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Chapter 1

The deafening cheers of the virtual crowd surge through my living room, rattling off the walls as I witness my favorite team slam another touchdown on the big screen. Damn, there’s nothing like football. Even as I celebrate my eighteenth birthday and prepare for my senior year of high school, football is still the one thing that gets my blood pumping, my heart racing – it’s damn near my life force. I can’t wait for my last year of high school football to start –

A sudden knock on the door interrupts my thoughts.

Who the fuck? I reluctantly peel myself from the couch and make my way to the door, wondering who could be bothering me during such a crucial moment in the game.

My heart races as I open the door, revealing Angelina Fox standing there. Holy shit. I’ve seen this babe at the high school before. She’s the epitome of sexy – a true MILF. Her body is a dream, wrapped in a sundress that hugs her curves like a second skin. My cock twitches as my eyes roam over her ample breasts, barely contained by the fabric. How can a sexy MILF bitch like this be all-natural?

Angelina wears a sundress that clings to her every curve like a second skin. The neckline dips low, revealing her ample cleavage, while the hem flutters just above her knees. Her big tits strain against the fabric, begging for release. I can’t help but imagine what it would feel like to bury my face between them.

Her face is a masterpiece of seduction, framed by flowing golden locks that cascade over her shoulders. High cheekbones and full, pouty lips add an air of sensuality to her beauty. It’s those sinful lips, though, that capture my attention – painted a deep red, they’re the kind of lips that would look perfect wrapped around my cock.

With her long, blonde hair, the face of a model, and the tits of a busty cheerleader, she could grace the cover of any magazine.

“I’m looking for Tyler,” she says, her voice dripping with authority.

“Uh, yeah,” I reply, trying to sound nonchalant while my mind races a mile a minute. What could she possibly want with me?

“Tyler,” she purrs, her voice dripping with honeyed poison. “We need to talk.”

“Sure,” I reply, trying to sound nonchalant despite the raging hard-on in my pants. “Come in.”

I step aside, allowing her to enter my domain. As she walks past me, I can’t help but drink in the sight of her ass swaying beneath the thin material of her dress. God damn, I’d give anything to bend her over this very second.

The door swings shut behind Angelina, and I can’t help but stare at her ass as she marches toward the living room.

“Tyler,” she begins, her voice low and stern, “I’m here because you’ve been bullying my son, Paul. It needs to stop.”

Her eyes bore into mine, but all I can think about is getting her out of that sundress. I shake off the thought and decide to defend myself.

“Pencil-neck Paul is your son?” I ask.

“Don’t call my son names,” she retorts.

How can a nerd like Paul have this sexy of a MILF mom?

“Look, Mrs. Fox,” I say, smirking devilishly, “your precious Paul isn’t so innocent. He’s been talking shit about my dead mom. He called her a poor piece of trash, so I think he has whatever he gets coming.”

I lean against the wall, watching her reaction. She looks taken aback, her chest heaving with each breath, making those magnificent tits rise and fall. The sight sends a jolt straight to my cock.

“I don’t believe that,” she says, her eyes narrowing.

“Believe it or not,” I answer, my gaze lingering on her lips. “But I’m going to teach your bratty son a lesson.”

“You need to leave him alone,” she snaps, her anger barely contained.

But beneath that rage, I see something else – fear, perhaps? Vulnerability? As much as I love having the upper hand, I can’t deny how much it turns me on to see her like this.

The heat between us is palpable. She raises a perfectly manicured finger, pointing it accusingly at me. “I’ll call the police on you, Tyler,” she threatens, her voice firm but trembling slightly. “I won’t let you continue to terrorize my son.”

“Go ahead,” I reply, unfazed by her threat. My gaze drifts down to her luscious breasts, barely contained by the thin fabric of her sundress. “But just remember that when they get here, I’ll tell them about how you came to harass me in my own home. Who do you think they’ll believe?”

Her face pales, lips parting slightly in shock. I can’t help but imagine how those full, pink lips would feel wrapped around my cock. My arousal grows stronger with each passing moment.

“Look, I know what kind of person you are, Angelina,” I say, taking a step closer to her. The scent of her perfume fills my nostrils, intoxicating me. “You and your husband are the richest people in town. And you use your wealth to destroy people’s lives. You think you’re untouchable because of your money. So did your stupid son. But I’m not scared of you.”

“Tyler, I–” she stammers, trying to find her words. It’s clear that she isn’t used to being confronted like this. The vulnerability in her eyes only serves to fuel my desire for her.

