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Chapter 1

The football game blares on the TV, but all I can focus on is the sudden knock at my door. I stand up, pausing for a moment as curiosity washes over me. Who could be interrupting me now?

“Whatever,” I mutter, and stride toward the door.

Swinging it open, I’m met with a sight that causes my heart to race: Scarlett Johnson – sexy MILF extraordinaire – stands before me in all her glory. Goddamn, she’s hot.

Her plump lips are painted a provocative shade of red, practically begging to be kissed. Her blue eyes, framed by thick lashes, hold a magnetic allure that’s impossible to resist. Scarlett’s high cheekbones and sculpted jawline only add to her undeniable beauty. The way her sundress clings to her body, showcasing her large breasts and curvy hips, makes me want to grab her right there. She’s got the tits and body of a college cheerleader and the face of a model.

The sight of Scarlett, standing there in her sundress, ignites a fire inside me. The soft fabric hugs her luscious curves and emphasizes her full, heaving breasts. Damn, she’s the epitome of sexy.

“Can I help you?” I ask.

“Are you Aaron?” she inquires, her tone arrogant and demanding.

“Yep, that’s me,” I reply, smirking. “What do you want?”

“May I come in? We need to talk,” she says, her eyes narrowing.

“Sure, why not.” I step aside, allowing her entrance into my domain.

As she walks past me, her intoxicating scent fills my nostrils, sending shivers down my spine. My eyes follow the sway of her hips, imagining what lies beneath that sundress of hers.

“May I come in?” she asks, her voice sultry yet edged with uncertainty.

“Of course,” I reply, stepping aside to let her pass. As she moves, the dress sways, teasingly revealing glimpses of her toned legs.

“Thank you,” she says, flashing me a smile that makes my heart race.

The moment Scarlett steps inside my house, her intoxicating scent fills the air, and I can’t help but stare at her.

“Mrs. Johnson,” I say, struggling to keep my voice steady, “What brings you here?”

“I need to talk to you about something important,” she responds, her seductive voice sending shivers down my spine. Her fingers nervously fiddle with the hem of her dress, drawing my gaze once again to her stunning figure.

“Go on,” I prompt, trying to focus on the conversation instead of this gorgeous MILF standing before me.

“Alright, Aaron, let’s cut to the chase,” she says. “William. My son. You know him, don’t you?”

As her words sink in, a smile forms on my lips. William… that little shit who thinks he’s so much better than everyone else.

“Ah, Billy-boy,” I chuckle. “What about him?”

“Stop bullying him,” she demands, her eyes flashing with anger. “I know what you’ve been doing, and it needs to stop.”

“Stop?” I scoff, crossing my arms. “Why would I do that? Your spoiled brat has been talking shit about my deceased mother. Haven’t you taught him any manners?”

Scarlett’s eyes narrow, her luscious lips pressed into a thin line. “You know what, Aaron? I’ll call the police and put an end to this.”

“Go ahead,” I shoot back, smirking as I lean against the wall. “I’ll just tell them how you came to my house and harassed me. Maybe they’ll even believe that you tried to seduce me when they see how you’re dressed.”

Her cheeks flush with anger, but she doesn’t move, clearly realizing that I have the upper hand in this situation. She clenches her fists, struggling to maintain her composure.

“Look,” I say, my voice dripping with contempt, “I know exactly what kind of person you are, Mrs. Johnson. You and your husband use your wealth to destroy people’s lives. You think you can control everyone around you, like puppets on strings.”

She opens her mouth to protest, but I cut her off.

“Don’t bother denying it. Money talks, and you’ve been shouting from the rooftops for years now.”

As the truth sinks in, the fight drains from her face. Her body seems to sag, her shoulders slumping under the weight of my words. But still, that fire in her eyes remains, and it only fuels my desire to dominate her further.

“What the hell are you talking about?” she says through gritted teeth.

“Did you know,” I begin, my tone cool and calculated, “that you once sued my father?”

Scarlett’s eyes widen in shock, and I can’t help but smile.

“Yeah, that’s right. Your husband’s company destroyed my dad’s store, put him out of business, and left us bankrupt.”

Scarlett’s face pales, horror etched across her beautiful features. “Aaron, I… I didn’t know,” she stammers, clearly shaken by my revelation.

“Of course you didn’t care to know,” I shoot back, my voice dripping with disdain. “But now that I’ve got something on you, I’m going to enjoy tormenting your precious little William. I’m going to enjoy beating the shit out of him for what your family did to my parents.”

“Please, Aaron,” she pleads, desperation lacing her every word. “What can I do to make you stop? There must be something.”

Oh, I know exactly what I want. Images of her naked body flood my mind – those perfect tits, her firm ass, and the sweet taste of her pussy on my tongue. The thought of making her submit to me, of owning her completely, sends a jolt of electricity straight to my cock.

“Alright, Mrs. Johnson,” I say, grinning wickedly. “You’re a sexy bitch, so why don’t we put that to good use?”

Her eyes widen, and she looks as if she might slap me – but she doesn’t. Instead, she just stands there, stunned into silence. I press on, reveling in her shock.

“Why don’t you wrap don’t dick-sucking lips around my cock for starters.” My heart races as I watch her struggle with my proposition, her mind warring with itself over what to do. “In exchange, I’ll leave your precious son alone.”

“Y-you can’t be serious,” she stammers, her cheeks flushed with a mixture of anger and humiliation.

“Dead serious,” I reply, my gaze never leaving hers. “It’s up to you, really, Mrs. Johnson. Refuse and I’ll shove your shithead of a son’s head into the toilet tomorrow… after I’ve taken a shit in it.”

I can see the conflict raging inside her, but ultimately, her love for her child wins out. She swallows hard, then nods, sealing our twisted agreement.

“Take off your dress, Scarlett,” I command, my voice dripping with lust.

“It’s Mrs. Johnson to you.”

“Seeing how you’re about to suck my cock, I’ll call you whatever the hell I want, bitch.”

Her face flushes with humiliation, but she complies, slowly peeling the sundress from her flawless body. The sight of her in slutty black lace bra and panties sends a jolt of electricity through me. Her full tits strain against the delicate fabric, threatening to spill out at any moment. Damn. Those puppies are as big as a pornstar’s. The curve of her hips draws my eyes downward, where her panties barely conceal the treasure beneath.

“Look at you,” I say, my cock throbbing with anticipation. “You really are the perfect MILF.”

She fidgets under my gaze, her cheeks burning red. My heart hammers in my chest as I drink in every inch of her exposed flesh – the ripe swell of her breasts, the smooth expanse of her stomach, the supple curve of her thighs. She’s everything I’ve ever fantasized about, and now she’s mine for the taking.

“Get on your knees in front of me,” I command as I take a seat on the couch.

I watch as she reluctantly obeys, her eyes avoiding mine, but unable to hide the shame that colors her cheeks.

“Grab my cock,” I say, pulling out my throbbing cock, already aching for her touch. “Give me a handjob.”

Her delicate hand wraps around my shaft, hesitating for a moment before beginning to stroke me slowly. The sensation is electric, sending shivers up my spine. She may not want to be doing this, but her touch still feels like heaven on my sensitive skin.

“Didn’t think I’d ever get to feel these hands on me,” I murmur, relishing the power I hold over her.

Her fingers move faster now, sliding up and down my shaft, as if trying to find the perfect rhythm that will make me cum. As she strokes me, I reach forward and grope her tits through the thin lace of her bra. Her nipples harden instantly under my touch, betraying her body’s response to my ministrations. The contrast between her soft, full breasts in my hands and the firm grip of her fingers on my cock makes me even harder.

Scarlett lets out a soft gasp as I grab her breasts, her hands still moving up and down my shaft. It’s clear she’s trying to suppress the moans threatening to escape as her fingers dance over my skin, her nails digging in just enough to send shockwaves of pleasure through me. My cock jerks in her grip, ready to explode with desire.

“Ah, fuck… you’re so good at this,” I moan, my head thrown back in pleasure. My mind races with the thrill of having such a beautiful, wealthy, powerful MILF submitting to my every whim. “Keep going… just like that.”

“You dirty boy,” she hisses.

“Shut up and stroke me, bitch. Or I’ll shove my cock up your ass.”

Her hand pumps faster, her grip tightening on my dick. Her strokes become more fluid, more purposeful. She knows she has no choice but to please me, and the thought only adds fuel to the fire that burns within me. I can barely contain myself, my body trembling with anticipation as I imagine what will come next.

“Such a good little MILF,” I hiss, my breath ragged. “You’re gonna make me cum so hard.”

The knowledge that I’m forcing Scarlett Johnson, the woman who ruined my family, to obediently pleasure me is intoxicating. It’s a powerful high, and one I never want to come down from.

Her bra strap snaps, and the cup pops free from her voluptuous breast, revealing her rosy nipple to the open air. Holy shit… her tits are huge.

Scarlett doesn’t try to cover up. Instead, she lazily circles her fingers around her nipple, teasing herself while still pumping my shaft with practiced strokes, her tongue darting out to wet her lips as she watches me. Her right hand rakes through her hair, leaving it disheveled and wild, while the other one wraps around my length, sliding up and down, creating a wet, audible slap against her skin. My cock jerks in her hand, a clear sign of approval.

“Alright, Scarlett,” I say, my voice dripping with lust, “time for you to use that pretty mouth of yours.”

“Wh-what?” she stutters, her eyes widening in shock.

“Wrap those lips around my cock,” I command, my tone leaving no room for argument.

She hesitates for a moment.

“Come on, don’t be shy now,” I tease, guiding her head toward my throbbing cock.

“N-no… I–”

My cock muffles her words. Her breath is hot and shaky against my skin as her plump lips part, reluctantly taking me into her warm, wet mouth.

“Ah, fuck yes,” I groan, my back arching as her soft, warm lips encircle my tip.

Her tongue swirls around the head of my cock, teasing and tormenting me. Scarlett whimpers under the weight of my thighs pressing against her skull, highlighting her submission. Her tongue darts out to taste every drop of precum that seeps from the slit, making me shudder in delight. Her hands continue to work my shaft, gripping me tightly as her mouth descends further, taking more of me into her hot, wet mouth.

“Damn, baby. That feels good,” I groan, my hand gripping her hair firmly.

As Scarlett hollows her cheeks, she takes more and more of my cock inside her mouth, swallowing it down until her lips touch the base. The overwhelming sensation sends shivers down my spine, making my legs tremble with pleasure.

“Keep going, just like that,” I urge her, my voice thick with desire.

The sound of her deep throat convulsing around my cock sends vibrations straight to my core, and I know I won’t be able to hold out long. She takes me deep into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the shaft as her hands continue to jack me off. Her throat muscles ripple around my girth, and I can feel my control slipping away. The way she’s taking my cock sends shards of pleasure through me, the sensation too good to be true. I grip her hair tighter, pulling her deeper onto me.

“That’s it, babe,” I purr, reaching down to grope her hair and force her to take me deeper. She attempts to pull back, but I won’t let her.

The sight of this rich MILF, who once ruined my father’s life, now on her knees, servicing me willingly… it’s almost too much to bear. Feeling the need for more control, my grip on her hair tightens, and I become more aggressive, holding her head in place. My hips buck forward, forcing my cock deeper into her mouth as I take full advantage of her submission.

Her lips smack against my shaft, drawing another groan from my throat. She bobs her head up and down, creating a rhythm that pushes me closer and closer to the edge. Her breasts sway with each bounce, begging for my touch. My free hand slips between them, playing with her soft flesh, pinching her hardened nipples.

“Take it all,” I growl, my eyes locked on hers as she struggles to keep up with my pace.

Her hands grip my thighs, desperately trying to push me away.

“No,” I growl, pulling her back in. “You’re not done yet.”

The sound of my balls slapping against her chin at the end of each thrust fills the room, echoing off the walls like a perverse symphony. Her choking and gagging only serve to heighten my pleasure. I can’t get enough.

“Come on, baby,” I taunt Scarlett, watching her face turn red as she struggles to endure my relentless thrusts. “You wanted to protect your precious son, didn’t you? Well, this is the price.”

Her eyes water, but she refuses to break eye contact – a small act of defiance that only makes me want to dominate her more. My thrusts grow rougher, harder, fueled by an insatiable need for control over this woman who had once ruined my family.

Scarlett whimpers and gags, trying to resist my dominance, but it’s clear that she’s not doing well. Her breasts bounce as she’s forced to take my cock down her throat, the base of it massaging her chin and tickling her nose. I can feel her gag reflex kick in, making the experience even hotter for me. Her saliva drips down my shaft, adding a new layer of moisture to the mix.

Her fingers dig into my thighs, leaving their mark as she struggles to keep up with my brutal thrusts. Despite her resistance, her tongue laps at the shaft of my cock, tasting every drop of precum that seeps from the slit. It’s clear she wants this as much as she hates it, and the realization fuels my desire.

“That’s it, you little slut,” I groan, feeling the heat of her mouth envelop my cock. “Show me what you’re worth.”

