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A WEEK ALONE WITH MY GIRLFRIEND'S MILF MOM







By








LEO MICHAELS
















 If I disliked my girlfriend Emma’s mom Katrina, then my current circumstances would have felt like the result of the universe conspiring against me. However, as I thought she was the sexiest woman I’d ever met since the day Emma had introduced us, I felt like all the planets had aligned on my behalf.







 It all started when Katrina found a bug in her house and decided that she needed the entire place fumigated, as she had an almost phobia-level hatred for them, not such a big deal in itself until you realize that Emma and I lived with her, a place of our own unthinkable on two 19-year-olds wages.







 Trying to book a hotel and then a motel for accommodation whilst the house was fumigated, we soon learned that due to a couple of concerts playing in the area, accommodation appeared to be non-existent, finally finding a motel with one bed left, the women agreeing to share the bed while I would generously take a few sofa cushions on the floor or something.







 Happy to be sharing a room with Katrina and the anticipation of seeing her in her sleepwear, things got even better when Emma said that a friend of hers in a tiny studio apartment was happy to share her bed with Emma but that unfortunately there was no room for either Katrina or myself.







 “Do you mind if I take her up on her offer, Jake?” Emma asks me as we pack spare clothes and things for a week out of the house.







 “Not at all, better to share a bed with your BFF than your mom.”







 “And you’re not going to go nuts stuck with my mom for a week?”







 “No, I’m sure it’ll be ok,” I reply, actually over the moon with the idea.







 “Thanks, I don’t want her to be cooped up in a motel all alone.”







 “No problem. We can spend the entire time gossiping about you,” I say with a smile, Emma punching my arm and laughing.







* * *







 Later that day, I put my stuff in Katrina’s car while Emma puts hers in her own, Katrina and I leaving for the motel as Emma leaves for her friends, a large tent starting to be erected over Katrina’s house.







 Looking out the window, lost in thought, a feel a pat on my thigh bringing me out of my daydream.







 “Don’t look so glum, Jake, it’s only a week, and I promise not to bore you too much,” Katrina says with her trademark grin, her gorgeous face lighting up.







 “Not at all, Katrina, a change is as good as a vacation, yeah?”







 “That’s the spirit! We’re going on vacation, to sample new foods and cultures!”







 “Vending machine eats, here we come!”







 As Katrina laughs at my response, I take the chance to check her out for the millionth time, her arms and shoulders bare in some sort of tight-fitting tube top, her massive breasts bouncing as we drive, a gleaming belly-button ring proudly resting against the tanned skin of her stomach, her equally tight boyshorts hugging her curves, her thighs perfect, watching them flex and shift as she accelerates and brakes, her feet in small sneakers, her thick mane of hair cascading down her chest, her extremely kissable lips plump and red, her eyes sultry and seductive, watching the road.







 “But genuinely, you’re not too peeved you can’t be with Emma?”







 “Nah, I’d feel like a third wheel crammed in her friend’s studio apartment, let her enjoy some girlfriend time.”







 “You’re a good guy, Jake.”







 “Not really, I’m not actually much of a fan of that particular friend of hers.”







 “Haha,” Katrina laughs, slapping my thigh and grinning as we round a corner.







 Arriving at the motel, it’s nowhere near as bad as we feared the very last accommodation in town would be, possibly we lucked out and called then minutes after a cancellation or something, the parking lot looking to be at capacity, Katrina squeaking into a spot before we go and get the keys, returning to the car to grab our few belongings and taking them upstairs to our room near the end of the long balcony.







 Opening the door, we step in and look around, the view the same as has been seen by a million people a million times on any given day, a decent-sized room containing a bed, table and chairs, television on the wall, a small couch, a counter in one corner with some basics to create a ‘kitchen’, and door at the rear leading to the bathroom.







 “Welcome home, Jake!” Katrina says, tossing her bags onto the bed and looking for the remote, to ‘get some sound in the place’.







 Chuckling and putting my bags on the couch, I can already see that my 6’4” body is going to have a hard time being comfortable sleeping on it no matter how I try to pretzel myself, pepping myself up by reminding myself that Katrina will be sleeping just a few feet away, presumably in a nightie, or lingerie, or maybe in just underwear,
 or maybe even nude
 , my teenage libido adds.







 With the TV on and the general susurrus of all the other occupied rooms, we both get to that awkward stage where you’ve unpacked and now stand there wondering ‘what now?’







 “Coffee?” I ask, hooking a thumb at the kitchen corner, Katrina nodded in the affirmative.







 Boiling the water, the view from the back window about as inspiring as the view from the front, I glance over Katrina, bending over facing away from me as she straightens the blanket on the bed, presumably simply for something to do, her ass so utterly perfect in her clinging boyshorts, my eyes following the crease of her ass down as it slips between her legs, the pouch of her sex partially visible, my cock stirring as I see the outline of my girlfriend’s mom’s pussy, such a basic and yet amazing sight, a plump bulge making my face heat up as I imagine her pussylips, softa and smooth and how good they would feel against my fingertips as I explored her, or against my lips as I kissed them, dying to breathe in her musk.







 Looking away just in time, I turn from her to hide my forming tent, pouring the water.







 Sitting at the table, we sip our beverages, glancing at the TV every now and then, the mood happy but listless, resisting the urge to look at my phone as I feel that might be rude, Katrina and I making small talk. Having never really spent much one-on-one time with one another, I still feel a little unsure how open I can be with her, as even though she’s always been cool, she is still my girlfriend’s mom and a proper ‘adult’, making me second guess how totally ‘me’ I should be with her.







 “You’re unusually quiet, Jake,” Katrina says with a smile, like she’s partially reading my feelings, or perhaps I have a terrible poker face.







 “Just enjoying the ambiance,” I say, waving a hand in the air to encompass all of this with mock seriousness.







 “Feeling a little nervous being alone with me? Don’t worry, I promise I’m not judging you. Try and relax,” Katrina replies with a smile.







 “I wouldn’t say nervous, just…umm…I’m not sure, really.”







 “I think I get it, I can still remember the first time I was left alone with my ex’s parents. Brrr, hopefully I’m not like them.”







 “I take it it was a little awkward?”







 “Extremely. Well for me anyway, they seemed to like being frosty as hell just fine. I don’t think I met their standards.”







 “Ah, I know what you mean, I’ve met people like that.”







 “Hopefully I’m cooler than that I guess?” Katrina asks, her eyebrows raised for extra question mark emphasis.







 “Totally, I think I just get in my own head a bit.”







 “Wondering if you can swear or not?”







 “Haha, yeah I guess so in a way.”







 “Relax, talk with me how you would with Emma or one of your friends. I know from your point of view I’m old enough to have met dinosaurs while they were still alive but trust me, I don’t feel much different now in my 40s than I did when I was your age.”







 “I don’t think you’re old enough to have met dinosaurs. Cavemen and wooly mammoths, perhaps…” I say, Katrina chuckling as she leans forward over the table to punch my arm lightly, her breasts jiggling as she sits back down, her eyes twinkling with humor as I feel myself relax, her attitude as awesome as her MILF body.







 The afternoon flowing into the evening, Katrina is on her bed watching TV while I sit on the couch alternating between texting back and forth with Emma and using my laptop, eventually putting the phone down as Emma goes to bed.