“Admit it,” I demand, feeling bolder now. “You bully people with your wealth and destroy them.”

“Fine,” she whispers, defeated. “But that doesn’t give you the right to bully Paul.”

“Doesn’t it?” I ask, smirking. My cock throbs painfully against my jeans, aching for release. “After all you ruined my family years ago.”

“What do you mean?” she asks.

The tension between Angelina and me is palpable, a taut wire stretched to its limit. I can feel my heart pounding in my chest as I decide to lay all my cards on the table.

“Your family ruined mine,” I say, my voice low and dangerous. “Just weeks after my mother died, you wrongfully sued my father, destroyed his store, and left us with nothing but debt. It sent him into a mental breakdown. So yeah, I don’t mind making your precious little Paul’s life a living hell.”

Angelina’s eyes widen, her pupils dilating in shock. She stammers, “I… I didn’t know that was your father. I’m sorry.”

“Sorry doesn’t change anything,” I scoff, my anger flaring. “My family suffered because of you, and now you want me to stop tormenting your son? What’s in it for me?”

“Please,” she pleads, desperation seeping into her tone. “Tell me what I can do to make this right.”

“Make it right?” I ponder aloud, a wicked grin spreading across my face. “There’s one thing I’ve always wanted… to fuck a rich MILF like you.”

“Excuse me?” Her voice trembles with indignation, but there’s a hint of fear in her eyes.

“Do it… or tomorrow I’ll be dunking Paul’s head into a toilet to taste my shit,” I continue, my gaze roaming over her voluptuous body. “You love teasing guys with that body. Now it’s time to let someone play with that ass of yours.”

I watch as she weighs her options, the conflict evident in her expression. The thought of having her at my mercy sends a shiver of anticipation down my spine.

“I…” she stutters. “This is crazy!”

“Do it, Mrs. Fox. Or your son will wish he was dead by the time I’m done with him.”

“…fine,” she finally concedes, her voice barely audible. “But this stays between us.”

“Depends on how hard you make me cum,” I reply, smirking.

As the words leave my lips, I can’t help but feel a surge of excitement. The game is on, and I’m about to claim my prize.

“Strip for me,” I command, my voice firm and unyielding.

Angelina hesitates for a moment, her eyes flickering with uncertainty before she reluctantly complies.

As she slowly peels off her sundress, I’m captivated by the sight of her exposed body – a vision of pure lust and desire that I never thought I’d see up close. Her slutty bra and panties barely contain her ample curves, leaving little to the imagination and making my mouth water in anticipation.

“Turn around,” I order, wanting to take in every inch of her. She obeys without question, her movements slow and deliberate as if trying to delay the inevitable.

Her backside is just as stunning as the front – a tight, round ass framed by the thin straps of her lacy underwear, begging to be touched and caressed. My cock throbs as I imagine sinking my fingers into that soft flesh, and I can’t help but groan with longing.

“Face me,” I say, my voice thick with need.

As Angelina turns to face me once more, the full extent of her beauty comes into focus. Her big tits strain against the delicate fabric of her bra, their generous size and perfect roundness impossible to ignore. Her toned stomach and shapely hips only add to the erotic tableau before me, drawing my gaze down to the flimsy barrier separating me from the ultimate prize.

“Happy now?” she asks sarcastically, her luscious lips curved into a bitter smile. But I can tell she’s nervous, her body trembling ever so slightly under my hungry gaze.

“You’ve got a hell of a rack, Angelina,” I reply, smirking.

“Call me Mrs. Fox.”

“Seeing as I’m about to see you naked, I’ll call you whatever the hell I want bitch.”

The sight of Angelina Fox, the MILF of my fantasies, standing before me in slutty lingerie nearly makes my knees buckle. Damn, she’s even more stunning than I imagined. The way her big tits strain against the lacy fabric of her bra is enough to drive any man wild.

“Sit down,” I command, pointing to the sofa.

She hesitates for a moment but complies, her anger barely contained. With every step she takes, her hips sway seductively, and it’s impossible to tear my eyes away from her firm ass.

“Alright, Tyler. What do you want?” Her voice trembles, betraying her fear. That only turns me on even more.

“Stroke my cock,” I say, eagerly pulling out my rock-hard cock. “And make sure you do it right.”

Her eyes widen at the sight, and she hesitates, a look of disgust crossing her beautiful face. But she knows she has no choice. Slowly, almost reluctantly, she reaches out her manicured hand and wraps her fingers around my shaft.