With a final, powerful thrust, I release her head, pulling my cock out of her abused mouth. Before she can even catch her breath, I ejaculate all over her beautiful face, asserting my dominance and control over her. The sight of my cum dripping down her cheeks, contrasting against her flushed skin, sends a shiver of satisfaction through me.

Scarlett’s cum-covered face stares back at me, her eyes filled with humiliation and defeat. She looks so fucking sexy like this, vulnerable and subdued.

“Get up,” I rasp, smirking as her once-arrogant expression turns into one of humiliation and defeat.

“Please,” she whispers as she scrambles to her feet, her voice broken. “I did what you wanted. Just leave William alone.”

“Who the fuck do you think you are?” My words drip with scorn. “You don’t make deals with me, I make them with you.”

She shudders but doesn’t dare to argue. She knows better now. I’ve shown her who’s in control.

“Get the fuck out of my house,” I snarl, pointing toward the door. “And remember your place.”


Chapter 2

The sun beats down on our backs as William and I walk toward his front door. My heart pumps with anticipation, a grin plastered across my face.

“Man, I’m so happy we’re friends now,” William says, genuine joy in his voice. The poor bastard has no idea what I have planned.

“Me too, buddy,” I reply, struggling to suppress the wickedness inside me.

We reach the front door, and it swings open before William even gets a chance to knock. There stands Scarlett, wearing a small sundress that barely contains her luscious tits and ends just at her thighs. Fuck, she’s a sight to behold.

The sight of Scarlett’s barely covered body sends a jolt of lust through me. I can hardly wait to see her squirm beneath me again. Her eyes widen in horror when she sees me. She remembers what I made her do just one week ago.

“Aaron… what are you doing here?” she stammers, trying to maintain her composure.

“Mom, I invited Aaron over for the weekend,” William says, completely unaware of the tension between us. His innocent smile only fuels my desire to corrupt this perfect family.

Scarlett’s eyes dart between her son and me, weighing her options. “William, this is your father’s and my anniversary weekend. We have plans,” she protests, desperation creeping into her voice.

“Please, Mom? I never have any friends come over,” William pleads, his face a mixture of hope and disappointment.

Scarlett hesitates… but then she lets out a sigh.

“Fine,” she finally concedes, her shoulders slumping in defeat. “But you two better stay out of our way.”

“Thanks, Mom! You’re the best!” William exclaims, wrapping his arms around her in a tight embrace.

As they separate, Scarlett shoots me a glare, silently pleading with me to leave her family alone. But I’ve come too far to back down now.

“Alright! I’m going to see what Dad is up to!” William exclaims, unable to contain his excitement. With a burst of energy, he dashes down the corridor toward the living room.

In an instant, it’s just Scarlett and me in the entryway – alone. The predatory gleam in my eyes meets her fearful gaze, but I don’t give her a chance to speak or protest. Instead, I swiftly close the gap between us, pinning her against the wall with the force of my body. My hands grip her wrists above her head, effectively trapping her.

She whimpers softly, her breaths quickening, as William’s excited voice fades into the distance. One of my hands cups her cheek, rough against her soft skin. Her eyes dart around, searching for help, but no one’s there. She’s all mine now.

“Please, Aaron,” Scarlett pleads, terror and defiance swirling in her stunning blue eyes. “Don’t do this.”

“Shut up, bitch,” I growl, cutting off her protests with a hungry, aggressive kiss. The taste of her lips only heightens my arousal, and I feel my cock harden against her thigh. My tongue invades her mouth, claiming her as mine while she whimpers helplessly beneath me.

I lean in closer, grinding my hips against her, feeling the heat between us grow exponentially. Scarlett struggles against my grip, trying to break free, but I don’t let up, holding her firmly in place. As much as she pretends to hate it, I can tell she’s starting to give in to the heat of our passionate exchange. Her body betrays her, softening and yielding under my touch.

“Admit it, slut,” I whisper into her ear, my breath hot against her skin. “You want this just as much as I do – you want a real cock buried inside that MILF pussy.”

“Fuck you,” she spits back, hatred etched across her beautiful features. But her words do nothing to deter me; if anything, they only fuel my desire to dominate and possess her.

“Oh, I’ll be fucking you alright,” I tease, smirking at her angry blush.

My lips trail kisses along Scarlett’s jawline, descending to her neck as my hands greedily grope her tits through the thin fabric of her sundress. Her breath hitches, a futile attempt to stifle a moan. She tries to push me away, but I grip her wrists and pin them against the wall. I relish in the way her body shivers under my touch, the heat of her skin against mine making me harder than ever. Scarlett’s pussy pulses against my cock, begging for release. My tongue dances down her neck, nipping at her earlobe, and she gasps softly, her fingers flexing against the grip on her wrists.

“Stop!” she hisses, eyes flashing with anger and fear.

“Or what?” I challenge, smirking at the fire in her gaze. “You know what I’ll do to your precious William if you fight me.”

Scarlett’s expression crumbles, her desire to protect her child overriding any resistance she might have had.

“Please,” she whispers, her voice trembling. “Don’t hurt him.”

“Then be a good girl and spread those legs for me,” I reply, my tone dripping with lust and control. My fingers find their way under her dress, teasing the sensitive flesh beneath. I feel her shudder involuntarily.

Her heaving chest is pressed against mine. I lift the hem of her sundress, revealing the smooth, creamy skin of her thighs and hips, leading up to the lacy edge of her panties. The fabric is soaked through, betraying her arousal despite her protests.

“Look at you,” I growl, my fingers gripping her panties and tugging them aside. “You’re fucking drenched.”

“Please, Aaron,” she whimpers, but it’s no longer a plea for mercy – her voice is thick with need and surrender.

“Shut up and take it,” I demand.

Unzipping my jeans, I pull out my cock and position it at her entrance. As I push inside her, the tight heat of her pussy envelops me, drawing a groan from my lips. Her moans fill the air, a symphony of pleasure that only serves to stoke my lust further.

“Fuck, you feel so good,” I gasp, thrusting into her with a hunger that borders on feral. Every stroke sends waves of ecstasy coursing through my veins, my mind consumed by the raw intensity of our joining.

“Oh! Fuck! Ugh!” Scarlett breathes, her fingers digging into my shoulders as if to anchor herself in the storm of sensation.

Her walls clench around my shaft, her muscles flexing and contracting. She stares into my eyes, her face twisted in a mix of pain and pleasure, anticipation and desperation. I slow down, savoring the exquisite feeling of sliding into her tight warmth. With every inch that disappears into her, Scarlett groans louder and louder, arching her back in an attempt to push more of my length inside her.

“Fuck! Ugh! Shit!” she moans.

I grab her hips, holding her still, and pound into her, claiming her as my own. One of her legs wraps around my waist. Her moans turn into grunts as her heel digs into my back, biting into my flesh, and I pull her tighter against me, loving the friction of our skin rubbing together.

“Such a greedy little slut,” I taunt, my thrusts becoming more forceful.

Her breasts jiggle with each movement, their weight pressing against my chest with every thrust. She cries out again, louder this time, and I can feel her body beginning to tremble under the onslaught. At the end of each thrust, my balls slap against her pussy.

Again… and again… and again.

“Shit! Shit! Fuck!” she cries, her jaw clenched.

The room is heavy with the intoxicating scent of Scarlett’s arousal as I continue to take her. Her moans become more desperate, echoing through the house like a siren’s call.

The rough walls of her pussy grip me like a vice, twisting and pulling, driving me wild. I press two fingers into her ass, feeling her muscles clench around them. Scarlett gasps and whimpers as I hit that sweet spot inside of her, her body bowing off the wall in response. Her eyes roll back in her head as I continue to pound into her, her pussy milking my cock, drawing moans from both of us.

“Scarlett? What’s going on in there?” Bob’s voice pierces through our lustful haze, concern evident in his tone.

“Nothing, dear!” she gasps out, struggling to keep her voice steady. “Just… just having a – shit! A workout with William’s friend – ugh!”

“Alright, just be careful,” he replies, seemingly satisfied with the response.

“Better keep quiet, then,” I whisper, my tone dark and possessive, before resuming my relentless pounding. She bites her lip to stifle her moans, but it only serves to make her all the more irresistible.

“Remember,” I hiss into her ear as her body coils tight, pleasure threatening to spill over. “You’re mine now. My little cum dumpster.”

As I thrust deeper into her, I revel in the pleasure that courses through me, heightened by the satisfaction of dominating someone so untouchable yet utterly vulnerable. Scarlett clings to me, her body wracked with pleasure and shame.

Our hips grind against each other in a rhythm that’s primal and unyielding, a testament to our need for one another. She bucks her hips, meeting my thrusts with ferocious intensity, her nails digging into my back like claws.

“Fuck! Fuck! Yes!” she cries out, her voice hoarse from the exertion.

“You’ll be my fuckdoll for the weekend,” I murmur, feeling her tremble beneath me as we continue this dance of seduction and deceit. “Do as I say, and I won’t hurt William.”

She swallows hard, tears glistening in her eyes as she reluctantly nods. Scarlett’s tear-streaked face, a portrait of desperation and fear, sends a thrill through me. Her reluctant submission is intoxicating – I’ve broken her, bent her to my will.

“Fuck,” I groan, pounding into her without mercy.

Scarlett’s body convulses beneath me, her eyes rolling back in ecstasy. The sound of Scarlett’s moans fills my ears, driving me to the edge. I grip her waist tighter, savagely pounding her pussy. I thrust harder and faster, grinding against her, hitting her G-spot with every thrust. Her body clenches uncontrollably around my cock.

“Shit, you feel so good,” I groan, my voice thick with lust.

Her moans grow louder, more desperate, until finally, her body shudders in a powerful release. Her scream echoes through the house as she comes undone, her tight pussy squeezing and spasming around my length. She screams my name, her nails digging into my back as she succumbs to the overwhelming pleasure.

“I’m gonna cum inside you, Scarlett,” I growl, feeling my own climax approaching. I pound into her with a newfound ferocity, determined to mark her as mine for all to see.

“Please, no,” she pleads, her eyes wide with fear.

But it’s too late – I can’t hold back any longer.

With one final, forceful thrust, I empty myself inside her, a primal satisfaction coursing through my veins. Her body trembles beneath me, a mixture of ecstasy and anguish playing across her beautiful face.

I pant, my chest heaving as I try to catch my breath while still holding Scarlett against the wall. She’s shaking under me, her body pliant against mine as we both ride out the high of our climax. My cock twitches inside her, trying to seek more release as she licks her lips, her eyes darting around the room nervously.

Scarlett’s eyes widen in fear, her pupils dilating as she realizes the depth of my perversion. Holding her wrists, I give her a small smile before dragging her closer and pressing my lips to hers again, demanding more submission. She hesitates for a moment, then returns my kiss with trembling lips. Our tongues tangle and dance, our saliva mixing as I taste her fear and desire on her lips.

As I slowly pull out, I catch my breath and wipe my cock on the hem of her sundress, smirking at the thought of her wearing it later, stained with my seed. Then, without another word, I leave her slumped on the ground.

“Remember,” I say, walking away from her. “This is just the beginning.”


Chapter 3

The golden sunlight dances on Scarlett’s tanned skin, barely contained by her bikini as she sunbathes in her backyard. My eyes are glued to the sight, blood rushing to my groin. The sound of her soft moans as she lays back on the lounger and closes her eyes, basking in the warmth of the sunlight, sends shivers down my spine. The gentle sway of her ass cheeks under the thin fabric of her bikini is mesmerizing, and I feel my cock twitching in anticipation. I notice a bead of sweat trickle down between her perfectly rounded breasts, following the contour of her stomach toward her navel. My mouth waters at the thought of tasting her.

“Hey, Aaron!” William calls out from his room. “Wanna play some videogames?”

“Uh, maybe later bud,” I reply, my eyes focused on William’s MILF mom. “I need to… take care of something real quick.”

Without another word, I head into the backyard. This is going to be fun.

“Hey, bitch,” I call out, striding confidently across the lawn. Her eyes snap open, annoyance flickering across her face.

“Get lost, Aaron. I’m not in the mood.”

“Too bad,” I counter, smirking as I stand over her. I can feel my cock hardening beneath my shorts “Because I don’t give a shit if you’re in the mood or not.”

“Leave me alone!”

She tries to push herself up, but I am quick to act. In one fluid motion, I am on top of her, pinning her down with my athletic frame.

“Let go of me, you little shit!” she hisses, struggling beneath me. It only fuels my arousal. The scent of her perfume mixed with sweat fills my nostrils, intoxicating me. “My husband will–”

“Your husband isn’t here, is he?” I interrupt, my tone dripping with sarcasm. Hell, she feels so good beneath me, her tits pressing against my chest.

“Fuck you, Aaron,” she spits, but I am not deterred. I have her right where I want her, her resistance stoking the fire inside me.

A bead of sweat trickles down Scarlett’s neck, tempting me like a droplet of nectar. I can’t resist any longer. My lips hungrily descend onto her face, tasting her salty skin as they trail along her jawline and down to the sensitive curve of her neck. She squirms beneath me, but I don’t care.