 “Emma says goodnight mom,” I tell Katrina as I go back to the laptop.







 “Goodnight Emma,” Katrina says into the air, looking over from the TV, “You’re not going to be bored out of your mind tomorrow here by yourself while I go to work?”







 “No, I’ll be spending the day with Emma. She said she’s having fun but doesn’t want to spend night
 and
 day with her friend for a week.







 “Good plan,” Katrina says, grabbing her bag and heading for the bathroom, “I’m going to get ready for bed.”







 “Ok.”







 The sounds of teeth brushing coming from the bathroom, a can’t help but wonder what Katrina is going to exit the bathroom wearing, feeling a little disappointed when she comes out wrapped in a large towel, the only hint being bra straps over her shoulders, her current ensemble showing much less than her day clothes.







 “You mind if I turn out the light?” She asks.







 “Not at all.”







 Turning the light off, the room still partially lit from the lights outside and my face lit with the laptop’s screen, I see Katrina unwrap the towel from herself and quickly slip under the bed’s blanket, my fleeting glance showing me a black bra and panties, her ass looking stunning for the moment I saw it.







 “Goodnight, Jake.”







 “Goodnight.”







 Using the laptop a little longer before turning it off, I go brush my teeth and return, trying to get comfortable on the couch, twisting this way and that, eventually curling up in a fetal position so that neither my feet nor head are smacking into the arm rests.







* * *







 Waking up the next morning feeling stiff and sore, I roll out of the couch and stretch, Katrina’s bed empty.







 Spending the first 20 minutes trying to straighten out as I sip a fresh coffee, I wonder if this is how older people feel waking up as normally I’m all good within seconds of opening my eyes.







 “You’re fine for sitting on but sleeping on you is a killer,” I tell the couch as I wander around the room, feeling myself return slowly to normal.







 A short while later Emma comes around and we go out for the day, hanging out and killing time, Emma filling me in on all the gossip Sarah has been telling her.







 Later on, back at the motel, we’re sitting on the bed watching TV when Katrina gets back from work, Emma and Katrina chatting for a while before Emma says she’d better go as she doesn’t want to return to Sarah’s too late, leaving Katrina and me alone, the two of us eating dinner and passing the time between talking, our phones, and the TV, Katrina having changed into comfy sweats earlier, sitting cross-legged on her bed, her feet bare and her sloppy top rocking with her breasts whenever she moves, her huge tits obviously unencumbered by a bra, my cock aching in my pants as I shift on the couch.







 As the evening kicks in, Katrina lowers the volume on the TV and looks over at me.







 “Jake?”







 “Mmm?” I reply, looking up from my phone.







 “How’d you sleep last night?”







 “Alright. Not as good as Emma’s bed, but it was ok,” I lie.







 “Are you sure about that?”







 “Haha, sure. Why?” I ask, seeing Katrina’s one raised eyebrow of disbelief.







 “Because I heard you grunting and groaning in your sleep all night. It did not sound like the sleep of someone being well-rested.”







 “Grunting and groaning?” I ask, having had no idea about that detail.







 “Yeah, a bunch. You literally kept waking me up. You sounded like a wounded animal.”







 “Woops.”







 “Haha, it’s not your fault, it was cruel of me to expect someone as tall as you to sleep on such a small couch.”







 “I’ll grab a spare blanket and lay it on the floor, I can sleep on that instead tonight.”







 “Nonsense, I don’t want you to spend two nights in a row with terrible sleep, your back will be wrecked by tomorrow.”







 “Katrina, no way am I making you sleep on the couch instead of me,” I say, assuming that’s the direction she’s heading in.







 “That’s not what I’m saying, Jake. This is a double bed, plenty of room for two people.”







 “Err, are you sure?”







 “Of course, just make sure you don’t try any funny stuff!” She replies, wagging a finger at me comically.







 “Scout’s honor,” I say, making what I think is the correct hand gesture, my cock tingling at the thought of sleeping in the same bed as Katrina.







 “Excellent, now we can both get a good night’s sleep,” Katrina says, scooting over on the bed to signal which side is mine.







 Feeling a little awkward but also overwhelming thrilled at such a basic thing, I get up and sit on the bed with her, her close proximity making me feel like a have a boyish crush all over again, my stomach tight as her perfume fills my nostrils and her leg brushes mine, making sure to keep hair trigger swelling cock hidden.







 Turning the TV back up, Katrina watches it for a while while I try to focus on my phone, the next hour or so passing so slowly as every little touch and movement sends a bolt of excitement through me, reminding me of the first time I was sitting with a girl, building up the nerve to move in for a first kiss, Katrina assumedly unaware of the flurry of nerves happening right beside her, her daughter’s boyfriend giddy with lust and attraction.







 “Right, time I went to bed,” Katrina says, getting off the bed and walking to the bathroom, my eyes watching her full ass jiggle in her sweats as she goes to brush her teeth, taking this chance to reach into my pants and readjust my cock, painfully hard and aching with need, Katrina returning a few minutes later.







 “Don’t mind if I turn out the light?” She asks.







 “Not at all.”







 Turning out the light, Katrina pulls back the covers and gets under her half of the bed, the room still bright enough to see what’s going on, albeit not as clearly.







 Shifting and moving, the bed rocking, Katrina gives out a few grunts before her arms reappear from under the blanket and she tosses her sweats to the end of the bed, my brain wondering just what she’s lying next to me in now, being pretty sure she had no bra on under her sweat top.







 “It’s harder than you think to get undressed when you’re already in bed isn’t it, haha. Goodnight Jake.”







 “Goodnight,” I reply as she moves onto her side, facing away from me, leaving me sitting there, my phone lighting up my face and my cock pulsating urgently.







 Feeling listless, but not wanting to disturb her, I get off the bed and strip down to my boxers, padding into the bathroom to brush my teeth before returning and getting into my side of the bed, spying on Katrina’s bare back as I lift the blanket, a hint of panty visible but willing to lift the blanket any higher.







 Lying on my back, staying as still as I can, I feel like I can feel the heat of her body, barely a foot away from me, my mind racing and my cock pulsating, my fingers itching to reach over and caress her soft skin, my cock leaking precome even though I haven’t touched it, the blanket jerking almost comically at my crotch as my cock jolts and twitches, the erection tent moving.







 Waiting a while, barely even breathing, I wait until Katrina’s breaths sound like those of someone sleeping before I dare slide my hands down to my swollen cock, reaching into my boxers and holding it, feeling it burning hot and pulsating rhythmically, slick with precome, my arousal so high I can feel my mouth go dry as I jerk off as quietly as I can, knowing Katrina is just there and knowing I shouldn’t but unable to help myself, knowing I will never get to sleep as long as this load is still sloshing around inside me, the pure thrill of being in the same bed as this stunning MILF, knowing her bare breasts are just there making me hold my breath as I try to reach orgasm silently.







 Holding my shakes as best I can, I start to come, hot gushes of semen shooting from me as I imagine fucking the beautiful woman next to me, my load filling my boxers, my crotch slippery and my hands coated as I gasp under my breath, my totally inappropriate orgasm feeling so good as it explodes from me.







 Trying to dry my hands inside my boxers, I feel myself return to normal as the froth of arousal backs off, wondering if it's just nerves or does the room really smell strongly of come now, Closing my eyes and soon drifting off to sleep.







