Once again, afterward, nothing is said or hinted at. I suspect Emma knows that I know she listens to me fucking Angela, but didn’t care, in much the same way she can watch me jerk off while making herself come, and then a few minutes later talk about toast, with her daughter sitting next to her, while I meanwhile sit there with a still sticky knob, covered in the remnants of an orgasm.







* * *







 About a week later and Emma and myself are sitting in Emma’s car, waiting for Angela at the train station in its parking lot. The conversation has been non-sexual and pretty normal when we hear from the platforms an announcement that Angela’s train is going to be 15 minutes late. Turning to me Emma simply said that I might as well have a drink then, she supposed. No longer shocked by such things but certainly turned on, I wiggled my pants and boxers down to my knees, her car small and well-hidden between two large SUVs and her windows pretty darkly tinted.







 Stroking myself to hardness I look over at Emma’s chest and she’s already opening it for me, releasing her breasts, luckily without a bra in sight. Playing with them for me, my cock grows and I’m hard very quickly, her body a massive turn on. Taking a gamble, I reach out and grab a boob, making Emma gasp a little and look at me, not my cock for once, but moments later she relaxes and lets me continue to fondle her large mounds. One of her hands disappears down the front of her pants and her eyes become glued to my dick. Stroking faster I squeeze her breasts as I go, pulling her nipples and teasing them.







 “I’m gonna come soon, Emma,” I tell her, watching my hands play with her boobs.







 “Mmm, yes Mark, come for me.” Emma purrs, her spare hand snaking across to me and playing with my balls, sending me over the edge and making me come, my load splashing down over mine and Emma’s hands, coating them in hot semen, my grunts filling the small car.







 Watching my cock erupting sends Emma over the edge and she has her own orgasm, her hand stuffed down the front of her pants diddling furiously, the small car rocking as she writhes in pleasure, her semen covered hand coming to her face, as she breathes in my seed’s scent, licking the fingers clean too as she comes.







 Grabbing my come-covered hand, she licks it clean, before leaning down and swiftly without any warning taking half my manhood into her mouth, sucking and cleaning him with a practiced tongue. As great as it feels, there’s a part of me that acknowledges we’ve probably crossed a line with that act.







 “I, uhh, I wasn’t expecting that,” I tell her, pulling my pants back up awkwardly in the small car.







 “Neither was I Mark, but you tasted so good on my fingers, I had to have the rest of the load down my throat too.” She answers back with a grin.







 “So...you really like watching a guy jerk off that much huh? I ask her, as I’ve been curious since the first time.







 “Well, not really the jerking off part, I really love watching a cock erupting. The more come the better. The way the whole shaft twitches, pulses, jerks as it spits, it’s just so hot, I could watch a slow-motion comeshot all day.” She admits, throwing another look at my crotch.







 I’m about to ask if that means we might someday go further but just then Angela arrives and I realize she is my girlfriend and Emma is her Mom and I have to change a few gears in my head and not laugh when Angela comments that the car interior smells a little funny.







* * *







 For the next few days, I’m able to avoid sex with Angela, I have a plan and it requires a nice heavy load. I go down on her and make her come, but afterward, say I’m not feeling super horny. Already satisfied, she doesn’t take much convincing to not worry about my dick.







 Come Thursday and I’m with Emma and Angela, kissing her goodbye at the train station, before Emma and I will go back to her house and I’ll go home from there, except I have no intention of leaving once I’ve got Emma alone at her house.







 Angela safely ensconced on the train, Emma and I head back to her place, the talk safe and neutral. Once we get to her house, though, she turns to me and asks, “What is it, Mark? You’ve had a funny look on your face since we left the train station.”







 “Well, since you asked. You told me you like big loads, and usually, I jerk off and sleep with Angela multiple times a day, so the most you’ve ever seen me spit so far was like, 6 hours worth right? But I’ve been good and saved up nearly 4 days worth, so can you imagine how big my next load is going to be, Emma?”







 Licking her lips, Emma looks greedily at my bulge, “Well, we better get you inside, looks like you could use a drink, Mark.”







 Following her to the house, I play my cards, “I was thinking for such a special load, it would require a more special way of getting it out, actually.”







 Opening her door Emma looks at me with a smile and asks what I think it requires.







 “I’d like to fuck you, Emma,” I tell her, cutting to the chase. Seeing her shock, I press on, playing on her own needs, “I’ll fuck you Emma, long and deep, and then when it’s time I’ll pull my cock out and you get to see the biggest load I’ve done in years, promise. It’ll be huge, feel how swollen my balls are.” I tell her, grabbing her hand and putting it on my plums.







 “Biggest load in years?“ She asks, her hand hefting the weight of my heavy balls.







 “For sure, I’ve fucked or at least jerked off every day for years. Four days without a release might as well be a month for me. Just you wait, I'll cover you in my come if that’s what you want.” I tell her, my hand holding her face, feeling a little strange at how bizarre my ‘sweet talk’ is with Emma, but hey, whatever works.







 I can see she wants it, her addiction to seeing a cock spurt and my promises of a geyser just too appealing. After a few more seconds of debate within herself, she steps in closer to me and leans up, kissing me on the lips, passionately, I kiss her back and I feel the need inside her mouth via her questing tongue. Our hands scrabbling, we remove each other’s clothing, our mouths coming away from one another’s faces only when we absolutely have to, to extract a shirt or errant sock from ourselves.