Scarlett moans in frustration, but her body betrays her as she arches into my touch, exposing more of her neck to my hungry kisses. Her skin is hot and salty against my lips, and I can’t help but indulge further, sucking lightly on the soft skin. She gasps and squirms beneath me, but it only serves to stoke the fire burning in my loins

“Stop it, Aaron,” she gasps, but her protests fall on deaf ears.

My hands roam over her body, gripping her firm tits through the thin fabric of her bikini top. They’re so full, so perfect, just begging for my touch. My tongue trails lower, tracing the line of her collarbone before dipping into the valley between her breasts. I can feel her heart skip a beat as I taste the salty sweat there, and I chuckle against her skin. My fingers find their way between her legs, rubbing her clothed pussy, feeling her heat through the flimsy material.

“Scarlett,” I growl into her ear, asserting my dominance, “I want to titty fuck you.”

Her eyes widen in shock, and she tries to push me away again. “No, you sick bastard! Get off me!”

“Admit it,” I taunt her, smirking as I press my hips against hers, making her feel my throbbing cock. “You know you want it.”

“Get off me!” she snarls, trying to wriggle free. But I hold her firmly in place, letting her feel the strength of my young, athletic body.

“Fine,” I say with a smirk. “If that’s how you want to play it. But just think of your poor, innocent William.”

She pauses… and then she relents.

I use one hand to unhook her bikini top, exposing her beautiful tits to the sun. With my other hand, I grab both breasts, squeezing them together around my throbbing cock. They’re firm and soft, and my fingers dig into the flesh.

“Fuck, Scarlett,” I groan, unable to resist the sight of her flushed face framed by those magnificent mounds. Freeing my cock, I aim it at her big puppies. “You have no idea how long I’ve wanted this. Your family destroyed my life. Now it’s your turn to pay.”

I thrust my hips forward, driving my cock between her tits. The sensation is incredible, unlike anything I’ve ever felt before. I can see the disgust and fear in her eyes, but there’s something else too, something she’s trying to hide.

Scarlett’s tits bounce underneath me as my cock plunges in and out of her cleavage. I watch as her nipples harden, poking through her bikini bottoms. I can hear her heavy breathing, the sound of her flesh smacking against mine. The scent of her arousal mixes with the sunscreen on her skin, filling my nostrils. She groans and gasps, but there’s a hint of pleasure in her voice.

“Admit it, Scarlett,” I challenge her, my balls slapping against her skin with each forceful thrust. “You’re enjoying this just as much as I am.”

“Never!” she hisses, the word barely escaping her trembling lips.

But her body betrays her words. She’s arching into me, her hips beginning to move in time with mine.

“Keep lying to yourself.” I grin wickedly, feeling the power I have over her. “But deep down, we both know the truth. You’re just another slutty mom who wants it rough.”

I can feel her heart pounding against my chest, her hard nipples rubbing against my chest. I squeeze her breasts, wanting her to know who’s in charge here. As I continue to fuck her tits, I watch her expression shift from defiance to submission.

I drive my cock into her tits harder and faster, relishing the feeling of her soft flesh wrapped around me. Scarlett may have been a queen in her own world, but I’ve taken her throne, and now she’s just another plaything for my amusement.

The sight of Scarlett’s flushed face, her lips parted in surrender, fuels my desire even more. I can’t help but smirk as I give her a new command.

“Kiss the tip of my cock every time it comes up to your face,” I order, watching her eyes widen in shock. But she knows she has no choice, and reluctantly obeys.

As I continue to thrust between her tits, I watch her full lips press against the head of my cock, leaving traces of saliva and precum glistening on her skin. The sensation is electrifying, a perfect blend of dominance and submission that sends shivers down my spine. I can’t help but groan, her soft warm mouth sending shivers of pleasure down my spine. The sensation of her tongue darting out to taste the pre-cum is overwhelming, and when she does it again, I buck my hips forcefully against her.

Her tongue flicks out again, faster this time, circling around the tip of my cock as her breasts bounce with each thrust. Her grunts of discomfort mingle with her desire, and it drives me wild.

“Fuck, that’s so hot,” I moan, unable to keep the pleasure from seeping into my voice. “You’re such a good cocksucker, aren’t you, Scarlett?”

She doesn’t respond, focusing all her attention on obeying my command, but I know the truth. She’s getting off on this just as much as I am. And that thought alone brings me closer to the edge.

My breathing grows heavy, my heart pounding in my chest like a drum. I’m almost there, and I want to make sure Scarlett understands who’s in charge. Gritting my teeth, I pull out of her cleavage and aim my cock at her gorgeous face.

“Open your mouth,” I demand, gripping my throbbing cock. “I’m going to paint your pretty face with my cum.”

“Please, Aaron, don’t come on my face. I need to go to the store later,” she pleads.

“Too bad,” I retort.

With a guttural moan, I release my hot load onto Scarlett’s face, marking her as mine. I grunt as I release my first jet of hot, sticky cum onto her face. It splatters on her cheek and drips down to her chin, the sound of it hitting her skin echoing in the quiet backyard. Her mouth catches the next few squirts, the salty taste of my cum filling her mouth. She tries to swallow but gags, her throat working convulsively.

Then, with one last powerful thrust, I empty my balls into her waiting mouth. As I stroke the last few drops from my pulsing shaft, I take in the sight before me: Scarlett Johnson – once arrogant and untouchable – now covered in my cum, her face a portrait of submission. She chokes on the thick, hot semen, coughing and sputtering as she tries to get rid of the unfamiliar taste. Her eyes water, and she finally manages to push me off her, rolling away in disgust. The sight is intoxicating, and I revel in the knowledge that I’ve conquered the arrogant queen.

“Look at you,” I taunt, my voice dripping with satisfaction. “You thought you were so high and mighty, but now you’re just another slut begging for my cum.”

In that moment, I feel invincible, knowing I’ve toppled the queen from her throne. My heart races with excitement as I watch Scarlett struggle to maintain her composure, her pride shattered by my conquest.

My smirk widens as I gaze down at the masterpiece I’ve created. Scarlett’s stunning face, now glazed with my cum, is a testament to my dominance. The sight sends shivers down my spine and makes my cock twitch with pride.

“Remember this, Scarlett,” I say, leaning in close so she can feel my breath on her cheek. “You’re mine now.”

Her eyes flash with anger, but there’s also a hint of vulnerability that wasn’t there before. The once untouchable goddess has been brought to her knees by me. The thought fuels my ego like nothing else.

“Fuck you, Aaron,” she spits, wiping some of my cum from her cheek. The defiance in her voice is weak, barely concealing her humiliation.

“Already did, sweetheart,” I reply smugly, stepping back and admiring my work one last time. As I turn to leave, I can’t resist throwing one last barb her way. “Oh, and don’t forget to clean up before going to the store. You wouldn’t want people to see you like this, would you?”


Chapter 4

The dim glow of the TV screen flickers across my face as I sit on the couch with William and Bob, their eyes glued to the football game. My lips curl into a sly grin as I gaze at the picture on my phone screen: an image of a topless Scarlett with her face covered in my cum.

Her nipples are hard, pink and inviting, standing out against her milky skin like beacons in the night. Her face is splattered with my release. The white liquid contrasts starkly against her flushed cheeks, trickling down in rivulets that catch the light just right. Her eyes are half-lidded, still glazed over with lust and submission from the pleasure I’d given her. Her lush lips are parted slightly, smeared with traces of me as if she had savored every last drop. The sight is raw and erotic.

“Did you see that tackle?” Bob asks, his voice measured and deliberate, barely containing his excitement.

“Unbelievable,” I reply, feigning interest while I retrieve my phone from my pocket. The real thrill lies in the secret I’m about to revisit.

My thumb swipes the screen, revealing the picture I snapped earlier: Scarlett, the stunning blonde MILF, her flawless face glazed with my cum. My cock throbs at the sight of her submissive expression, a stark contrast to her usual arrogant demeanor.

“Damn, Aaron, you’re really into this game, huh?” William says softly, his glasses reflecting the TV screen. Little does he know what’s got me so excited.

“Can’t get enough of it,” I respond, sarcasm dripping from my words as I continue to gaze at Scarlett’s image. My mind races with thoughts of her luscious body, her full lips, and those incredible tits that beg for attention.

As the sounds of the football game echo through the room, I let my imagination run wild, reliving the erotic moments I’ve shared with Scarlett and fantasizing about the many more to come.

The steam from the shower wafts through the air, catching my attention. Through the corner of my eye, I spot Scarlett, wrapped in a towel as she slips into the bathroom. My pulse quickens, and I can’t help but imagine her naked body beneath that thin barrier.

“Hey, guys,” I say, standing up. “I need to use the restroom real quick.”

William and Bob nod, their eyes glued to the game.

As I approach the bathroom door, I can hear the hiss of water from the shower. My mind races with anticipation, my cock throbbing at the thought of Scarlett’s wet, soapy body just inches away. My hand finds the doorknob, and I hesitate for a heartbeat before turning it.

“Scarlett?” I call out, locking the bathroom door behind me. The glass shower door is fogged up, but I can still make out her silhouette, her curves barely hidden by the steam.

“Get out, Aaron!” Scarlett shouts, her attempt at authority undermined by the quiver in her voice.

“Make me,” I retort, shedding my clothes as I step closer to the shower.

“Please, just leave me alone,” she pleads, desperation creeping into her tone.

“Can’t do that, Scarlett,” I say, my voice dripping with lust. “You know the deal. So be a good little whore, and let’s get this over with.”

My hand reaches for the shower door, ready to claim my prize once more. The water continues to cascade down Scarlett’s body, her every curve glistening with moisture. And as I join her in the steamy chamber, I revel in the intoxicating blend of fear, desire, and submission that’s about to unfold.

The water cascades down Scarlett’s body, her curves glistening with moisture. I step into the shower, feeling the hot water pounding against my skin as my eyes roam over her naked form.

“You’re one sexy slut,” I reply, my gaze fixed on her heaving chest, her nipples hardening under my stare.

She turns to face me, her eyes widening in shock and a mixture of fear and desire flickering across her face. It’s that intoxicating blend of emotions that drives me wild, makes me want her even more.

“Please, Aaron, don’t do this,” she pleads, her hands instinctively moving to cover herself.

“Too late for that,” I say, stepping closer, my erection brushing against her thigh. “You’re mine now, remember?”

Her breath quickens, her chest rising and falling with each rapid exhale. I can see the panic warring with lust in her eyes, and I know I’ve got her right where I want her. I growl, reaching out to cup her breast, my thumb brushing over her nipple.

The steam swirls around us, fogging up the glass walls of the shower and making Scarlett’s tanned skin glisten with moisture. My cock twitches at the sight of her, my body aching to possess her.

I step closer and grab a fistful of her wet blonde hair. She tries to pull away, but I yank her toward me, forcing her to meet my gaze.

“You’re nothing but a whore,” I hiss into her ear, my words dripping with venom. “Letting me fuck you just to protect your pathetic son.”

“Fuck you,” she spits back, but her defiance only fuels my desire.

“Actually, you’re the one about to be fucked,” I say, smirking as her eyes fill with tears. “And you better get used to it, because we’re not done here.”

My hand slides down her body, teasing the sensitive skin along her sides before coming to rest on her hip. I can feel her trembling beneath my touch, her heart racing in her chest.

My lips come onto hers. Her mouth opens in a silent gasp, our tongues dancing together with an intensity that rivals the water cascading around us. She tries to push me away, her hands pressing against my chest ineffectively. Our tongues entwine, duel with one another, and yet yearn to stay locked together for eternity. She groans into my kiss, her body melting against mine, despite her initial resistance.

“You’re so fucking hot,” I murmur against her neck, kissing a trail down to her collarbone.

“I hate you,” she breathes out between kisses, her eyes wide with fear and defiance.

Her eyes fill with tears, but she doesn’t look away. The sight only fuels my lust further. My hand moves lower, down to her ample breasts, slick and wet from the shower. I cup them firmly, squeezing with a mix of roughness and desire, feeling her nipples harden beneath my touch.

“Turn around,” I order, my voice thick with desire. “I want you against the glass.”

Scarlett hesitates for a moment, but she ultimately complies, her devotion to her son outweighing her pride. As she presses her tits against the shower’s glass wall, her body quivers in anticipation. I take a moment to admire the view – the way her full breasts flatten against the cold surface, her nipples hardening even more at the sensation.

“Please,” she whispers, her eyes pleading. “Be gentle.”

“Sorry, sweetheart,” I reply, not really meaning it. “I don’t do gentle.”

With one hand gripping her hip and the other supporting my throbbing erection, I slide into her from behind. She cries out as I fill her completely, the tightness of her pussy sending shivers down my spine. It’s a perfect fit, like we were made for each other.

I slowly thrust in and out of her, my fingers digging into her hips as I claim her from behind. The sound of slapping skin echoes through the small space, adding to the intensity of our intimate moment. Despite her tears and protests, I can feel her body craving more. Her juices coat my shaft, making every thrust deeper and more satisfying.