“Like this?” she asks innocently, but I can see the fire burning in her eyes. She’s angry, humiliated, and yet… so fucking hot.

“Better,” I growl, feeling her soft hand gliding up and down.

It’s incredible – everything I dreamed of and more. But I want more; I need to feel those amazing tits of hers.

“Let me touch your tits,” I demand, my eyes locked on her impressive cleavage. She doesn’t answer, just nods her head slightly, giving in to my control.

As Angelina continues stroking my cock, I reach out with both hands and grab her tits, squeezing them tightly. They’re perfect – warm, soft, and oh-so-firm. My thumb and index finger find her nipples, which are already hard, and I pinch them, eliciting a gasp from her.

“Damn, you’ve got some great MILF tits,” I say, smirking wickedly as I continue groping her tits. “I bet all the boys at your college used to have fun with them.”

She doesn’t answer, but the flush on her cheeks tells me everything I need to know.

The look in Angelina’s eyes tells me she’s ready to give in. I can see the humiliation and desperation, but most of all, I see submission. I know I have her right where I want her.

“Enough with the handjob,” I command, my voice dripping with lust. “Suck my cock.”

“Please, Tyler… don’t make me do this,” she pleads, her beautiful eyes filling with tears. But I’m not having any of that.

“Shut up, bitch, and get on your knees,” I order, gripping her shoulders and guiding her down. Angelina’s resistance fades as she obeys, kneeling before me like the submissive little MILF she is.

“Open your mouth,” I demand.

She hesitates before finally parting her luscious lips. I can’t help but smirk; this is going to be fucking amazing.

“Good girl,” I murmur, running my fingers through her silky hair as I guide her head closer to my throbbing erection.

She looks up at me, those big blue eyes filled with fear and trepidation, but I don’t care.

“Take it all in,” I growl, forcing her to wrap her lips around my cock.

She starts to protest, but I cut her off with a hard thrust, burying myself deep in her warm, wet mouth. Angelina tries to speak, but all that comes out is a muffled moan. She’s mine now, completely under my control. And I intend to make her beg for more. As Angelina begins bobbing up and down on my shaft, her movements become more desperate.

“Fuck, that feels good,” I groan.

As Angelina continues her bobbing motion, her hands firmly gripping my thighs for leverage, her warm tongue flicks across my shaft. She is getting into it now, despite her initial reluctance. It feels so good. Her cheeks hollow out as she takes me deeper into her mouth, her lips stretching around my girth. Moans of pleasure escape her parted lips, vibrating along my cock.

“Can’t you take it all?” I taunt, relishing the power I have over her. “Show me how much you want my cock,” I order, pulling out a little before slamming back into her mouth.

She gags again, her eyes watering with tears as she tries to take more of me. Angelina is so fucking hot right now – vulnerable and submissive, begging for more despite herself. Her lips press against the base of my shaft, and I can feel her throat constricting around me as she gags slightly. It’s such an intoxicating sensation.

“Keep it there,” I order, grabbing her head to keep it in place as I begin to thrust into her mouth.

Her eyes widen in shock and fear, but she doesn’t pull away – she knows better than to defy me now.

With each thrust, I hear soft smacking sounds as our flesh connects. It’s driving me wild with pleasure, and soon enough, I can feel my climax drawing near. Angelina’s mouth is tight around my cock, her tongue tracing patterns against the sensitive skin as I growl in delight.

“Take it all, you fucking bitch,” I hiss, my control slipping as the pleasure builds inside me.

All these years of anger and resentment toward her are finally being released, and it feels so fucking good.

“Choke on it,” I growl, my grip tightening in her hair as I fuck her face mercilessly. The sound of her choking and gagging only drives me wilder, and I know I won’t be able to hold back much longer.

I feel my climax approaching like a freight train. But I don’t care what she thinks – all that matters now is the sweet taste of revenge.

The sound of our flesh colliding fills the air, a perverse symphony that only heightens my arousal. Angelina chokes and gags on my cock, her eyes watering as she struggles to breathe. Her face flushes a deep shade of red, and I can’t help but feel a twisted sense of satisfaction in bringing this once haughty woman to her knees.

“Fuck, you’re really taking it now,” I taunt her, smirking at her desperate attempt to keep up with my relentless pace. “You know what they say about rich MILFs like you – always hungry for cock.”

Her muffled cries only spur me on further, the sight of her tear-streaked face serving as a testament to the control I hold over her. She’s completely at my mercy, and I relish in the power.