* * *







 The next morning I wake up alone, Katrina already gone, a feeling of regret washing over me as I remember jerking off next to her in the warm light of day, stripping out of my boxers and heading for the shower, my cock rising as I think of Katrina.







 Once again spending the day with Emma, she again leaves me and her mom alone in the afternoon, saying she doesn’t want to only be at Sarah’s for bedtime as she would feel like she’s using her best friend.







 Alone and both of us sitting on the bed, once again alternating between conversation, TV, and our phones, I feel like there’s something on Katrina’s mind, but then I also wonder if it’s just my guilt of last night’s sneaky stroke session playing on my own mind, Katrina in her sweats again, her breasts looking as unrestrained as there were last night, swaying under the fabric every time she moves, so heavy and pendulous, my cock aching, already knowing that I’m going to jerk off again tonight even as I tell myself I mustn’t test my luck a second night in a row, my lust and guilt battling it out in my head, but knowing deep down my arousal will win in the end, her curves to perfect to resist, even if I can’t actually touch them, just getting to blast a load in proximity is about the best feeling I've ever had.







 “Jake, can we have a little chat about last night?” Katrina says, cutting through my inner monologue to bring me back to the here and now.







 “Uh yeah, sure,” I reply, her careful tone instantly making my stomach drop.







 “Now, I don’t want you to be embarrassed, and I’m not upset at you, but please be honest. Were you masturbating in the bed last night?”







 Feeling like a bucket of freezing cold water has been splashed on me, I simply sit there, unable to respond, like a deer in headlights, locked in place.







 “Again, I’m not angry, I’m just thinking that maybe if you’re going to do that, you should maybe take care of any, you know, stubborn boners before bed in the bathroom or something, ok?”







 “Uhh, ok,” I manage to squeak out, feeling about an inch tall.







 “I really want you to know I’m not upset. I understand, at your age, sleeping without climaxing first is basically impossible, I’m just not sure how appropriate it is to be doing it next to your girlfriend’s mom is all.”







 “Sorry.”







 “No need to be sorry, and I think we can keep this between you and me, huh? Emma doesn’t need to hear about any nocturnal shenanigans you were up to while she wasn’t around but I was.”







 “Thanks. I really did wait until I thought you were asleep,” I say, wondering if I can at least soften my embarrassment by trying to convince her I’m not a total pervert.







 “I assumed so, but I’m an incredibly light sleeper. A blessing and a curse really. And if the rhythmic shaking of the bed didn’t wake me, the smell probably would have haha.”







 “Smell?” I say, acting like I’ve no idea what she means while my face reddens.







 “Haha yes, smell. There’s nothing quite like a fresh load from a man that smells the same. I’d be lying if I said it wasn’t at least a little exciting. It’s been quite some time since I smelled a man being…
 so happy
 so close to me, especially a handsome young one like my Emma’s.”







 Not sure why, but I feel my mouth open and speak the words even before I’ve realized, my own eyes opening wide as I hear myself speak.







 “I was thinking of you when I did it.”







 Sitting there, the silence afterward so,
 so
 terrible, I simply stare into my lap, wanting nothing more than to disappear, Katrina staring without seeing at the TV, hearing her mouth open and close a few times.







 “Well,” She says eventually, continuing slowly, thinking carefully about every word, “That’s very flattering, Jake, and I thank you for your honesty. I think this is another thing perhaps we should just keep between the two of us though, yes?”







 “Yeah,” I say, not looking up.







 “Genuinely though, Jake, thank you. I know it’s inappropriate for you to be doing that whilst thinking of me, but since you have
 and
 have now informed me of doing so, I’m honestly flattered. You’re a very handsome young man, and I know it’s probably inappropriate of me to admit that, but it is true. And understanding that last night those barely audible gasps were happening as you thought of me is, I’ll admit, a bit sexy, but I really think we should leave it at that, no need to make some simple masturbation into an awkward situation.”







 “Agreed,” I say, still not wanting to look up but certainly feeling a bit better, Katrina’s piece-by-piece dissection and analysis calming my brain, even as another part of me saves the bit where she said she found it all ‘a bit sexy’.







 As the early evening becomes late evening, the chasm of guilt under me closes up, Katrina seemingly genuinely ok with us, her face its usual gorgeous self as she announces it's her time for bed, getting up and walking to the bathroom, her ass amazing as always as I watch it shake it her sweats.







 Returning a few later, her teeth sparkling, Katrina stands at the bed instead of getting immediately in and looks at me.







 “Is there anything you need to do before bed, Jake?”







 Understanding her and feeling a fresh wave of awkwardness wash over me as I get off the bed, I go to the bathroom and brush my teeth, then stand there staring in the mirror, knowing that Katrina can hear me and is basically waiting for me to jerk off so we can get to sleep.







 Pulling out my cock, I have no trouble getting hard, but knowing Katrina is out there and perfectly aware of what I’m doing seems to give my orgasm stage fright and I can’t bring myself to climax, the room too quiet and feeling like every stroke of my cock is clearly audible throughout the entire motel complex.







 Giving up, I put my cock away as it tents my boxers and make sure to turn off the bathroom light before opening the door so Katrina can’t see my twitching tent as I exit, walking to my side of the bed and getting in as softly as I can, my cock angrier than normal if anything, pulsating and jerking.







 Laying there as still as I can but shifting and twitching for what feels like hours but in reality is probably barely a 10th of that, I hear Katrina move as she rolls over to face me, her voice low, barely a whisper.







 “You weren’t able to get a happy ending in the bathroom were you?”







 “Sorry. I think he freaked out knowing you knew what I was doing.”







 “It’s ok, I feel like I put too much pressure on you, expecting you to jerk off like that, I know I find it hard to…
 finish
 if I’m not comfortable. If it makes it better, you can try again now that you’re all snug in bed in the dark.”







 “Are…are you sure?”







 “Haha yeah, better that than having you tossing and turning all night, this way we’ll both get some sleep.”







 Feeling surreal as I reach into my boxers, I start to stroke my cock, knowing perfectly well that my girlfriend’s mom knows perfectly well what I’m doing, the slip and slide sounds of my hands against the fabric so loud in the quiet room, Katrina still facing me, her outline visible in the partial light, looking over to see her watching me, her eyes open and staring, chewing her bottom lip.







 Jerking off for a good ten minutes I once again have to admit defeat. I’m as horny as hell, my arousal is as high as it’s ever been but I just can’t get myself over the finish line, my cock happy to be hard in Katrina’s presence but my orgasm more elusive and shy, unwilling to let me fully succumb to the moment, like a deeper version of trying to hide your o-face at the final moment.







 “No good?”







 “Sorry, I just can’t come,” I admit, thinking that was a sentence I’d never be saying.







 “He doesn’t want to get hard?”







 “Not at all, he’s rock hard, but I don’t seem to be able to pop.”







 “Oh? I’ve seen nervous cocks before but I’ve never met nervous semen, haha,” Katrina chuckles into the low-lighting room, “Is it because they know this time I’m awake?”







 “I think so.”







 “Hmm, well you’re having no trouble staying hard so I guess we just have to convince your sperms that they’re welcome to pop out. No need to be shy or anything. Keep jerking off, Jake, and I’ll try something, ok?”