“Fuck! Shit!,” she moans, her words music to my ears. “You’re so… big…”

My free hand comes up to cup her face, forcing her to look at me in the mirror as we make love. Our distorted reflections stare back, our eyes locked in a heated gaze. The slap of our skin echoes through the steamy bathroom, punctuated by Scarlett’s increasingly desperate moans. I can feel her body responding to me, even as she tries to resist the pleasure coursing through her.

“Call me daddy,” I demand, and she shakes her head, her tears spilling over.

“Fuck! Ugh! I hate you,” she manages to whisper, but the words are lost under the roar of the water and the rhythm of our bodies moving together.

“Say it,” I command, punctuating each word with a hard thrust. “Call. Me. Daddy.”

“Da – shit! Daddy,” she whimpers, her voice barely audible over the pounding water and our slapping skin. “Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!”

“Shit, you feel so good around me,” I groan, my words barely audible above the pounding of the water and the sound of our bodies colliding. “You were made to be fucked like this, weren’t you, Scarlett?”

Her only response is a moan, lost somewhere between pain and ecstasy. I pick up the pace, pounding into her pussy like a piston. My balls slap against her pussy at the end of each thrust, pounding her tits and face into the glass wall.

The scent of her desire mixes with the smell of soap and sweat as we continue to grind against each other. My hands grip her hips tightly, my fingers digging into her soft flesh as I thrust into her wet slit. The slap of our skin echoes throughout the steamy room, and the sound sends a shiver down my spine. Every time our hips meet, a wave of pleasure washes over me, amplified by the heat of the water and her hot, wet pussy. The glass fogs up with steam as I slam into Scarlett, her tits squished against the shower wall.

“You like this, don’t you?” I growl in her ear. “Being treated like a fuckdoll?”

“Ah! Oh! Shit!” she moans, unable to deny her body’s reaction to my rough thrusts.

“Say it!” I demand, my balls slapping against her wet folds with each powerful stroke. “Tell me you’re nothing but a dirty whore!”

“Please,” she begs, her voice breaking. “Aaron, don’t...”

“Say it,” I insist, grabbing a handful of her damp blonde hair and yanking her head back. Her eyes meet mine in the reflection of the foggy glass, wide and pleading but also filled with lust.

“I’m a dirty whore,” she whispers, barely audible over the relentless drumming of the water on the tiles.

“Good bitch,” I smirk, shoving her face roughly into the cold glass. My free hand grips her hip tightly, fingers digging into her soft flesh as I pound into her mercilessly. She cries out in pain, but I know she can’t help but crave the fullness of my cock inside her.

“Look at yourself,” I tell her, our panting breaths filling the humid air. “This is what you were meant for – being fucked like a piece of meat.”

“Ah! Fuck! Fuck!” she gasps, tears streaming down her face as she accepts her own degradation.

My thrusts become even more forceful. I watch as she bites her lip, trying to stifle her screams of pain and pleasure. But I won’t let her hide from the truth – that beneath her arrogant exterior, she’s just another slut desperate to be dominated by me. And as I bring her to the brink of climax, I know that I’ve won.

The steam wraps around us like a sultry embrace, and I can barely see Scarlett through the fogged glass. I continue to pound into her from behind, my cock driving deeper with each thrust. Her moans and my grunts of pleasure create an erotic symphony that reverberates against the tiled walls.

“Fuck, you love this, don’t you?” I growl, tightening my grip on her hair and yanking her head back so she’s forced to look at me in the reflection. “You’re such a filthy whore.”

I pound harder, the slapping of our skin intensifying.

“You’re my slut,” I whisper in her ear.

And harder…

“My bitch.”

And harder…

“My cum dumptser.”

The slap of our skin echoes through the steamy bathroom as I pound into her from behind, my cock sliding in and out of her wet pussy with ease. Her mouth opens in a silent scream, and her eyes roll back into her head as she tries to process the intense pleasure coursing through her body.

“Tell me how much you want it,” I demand, watching as her eyes meet mine in the reflection of the foggy glass, wide and pleading but also filled with lust.

“I’m a – fuck! A dirty – shit! A dirty whore,” she whispers, barely audible over the relentless drumming of the water on the tiles.

I smirk, shoving her face roughly into the cold glass. My free hand grips her hip tightly, fingers digging into her soft flesh as I pound into her mercilessly. She cries out in pain, but I know she can’t help but crave the fullness of my cock inside her. As Scarlett’s body begins to tense under my relentless pounding, I know she’s close to her breaking point. Her moans grow louder, her cries filling the steamy air as I press my lips against her ear.

“Come for me,” I command, my voice low and predatory. “Show me how much you fucking love it.”

“Ah! Oh shit, Aaron, yes!” she screams, her orgasm crashing over her like a tidal wave. Her body trembles violently, convulsing around my cock as I continue to thrust into her, drawing out every last shudder of ecstasy.

The hot water cascades over our entwined bodies, Scarlett’s moans still echoing in my ears. I can feel the tension in my balls, ready to explode and mark her once again as mine.

“Ready for this, bitch?” I ask, my voice dripping with lust as I give her one last, hard thrust.

My cock twitches inside her as I finally let go, filling her with my seed. The sensation is intoxicating, claiming her in this primal way. I hold her close, savoring the feeling of her trembling body against mine.

But there’s no time to linger. The game must be nearly over by now, and I don’t want Bob and William to get suspicious. With a sigh, I reluctantly pull out of Scarlett’s warmth and step out of the shower.

“See you later, bitch,” I taunt, not bothering to look back as I grab my clothes and quickly dress. The air outside the steamy bathroom feels cool against my flushed skin, but the satisfaction of what I’ve just done keeps me warm.

As I re-enter the living room, I see Bob and William still absorbed in the game. They barely glance up as I slide back onto the couch.

“Where’d you go?” Bob asks, barely tearing his eyes away from the action on the screen.

“Your wife needed some help stretching,” I reply with a wicked grin, unable to resist pushing the boundaries just a little. “She seems very… flexible.”


Chapter 5

The flickering light from the home cinema washes over Scarlett, casting her in a seductive glow that makes my pulse race. She’s sprawled elegantly on the plush couch, her body an irresistible invitation. Her nightgown, a whisper of silk against her skin, clings to every tantalizing curve and contour of her body like a second skin.

Her tits are barely contained within the delicate fabric of her gown, a sight that sends a jolt of desire straight to my groin. They’re full and ripe for the taking, practically spilling out and begging for my touch. The sight is enough to make my mouth water with anticipation of tasting them.

From beneath the hem of her gown, I catch glimpses of her thighs – smooth and creamy like freshly churned butter. They peek out in teasing flashes whenever she shifts position on the couch, each movement causing my heart rate to spike.

Her blonde hair cascades around her shoulders in waves, catching glimmers from the screen as it frames her face.

“Evening, Mrs. Johnson,” I purr, sauntering over and sliding onto the couch next to her.

Bob, her clueless husband, barely registers my presence as he stares at the screen, engrossed in some mindless flick.

“Hello… Aaron,” Scarlett whispers hesitantly, her eyes darting between me and Bob.

“Nice night, isn’t it?” I ask, my voice thick with innuendo. My hand finds its way to Scarlett’s cleavage, fingers sinking into the soft flesh of her breasts.

“Wh-what are you doing?” she stammers, her breath hitching as I continue to fondle her tits under the pretense of casual conversation with Bob.

“Relax,” I murmur, delighting in the blush that spreads across her cheeks. “Just enjoying the movie… and your company.”

“Bob’s right here,” Scarlett hisses, her chest heaving with each nervous breath.

“Exactly,” I grin, pinching one of her nipples until she gasps, “and that’s what makes it so thrilling.”

As I continue to grope Scarlett’s luscious tits, I can’t help but revel in the fact that I’m playing this dangerous game right under her husband’s nose. The thrill of it all just adds fuel to my desire, making me want her even more than before.

Scarlett’s flushed face catches my eye as she tries to push me away, but I’m not giving in that easily. I tighten my grip on her tits and feel her nipple harden under my palm.

My free hand slips underneath her nightgown and caresses her inner thigh, moving steadily upwards. She moans softly, her breath catching in her throat. I can feel her heart racing as my fingers brush against her damp panties.

Growing bolder, I trace around the edge of her panties, teasing her entrance, making her shiver with anticipation. I slide one finger inside, feeling her wetness coating my touch. She arches her back and gasps, her hips bucking against my hand.

“Stop it,” Scarlett whispers, her voice trembling with a mix of fear and arousal. She shoots a nervous glance at Bob, who remains completely engrossed in the movie, unaware of the fact that his wife is getting groped right next to him.

“Make me,” I taunt. Desire radiates from every pore of her body as I pump my finger in and out of her, slowly at first, then faster and harder. I can feel her muscles tighten and release around my digit as I thrust deeper.

“Please, Aaron,” she pleads, her eyes wide with panic. But I don’t care about her pleas; all I want is to claim her right here, right now.

“Tell him, Scarlett,” I whisper into her ear, my voice low and seductive. “Tell him I’m going to help you with a special workout.”

She hesitates, her breath hitching as she wrestles with the idea. I know she doesn’t want to, but this game we’re playing has just become too irresistible for either of us to back out now. And the thought of taking her while her husband sits mere inches away only serves to stoke the fire burning within me even more.

“Bob,” Scarlett chokes out, her voice barely above a whisper. “Aaron is going to help me with a special workout. It’s something we’ve been discussing. P-please don’t mind us.”

I watch Bob’s face as the words reach his ears. He looks away from the movie, confusion furrowing his brow. I can see him trying to process the situation, his gaze flickering between Scarlett and me. He must notice our intertwined bodies, my hands still possessively resting on her tits.

“Uh, sure,” he says, clearly not understanding the true nature of the workout we have planned. He shrugs, returning his attention to his phone and putting on a pair of headphones to listen to the movie without any disturbances.

My cock twitches with anticipation. The moment Bob’s attention is fully diverted, a wicked grin spreads across my face. I seize the opportunity, grabbing a fistful of Scarlett’s silky blonde hair and yanking her off the couch. She stumbles forward, gasping as I force her into position on all fours.

“Look at you,” I taunt, smirking down at her submissive form. “This will be a nice, long workout for you tonight.”

My hand slips under her nightgown, hiking it up to reveal her perfectly rounded ass. I waste no time in ripping off her flimsy panties, leaving her exposed and vulnerable before me. A surge of primal lust courses through me as I slap her ass, delighting in the way her flesh jiggles beneath my touch.

“Fuck!” Scarlett moans, her body trembling beneath me. It’s clear that she’s torn between the fear of being caught and the undeniable thrill of our illicit encounter.

“You like that, don’t you?” I sneer, raining insults upon her as I prepare to take her like the bitch she is.

Lowering my shorts, my hardened cock springs out. I position myself to take her from behind with her oblivious husband just a few feet away.

The moment I enter her, it’s like the world falls away. Scarlett gasps as I thrust into her tight wetness, our bodies colliding with a primal intensity that sends shivers down my spine. Her eyes are wide, searching for any sign of Bob’s awareness, but he remains completely oblivious. It only fuels my desire even more.

As I thrust into her from behind, my hips slap against her plush bottom, filling her with me. Every inch of our flesh connecting sends a shiver down her spine and ignites a spark in my loins. She exhales sharply, a mix of pleasure and fear, and I bury my face in her neck.

“Shit! Fuck! Ugh!” she moans.

“Fuck, you feel so good,” I grunt, slapping her ass hard, making her body jolt and her moans grow louder. Every thrust sends a shockwave of pain and pleasure through her, and I can’t help but revel in her submission. My hand reaches up to grab a handful of her damp blonde hair, tugging on it roughly as I continue to pound into her.

The sound of our bodies smacking together fills the room as I pound into her, my sweat soaking both of our bodies under the flickering light. Her panting breaths turn into gasps, her lips parting as she tries to catch her breath.

“Fuck! Ah, Aaron!” she cries out, her voice a symphony of desire and ecstasy. I smirk at her desperation, knowing how much power I hold over her in this moment.

“Quiet, or he’ll hear you,” I warn her, my grip on her hair tightening. The fear in her eyes is delicious, but so is the thrill of having her so completely in my control.

Her moans are barely contained by her own trembling lips. I can feel her body quivering beneath me, the waves of pleasure coursing through her veins with each powerful thrust.

I pick up the pace, the slapping of skin against skin filling the silent cinema. Scarlett’s head rolls back, revealing the perfect line of her neck. I take hold of it, kissing and biting the soft skin there, leaving red marks visible even in the dim light. She arches her back, moaning louder, her body begging for more.

I reach down and free her big tits from the confines of her silky nightgown, my hands immediately groping them roughly. I squeeze them. Pull them. Abuse them. Her moans grow louder as I continue to fuck her, my cock pushing her to the edge of pleasure and pain. She’s slick with sweat beneath me now, the evidence of our forbidden tryst making her skin glisten in the dim light.

“Look at these fucking tits,” I growl into her ear, my fingers digging into her soft flesh. “You look like a damn pornstar with these jugs.”

I pull her hair with one hand, yanking her head back so that she’s forced to look at the oblivious Bob. My other hand wraps around her neck, just tight enough to remind her who’s in control. My balls slap against her cunt with every thrust, her tits jiggling and bouncing along with the rhythm of our bodies as they collide.