With one final thrust, I pull her face off my cock, her saliva dripping from her lips like a broken faucet. Despite her request not to cum on her face, I have no intention of showing her any mercy. My vision blurs as the pleasure consumes me, my hot seed erupting from my cock and splattering across her cheeks and forehead.

“Look at you now,” I growl, panting from the intensity of my orgasm. “You wanted to protect your precious son? This is what it takes.”

Angelina’s expression is a mix of humiliation and defeat, her eyes downcast as the reality of her situation sinks in. It’s a far cry from the arrogant, self-assured woman who had barged into my home earlier. And I couldn’t be happier.

With the last remnants of my cum dripping off her face, I smirk at the pathetic sight before me. This wealthy, arrogant MILF is now reduced to a humiliated mess.

“Get the fuck out of my house,” I command, my voice harsh and cold. Angelina, her eyes still downcast, struggles to her feet, her once pristine sundress crumpled on the floor beside her.

“Please, Tyler,” she begs, desperation etched in her voice. “You’ve made your point, just… promise you won’t hurt Paul anymore.”

I laugh, a cruel sound that reverberates through the room. My fingers graze my still-throbbing cock, a reminder of the ecstasy I’ve just experienced.

“Please,” she again whispers, her voice trembling as she grabs her dress and hastily pulls it over her head. The fabric sticks to her sweaty skin, clinging to her curves like a second skin.

“Get out before I change my mind about letting you leave, bitch,” I respond, watching her every move.

She doesn’t need to be told twice. With one last glance at me, her eyes brimming with tears and humiliation, Angelina hurries toward the door, her footsteps echoing in the oppressive silence.

As the door slams shut behind her, I can’t help but feel a twisted sense of satisfaction. The powerful Angelina Fox brought to her knees, all to protect her precious son. Maybe now she’ll think twice before continuing her reign of destruction.

“Looks like you’re not so untouchable after all, Mrs. Fox,” I whisper to myself, smirking.

Little does she know that this is only the beginning.


Chapter 2

The sun casts long shadows as Paul and I walk toward his front door, a warm breeze stirring the air. “I’m really glad we’re friends now,” he says earnestly, his eyes shining with gratitude.

“Me too,” I reply, smirking inwardly at the ridiculous ease of my deception. The opportunity to fuck with him and his oh-so-perfect family excites me beyond measure.

As we approach the entrance, the door swings open, revealing Angelina Fox in all her seductive glory. She’s wearing a tiny sundress that leaves little to the imagination, the fabric barely containing her tits and ending just above her thighs. My cock twitches in anticipation as I take in the sight of her.

Her blue eyes lock onto mine, and horror washes over her face as she recognizes me from our previous encounter. She tries to hide it, but I can see the fear lurking beneath her forced smile.

“Tyler…” she stammers, struggling to maintain composure. “What a surprise.”

“Hi, Mom,” Paul greets her cheerfully, oblivious to the tension in the air.

“Mrs. Angelina,” I say, allowing a predatory grin to spread across my face. “You look stunning in that dress.” My gaze lingers on her body, making it clear that I’m picturing her naked, bent over and begging for more.

She attempts to ignore my lewd comment, focusing her attention on her son. “Wh… what are you doing… here?”

My heart races as I watch the subtle tension in Angelina’s body, her eyes wide with fear. Paul, oblivious to what’s happening between us, grins at his mother and me.

“Mom, I invited Tyler to stay over for the weekend,” he says excitedly, seemingly unaware of the dark undercurrents beneath my gaze.

Angelina’s eyes dart between Paul and me, her voice wavering as she says, “That’s not possible, honey. This is your father and my anniversary weekend.” Her chest heaves with each breath, her ample breasts straining against the thin fabric of her sundress. I can’t help but picture how they’d feel in my hands as I squeeze and tease them into submission.

But Paul insists, his eyes pleading with her. “Please, Mom? We’re friends now, and I really want Tyler to stay.”

The desperation in his voice sends a shiver down my spine. He has no idea what I’ve done to his mother – how I made her suck my cock like some filthy whore – or how badly I want to do it again. The thought of having her all weekend leaves me almost salivating at the possibilities.

Angelina hesitates, her eyes meeting mine for a brief moment before looking away. She knows the power I hold over her, and I can see the resignation in her beautiful face as she finally gives in. “Fine,” she relents, her voice barely above a whisper. “But don’t expect me to entertain you two all weekend.”