 “Ok,” I reply, my head spinning as I start jerking off again at my girlfriend’s mom’s request as I feel Katrina slide closer, still not touching, but now the warmth of her body is clearly tangible along my side, her sweet breath in my ear as she speaks in a husky whisper.







 “Does it feel good, Jake? Does it feel good stroking your big fat cock while thinking of me?”







 “Uhh, what?” I say, startled.







 “Come on, Jake, roleplay!” Katrina husks, her lips still inches from my ear, “We’re going to coerce those sperms right out of you! Now, does it feel good touching yourself while thinking of my big heavy tits?”







 “Yeah,”
 I admit, her words sending shivers of pleasure through me like physical blows.







 “You’d love to put me on my knees and jerk off all over them, wouldn’t you? Jerk your cock and come all over my big heavy tits, watch me lick your load off them.”







 “Mmm, yeah,”







 “I’d love that too, Jake. I’m so fucking wet right now, my pussy is red hot and aching for your fat cock to be inside it, I’m trickling all over my thighs thinking about how good it would feel to have you explode deep in my soaking pussy.”







 “Mmm fuck yeah, Mmm.”







 “You want that Jake? You want to come inside me?”







 “Yeah,”
 I gasp, all nervousness gone in my arousal, Katrina’s talk the hottest I’ve ever heard.







 “Go on then, show me how much you want me, come for me Jake, come for me!” Katrina purrs in my ear, her lips brushing against it and sending me over the edge, grunting and gasping as I shoot the hottest load ever, twitching and jerking on the bed as the orgasm consumes me, my cock a rod of pure steel, my come the hottest lava, Katrina purring in my ear the entire time as she feels the bed shake with my release.







 Laying there, panting, I feel Katrina move back a little, her voice sounding pleased.







 “Goodnight, Jake.”







 “Uh, yeah. Goodnight,”
 I gasp.







* * *







 The next morning Katrina is as usual at this point gone, the memories of last night flooding me, barely able to believe how hard and hot I came just from a few whispered words, my already lustful crush on Katrina solidifying, my morning wood pulsating at the thought of her as I go for a shower to clean up the evidence of last nights release.







 The day passes without event as Emma and I hang out, once again ending with Katrina and I alone in the early evening, her vocal coercing of my semen unmentioned as we sit and I try to act like it's not the only thing I can think about, my mind replaying her words in my head on a constant loop.







 As we approach bedtime, Katrina returns from brushing her teeth telling me I don’t need to worry about trying to pop in the bathroom, not saying anything more but leaving me with the impression we’re getting a repeat of last night, my cock throbbing the entire time I clean my teeth.







 Exiting the bathroom, I walk over in the low light to my side of the bed, my tent unhidden as I slip under the blanket, my face hot with anticipation, the moment I’ve been obsessing over all day having arrived.







 “How honest are we being with each other, Jake?” Katrina whispers.







 “Pretty honest I guess,” I answer, reflecting that I’ve let her know that she is certainly desirable to me and not just in thought.







 “Yeah, so I feel like I should tell you something.”







 “Ok?”







 “Last night when I said I was wet? I really was wet. It was extremely hot hearing you come to my words, knowing just my voice was able to bring such a big-sounding orgasm out of you. Frankly, I was gushing with lust.”







 “Uhhh, wow,” I say, my cock spasming at her words, precome leaking.







 “Do you think after I’ve helped you pop tonight, you might be able to help me pop? Say some sexy things to help me get over the edge?”







 “If that’s what you want, sure,” I say, my eyes open wide in the dark.







 “I noticed you were already hard, would you like to start
 jerking off?”
  Katrina says, her purring whisper becoming husky as she slides in closer to me, her body radiating heat, her huskiness tinged with need tonight.







 My hands down my boxers, I caress my ball and stroke my shaft, Katrina purring in the dark as she listens to me masturbate, the unmistakable sound of a wet pussy being played with filling my ears.







 “Can you hear that, Jake? Can you hear me rubbing my wet pussy while I think of your fat cock?”







 “Yeah.”







 “Stroke that cock, Jake, Stroke that big fat cock for me, imagine sliding it inside my tight little cunt, imagine fucking my tight little cunt,”
 Katrina husks, her blunt language so hot as I stroke faster and faster.







 “Mmm, yeah.”







 “It’s good, isn’t it? My cunt is so hot and tight, it feels so good wrapped around your fat dick?”







 “Yeah Katrina, it’s so good,”
 I gasp, my eyes closed as her words wash over me.







 “Fuck yeah it’s good,”
 Katrina grunts, her side of the bed shaking and shivering as she rubs and fingers herself frantically,
 “Fucking fuck yeah it’s fucking good! Fuck this tight little cunt Jake, fuck it hard!”







 “Oh shit,”
 I gasp as I feel my balls tightening, Katrina’s near-orgasm grunts even hotter than her sex talk, knowing this hot MILF is close to climax right next to me sending me over the edge, my cock pulsating as it explodes, shooting rope after rope of come, my hips thrusting as I shake on the bed, Katrina grunting with approval as she diddles herself manically.







 Panting, Katrina slides in even closer, her side touching mine, her body red hot.







 “Did you come, Jake? Did you make your big fat cock explode?”







 “Yeah,”
 I gasp.







 “Good, my turn. Make me come, Jake, make me explode too!”







 A first for me, I think of what to say, deciding to copy Katrina’s approach.







 “Are you thinking about my cock Katrina? Are you thinking about me fucking you?”







 “Mmmm yes baby, yes I am,”
 Katrina purrs, squirming next to me.







 “You feel my cock inside you, all hard and hot?”







 “Mmm baby, so hard and hot, so deep in my hot little cunt!”







 “Is your…cunt going to squeeze my hot cock when you come?”
 I say, feeling a little strange using that word on Katrina but feeling hot with excitement,
 “Are you going to take all my hot come inside you?”







 “Mmmm, yes baby, every drop, give it to me!”







 “Only when you come for me, Katrina, come for me and I’ll come deep inside you.”







 “Mmm, yes baby, yes.”







 “Come for me, Katrina, come for me!”
 I say, pressing my lips to her ear as she did me, feeling her shivering and squirming in arousal.







 Grunting and moaning but no longer speaking, Katrina rubs frantically as I speak into her ear, my words apparently working as her movements get increasingly urgent.







 Speaking suddenly, Katrina starts barking out a response to a comment that I can’t hear and must be taking place in her head.







 “I don’t care! I don’t fucking care!”







 Grabbing my hand, she thrusts it down her panties, her pussy absolutely drenched in slippery lust, cramming my fingers against her sopping slit, both her hands over mine and pressing down as she grinds her pussy against my hand.







 “Put them in! Put them! Please baby please!”
 Katrina moans as she guides my fingers inside her, her pussy boiling hot and tight, feeling her start to tremble the moment I penetrate her.







 “Ohhhhh fuck baby! Fuck yes! Fuck yes!”
 She bellows as she starts to come hard, shaking and squirming on the bed, my hand pinned to her contracting sex as she rubs and grinds, her head shaking from side to side, her orgasm harder than any I ever Emma has ever had, her thighs clamping together on my hand too, feeling her buck and thrust, all thought lost to her climax, my cock soft but tingling with the erotic sexiness of witnessing such a beautiful woman coming so hard.