I slam into her harder, feeling her walls clench around my cock, her juices dripping down my shaft. I squeeze her tits roughly, pinching the nipples until they’re rock hard. The sound of skin slapping against skin echoes in the room, drowning out the movie.

“Such a dirty little slut, aren’t you?” I breathe into her ear, my words dripping with lustful venom. “Letting me fuck you like this right next to your husband.”

“Shit! Shit! Fuck!” she whimpers, her eyes filling with both lust and fear.

Her body trembles beneath me, her breath coming in short, ragged gasps. I grab her hair and yank her head back, forcing her to look at me as I kiss her hard, tasting her lips. She tastes like fear and excitement, and it’s the most intoxicating thing I’ve ever tasted.

“Hey, can you guys keep it down a bit?” Bob calls out, still engrossed in the movie and completely unaware of what’s happening right beside him. “I’m trying to watch this.”

“Sorry, Mr. Johnson,” I say as I fuck his wife, my balls slapping against her pussy at the end of each thrust.

The sight of Scarlett’s sweat-slicked skin glistening in the dim light is intoxicating, driving me to new heights of lust. Her body quivers beneath me, her cries of release mingling with the sounds of our bodies colliding.

“Damn, it sounds like you two are having a hell of a workout over there,” Bob comments, oblivious to the depravity unfolding beside him.

“Y-yeah – fuck!” Scarlett stammers out as she tries to catch her breath. I can only smirk, knowing that her orgasm has left her weak and trembling.

“Scarlett, you’re taking this workout better than I expected,” I tease, my voice dripping with seduction. “But we’re not done yet.”

I tighten my grip on her neck, tilting her head back as I continue to pound into her relentlessly. My other hand finds her naked tits, squeezing and groping them as I thrust into her. I growl, my voice low and dangerous as I pick up the pace. The sound of our bodies slamming together fills the room, and I can feel the pressure building within me.

The scent of sweat and fear permeates the air as I pound into Scarlett’s tight pussy, my hips slamming relentlessly into her. She moans in pain and pleasure, her body shuddering with each powerful thrust. Her tits bounce with every slap of our skin on skin, her nipples poking against me like tiny daggers.

“Fuck, Scarlett… you’re such a dirty slut,” I whisper, my words laced with dark pleasure.

As I watch Scarlett’s beautiful face contort in ecstasy, I know that I’ve pushed her to the edge. Her voice catches in her throat, her eyes rolling back into her head as she comes again, her walls clenching around me.

“Shh... you don’t want your husband to hear, do you?” I taunt as my fingers slip into her mouth, muffling her cries. I pull her hair back, forcing her head up so she meets my eyes. “That’s it, Scarlett… let me be the one who makes you scream.”

The feel of her hot, damp hair in my hand only serves to fuel my desire further, and I know I won’t be able to hold back much longer. As I continue to thrust into her, I feel my body tense, and a wave of pleasure courses through me.

“Fuck,” I groan, fucking her harder, faster, deeper, my hips slapping against her plump ass with each thrust. Her gasps turn into screams of pleasure, the sound of our muffled moans filling the room.

Her eyes widen, and I see the conflict within her, torn between her loyalty to her family and her need for the raw, primal pleasure I provide her. It’s a battle she’s destined to lose, and I savor every second of her surrender.

“Y-w-es!” she moans around my fingers, her voice muffled but desperate. “Y-w-es! Y-w-es! F-wuck me!”

With one final, powerful thrust, I release myself inside of her, filling her with my hot seed. The feeling is indescribable – the sensation of marking her as mine, even if just for this moment, is intoxicating. I revel in the knowledge that our secret will remain hidden, locked away behind her pretty eyes and trembling lips.

My cock slides out of Scarlett’s quivering cunt, the heat of our bodies dissipating in the air. My smirk grows as I look over at Bob, still completely clueless to the raw passion that just unfolded beside him.

“Damn,” I whisper, chuckling under my breath. “He really doesn’t have a clue, does he?”

Scarlett gasps for air, her chest heaving with each ragged breath. Her trembling hands clutch at the torn fabric of her nightgown, trying to regain some semblance of modesty.

I watch Scarlett’s flushed face, her chest heaving as she struggles to catch her breath. The sight makes my cock twitch, still swollen and throbbing from our intense encounter. I lean in close, making sure only she can hear me.

“Get yourself together, bitch,” I command, my gaze flicking to her disheveled state. “I’ll be back for more.”


Chapter 6

The first light of dawn sneaks through the curtains, casting a seductive glow on Scarlett’s sleeping form. Fuck, she’s gorgeous – the way her minimal nightgown clings to her curves, barely covering her ample tits, and teasingly revealing a glimpse of her smooth, toned thighs.

“Morning, beautiful,” I whisper, my voice dripping with lust as I step into the room. Her chest rises and falls in a steady rhythm, her full lips slightly parted, inviting me to do unspeakable things to her. She looks like a fucking wet dream come true.

My heart races as I approach the bed, feeling the weight of the handcuffs in my pocket. Time for a little surprise, I think to myself, smirking at the thought. My cock twitches in anticipation.

“Let’s see how much of a slut you really are, Scarlett,” I murmur, taking out the steel cuffs. The cold metal feels good in my hands, a stark contrast to the warmth that’s about to envelop my raging hard-on. Oh, she’s gonna love this. And if not, well, she’ll learn to.

The handcuffs gleam in the morning light, cold and unforgiving as I secure them around Scarlett’s wrists. A wicked grin spreads across my face, knowing she’s now helpless to resist whatever I have planned for her. What a sight – Scarlett Johnson, the arrogant MILF, handcuffed and vulnerable, completely at my mercy.

My cock is throbbing, demanding attention, so I release it from its confines. It springs free, harder than ever before, aching to be buried in Scarlett’s mouth. I position myself at the edge of the bed and guide my hardened length toward her luscious, parted lips.

“Time for your wake up call, Mrs. Johnson,” I say, teasing her with the tip of my cock, brushing it against her soft, inviting lips.

Her breath tickles my sensitive head, and I shudder with pleasure.

“Come on, open up for me,” I coax, slowly sliding my dick into her warm, wet mouth.

The sensation is fucking amazing, like nothing I’ve ever felt before. This is what I’ve been craving – to dominate this arrogant MILF, to take control and make her submit to my will.

“Fuck, that feels good,” I moan, gripping her blonde hair, guiding her head as I push deeper into her throat. I can feel her body tense, but she’s not struggling – not yet, anyway.

My hips thrust forward, driving my cock deeper into her throat, reveling in the tight, hot pressure that surrounds me. I pull her hair gently, guiding her to move her head up and down on my cock, loving the way her throat muscles grip me tightly as she takes more of my length. Her mouth is warm and wet, and the soft sounds of her gagging around my cock are music to my ears. The handcuffs add an exquisite layer of constraint, further fueling my desire to dominate her.

“Scarlett, baby, wake up,” I whisper huskily as she suddenly stirs, her eyes flickering open in confusion.

She struggles against the handcuffs that bind her wrists to the bedpost, but it’s futile – I’ve made sure she can’t escape. The soft sounds of her slurping and gagging around my cock are music to my ears.

“Ah-ah-ah,” I chide playfully, gripping her blonde hair and holding her head steady as I continue thrusting my hips. “You’re not getting away that easily.”

“Fw-u-ck!” she gasps, her words muffled by the fact that her lips are wrapped around my cock.

Her cheeks hollow as she tries to take more of me, and I can feel her gag reflex fighting against the overwhelming sensation. But she doesn’t back down, she takes me deeper, sucking harder until I’m hitting the back of her throat with every thrust.

Her wide eyes lock onto mine as I face-fuck her with increasing intensity, the tightness and wetness of her mouth driving me wild. Her helplessness is such a fucking turn-on; I can’t help but grin at the power I hold over this once-arrogant woman.

“Doesn’t that feel good, Scarlett?” I taunt, smirking down at her as she tries to catch her breath between thrusts. “I bet you never thought you’d end up like this, huh? Waking up with my cock in your mouth.”

I pull her hair harder, urging her to take me even deeper, and she obeys without protest, her eyelids fluttering as she tries to keep up with the onslaught of sensations. The back of her throat tastes sweet, like the nectar of submission.

“Urgh,” she moans in response, her voice muffled by my cock in her mouth. I know she can’t speak, but I don’t need words to understand the mix of anger and lust in her eyes.

“You’re so fucking hot when you’re angry,” I groan, picking up the pace of my thrusts, feeling the pressure building inside me. I love the way her lips wrap around my shaft, how her tongue teases the underside of my cock, even as she resists.

“Keep those pretty eyes on me, Scarlett,” I demand, my voice dripping with authority. “I want you to see who’s in control now.”

As I relentlessly drive my cock into her mouth, I can’t help but think about how satisfying this moment is. My parents’ lives were ruined by Scarlett, and now I’m the one dominating her, making her submit to my desires. The thought only fuels my lust, pushing me closer to the edge.

The sound of Scarlett choking and gagging on my cock sends shivers down my spine. I can’t get enough of this power, this control over her as I continue to thrust into her mouth. The sound of slapping skin fills the room as she takes every inch of me, her lips stretched and red around my shaft. Her eyes roll back in her head, and I can tell she’s close to the edge.

“Take it all in, bitch,” I growl, tightening my grip on her hair.

I pull her hair harder, demanding more of her, and she responds with a fierce determination that drives me wild. Her throat feels incredible as it massages my cock, and the sweet taste of her submission fills my mouth.

I push my cock deeper into her throat, feeling her gasp for air around me. It’s music to my ears – the sweet symphony of her surrender. And as I pump myself into her mouth, I can’t help but think about how fucking hot this is, how much I crave more. With each powerful thrust, my balls slap against her face, marking her as my possession. There’s no turning back now – she’s mine, and I’m determined to make her feel every inch of my dominance.

“Yeah, bitch…” I whisper. “Just like that.”

The scent of Scarlett’s arousal fills the air as I continue to ravish her mouth, my cock plunging deeper into her throat with each forceful thrust. Her muffled moans only serve to fuel my desire further.

“Take it all, Scarlett,” I growl, relishing the feeling of her warm, wet tongue sliding against the underside of my throbbing length. “You’re such a good little cocksucker.”

Lost in our erotic exchange, I barely register the sound of the door opening. Bob walks in, his attention fixed on his phone, completely oblivious to the debauchery unfolding before him. Talk about being preoccupied with work.

Scarlett’s eyes widen in panic as they dart toward her husband, but she’s helpless, handcuffed and at my mercy. My grip on her hair tightens, holding her firmly in place as I drive my cock even deeper into her throat.

“Don’t mind him, bitch,” I groan, my pleasure mounting with every delicious inch that disappears between Scarlett’s lips.

Her eyes water and mascara runs down her cheeks, making her look even more beautifully broken. Her surrender is intoxicating, and I can’t help but wonder how far I can push her. She was once an arrogant woman, and now look at her – submitting to me, gagging on my cock while her husband stands just a few feet away.

My thrusts become more urgent, my cock sinking ever deeper into Scarlett’s throat as her muffled moans turn into pleas for more. The sight of Scarlett’s teary eyes and smeared mascara makes my cock twitch with anticipation. She’s so fucking beautiful like this – vulnerable, submissive, desperate for relief.

“Almost there, slut,” I growl, my hips moving faster now, my cock plunging deeper into her throat with each vicious thrust.

“Ugh…ugh…” Scarlett moans, her muffled sounds only fueling my arousal. I want to hear her scream, but I know she can’t – not with my dick filling her mouth, asserting my dominance over her.

Scarlett’s eyes flash with defiance as she tries to speak, but all that comes out are unintelligible gags, drowned out by the wet sounds of my cock pounding her throat. It’s enough for me, though.

“Damn, bitch,” I praise, my pace quickening as my climax approaches like a freight train. “You were born for this, weren’t you? To be used, to serve, to be mine.”

Her eyes widen in shock at my words, but I can tell she’s starting to believe them. And that’s when I can’t hold back any longer.

“Fuck, here it comes,” I grunt, my rhythm becoming more erratic and desperate as my balls tighten. “Open wide, baby.”

With one final, powerful thrust, I bury myself deep in Scarlett’s throat and release my load, hot ropes of cum flooding her mouth. My orgasm rocks through me, leaving me breathless and shaking as I empty myself into her willing, helpless body.

I pull my cock out of Scarlett’s mouth and slip them back into my shorts, smirking as I watch her swallow every drop of my essence. She gazes up at me with a mix of satisfaction and submission in her eyes. Shit, she looks so fucking hot like this.

The handcuffs still keep her wrists bound together, her disheveled nightgown barely covering anything. She’s panting softly, her cheeks flushed, and I can’t help but feel proud of breaking her in. A low chuckle escapes me as I slip my cock back into my shorts.

“Hey, Aaron,” Bob’s voice interrupts my thoughts, and I turn to see him looking up from his phone as he steps through the bathroom door, completely unaware of what just happened. “I didn’t see you there. What are you two doing?”