“Awesome!” Paul exclaims, completely unaware of the storm brewing between his mother and me. “Thanks, Mom!”

The moment Paul disappears around the corner, I catch a glimpse of Angelina’s panicked expression as she tries to put some distance between us.

“Tyler, please,” she begs, her eyes darting nervously toward the living room. “You can’t do this. Not here, not now.”

“Shut up,” I growl, my voice low and guttural as I grab ahold of her arm. I pull her close, ignoring her feeble protests as I force her against the cold, hard wall. My lips crash into hers, tasting the faint hint of fear that lingers on her tongue. It’s intoxicating, like a drug that I can’t get enough of.

“Stop,” she whispers against my mouth, her voice barely audible as she tries to push me away. But I’m not one to be deterred so easily. I press my body against hers, pinning her against the wall as I deepen the kiss. My hands roam her body, groping and kneading her flesh as I claim her as my own.

“Admit it,” I murmur, my breath hot against her ear. “You want this just as much as I do.”

Angelina shakes her head, tears threatening to spill from her eyes. She continues to protest, but I can feel the heat radiating off her body, betraying her desire for me. It’s almost pathetic, really. How easily she crumbles beneath my touch.

“Please, Tyler…”

Her voice is barely audible, but I hear it clearly. The desperate plea for mercy only serves to fuel my lust. I’m going to make her beg for more before this weekend is over. And she’s going to love every minute of it.

“Too late for that, Angelina.” I lean in once more, capturing her lips in another searing kiss.

I feel like a goddamn animal, my lips and tongue tracing a path along Angelina’s delicate jawline, tasting the sweetness of her sweat and the lingering metallic tang of fear. She’s trying to wriggle free, her body tense and trembling beneath me, but I’m not about to let her go that easily.

Fuck, I’m hard as a rock, my cock straining against the fabric of my jeans as I nip and suck at her earlobe, my hips grinding against hers in a desperate, primal dance. I can feel her heart racing, her breath hot and heavy against my cheek, and I know she can feel the thickness of my erection, the heat of my body pressed flush against hers.

I can see the flush spreading across her chest, the pink of her nipples visible even through the fabric of her shirt, and I know she’s getting turned on, despite herself. I let out a low growl, my lips curling into a grin as I slide my hand up her thigh, my fingers tracing a slow, teasing path toward the apex of her legs.

She gasps as I cup her pussy through her panties, my palm pressing down on her clit as I grind my hips against hers. I can feel her wetness seeping through the denim, the heat of her sex like a brand against my skin.

“Remember what I said, Angelina,” I warn her, my fingers finding their way underneath her flimsy sundress to cup her tits. “If you fight me, I’ll beat up your precious Paul.”

Her resistance crumbles as she realizes the gravity of the situation. Her breathing quickens, and I can feel her heart pounding beneath my touch.

“Please,” she whispers, tears welling in her eyes. “Don’t hurt him.”

“Then behave yourself,” I growl, my grip on her tightening.

She shudders beneath my touch, her body betraying her as it responds to my dominance.

“Fine,” she breathes out, her voice barely audible. “I’ll do what you want. Just leave my son alone.”

“Good girl,” I reply with a smirk, feeling a surge of power course through me. As I continue to caress and grope her, I can’t help but revel in her submission. The once-proud and arrogant Angelina Fox now bends to my will, consumed by the intensity of our forbidden encounter.

The sight of Angelina’s body exposed before me sends a surge of lust coursing through my veins. I can’t help but admire her perfect curves, her tits barely concealed by the flimsy fabric of her sundress. With one swift motion, I lift her dress up and slide her panties to the side, revealing her wet, waiting pussy.

My cock throbs in anticipation as I position myself at her entrance. I start to thrust, hard and deep, each stroke pushing us closer to the edge of oblivion. I can feel her muscles clenching around me, trying to milk every drop of pleasure from my cock. The sound of our bodies slapping together fills the room, punctuated by Angelina’s gasps and whimpers as she begs for more.

“Fuck, you’re so tight,” I groan, feeling her walls clench around me. The sound of our bodies colliding fills the air, accompanied by her breathy moans and whimpers.

“Tyler! Fuck! Tyler! Shit!” she pants, her nails digging into my back as I continue to thrust deeper inside her.

I grab her legs, spreading them further apart as I drive into her again and again. Her tits bounce with every thrust, her nipples hard little peaks that beg for attention. I lean down, taking one in my mouth and sucking hard. Angelina cries out, her pussy tightening around me like a vise.