 Lasting a full two minutes, I rub and finger her as wave after wave of pleasure rocks her in the dark, the most exciting thing I’ve ever done, her pussy so soft and perfect, holding my fingers in its warmth.







 With a final shuddering sigh, Katrina goes limp, her body letting go of me as she lays there panting, my hand still resting on her soft sex, Katrina looking over at me in the gloom.







 “Wow, Jake.”







 “Uh yeah, wow to you too, Katrina,” I reply.







 “I got a bit carried away there, sorry.”







 “No, we’re all good,” I reply, acutely aware my hand is still resting on my girlfriend's mom’s pussy, the soft tuft of her pubes making her mons a downy bump.







 “I think we should, uh, go to sleep now,” She says, perhaps feeling guilty about what just happened now that the fog of arousal had been cleared.







 “Yeah,” I whisper back, Katrina moving onto her side facing away from me, my hand sliding from her slick crotch as I lay there, my entire body feeling like it’s made of electricity, bringing my hand to my face to breathe in her musk, so feminine and delicious, my shaft twitching at her scent.







 A bundle of nerves and yet also drained and relaxed, I manage to go to sleep, resisting the urge to spoon Katrina, my cock aching to be pressed into her full ass and my arms longing to wrap around her, to slide my hand between her heavy breasts and feel their weight and warmth.







* * *







 Like clockwork, Katrina is already gone when I wake up, my cock raging as get up for a shower, partially wondering if it was all a dream until I smell my hand, a faint hint of Katrina’s musk filling my nostrils, remembering how soft and delicate her pussy lips were, so smooth and exciting as my fingers slipped between then into the hot slipperiness of her slit.







 Spending the day with Emma, she asks me on a few occasions if anything is wrong as I seem to be quieter than normal, the honest answer being no, I’m simply too preoccupied with thoughts of your mom’s soft pussy but of course I don’t voice this, saying that I’m just a bit tired.







 “Mom’s not driving you nuts, is she?”







 “No, she’s pretty cool.”







 “Ok, well, only a few more days then this will all be a memory anyway.”







 Bummer.
 “Yeah, true.”







 Left alone with Katrina in the late afternoon as Emma leaves for Sarah’s, the mood is definitely a little awkward as Katrina and I hesitate to make eye contact, the buffer of Emma now gone, my cock failing to read the room and immediately swelling, assuming it’s go-time in much the same way he does when Emma and I are alone.







 Sitting on the bed in her sweats, she looks over as I try to nonchalantly adjust my growing cock in my jeans, her face reddening as I look up at her, Katrina's expression telling me she knows I have an erection and my face likely telling her I know that she knows, the silence dragging out for seconds.







 It’s a weird feeling, having literally fingered her to orgasm the night before but now not even knowing how to start a conversation with her, having never found myself in this sort of situation before.







 Taking my hand from my lap, I stop trying to be discreet and let my cock tent my pants, breaking eye contact with her as I display my erection, unable to speak but glancing at my phone as I flex my shaft, seeing Katrina glance and glance again at my cock from the corner of my eye, not sure what I’m doing but feeling a tingle run through me as I ‘accidentally’ show off my cock to this stunning MILF.







 “Would you like to come sit with me and watch TV, Jake?” Katrina asks, sounding breathless, her face flushed with arousal and her eyes glued to my bulge.







 “Yeah,” I reply, standing up, my cock thrusting outward and leading the way as I join her on the bed, the both of us sitting up and leaning against the headboard and pillows, Katrina’s legs crossed and mine straight, my cock prominent and twitching as we both watch the screen.







 I can feel the sexual tension but I don’t say anything, Katrina pointedly looking at the screen and not at me or my cock as she places her hand lightly on my thigh, rubbing it slowly.







 Glancing over at her, she doesn’t look back, her eyes glued to the TV now, her hand trailing teasingly up and down my thigh, getting closer and closer to my aching cock each time, my lower abdomen tightening every time her fingers nearly touch my balls, my breath short as I lay still, enjoying this unspoken agreement.







 Buzzing with excitement, my body shivers with pleasure as Katrina’s fingers graze my balls through the jeans, her fingertips lingering around the root of my cock, exploring me slowly, running up and down my tent, my cock pulsating madly at her touch, my heart hammering.







 Taking her time, I feel her fingers walk to my buttons, undoing them one by one, her eyes still on the TV even as she opens my jeans, my cock springing up, now covered in just boxers, the head already damp with precome as Katrina caresses it, her hand then trailing to my stomach, making it tighten again before feeling her fingers dip under the elastic of my boxers and grab, pulling it up and over my throbbing cock, exposing my length, twitching and jerking with need, tucking the boxers under my balls, my entire package bare, Katrina running her fingers up and down my shaft, her mouth opening a little as she feels how long and hard I am for her.







 Reaching over with her other hand, she cradles my balls while she lightly jerks me off, her fingers barely touching my skin, a featherlight handjob that somehow feels even better than a firm one, every nerve in my cock electrified as she feels me twitch and pulse in her delicate grasp.







 Leaning in, she rests her head on my chest like she’s getting comfortable as we watch the TV, my arm going around her, rubbing her shoulder softly, her grip on my cock tightening a little, just enough to squeeze a little more precome, a glistening bead forming at the eye before she rubs it with a thumb, slicking it over my glans, my knob making me shudder with pleasure as its nerves al light up.







 Without a word, Katrina’s head slides down from my chest, her face lowering to my cock, a sudden burst of hot softness flowing through me as her lips wrap around my girth and my knob is engulfed with her mouth, Katrina sucking deep as she lowers her face further, taking me deep as she sucks my length, massaging and fondling my balls as she swallows my shaft.







 Holding her shoulder and moaning with pleasure, I look down to watch my girlfriend’s mom’s head bob as she blows me, Katrina purring softly, the vibrations running through my dick as she slurps and sucks, her saliva running warmly down my shaft and slicking my balls in her fondling grasp.







 Caressing her head with my other hand, my toes curl as she sucks hard on my cock, really pulling my length into her, feeling it slip from her mouth to throat, Katrina pushing deeper and giving me my first-ever deepthroat, the sensation of her tight throat around my girth as she flexes or swallows or something while I’m inside her incredible, my entire length getting caressed by the walls of her throat, her lips now wrapped around my base, my pulsating cock fully embedded inside her.







 “Holy fuck, holy fuck that’s good,”
 I whisper, unable to stay quiet any longer, Katrina’s skills on my cock unsurpassed, my hand tightening on her hair as I jerk and twitch in pleasure.







 Purring louder in response, Katrina bobs faster, blowing me deep and tight, sucking hard, the suction incredible, every upward movement of her head making me feel like the come is going to be pulled directly out of my balls through sheer vacuum, her lips sealed tight.







 Faster and faster, the wet slurping filling the room, Katrina doesn’t give me any downtime, her hand rubbing my balls as they tighten, her mouth an unstoppable blowjob machine, my moans of pleasure simply driving her harder, sucking me off like no woman before her ever has.