“Hey Mr. Johnson,” I say with a smirk, my voice dripping with confidence. “Just helping Mrs. Johnson with a throat exercise.”

“Really?” Bob’s eyebrows raise in genuine interest. He glances between Scarlett and me, clearly oblivious to the intimate act that just took place. “That’s… good, I suppose.”

“Sure is.” I lick my lips, savoring the memory of her warm, wet mouth around my cock. The way she’d choked and gagged on it, so helpless yet so damn sexy...

“Great,” Bob says, still engrossed in his phone. “Do you guys want some breakfast?”

“Mrs. Johnson just drank some milk.” I turn to look back at Scarlett. “But I think she might be in the mood for some more meat later today.”


Chapter 7

Peering into the living room, I spot William and Bob engrossed in a game of foosball. Their focus is intense, the clatter of plastic players echoing off the walls as they spin their rods with an almost comical seriousness. I can’t help but smirk, thinking how clueless they are about what I’m about to do to their woman of the house.

The sight of Scarlett’s ripe ass swaying rhythmically as she navigates around the kitchen sends a wave of desire coursing through me. Her sundress wraps tightly around her body, highlighting every luscious curve that makes my mouth water. A cooking apron adorns her front, but it fails miserably at concealing the erotic charm radiating from this irresistible MILF.

“Hey, Scarlett,” I say, smirking as I saunter into the kitchen, my eyes never straying from her swaying hips. “What’re you making?”

“Nothing for you,” she hisses, her voice dripping with arrogance, refusing to look at me.

“That’s fine. Because I want a different kind of cookie right now,” I respond, my mind racing with dirty thoughts.

In the living room, I can hear William and Bob absorbed in their foosball game, oblivious to the growing tension between Scarlett and me. Perfect.

“Need some help?” I ask, stepping closer to her.

“Stay away, Aaron,” she warns, finally looking at me, her blue eyes flashing. But I know her resistance is futile.

“Come on, Scarlett,” I purr, moving behind her. “We both know you want this.”

“Stop it,” she hisses, but I ignore her protests.

With one swift motion, I bend her over the counter, her sundress riding up, revealing her delectable ass. She gasps, but she doesn’t resist. Her hands grip the edge of the counter, trying to maintain some semblance of control.

“Look at you. Such a MILF babe with no real man to fuck you like you deserve,” I whisper huskily in her ear, pressing myself against her so that she can feel my rock-hard cock.

“Please, Aaron,” she pleads, her voice shaking with a mixture of fear and desire. But I know I’ve already won. The game is over, and Scarlett Johnson belongs to me.

As I stand behind Scarlett, feeling the heat of her body against mine, I can’t help but grin. She’s putting up a good fight, trying to push me away, her hands flailing as she pleads for me to stop.

“Let go of me, Aaron,” she begs, her voice trembling with frustration and fear. I can feel the power dynamic between us shifting, and it only fuels my desire even more.

“Remember what’s at stake here, Scarlett,” I remind her, my voice low and commanding. “Think about your precious son. You wouldn’t want anything bad to happen to him, would you?”

Her body stiffens, and I know I’ve hit a nerve. As much as she hates what’s happening, she’ll do anything to protect her family. It’s almost too easy, this game of cat and mouse we’re playing, but that doesn’t make it any less thrilling.

She bites her lip, her eyes filling with tears, but I know she won’t put up any more resistance. The thought of her precious William suffering is enough to keep her in check.

“Good girl,” I purr, leaning in to brush my lips against her neck. “You know how this works. Just let yourself enjoy it, Scarlett. You might even find that you like it.”

The sight of Scarlett’s trembling form, her body bent over the kitchen counter, fuels my desire. I know she’s given in to me, but that doesn’t mean I’m going to make this easy for her.

“I’m sure you were quite the slut back in college,” I say, gripping the hem of her sundress and slowly lifting it up. Her ass comes into view, round and perfect, and I can’t help but groan with anticipation. “But I wonder how many men you let stuff their cock up your ass?”

I slide her panties down her thighs. The erotic tension between us is palpable, our bodies humming with a desperate need for release.

“Maybe I’m the first,” I comment.

Her cheeks flush with shame as I expose her bare bottom, but I don’t care. As I take in the sight of her naked flesh, I feel more powerful than ever.

“I can’t wait to stick my cock up your ass,” I tell her, reaching around to stroke myself through my pants.

I unzip my pants, releasing my throbbing erection. I line it up with her tight opening, teasing her for a moment before finally thrusting forward, burying myself deep inside her ass. She moans, a mixture of pain and pleasure, and I can’t help but smirk.

Scarlett’s body jerks at the sudden intrusion, her moan muffled against the counter as I take her ass with me. The sound of our hips smacking together echoes in the kitchen as I start to pound into her, my hands on her hips guiding me deeper.

She gasps and grunts with each thrust, her tits bouncing gently against the dress she has wrapped around her chest. I push her against the counter harder, pinning her there to take her completely, lifting the hem of her dress to expose more of her naked body. Her buttocks clench and unclench around my cock, her body resisting and submitting to the invasion at the same time.

“Shit! Shit! Shit!” she moans at the end of each thrust.

Her ass is like velvet, smooth and hot, squeezing me with each powerful stroke. I grip her hips tighter, slamming into her harder, loving the way she whimpers and squirms beneath me. Her mouth drops open, her lips parting as she pants for air. Her hands cling to the countertop for dear life, nails digging into the surface as she tries to fight against me but knows she can’t.

“Fuck! You! Fucking! Bastard!” she moans, her jaw clenched.

Reaching around, I start to grope her tit with one hand, feeling the weight of her breast in my palm. Her body quivers beneath me, and I know she’s struggling to hold back her cries, but it won’t be long before she loses control completely.

“Go on, Scarlett,” I urge her, my thrusts growing more forceful, more insistent. “Scream for me. Show me just how much you need this.”

And as her moans turn to screams, I can’t help but feel a sense of dark satisfaction. I’ve broken her – and it feels fucking incredible.

I grab a fistful of Scarlett’s hair, yanking her head back as I continue pounding into her tight ass. She gasps, and I can feel the shudders running through her body. Taking advantage of her exposed face, I lean in and plant greedy kisses all over her cheeks, her nose, her lips – tasting her, claiming her.

“Shit! Shit! Fuckity-fuck!” she moans.

My pelvis slams against Scarlett’s ass, my hands gripping her hips tighter. I can hear the wet smack of our flesh colliding, and it drives me wild. Her ass feels incredible, hot and tight around my cock. She moans and gasps, her body arching into me as I take her roughly from behind. Her sundress rides up higher, exposing more of her curvaceous thighs and tits.

“Such a good little whore,” I whisper against her skin, my words heavy with lust, as I maintain our torrid pace.

Scarlett whimpers, her head thrown back, her long hair flying in all directions. I lean in to lick her neck, tasting the sweet sweat on her skin, and she shivers, her body shaking with each thrust. She writhes and moans like some horny college babe getting fucked like a slut.

“Scarlett, what time is everyone coming tonight for our anniversary party?” Bob calls out from the living room, cutting through the haze of arousal that surrounds us.

Scarlett’s eyes widen, and I can see the panic in them. But I don’t stop. Instead, I fuck her harder, pushing her to the edge.

“Uh… seven – fuck! Seven o’clock – shit!” she manages to choke out, her voice strained and trembling.

“Sounds good. Thanks, babe!” Bob replies, oblivious to the debauchery taking place just a few feet away.

I smirk, feeling even more powerful now that I’ve managed to make Scarlett answer her husband while I’m violating her in such a depraved way. My cock throbs inside her, urging me on, demanding more.

Her eyes glisten with unshed tears, but she doesn’t dare protest. She knows better by now. And as I continue to fuck her, dominate her, I can’t help but revel in my newfound control over this once unattainable woman. It’s intoxicating, addictive, and I crave even more.

“Scarlett, you alright? Your voice sounded a bit… off,” Bob calls out, suspicion tinging his words.

“Ah, don’t worry, Mr. Johnson,” I reply smoothly, my pace momentarily slowing. “I’m just helping Scarlett with a stretch I learned in football practice.”

“Shit! Fuck!” Bob’s wife gasps as I fuck her ass.

“Alright, then. Just checking,” Bob says, seemingly convinced by our ruse.

With the conversation over, I focus back on the task at hand. I slam into Scarlett’s ass harder, watching her bite her lip to stifle her moans. But she knows better than to resist me now. She’s mine, and she knows it.

“Almost there, bitch,” I whisper into her ear. My cock swells inside her, signaling my impending release. “I’m gonna cum all over you.”

“Please,” she begs under her breath, her eyes pleading with me. “Not like this.”

But her pleas only serve to fuel my desire. I pull out of her. Positioning myself behind her, I stroke myself furiously, aiming for her exposed back.

“Take it, Scarlett,” I command, my voice raspy with anticipation. And with a final, guttural groan, I reach my climax, spurts of hot cum splattering across her smooth skin, marking her as my conquest.

Scarlett cries out as she feels my hot seed splash against her bare skin. She shivers violently, trying to hold back moans of pleasure as she feels my cum dripping down her back and ass.

I watch as she shivers slightly beneath my touch. A twisted sense of pride fills my chest as I stand there, my breathing heavy and my heart pounding.

“Clean yourself up,” I tell her dismissively, already thinking about the next time I’ll take what I want from her. “We wouldn’t want your husband to find out, now would we?”

There she is, trembling under my touch – the once-arrogant Scarlett Johnson, now submissive and compliant. It’s intoxicating to have such power over her.

As she straightens her dress and adjusts her apron, I admire the sight of her flushed cheeks and disheveled hair. The transformation from haughty trophy wife to my willing plaything is nothing short of delicious.

“Mom, are you okay?” William calls out from the living room, concern evident in his voice. The sound of foosball being played filters through the air, a reminder that our little secret could be exposed at any moment.

“Everything’s fine, sweetheart!” Scarlett replies, her voice strained but convincing. I can’t help but feel a surge of pride at her ability to maintain the facade, despite the turmoil roiling within her.

“Hey, Aaron,” Bob’s voice interrupts my thoughts, “you done helping Scarlett with that stretch?”

“Yep,” I reply nonchalantly, grabbing an apple from the fruit bowl on the counter. “She should be all set now.”

“Thanks, buddy,” he says, sounding genuinely grateful.

If only he knew the truth.


Chapter 8

Bob and Scarlett’s anniversary party has finally arrived.

The dim lighting casts an alluring glow on Scarlett’s flawless skin as she moves gracefully through the house, attending to the guests and managing every detail of her and Bob’s anniversary dinner. From my hidden vantage point at the top of the stairs, I drink in the sight of her – so elegant, so confident, so utterly desirable.

“Bob, honey, would you mind getting more ice from the garage?” Scarlett calls out sweetly, her voice like velvet. Her husband nods absentmindedly, his thoughts clearly elsewhere.

As soon as he leaves, she turns and makes her way up the stairs, each step causing her sexy, low-cut dress to cling to her tantalizing curves. The fabric hugs her luscious breasts, teasing me with the promise of what lies beneath.

I can hardly contain myself as I watch Scarlett ascend the stairs, each step showcasing the enticing curves of her body. My pulse races at the sight of her; she’s absolutely irresistible in that low-cut dress, and I know I must have her.

As Scarlett reaches the top of the stairs, I seize my opportunity. Darting out of the bedroom, I quickly grab her arm, pulling her into a secluded room. I close the door behind us with a firm click, ensuring our privacy.

“Wha- Aaron! What are you doing?” Scarlett hisses, her eyes wide with shock. She tries to pull away, but I won’t let her escape that easily.

“Can’t help it, Scarlett,” I growl, pressing her against the wall. “You’re just too fucking hot.”

Without warning, I crash my lips onto hers, dominating the kiss with rough, unyielding passion. My tongue explores her mouth, asserting my control over her.

“Stop… please,” she gasps between breaths, attempting to resist my advances. But deep down, I know she wants this just as much as I do. I can feel the heat radiating from her body and the way her chest heaves with anticipation.

The feel of Scarlett’s soft, supple body pressed against mine sends a shiver of desire down my spine. I can’t get enough of the way her skin feels beneath my fingertips as I hungrily devour her mouth.

I groan into the kiss, my tongue tangling with hers, as I push her against the wall. Her hands find their way into my hair, and she moans softly, encouraging me. The sweet scent of her perfume mixes with her natural musk, driving me wild. My hands explore her body further, tracing every curve and dip before meeting their destination – her sweet spot.

“Stop it, Aaron!” she protests, her hands pushing at my chest with surprising force. “You can’t keep doing this to me!”

“Come on, Scarlett,” I taunt, ignoring her feeble, half-hearted attempts to escape my grasp. “We both know you’re enjoying this just as much as I am.”

My hands roam over her curves, exploring every inch of her exquisite body. I grab her hips, pulling her even closer to me – ensuring she can feel my erection pressing insistently against her. I can sense her resolve wavering as my fingers slide up her thigh. She knows she’s powerless to resist me.

“Damn you, Aaron,” she mutters, her fingers curling into my shirt as she surrenders to her desires.