“Fuck! Shit!” she moaned through her clenched jaw.

I switch to the other nipple, biting down gently as I continue to fuck her with wild abandon. My balls slap against her skin with every stroke, the sound like a drumbeat calling us toward our release. I can feel myself getting closer, my thrusts becoming erratic as I struggle to hold back.

“What’s going on in there?” a voice calls. It’s Roger. Her husband. He’s in the living room, out of sight but within earshot.

“Nothing, sir. Just helping your wife… work out her back,” I reply as I keep sucking her nipples and kissing her tits, not missing a beat as I continue to fuck Angelina. My heart races, knowing that we’re only a thin wall away from getting caught.

“Alright. Just keep it down please,” he replies.

“Fuck,” I whisper, reveling in the thrill of the situation. “I’ve got that idiot’s wife moaning my name while he’s just a few feet away. This is too fucking hot.”

“Please! That – shit! Is – shit! Enough – fuck!” Angelina begs, her eyes brimming with tears.

I grab a fistful of Angelina’s luscious locks, yanking her head back as I drive my cock deeper into her quivering pussy. “You like that, you filthy little slut?” I growl, my hips pistoning with brutal force. “You love it when I take control?”

“Shit! Tyler!” she moans.

Her body trembles beneath me, her perfect tits heaving with each ragged breath. The sound of her moans fills the hallway, mingling with the slap of my balls against her ass. My cock throbs with need, swelling inside her as I plunge deeper still.

I can feel her inner muscles clenching around me, trying to milk every last drop of pleasure from my aching shaft. Her pussy is so tight, so hot–it’s like being wrapped in a silken vise, squeezing me harder with every thrust.

“You’re mine now,” I hiss, my lips brushing against her ear. “Mine to use however I please.”

Her only response is a low, guttural moan as I bottom out inside her, our bodies slapping together in a symphony of filthy, carnal desire. I can feel her nails digging into my back, clawing at me.

“Now listen carefully, bitch,” I whisper in her ear, smirking at how easily she obeys my commands. “If you become my fuckdoll for the weekend, I’ll leave Paul alone. You wouldn’t want anything bad to happen to your precious son, would you?”

Her eyes widen with fear, but also a hint of resignation. She knows that she has no choice but to comply with my demands if she wants to protect her family.

“Fine,” she whispers, tears pooling in her eyes. “Just don’t hurt him.”

“Of course not, as long as you’re a good little slut for me.” My hands wander over her trembling body, gripping her tits and pinching her nipples. She gasps, a mix of pain and pleasure evident on her face.

“Please, be gentle,” she pleads, looking up at me with a desperate expression.

“Sorry, babe, but gentle isn’t really my style,” I say, grinning wickedly. With renewed vigor, I pound into her, watching as her body shudders with each powerful thrust.

I tear the straps of her sundress, letting it fall to the floor, leaving her exposed and vulnerable. Her nipples are hard from both fear and arousal, and I can’t resist pinching them between my fingers, making her gasp in pain.

With each thrust, I can feel her getting closer – her pussy clenching tighter, her moans growing louder. I can sense that she’s on the edge, ready to explode at any moment. And I can’t wait to watch her fall apart beneath me.

I grip her hips tighter, grinding against her with slow, deliberate strokes designed to drive her wild. Her moans grow more frantic as I tease her, driving her closer to the brink before pulling back just enough to keep her hanging.

“Please, stop,” she begs, tears streaming down her cheeks as she tries to fight back the sobs threatening to overtake her.

“Shh, baby, this is just the beginning.” I run my hands over her trembling body, caressing her soft skin and feeling the heat radiating from her core.

Her back arches as I explore her inner depths, each stroke of my fingers eliciting a gasp from her lips. I can feel her walls flutter around me, trying to milk my fingers as I thrust them in and out of her slick heat. Her pussy is like a vice grip, squeezing me tighter with every passing second.

As I continue to ravage her body, I sense her resistance weakening, giving in to the pleasure that comes with submission. It’s intoxicating to know that I am the one responsible for breaking her.

The sight of Angelina’s flushed face, her eyes glazed with a mix of lust and shame, sends a shiver down my spine. I can’t believe I have her like this, so vulnerable and desperate beneath me.

“Fuck! Fuck!,” she gasps, her voice barely a whisper as she tries to hold back the moans that threaten to escape her lips. I smirk, knowing she’s succumbing to the pleasure I’m giving her despite her best efforts to resist.