 “Ungh! Ungh! Ungh!”
 I gasp as I explode, gripping her hair and thrusting upward madly as my come fills her mouth and throat, flooding her with semen, Katrina purring louder and sucking harder, swallowing again and again, taking everything I give her, massaging my taut plums as they empty, her lips at the base of my cock, her tongue massaging its surface, her throat squeezing my length with each swallow, saliva trickling over my tight balls as they pulsate, my head spinning and dizzy as she gives me the most intense orgasm of my life, shuddering on the bed as this stunning MILF drains me with her mouth.







 Speechless, caressing her head and panting in the aftermath, I feel a hundred muscles I didn’t even know I was clenching relax as the warm afterglow fills me, Katrina sliding her mouth from cock as it slowly wilts and falls to one side, Katrina keeping her head in my lap, kissing my shafts as it ticks and jerks, her hand still cradling my balls, gently caressing them as they loosen in her palm.







 Having no idea what to say I say nothing, stroking her hair while we watch the TV, her soft lips pecking and caressing my shaft, her head resting on my lower abdomen.







 Reaching up, Katrina takes my hand from her hair and guides it down a little to the neck of her loose sweat top, letting go and leaving my hand there without a word.







 Dipping deeper, I slide my hand down her top to be met with the large heft of her breasts, massive and hot, her nipples erect as I fondle, explore and massage her chest, her tits so heavy as I caress them, feeling the pressure on my hand as I slide it between them, Katrina on her side and making my hand the meat in a breast sandwich.







 Feeling emboldened, I take my hand from her top wordlessly and slide it down her body, coming to the elastic of her sweats, my fingertips hesitating for just a second before dipping in, finding the edge of her panties and sliding under them too, the soft mound of her pubes delicate against my fingertips as I continue, my fingers finding the soft, wet folds of her pussy, her slick lust drenching her slit, my fingers running up and down it, teasing her as Katrina spreads her legs wordlessly, her head still on my lap, her hand still rubbing my balls, both of us staring at the TV while our hands enjoy one another.







 Dipping into her, I’m amazed once again at how hot and tight her pussy is, her walls so smooth as I finger her, her clit a pink pea of sensitivity, circling it with my thumb, my mouth starting to water as I feel her sex clench around my digits.







 As gently as I can, I lift her from my lap and lay her back on her bed, my cock a little sad to be leaving her face as I move down her body, Katrina watching me quietly with a small smile as I grab her sweats and pull them down, exposing her soaking panties, clinging to the bulge of her sex before I pull them down too and toss them to the carpet with her sweats, Katrina’s pussy so tasty looking, her lips puffy and soft, her slit wet and slick as I get between her legs, her creamy thighs flawless as she spreads them wider.







 Lying down, I kiss those thighs, so warm and perfect on my lips before pressing my mouth to her pussy, sucking her folds and tasting her, almost sweet and so slippery, lapping at her slit, rubbing her clit with the tip of my tongue, Katrina sighing as my mouth makes contact, her eyes watching me as she caresses the back of my head with one hand, the other pulling her top up to expose her heavy breasts and fondle them, pulling her nipples as I tongue fuck her.







 My arms around her thighs, I pull her sex into me, burying my face into her, loving every second of them, finding her buttons and triggers, sucking her clit and pulling her folds with my lips, Katrina grinding against me, her sighs becoming moans.







 Lapping and sucking, tongue-fucking and clit-circling, I feel Katrina’s nails on my head as she holds me tighter, her head tilting back and her eyes rolling as she starts to lose it, watching this perfect MILF succumb to my mouth from over the mound of her mons, her pleasure driving me on, eating her pussy like a man possessed, my cock raging again, sandwiched between my stomach and the bed as I writhe and grind with need, holding her tight as I feel her start to shudder.







 “Oh fuck! Oh fuck! Ooooh fuckkkk!”
 Katrina wails in ecstasy as her climax hits, gripping my head with both hands as she mashes her sex against my mouth, grinding and gyrating, her pussy gushing with her release as she smothers me with it, coating my face in her orgasm, her thighs clamping on me, her feet rubbing madly up and down my lower back as she tries to both hold me close and thrash in climax.







 Finished, her grip loosens on me, her hands flopping to the bed and her thighs swinging open, her heavy breasts swaying as she lay there panting, staring up at the ceiling, her face colored with a deep flush.







 Kissing her red hot pussy and inner thighs, I linger on her crotch, happy to be there, her taste and scent so arousing, my cock desperate to be inside her, hammering under my stomach.







 Looking down at me and biting her lip, Katrina smiles, stroking my face and looking at me with wonder, her unspoken compliment very well received, my cock pulsating even harder.







 Pulling me upwards, she guides me to bring my mouth to hers, lifting her head as I lower mine, our lips pressing together and our tongues wrestling a moment later as she tastes herself, feeling more than hearing her gasp as my throbbing erection presses against her, slick with precome.







 Looking up at me, Katrina reaches down to confirm with her hand what she felt against her body, grabbing my cock and stroking it, her eyes lighting up as she grins, pulling my cock and guiding the head between her legs, a lump instantly appearing in my throat as I understand I’m about to fuck my girlfriend’s mom.







 Shaking with anticipation, I push as Katrina spreads her lips with my knob, my cock sliding inside her, her orgasm the perfect lube, both of us gasping as her smooth walls hug my shaft, her pussy hot and tight, my cock fat and hard, her hands going to my head and back, holding me close as she presses her mouth back to mine, kissing her deeply as I start to thrust, working m cock in a little deeper each time, the level of intensity off the charts, her pussy so perfect a fit for my cock, one foot rubbing my calf as Katrina purrs with pleasure into my mouth.







 My elbows keeping the bulk of my weight off her, I slide one hand under her ass, gripping it tightly as I thrust faster into her, her creamy thighs against me as I lower my head to kiss her throat and neck, Katrina nuzzling and biting my earlobe, panting with pleasure into my ear, her nails running up and down my back and squeezing my ass as the bed shakes, my length now filling her, her pussy gripping it like a velvet vice.







 Her massive breasts rocking between us as we fuck, my hands full of perfect plump MILF ass, our eyes locked together, I can feel her tight pussy working its magic on my cock, every thrust sending a shiver of pleasure through my body, my face obviously giving me away as Katrina smiles and nods, gripping me tighter, urging me silently to give her my load.







 My cock spasming, my orgasm hits me like a sledgehammer, calling out loudly as I come harder than I ever have before, my body going rigid as I explode, Katrina gasping as she feels me fill her, hot and slick, each pulse of my cock another spurt of semen, flooding her tight pussy as I hold her ass tight and bury my length into her, feeling her sex grip my shaft as it shakes and jerks within her, the bed rocking as my orgasm continues, spurt after hot spurt.







 Twitching and jerking, my orgasm subsides, my every nerve turned up to 11 as I lay there, my cock still buried deep in her sex, Katrina caressing my head and back and looking up at me with a soft smile, her eyes twinkling as I catch my breath.







 “Looks like you enjoyed yourself?”







 “Holy shit. I mean…holy shit. Yeah,” I say breathlessly, Katrina laughing sweetly at my stunned look.







 “I’m glad, I haven’t enjoyed myself like that since…well, ever, really,” Katrina replies, pulling me down to kiss my lips while I continue trying to gulp down air before returning the kiss, the two of us wordless for long minutes as we kiss, our bodies hot and pressed together, my cock wilting but still inside her, feeling her heat.