My hands glide over her slender waist, tracing the outline of her curves, and then become even bolder as they slide up the silky material of her dress, caressing her soft skin. The dress is no match for my determination, and with swift movements, I pull it over her head, revealing her perfect body underneath.

The heat between us is palpable as I push Scarlett onto the bed, and my hands eagerly tear away at her clothes. She’s left in nothing but her heels. Her naked body is exposed to my hungry gaze like a divine feast, leaving her only in her heels. She looks up at me with a mix of fear and lust, but I can tell she’s given in to her desire. I take out my throbbing cock, and the anticipation is electric.

“Are you ready for this, Scarlett?” I tease, positioning myself between her legs.

She bites her lip, nodding her head as if words have failed her.

I don’t hesitate, plunging into her warm, wet pussy with a grunt of satisfaction. It feels like heaven, gripping me tight as I begin to thrust. Scarlett moans, her back arching and her fingers digging into the sheets. She locks her heels behind my back.

“Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!” she moans.

She feels so good beneath me, moaning and quivering as I pound into her, that all thoughts of propriety and restraint are lost. My hips move in a rhythm that matches the wild beat of my heart, driving into her over and over, feeling her tight pussy grip my cock with a pleasure so intense it’s almost painful.

My hands roam over her body, exploring every inch of her toned muscles, tracing the delicate lines of her collarbones, the swell of her breasts, and the roundness of her ass. She tastes sweet and salty as we kiss passionately, our tongues dancing in a frenzy of desire.

“Shit! Ugh! Yes!” she screams.

Her nails dig into my skin, leaving red marks on my shoulders, but I don’t care – all I can think about is claiming her, marking her as mine. The friction between our bodies sends waves of pleasure coursing through me.

I fuck her harder, driving my cock deeper inside her with each thrust. Scarlett’s moans grow louder, echoing through the room as her pleasure builds. She grips my arms, urging me to go faster.

“Harder, Aaron… please,” she begs, her voice desperate and needy.

Her breath hitches as I lick her neck, tasting the sweetness of her skin, and I know I’ve taken her over the edge. Her body tenses underneath mine before she releases a needy groan, her pussy clenching tightly around me as she comes.

“Come for me, Scarlett,” I command, my voice strained as I feel my own climax building. “Show me how much you love this.”

Her body tenses, her legs wrapping around me as she rides the wave of pleasure that crashes over her. Her orgasm is powerful, her moans music to my ears. And in that moment, I know she’s mine – completely and utterly.

“Fuck, Aaron… damn you, you bastard!” she gasps, her breath ragged and her body trembling beneath me.

“Trust me, Scarlett,” I grin, leaning down to kiss her flushed cheek. “We’re just getting started.”

I plunge into her once more, shuddering as I feel her warm walls grip me tight. The sounds of my thrusts echo through the room; the springs of the bed creaking under the force of our bodies as I pound into her.

My balls slap against Scarlett’s wet pussy, the sound sending shivers down my spine. I thrust into her harder and faster, eliciting moans and screams from her lips. It’s music to my ears, a symphony of lust and desire.

“Fuck! Fuck! Shit!” she screams.

She grunts, her body arching to meet each thrust, her mouth open in a silent scream as she feels the raw pleasure from my brutal lust. The sweat on our skin mingles as we move together, creating a slick heat that only heightens the intensity of the sensation.

“Fuck! Aaron!” she gasps, her voice breathy and desperate as I continue to pound into her.

“Your tits feel so incredible, Scarlett,” I say, my hands eagerly groping her full breasts, pinching her nipples between my fingers. Each touch sends a jolt of electricity through me, fueling the intensity of our passionate encounter.

“Shit, yes,” she moans, her legs wrapping around my waist, urging me deeper inside her. I can feel her walls clenching around me, the tightness driving me wild.

I focus on the sensations building within my body – the warmth of her skin against mine, the slick wetness of her pussy, her moans filling the room. My heart races, and my breath comes in short, ragged gasps. This is what I’ve wanted, what I’ve craved – to take control, to dominate this woman who’s haunted my dreams.

“Come for me again, Scarlett,” I growl, my voice low and commanding. “Scream my name.”

Her eyes lock onto mine, the fire in them burning brighter than ever. She clenches her jaw, her body tensing as the pleasure builds within her.

“Fuck!” she screams, her orgasm crashing over her like a tidal wave. Her pussy convulses around my cock, the sensation overwhelming. And as I watch her come undone beneath me, I know that I’ve claimed her – not only her body but her mind as well.

My cock slides free from her soaked pussy, and I grin down at Scarlett. “You thought that was intense? You’re in for a treat.”

“Wh-what?” she stammers, still trembling from the force of her orgasm.

“Turn over,” I command, my voice laced with lustful anticipation. She hesitates, and I give her ass a smack. “Now.”

Scarlett flips onto her stomach, her heart-shaped ass on full display. She glances back at me, fear mingling with arousal in her eyes. The sight only excites me more.

“Spread your cheeks,” I order, gripping my throbbing cock.

“Please, Aaron, not there… it’s too much,” she begs, but her hands betray her as they reluctantly part her ass cheeks.

“Too bad,” I growl, pushing the head of my cock against her tight hole. “I want every part of you.”

As I shove myself into her ass, Scarlett cries out in pain. I ignore her pleas, relishing her vulnerability and the feeling of dominance it gives me. Her tightness is intoxicating, driving me to take her even harder.

With each thrust, I push deeper into her tight ass, feeling her resistant muscles stretch and accommodate my swollen cock. Her sobs mingle with her gasps, creating a symphony of raw, primal emotion. Her body shivers underneath mine, trembling with fear and excitement.

“Fuck, Aaron, it hurts!” Scarlett gasps, tears welling up in her eyes.

“Good,” I snarl, grabbing a fistful of her hair and yanking her head back. “You deserve to feel this pain – just like my parents did when you destroyed their lives.”

She whimpers and writhes beneath me, her ass clenching around my cock like a vise. The sensation is indescribable, overwhelming. My hips pound against her ass relentlessly, each thrust causing her to wince and moan. As I pull her hair and choke her, I can’t help but savor her submission.

“Scarlett, you filthy slut,” I taunt as I continue to thrust into her ass, my words laced with lust and derision as I take pleasure in her degradation. Her screams and moans only fuel my desire, making me pound even harder.

“Fuck, Aaron!” she stammers, her voice trembling with a mix of pain and arousal.

“You’re such a whore for my cock, aren’t you?” I ask, smirking as I watch her struggle to answer. She’s fighting back tears, but I can see the truth in her eyes. She’s never felt so alive.

“Y-yes, Aaron, I am,” she finally admits, sobbing as she gives in to the pleasure. It’s intoxicating to see her broken like this, desperate for my approval and completely at my mercy.

“Good girl,” I growl, pulling my cock out of her abused hole in one swift motion. “Now open your pretty little mouth.”

“Please don’t,” she begs, her voice hoarse from screaming and crying, but I’m too far gone to show any mercy.

“Open up, Scarlett!” I demand, grabbing her hair and forcing her to look up at me. “Time to taste your own shit.”

With a whimper, she parts her lips, and I shove my cock – still covered in her juices and filth – down her throat.

“Take it all, you dirty bitch. Taste your own shit and pussy,” I snarl, my grip on her hair guiding her movements as I thrust relentlessly into her mouth.

The sound of her gagging and choking only adds to the depravity of the scene, spurring me on even more. Her cheeks bulge as she gags, her eyes watering from the intrusion of her own filth. She gags, but she doesn’t pull away, knowing the consequences.

My hand grips her hair tightly, holding her in place. The bitter taste of her own juices on my cock is overwhelming, but I force her to swallow every drop. I grunt as she deepthroats me, feeling her sweet tongue massaging the underside of my shaft. Her nose scrunches, trying to avoid the taste of her own fluids, but she can’t escape it.

“Look at me while I fuck your face,” I order, my tone cold and commanding. Scarlett’s tear-filled eyes meet mine, and I’m struck by the intoxicating mix of fear, shame, and desire that dances within them.

Gagging sounds fill the room as I relentlessly fuck Scarlett’s face, my balls slapping against her chin with each powerful thrust. Her teary eyes plead for mercy, but I only feel more aroused by her desperation.

“Take this cock like the slut you are,” I growl between gritted teeth, feeling the intense pleasure building inside me.

Scarlett chokes on my cock, her saliva dripping down her chin and onto her chest, mixing with the sweat that has formed there. Her wide, tear-filled eyes continue to stare up at me, searching for any hint of compassion, but finding none in my cold gaze.

“Does it taste good?” I taunt, my hips continuing their relentless assault on her mouth.

As I feel my climax approaching, I can’t help but revel in the knowledge that I have completely dominated Scarlett. With one last powerful thrust, I pull out of her mouth just in time to shoot my load all over her beautiful face.

My cum paints her face. It ruins her makeup, making her appear like some college slut after a gang bang. Her mascara, once perfectly framing her eyes in smoky allure, now runs down in streaks, smeared by the sticky aftermath of our illicit tryst. The sight of Scarlett’s pristine beauty marred by my lustful marking is nothing short of intoxicating.

“Look at you now,” I murmur, admiring the erotic sight before me. My cum coats her flushed cheeks, drips down her nose, and pools around her swollen, reddened lips. It even splatters into her hair, giving it a sticky, matted appearance.

Scarlett gasps, tears streaming down her cheeks as she stares at me in disbelief, her face coated with a mixture of her own juices and my seed. She struggles to catch her breath, her chest heaving with sobs as she tries to process what just happened.

“Happy anniversary, Scarlett,” I whisper, a wicked grin playing on my lips as I take in the final moments of her humiliation.

With Scarlett’s face a mess of my cum, I decide to clean myself off. Grabbing a handful of her sweaty hair, I use it to wipe my cock dry, enjoying the way she winces and shudders beneath me.

Scarlett’s eyes flicker with humiliation, but she remains silent, unable to find the words to defend herself after what has just transpired between us.

As I stand there, basking in my triumph, the door suddenly swings open, revealing Bob in all his meek glory. His eyes widen in shock and disbelief as he takes in the scene before him, frozen in place. I’m towering over his naked wife, her face smeared with my cum.

“Mr. Johnson! What a surprise!” I exclaim, feigning innocence. The sight of him, so utterly unprepared for the depravity he’s stumbled upon, only serves to fuel my excitement.

“Wh-what’s going on here?” he stammers, his voice barely above a whisper. My mind races with possibilities as I plot my next move, eager to maintain control over both Bob and his lovely wife.

“Relax, Mr. Johnson,” I say, my tone dripping with sarcasm. “Some big spider ran into Mrs. Jonson’s dress, and I was helping her get it off her.”

I glance down at Scarlett’s naked body, smirking as she shivers with humiliation.

“Right, Scarlett?” I prompt, enjoying every second of her torment.

“Y-yes,” she chokes out, her voice strained. “Aaron was just… helping.” Her eyes avoid Bob’s gaze, still glossy from the tears she shed moments ago.

“See, Mr. Johnson?” I slap Scarlett’s bare ass playfully. “Nothing to worry about. Just some friendly assistance.”

“Uh, okay…” Bob mumbles, looking utterly defeated. “But what’s that on her face?”

“Just some spilled milk,” I reply.

Bob knows something isn’t right, but it’s clear he doesn’t have the guts to confront us further. Pathetic. “If you say so…” he replies.

“Anyway,” I continue, pulling up my pants and adjusting my semi-hard cock, “I’ll leave you two lovebirds to celebrate your anniversary. Have fun!”

As I leave the room, I can’t help but chuckle to myself. Life is good when you’re in control.


Chapter 9

The moonlight shines through the window as I silently slip into Scarlett and Bob’s bedroom, casting a silver glow across their sleeping forms. My heart races, adrenaline pumping through my veins. It’s my last night at their home, and I’m going to make it count.

“Bob,” Scarlett whispers, her voice sultry and inviting. “It’s our anniversary tonight… let’s celebrate.” She runs her fingers down his chest, her touch barely there, teasing him.

But Bob only mumbles incoherently, his eyes remaining shut.

“Come on, baby,” she coaxes, pressing her full lips to his neck. The scent of her perfume fills my nostrils – intoxicating, irresistible. I can’t help but imagine those lips on me, kissing my skin, tasting my desire.

“Bob, please…” Scarlett’s frustration seeps into her tone as she straddles his waist, her robe slipping open to reveal the tops of her creamy breasts. Shit, they look so fucking perfect, just begging to be touched, squeezed, licked…

But Bob remains unresponsive, even as his wife grinds against him, trying to stir some life into his limp cock. Soon, he lets out a soft snore, lost to the world. A wave of pity for Scarlett washes over me, mixed with a growing hunger to take advantage of this situation.

“Useless,” she mutters under her breath, dismounting from Bob’s unconscious body. Her eyes glisten with unshed tears, and I know I could make her forget all about her pathetic husband if I just had the chance.

As Scarlett turns away, her robe falls further open, revealing more of her luscious body. My cock throbs in my pants, eager for her touch.