“Take you, bitch,” I demand, thrusting into her with a force that makes her body jolt.

She bites her lip, trying to stifle the cries I know are dying to break free.

“You’re such a fucking slut,” I hiss, gripping her hips tightly as I pound into her harder and faster. Her moans become more frantic, her body writhing beneath mine as she tries to keep her composure.

“Tyler! I’m… I’m going to…” she stammers, her breath hitching as her body tenses. I can feel her walls clench around me, signaling her impending climax.

“Come for me, Angelina,” I command, grinning wickedly as I continue to fuck her mercilessly. “Show me how much you love being my little fucktoy.”

“Fuck!” she practically screams, her entire body convulsing as a powerful orgasm rips through her. I can’t help but chuckle at the sight – the once-arrogant Angelina Fox, now reduced to a quivering mess beneath me.

“Good girl,” I murmur, leaning in close to her ear. “But we’re not done yet.”

Her eyes widen as she realizes what’s coming, but she’s too weak to resist me at this point.

My balls tighten as I feel my orgasm building, the heat spreading through my loins like wildfire. With one final thrust, I spill myself deep inside her, filling her up with every last drop of my lustful release.

I pull out slowly, watching as my cum drips down her thighs and onto the floor beneath us. My chest heaves with satisfaction, my heart still racing from the intensity of our encounter.

“Remember, Angelina,” I whisper menacingly as I wipe my cock on her sundress, staining it with my cum. “This is just the beginning.”

I leave her there, slumped against the wall, a broken woman who now knows the true meaning of submission. I can’t help but wonder how the rest of this weekend will unfold – but I know one thing for sure: I’ve never felt more alive.


Chapter 3

The sun beats down on Angelina’s glistening body as she lays sprawled on her backyard lounger, soaking up the rays. I can’t help but feel my blood boiling with desire and arousal at the sight of her.

“Hey there, Angelina,” I say, striding toward her confidently, my eyes taking in every inch of her tempting form. She’s all mine now.

“Tyler? What are you doing here?” She starts to sit up, her voice laced with annoyance, but I’m not having it.

“Relax, babe.” With a forceful push, I pin her back down to the lounger, feeling the heat of her skin against mine. Her eyes widen in shock, but I can see a hint of curiosity in them too. “I just wanted to get a closer look at your amazing body.”

“Get off me!” She struggles beneath me, trying to push me away, but I overpower her resistance. There’s no way she’s escaping my grasp now.

“Come on, Angelina. You know you want this.” My words drip with lust as I press myself harder against her, feeling her warm curves under my hands. “No need to be shy about it.”

“Tyler! This is completely inappropriate!” Her voice trembles, but deep down, I know she craves what’s about to happen. And so do I.

The scent of her sun-warmed skin consumes my senses as I lower my lips to hers. Our mouths collide in a fiery passion, my tongue exploring her luscious lips before diving deeper into the welcoming warmth of her mouth. Her initial resistance melts away, her body betraying her by responding to my touch.

“Kiss me, Angelina,” I murmur against her soft lips, commanding her submission. She hesitates, but ultimately obeys, her lips parting as she returns my fervor. My hands roam over her body, gripping her firm tits through her bikini top and feeling her nipples harden beneath my touch.

“Ah, Tyler…” she moans, her voice a mixture of reluctance and desire. I can tell she’s fighting it, but I won’t let her win.

“Admit it, Angelina. You want me.” My fingers trace down her toned abdomen, reaching the waistband of her bikini bottoms. I press my hand against her clothed pussy, feeling her heat radiating through the flimsy fabric. A shudder runs through her as I rub her clit in slow, teasing circles.

“Say it,” I demand, my voice rough with lust as my lips trail hot kisses along her jawline and down her neck.

“Just do what you want to do…” she whispers, her pride crumbling under my relentless pursuit. The sound of her surrender only fuels my desire further.

“Good girl,” I praise, smirking at her submission. “Now, I want to fuck those gorgeous tits of yours.”

“Tyler, please…” Angelina begins to protest, but I cut her off with another searing kiss.

I hover over Angelina, smirking as I take in her flushed cheeks and the way she looks up at me with a mixture of fear and desire. The heat between us is palpable, and I’m eager to claim her completely.

“Come on, Angelina,” I whisper huskily, my voice dripping with confidence. “You know you want this.”

She hesitates, her eyes darting away from mine, but I refuse to back down. My hands find their way to the strings of her bikini top, tugging them loose until the fabric falls away, revealing her perfectly round tits. They’re everything I’ve ever wanted, and even more than I’d imagined.