 Eventually untangling ourselves from each other, Katrina rolls onto her side facing away from me, grabbing my hand and putting it around her, guiding me to spoon with her, which I do eagerly, her full curves amazing pressed against me, her ass pressed into my crotch and my hand sandwiched again between her heavy breasts, the sweet smell of her hair in my nostrils as we close our eyes and drift off to sleep.







* * *







 Feeling the bed move, I’m still 9/10ths asleep, a small part of me assuming that Katrina is getting out of the bed for work while most of me stays within dreaming range, a warm blossom of pleasure sliding down my shaft as I lay there, the pleasure moving up and down my erection as the bed moves, feeling my mind being gently eased to wake up from my body as the pleasure continues.







 Waking up but still groggy, I see Katrina squatting over me, sliding her tight sex up and down my morning wood as she holds it in position, a wide grin on her face as my eyes meet hers.







 “I saw he was already up and I didn’t want him to go to waste since I have a few minutes before I need to get dressed. I hope you don’t mind?”







 “No, never,” I say sleepily but waking up more by the second, my hands reaching out to caress Katrina’s massive pendulous breasts as they sway, Katrina lowering herself to a kneeling position, her ass on my thighs as she continues to ride me.







 “I’m glad you woke up, that position was killing my legs,” She says with a grin, her hands running up and down my chest while I run mine over her breasts, thighs, and around the back to squeeze her curvaceous rump.







 Bouncing up and down my shaft, her hot pussy makes short work of my throbbing morning wood, Katrina watching my face and bringing herself down to me when she sees me approaching the point of no return.







 Pressing her lips to mine, her breasts resting heavily on my chest, she makes a point of kissing me as I come, one hand reaching behind herself to fondle my taut balls, Katrina purring as she kisses my moaning mouth throughout my orgasm, my hands gripping her ass as I thrust upward and pump, shooting hot come deep inside her, Katrina pressing her lap hard into mine, making sure she’s fully impaled as she drains me of my load, sucking my tongue and lips as I grunt and gasp in release, her body so soft and feminine on mine.







 Taking her mouth from mine and letting me pant, my chest heaving, Katrina grins as she sits up, grinding back and forth on my cock while it’s still hard, her hands on my chest.







 “Mmm, your come is so hot, Jake, I can feel it deep inside me,”
 She purrs as she gyrates and grinds on my lap, my cock fully embedded inside her.







 Holding her thighs, I catch my breath while Katrina rides me for another minute or so, before sliding off my length and getting off the bed, my cock slowly tipping to one side as it wilts, glistening and sticky, Katrina getting into her work clothes and kissing me goodbye, my load still swirling around inside her.







* * *







Drifting back off to sleep, I wake up an hour or two later and get in the shower, figuring I don’t want Emma to potentially smell another woman on my cock, much less her own mom.







 Spending the day with her, Emma asks if she minds if she leaves early today as Sarah has organized a girl’s night out, my cock twitching as I say of course I don’t mind.







 And so, sitting alone on the bed in the motel watching TV/scrolling through my phone, I look over as I hear a key in the door, Katrina letting herself in, dressed in her woman’s cut business suit.







 “Hi, Jake,” She says in a platonic voice, looking around, “ Where’s Emma?”







 “She left early for a girl's night out.”







 “Oh?” Katrina replies, her tone suddenly a purr, her face shifting from that of a mom to that of a MILF as she puts her case on the table, reaching up to unbutton her top and placing it over a chair, her blouse filled with her breasts as she starts to unbutton it next.







 “How was your day?” I ask, my eyes watching closely as the blouse is slipped off, her bra working overtime to keep her breasts locked away, pushing them together and giving her the sort of cleavage that creates car accidents.







 “Pretty normal. Glad to be ‘home’, so to speak,” She replies, reaching behind herself to unclasp her bra, taking it off, her huge tits swaying and rocking, Katrina smiling at my open lust as she starts on her business skirt, her body soon naked and my cock tenting my pants.







 “What about you, how was your day?” She asks, her gaze casting over my bulge as she folds her skirt and places it neatly on her top.







 “Yeah, same same,” I reply, watching her amazing ass jiggle as she walks to the shower.







 “That’s good,” Katrina replies, turning on the water but not closing the door, her eyes meeting mine just before she disappears, a million unspoken words being said between us.







 Getting up from the bed, I strip off, my face hot as my cock throbs and I kick my clothes away and walk to the bathroom, Katrina smiling at me from under the water as she sees me enter, her eyes lowering to my naked erection and licking her lips.







 “I was thinking about him a lot today.”







 “Haha, and I was thinking about her a lot today,” I reply, reaching into the water to stroke her pussylips, Katrina stepping back to give me room as I step under the weather with her, both of us looking at each other for a few seconds before simultaneously grabbing each other, holding each other’s slippery bodies close as we press our mouths together, our tongues fighting as my cock pulsates against her belly, Katrina squeezing my ass and pulling me into her, rubbing herself against my shaft, holding her head and kissing her deep, grinding back in return.







 Turning her around, I lean her forward, Katrina steadying herself against the shower wall and spreading her legs, looking back at me lustfully over her shoulder as I grab my cock and guide it between her cheeks, pressing my knob against her slit, feeling the difference in hot shower water and hot pussy juice, plunging my length into her and thrusting, Katrina gasping as I fill her sex with throbbing cock, holding her hip with one hand and pumping, my other reaching around to fondle her massive wet breasts, slippery with soap and water.







 The wet slap of our sex filling the room, I watch her amazing ass jiggle with each thrust of my hips, burying myself balls deep in her again and again, my hand sliding down to caress the hot pea of her clit, rubbing it as Katrina’s legs shake and she moans with need, pushing back against me, wanting me as deep as possible, leaning in to kiss her ear, neck, and face, holding her tight, our bodies locked together as I penetrate her deep.







 Shaking, she starts to come, feeling her lose it as she tries to steady herself against the shower wall, her legs wanting to buckle, driving her even harder down onto my cock, feeling her red hot sex clench and contract in climax as she moans in ecstasy, my hand a blur on her clit.







 Unable to hold it in any longer, I grip her tighter and join her in orgasm, my cock shooting its load deep into her, flooding her pussy with semen, Katrina grunting as she bucks back against me, feeling my load as it spreads its warmth inside her, her body and the hot water so good as I spasm in pleasure, my cock jolting and jerking, sending spurt after spurt of cream to fill this MILF’s tight sex.







 My own legs as rubbery as hers, I slow to a stop, kissing her back and neck as the water runs over us, Katrina purring contently, reaching down to caress my balls as my cock throbs inside her.







 The immediate urgency taken care of, we slowly wash each other, our hands exploring every inch of one another, her shiny with water breasts still so arousing even after just blowing a load.







 Eventually finished, Katrina turns off the water and we wrap up in towels, making our way to the bed, unable to keep our hands off each other now.







 Laying on the bed with Katrina laying with me, her head on my chest, it’s only a few minutes before our towels have been peeled off, the TV already forgotten as we make out, Katrina grinding against me with her aching sex, my cock starting to grow in her hands again.







 My hands full of her ass I get an urge I never had with Emma but find myself ravenous to do with Katrina, sitting up and laying her face down on the bed, Katrina turning her head to watch me bemusedly as I move down her body, grabbing her creamy thighs and spreading them, her fat pussy wet and her pink little asshole just visible as I shake her ass, her cheeks full and jiggly, Katrina gyrating for me,m grinding her mons against the bed as I get in position between her legs, kissing the back of her thighs.