 Pushing her to the wall, I kiss her deeper, my hands filled with her mammoth breasts, her hands pawing at my thickening cock, pulling it desperately, grabbing my ass and squeezing it, running her hands down my abdomen, before starting the cycle over again. My hand trails down her belly and her legs open for me, I run my fingers over her bush and slip inside her, her sex already slicked with juices to welcome me in, two knuckles deep. She grabs my cock and points it at her pussy, with me bending my legs to make myself a little shorter so I can push my knob on her moist opening and slide my cock inside her, fucking her against the wall, her moans loud and untamed as I work my length in deeper with each thrust. Grabbing her ass, I lift her up easily, bringing her totally off the ground and fucking her simply by bringing her up and down on my aching manhood, her legs wrapping around me, her arms and my neck, our tongues tied together.







 Lifted up but also against the wall I fuck her, my hips bucking as I endeavor to bury every last inch of myself into her red hot pussy, her opening grabbing my shaft tightly, slurping around my length. Biting my shoulder, biting my neck in ecstasy as I fill her like she hasn’t been filled in so long. Her yearning for dick overriding all other thoughts.







 Taking her from the wall, I walk down the entrance with her still wrapped in my arms and impaled on my cock. Upon entering the kitchen I stand where I did once before, jerking off for her, but now sitting her on the counter and fucking her while I stand before her, my hands grabbing hungrily at her boobs, my cock never stopping in it drilling of her depths.







 From the kitchen I take her and into the living room and onto the couch, throwing her down onto its softness before mounting her and plunging my cock back inside her, my weight bearing down on her as I fuck her completely, never giving her a second to recover from my fevered thrusts as I build up my biggest load in years for this stunning sex pot of a woman.







 Getting off her, picking her up, turning her over, and bending her over the couch I take her in doggy, my cock reaching new depths inside her, her moans loud and wanton as she lets go and enjoys being fucked completely. Grabbing her hair I build up speed, my balls getting tighter, my massive load not too far away now.







 “You want my load, Emma? You want all my hot come?” I grunt at her, loving the tightness of this MILFs amazing pussy.







 “Yes Mark, Yes!” She squeals, writhing on my cock as I plunge into her again and again, “Fuck my mouth, I don’t want to miss a moment!” she adds, extracting herself from my length and turning around.







 Kneeling on the couch with my cock in front of her, Emma grabs it with both hands and gobbles my knob, sucking like a champion, her tongue washing my pole of her pussy juices, her throat swallowing as she doesn't waste a drop of her own liquids. One hand comes under and expertly fondles my balls as I fuck her mouth and I feel my orgasm knocking. Grabbing her hair I tell her I want to come and she nods on my manhood, encouraging me to let go. Her hand gripping my shaft releases its grip and starts playing with her clit instead, she’s hot and ready for the show, close to orgasm herself.







 Fucking her mouth, her hand on my balls, her massive tits swaying seductively as I thrust in and out of her throat I let out a sudden cry of pleasure and pull my cock out, the first spurt coming fractions of a second later, pulsing and twitching, my cock releases thick ropes of hot semen, falling onto Emma’s pendulous boobs with audible thuds. The amount of come is stunning, twitch after twitch of my cock brings spurt after spurt of ever more seed, falling heavily down Emma’s front, collecting and pooling in her cleavage, running down her belly and amongst her bush. Unable to aim now, a few spurts hit Emma in the face, making her squint as the force of my come surprises her, making her gasp, her own orgasm moments away.







 Looking at all the come as it explodes from my cock onto her drives Emma over the edge and she comes too, Her body rocking and convulsing as it powers through her, making her curl up even as the last rounds from my balls continue to assail her, coating her in my hot cream. Curling up on the couch, frigging herself like mad, her orgasm riding her as much as she’s riding it. My comes dripping from her in a dozen places.







 In a tight little ball, Emma stays for the time being, while I stand in front of her, jerking out the last drops of my seed, letting them fall onto her with wet little thuds, joining all the other streaks of come she’s covered in. It really was the biggest load I’ve ever done, I think to myself, looking down and admiring my handiwork.







 Finally uncurling and sitting up, Emma looks at me with a dazed expression, before looking at all the come adorning her. Slowly, but rapidly gaining speed, she starts scooping it up in her palms and drinking it in, wanting it all in her mouth. I watch bemused as she cleans herself of the worst of my come assault.







 “Holy...shit, Mark. That was...incredible! Sooo much come!” She gasps at me happily, like a chocoholic finding a secret entrance to Willy Wonka’s.







 “I did say it’s the longest I’ve gone without popping, Emma, glad you enjoyed,” I answer with a bemused smile, it’s like she’s become the young one in this encounter.







 Reaching out and grabbing my dick, which is wilting to the point it's now facing straight out and not up, Emma gives it and kiss and tells him thank you.







 Joining her on the couch, we snuggle up nude and sticky, our hands idly playing with the anatomy of the other, the odd kiss here, a nibble there. We ended up fucking twice more that day, although neither load was as big. But there were other sessions that had had longer breaks and therefore bigger loads to come later on. Eventually, Angela moved interstate for a great job opportunity and I was happy to give a long-distance relationship a try, but in reality that was pretty much when my relationship with Angela ended and my full-time relationship with Emma started, and as great as the sex had been until then, it managed to only get better and better from there.







END







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







Enjoy that? Subscribe to my mailing list and always be the first to know when a new sex-filled story or bundle is out! No spam, just a discreet email telling you the sexy good news! ;-)








SUBSCRIBE








If you liked this, here are some of my other recent sex-filled stories, with plenty more on my author page:








My Girlfriend’s Mom: Throated









My Best Friend’s Mom My Asian Free Use MILF









My Best Friend’s Busty Mom Demands It Deep









MILF Next Door Disciplines Me With Her Body









Camping With My Best Friend’s Busty MILF Mom








Or hit ‘follow’ on my author page and see
 all
 my titles (140 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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