The dim light from the bedside lamp casts sensual shadows across Scarlett’s body as she lies there, defeated. I can’t help but lick my lips at the sight – a beautiful, vulnerable MILF sprawled out before me like a feast.

“Bob, you bastard,” she mutters, her voice barely more than a whisper. She doesn’t see me yet, and my heart pounds with anticipation as I take advantage of the situation, creeping closer to her. My cock strains against my jeans, aching for release.

“Hey, Scarlett,” I say, my voice low and husky as I loom over her.

Her eyes widen in shock when she sees me, but there’s no time for questions. I quickly climb on top of her, pinning her beneath my strong, athletic body. She gasps as I lean down, pressing my lips against hers.

“Get off me!” she hisses, trying to push me away, but I just grin down at her. “Haven’t you fucked me enough?”

“Shh,” I whisper, trailing kisses along her cheek and jawline. “The weekend isn’t over just yet. I’ll show you what your husband should be doing.”

As my lips finally meet hers, Scarlett gasps in surprise and shock, her body tensing up under mine. But even as she tries to push me away, I can taste the desire on her lips, mixed with the faint tang of her lipstick. Her nipples harden against my chest as she gives in to the moment, melting into me as we kiss.

I can feel her tremble beneath me, caught between desire and fear. But I don’t care; I want her, and I’m going to take her. My hands roam over her body, tracing the curves of her soft skin, teasing the edges of her robe open further. The cool air hits her bare thighs, causing her to shiver in anticipation. I can’t help but groan against her mouth at the feel of her silky smooth legs pressing against my own.

“Relax, baby,” I coo, nibbling her earlobe. “I’m gonna make you feel so fucking good.”

My heart races as I pin Scarlett’s arms above her head, her futile attempts to push me away only fueling my desire. I growl, my lips brushing against hers as I continue to kiss and grope her.

My fingers find their way to her ripe tits, squeezing them firmly as I trail kisses down her neck. Her body shudders beneath me, betraying her growing arousal. She gasps and arches her back, pushing herself further into my touch.

“Admit it,” I whisper into her ear, my breath hot against her skin, “you want this just as much as I do. You love being dominated.” I can feel her resolve weakening, the intoxicating blend of fear and excitement in her eyes.

“Fine,” she gasps, her chest heaving as she finally submits to me. “Do whatever you want. One last fucking time.”

With a swift and calculated movement, I yank open Scarlett’s robe, revealing her naked body glistening in the dim light. The sight of her glorious tits and smooth, toned stomach sends a jolt of lust surging through me. I drink in every inch of her exposed form, reveling in my conquest of the once-arrogant MILF.

“Fuck, you’re so gorgeous,” I murmur, allowing my hands to roam freely over her soft, trembling flesh. “Your husband doesn’t know what he’s missing.”

The sight of Scarlett’s naked body beneath me ignites a fire within me that I can no longer contain. My cock throbs with anticipation, and I free it from the confines of my pants.

“I’m going to give you the anniversary fucking a bitch like you deserves. Fuck you right next to your sleeping husband,” I say, smirking as I position myself between her legs.

Her eyes lock onto my erection, a mixture of fear and desire dancing in their depths. Scarlett hesitates for a moment before nodding, her cheeks flushed with embarrassment.

I waste no time, pushing my cock inside her without warning. She gasps, her tight pussy engulfing me in a delicious warmth. My hips begin to move on their own, thrusting into her with an intensity that leaves us both breathless.

As their bed squeaks beneath us, I sink deeper into Scarlett, feeling her warmth surround me. She gasps and arches beneath me, her nails digging into my shoulders as she adjusts to the intrusion. She’s tighter than any girl I’ve been with before, but I don’t mind. It only adds to the thrill. I can feel her pussy clenching around my cock, pulling me deeper into her core.

“Fuck, you feel so good,” I groan, gripping her hips to control the pace. The pleasure is almost too much to bear, but I force myself to maintain control – I need to show her who’s in charge.

“Harder! Faster!” Scarlett moans, her nails digging into my shoulders. “Yes! Yes!”

I look down to watch our bodies move together and see her nipples standing tall, begging for attention. I take one into my mouth, sucking it hard, eliciting a moan from her. The taste of her skin mixed with desire sends shivers down my spine. Scarlett’s hips start to buck upwards, meeting my thrusts with her own, begging for more.

My grin widens at her desperate plea, and I oblige, slamming into her with abandon. In that moment, all I care about is owning her completely – making her scream my name and forget all about her pathetic husband.

“Is this what you wanted?” I ask, panting as sweat drips down my forehead. “To be fucked like a slut by your son’s bully?”

“Y-yes,” she stammers, her eyes welling up with tears as her body quivers beneath me. “Please, don’t stop.”

And I don’t. I continue to pound into her relentlessly, driven by lust and a burning desire for revenge. Every stroke feels like a victory, a triumph over the woman who once looked down on me and my family. It’s exhilarating, addictive, and I know I’ll never be able to get enough.

My balls slap against Scarlett’s pussy as I thrust into her, my hands gripping her tits firmly. Her moans are like music to my ears, spurring me on to take her even more aggressively.

As our hips slap together, I watch Scarlett’s face contort in pleasure and pain, her eyes rolling back into her skull. She gasps and moans with every thrust, her body trembling beneath me as if she’s on the brink of collapse. My cock slides in and out of her tight pussy with ease, making her wet walls squeeze around me like a velvet glove. The smell of sweat, sex, and fear permeates the air as we move together.

“Fuck, you feel incredible,” I growl, leaning down to kiss her neck. The taste of her skin sends shivers down my spine, only heightening my desire.

“Please, Aaron… don’t stop,” she begs, her voice barely above a whisper.

In response, I pin both of her hands above her head with one hand, asserting my dominance over her completely. She gasps at the sudden restriction, but it only makes her more aroused. I can feel her pussy clenching around my cock, practically begging me for more.

As I continue pounding into her, I can’t help but think about how far we’ve come from our initial encounter. The once-arrogant woman who looked down on my family is now beneath me, willingly submitting to my every whim. And I fucking love it.

The headboard crashes against the wall with each forceful thrust, a relentless rhythm that echoes Scarlett’s moans and screams of both pleasure and pain. It’s a symphony to my ears. Her breasts bounce with every movement, their fullness pressing against my chest. I can’t help but capture one of her nipples between my teeth, tugging it gently as I continue to pound into her. She lets out a soft, high-pitched moan that sends shivers down my spine.

Suddenly, Bob stirs awake, his eyes fluttering open as he tries to make sense of the situation. His gaze lands on me, then Scarlett, and I know I have to act fast.

“Hey, Mr. Johnson,” I say casually as I keep fucking his wife right in front of him. “Your wife wanted to try that new couple’s workout she saw online. Didn’t want to wake you, but you know how intense these exercises can be.”

“Wha…?” He mumbles, still groggy from sleep. The sound of my balls slapping against her skin mixes with the squeaking of the bed. I can see the gears turning in his head, trying to process what’s happening before him.

“Trust me, it’s a great way to stay in shape,” I lie convincingly, my tone dripping with confidence. “You should join us sometime.”

Bob rubs his eyes, blinking rapidly as if to clear his vision. “Yeah, maybe,” he mutters, hesitating for a moment before lying back down, seemingly accepting my explanation. As he drifts back to sleep, I can’t help but feel a sense of triumph – I’m fucking his wife right under his nose, and he’s completely oblivious.

Scarlett’s moans become more desperate, her body writhing beneath me as I continue to drive into her. Our skin slaps together in rhythm, our breathing growing deeper and heavier. I can hear the squeak of the bed and the slapping sounds of our bodies colliding, the headboard banging against the wall. The sweat rolling down our bodies mixes together, creating a slick surface for our movements.

“Tell me you love it,” I demand, pinning her hands above her head once more, reveling in the sensation of her naked skin beneath my fingertips.

“Fuck! Yes! I love it, Aaron,” she gasps, her eyes pleading with me to bring her over the edge. “Please! Don’t! Stop!”

My heart races, sweat slicking my skin as I continue to pound into Scarlett. Her moans grow louder, and the risk of being discovered becomes all the more exhilarating. The dim glow of the bedside lamp casts a sultry shadow across her glistening body, and I can’t help but admire her beauty.

But then, an unexpected sound shatters the moment – the ringing of Scarlett’s phone.

“Shit,” she whispers, eyes wide with panic as she reaches for the device. The screen lights up, revealing an incoming video call from William.

“Answer it,” I command, my voice dripping with cruel amusement.

“Hi, Mom,” William’s voice crackles through the speakers, his face appearing on the screen. He’s clearly distressed, dark circles under his eyes and worry etched on his face. “I couldn’t sleep, and I just wanted to talk.”

“Hey, sweetie,” Scarlett replies, her voice strained as she tries to maintain composure. She positions the phone so that only her face is visible, concealing me from William’s view. My hand slides down her thigh, gripping it tightly as I keep shoving my cock up her pussy again… and again… and again.

“Is everything okay?” William asks, concern coloring his tone. “You look… worn out.”

“Everything’s – shit! Everything is fine – yes!” Scarlett assures him, biting her lip to suppress a gasp as I thrust deeper into her. She forces a smile, her eyes pleading with me to show some mercy. “Just – fuck! Busy with – shit! Some late-night exercises – ugh! With Aaron – fuck!.”

“Right,” William says, the unease in his voice unmistakable. I can’t help but chuckle internally, savoring the delicious irony of the situation – poor William, so desperate for his mother’s attention, completely oblivious to the fact that she’s being fucked by his worst enemy.

“Listen, honey,” Scarlett continues, her voice wavering as she struggles to keep up appearances. “I’m sorry you’re having trouble sleeping – yes! Yes! Yes! But… but I’ll talk to you later, okay?”

“Okay,” William agrees reluctantly. “Love you, Mom.”

“Love you too, sweetie.” Scarlett ends the call, her face a mixture of relief and despair.

The moment Scarlett hangs up the phone, her body tenses, and she succumbs to a powerful orgasm. I can feel her pussy clenching around my cock, the sensation sending shivers down my spine. Her moans fill the room, her voice a symphony of pleasure and surrender.

“Fuck! Oh, fuck!” she gasps between breaths, her eyes rolling back as she loses herself in the ecstasy. I’ve broken through her arrogant exterior, exposing the submissive slut that lay hidden beneath.

“Enjoying yourself, Mrs. Johnson?” I taunt, reveling in her complete loss of control. She doesn’t answer, too lost in the throes of pleasure – but I know she’s mine now. And I intend to make her remember this night forever.

I pound into Scarlett a few more times, feeling my own climax building within me – a roaring inferno, threatening to consume us both. With a final thrust, I slam into her, releasing my seed deep inside her. The sensation is otherworldly, a perfect fusion of pleasure and conquest. As our bodies shudder together, I know I’ve marked Scarlett as my own – and there’s no going back.

My cock still throbs as I pull out of Scarlett, her slick juices coating me. A wicked grin spreads across my face, and I know exactly what I want next.

“Mrs. Johnson,” I command, my voice dripping with authority, “suck me clean.”

Her eyes widen in surprise, but she doesn’t hesitate to obey. Leaning down, she wraps her full lips around my glistening cock, tasting herself on me. The sight is intoxicating, fueling my desire for dominance.

“Good girl,” I smirk, watching as she takes me deeper into her mouth, swirling her tongue around me. Her submission sends a rush of power coursing through my veins.

As Scarlett takes me into her mouth, I watch her tongue flick and swirl over my head, sending shivers down my spine. She looks up at me, her eyes filled with a mix of shame and desire. Her body trembles from the aftermath of our intense fuck session, and I feel her hands still trembling against the mattress where they lie, her nails digging into the fabric as she tries to grip something, anything.

The bed squeaks again and again as she works me over, her cheeks hollowing with each suck and her throat working to take me deeper. I gently place my hands on her head, guiding her movements. She looks up at me with pleading eyes, and I nod approvingly.

“Did you ever think you’d be doing this?” I taunt, relishing the humiliation etched on her face. “Sucking the cock of your son’s classmate like an obedient slut?”

Her cheeks flush crimson, but she can’t hide the lust smoldering in her eyes.

“You love being put in your place, don’t you?” I chuckle, running my fingers through her silky blonde hair.

Scarlett nods, her gaze locked onto mine as she continues sucking me clean. As she finishes, I withdraw from her mouth, leaving her panting and wanting more.

“Well done, Mrs. Johnson,” I praise, cupping her chin in my hand. “I knew there was a submissive slut hiding behind that arrogant facade.”

“Please, Aaron,” she whispers, desperation lacing her words. “I need more. I don’t know why, but I crave this… control you have over me.”

“Is that so?” I ask, raising an eyebrow. The thought of owning Scarlett’s submission, using her as my personal plaything, is too enticing to resist. “Well, you’re in luck. I’ll be back. Whenever I want, and you’ll do as I say.”

“Always,” she agrees without hesitation, sealing our secret arrangement.

“Happy anniversary,” I say with a wink.

Turning around, I leave the panting MILF and disappear into the night. But I’ll be back… she can count on that.
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