 Moving up, I kiss and bite at her cheeks, Katrina moaning as I tease her, one hand running up and down her slit, feeling it trickle with lust as my mouth moves closer and closer, the smell of her skin and soap filling my nose.







 Spreading her cheeks with my other hand, I slide a finger inside her pussy just as I lap at her asshole, Katrina gasping as I make contact, feeling her jiggle as she tries to look behind her.







 “Oh my god, Jake, are you really-ohhhhh”
 Katrina says, unable to finish her sentence as I start to eat her ass, her head dropping to the pillow as she starts to push back against me, her knuckles going white as she grips the blanket in pleasure.







 Fingering her and eating her ass, I can tell from her sounds this is as much a first for her as it is for me, the knowledge that I can give this experienced MILF something new making my cock pulsate even harder as I bury my face between her warm, soft cheeks, her pussy absolutely gushing now.







 Reaching behind herself, she holds my head, pulling it deeper into her ass, arching her back and grinding against me, her sounds those of complete and utter ecstasy, her pussy clenched around my fingers.







 “Fuck! Oh fuck! Oh fuuuuuck!”
 She gasps, her sounds muffled by the bed as I feel her body shake and tremble, her orgasm hitting her suddenly, her pussy gripping my fingers as the piston, her thighs taut as she flexes uncontrollably in climax, her ass cheeks feeling like they’re trying to push my face out from between them they go tight, her hand holding me firmly in place though as she comes.







 Never letting up, I finger and eat her all throughout her orgasm, Katrina jerking as the last wave subsides, her body suddenly oversensitive, feeling her writhe with overstimulation on the bed.







 Letting up, I crawl up over her, kissing her soft, hot skin as I go, my cock harder than it's ever been, sliding it between her cheeks, back and forth as I lay above her on my elbows, kissing her neck.







 Pushing up, Katrina strokes my cock with her slick ass cheeks, purring deep in her throat, turning her head so she can partially see me.







 “Does someone want to fuck my tight little asshole now, do they?” She says in a husky whisper, grinding back and forth on my cock the whole time.







 “Could be, yeah,” I say in a husky whisper of my own, my intense arousal making me almost lose my voice.







 “No one’s ever done that before, but after giving my ass such a nice present, I’d love for my ass to give one in return,” Katrina replies, still sliding her asscheeks up and down my cock while I lay above her, feeling her jerk me off with her cheeks, my head dizzy with animal lust, desperate to have my first time with anal.







 Moving my hips so that I can angle my cock correctly, I get my knob against her tight asshole, pressing into her, Katrina holding still for me now, her back arched, waiting for me to take her anal virginity.







 Pushing, I feel its elastic resistance let up a little as Katrina relaxes and lets me in, my fat cock slowly sliding inside her, Katrina gripping the blankets hard as my hard girth enters her, my cock penetrating her ass while I kiss her face and ear, gasping with pleasure as her asshole grips my girth tight, squeezing it as I slide in deeper and deeper, her lust and orgasms lubricating the way, her plump ass pressing into my abdomen as I fully embed my cock inside her butt.







 My hand sliding over hers, we entwine fingers as I start to fuck her asshole, thrusting faster as she gets used to it, her face red and her mouth open as she gasps and pants, the sensation around my shaft unlike anything I’ve ever experienced before, kissing and petting her, biting her ear, Katrina's eyes closed as the bed shakes, her plump ass pushed into me as I pound her tight asshole.







 “It’s so good, Katrina. It’s so fucking good inside your ass!”
 I gasp into her ear, each thrust sending another wave of pleasure through me.







 “Yes baby, I love it too, your cock is so good in my ass!”
 Katrina replies in a breathless gasp, turning her head as much as she can, opening her eyes to look up at me, her lips desperate to be pressed to mine.







 Fucking her ass harder and harder, I lean in, the two of us kissing deeply while we fuck, sliding a hand under her to rub her clit, Katrina shaking as her pink bud, sandwiched between herself and my hand, buzzes with each caress.







 “Don’t stop, baby! Don’t stop! I’m gonna come again! I’m gonna come!”
 Katrina gasps, her own hands sliding under her to join mine, pressing feverishly against her mons and clit as my cock ravages her asshole.







 Feeling her shake, her pussy gushes as she starts to come, her entire body trembling like crazy as she climaxes, her asshole clamping tighter than anything has ever clamped around my cock before, making every thrust a seemingly once in a lifetime burst of pleasure, each pump more intense than the last, my entire body on fire as I try to hold on through her orgasm, her body so soft and perfect, her plump as pressed to my abdomen, her sighs and moans so sweet, all of it combining to send me over the edge.







 Bucking like crazy, I start to come too, my cock spasming deep in her asshole as it shoots its load, exploding with force into her, my semen shooting deep in her ass, flooding her with my load, Katrina grunting with relish as she feels me come with her, the two of us powerless to do anything but writhe and jerk with bliss on the bed, Katrina jammed between the bed and me as her asshole is stuffed with hard cock and cock, her pussy gushing its lust all over my balls and hand as I climax while fully embedded inside her.







 Lasting a full minute, I can’t move afterward as electricity jolts through my cock every time, simply lying there on top of her, both of us with red faces, stuck together, our skin coated in perspiration, giving her neck a nice salty tang as I kiss it, her face tired but very content looking.







 “Holy shit, Jake,”
 She murmurs from the blanket, her hands unclenched.







 “I know,”
 I say in agreement, already knowing this will be a lifetime spank bank memory, my body twitching again as Katrina move slightly, sending a pulse of pleasure through my oversensitive cock, still jammed deep in her gripping asshole.







 After a while, I’m able to slide out of her without spasming and roll onto my back, pulling Katrina close who eagerly snuggles in, her head on my chest and her hand caressing my stomach.







 “Was that your first time too?” She asks.







 “Yeah.”







 “Are you as excited as me for it to not be your last time?”







 “Haha, definitely.”







 “I thought you might be,” She says, lifting her head to kiss my chest before resting it back down again, ‘I know it would be a little harder to do, but do you think you might be interested in continuing getting to…
 know each other
 in this way once we’re all back at my place?”







 “So like, when Emma isn’t around for whatever reason you and I could…?”







 “Yeah. A nice…
 special
 relationship between a young man and his girlfriend’s mom.”







 “I think that might be a relationship very much worth looking into, haha,” I say, kissing her head and caressing her before squeezing her closer, this hot as fuck MILF my absolute perfect fuck.







 “Excellent,” Katrina says, rolling onto her stomach to look at me, her heavy breasts on the bed even as she rests on her elbows, her feet swinging back and forth in the air, “in the meantime, we’ve still got a couple of nights of freedom, what say we make the most of them?” She adds, reaching over to run her fingertips along the length of my cock, grinning as it jerks involuntarily in response.







END
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Alone With My Girlfriend’s MILF Mom









Stranded With My Girlfriend’s Fertile MILF Mom









The Touch Of My Girlfriend’s MILF Mom









Free Use MILF Girlfriend’s Mom









My Girlfriend’s Mom Her First Time In Her Behind








Or hit ‘follow’ on my author page and see
 all
 my titles (250+ 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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