“Tyler… please,” she murmurs weakly, trying to resist.

“Uh-uh,” I scold, shaking my head. “Your tits are mine, bitch.”

I groan as my hands greedily roam over Angelina’s luscious tits, feeling the weight of them in my palms. My cock, already rock-hard and aching for release, twitches excitedly as I position it between her soft mounds. The feeling of her flesh against my shaft is fucking heavenly.

“Fuck, Angie,” I growl, thrusting my hips forward, driving my cock between her tits. “You feel so goddamn good.”

“Oh god, Tyler!” she gasps, her resistance crumbling as she feels the full force of my lust.

I can’t help the wicked grin that spreads across my face as I feel her give in. I’ve got her right where I want her, and I know it. My ego is already swelling with satisfaction, and I haven’t even made her come yet.

I continue to thrust, my balls slapping against her skin with each rough movement. The sound of our heavy breathing mixes with the filthy sounds of our fucking, creating a symphony of sin that only we can hear. I’m lost in the rhythm of it all, my thoughts consumed by the feeling of her warm, slick skin against my cock.

“Angie, you’re so fucking tight,” I moan, my fingers digging into her flesh as I try to steady myself.

“Fuck, Tyler… you’re so fucking rough,” she stammers, her voice a mix of surprise and pleasure.

“Maybe you like it that way, huh?” I challenge, smirking as I watch the lustful expression on her face.

Her eyes are heavy-lidded, her lips parted in a soft oh of pleasure. Her chest is heaving beneath me as she tries to catch her breath. It’s so fucking hot.

“Kiss my cock,” I command, my voice firm and authoritative. “At the end of each thrust.”

Her eyes widen, but she doesn’t resist. Instead, she parts her lips, leaving them slightly open in anticipation. The sight sends a shudder through my body, making my cock twitch.

“Good,” I praise, gripping her soft tits even tighter around my throbbing shaft. I pull back and then drive forward, watching as her mouth meets my engorged tip with a wet kiss. She obeys, and a string of precum hangs from her full lips as I pull away again.

“Again,” I order, feeling the heat building within me. Her lips meet my cock once more, and it takes every ounce of self-control not to lose myself right there.

“Tyler… this is…” she begins, but I cut her off.

“Do it, bitch,” I snap, my tone harsh.

I keep titty fucking her, my cock buried between her soft, ample breasts. Her nipples harden under my grip, and I can feel her heart racing against my shaft. With each thrust, her lips meet my engorged tip, leaving a string of precum hanging from her mouth like a lewd ornament.

As I continue to thrust between her breasts, I can feel the familiar pressure building deep within me. My balls tighten, and I know I won’t be able to hold back much longer.

“Get ready, Angelina,” I warn, pulling out of her warm embrace. I position myself over her beautiful face, my cock pulsating in anticipation. “I’m gonna cum all over that slutty face of yours.”

“Wh-what?” she stammers, looking up at me with uncertainty.

“Fuck, baby, I’m gonna paint your face with my cum,” I growl, feeling the orgasm tearing through me like a fucking freight train. My balls tighten and my cock throbs with anticipation.

“Tyler, no,” she whimpers, trying to push me away. “I have to go to the store later. Please, don’t come on my face.”

But her words only make my dick harder. I love knowing that I have power over her, that I can make her submit to my every desire. She’s putty in my fucking hands.

“Too bad,” I sneer, gripping my cock roughly as I prepare to give her a facial she’ll never forget. “Maybe you can wear my jizz to the store like a real slut.”

“Please, Tyler!” she begs, her voice shaking with desperation. But it’s too late for her to stop me now. I’m already too far gone.

Ignoring her pleas, I unload all over her pretty face, covering her in thick ropes of cum that drip down her chin and onto her tits. The sight of her fucking shocked expression, framed by the glistening mess I’ve made, sends a shiver of pure pleasure down my spine.

“Look at you now,” I taunt her, unable to tear my gaze away from her cum-covered visage. “You’re so fucking hot like this. You should let me come on your face more often.”

Angelina’s eyes narrow, but any remaining defiance is quickly overshadowed by humiliation. She knows that I’ve won, and there’s nothing she can do to change that.

“Say thank you,” I demand, my voice cold and commanding.

“Thank you,” she mutters, defeated and broken.

“Thank you, what?” I snarl, grabbing a handful of her hair and forcing her to look at me.

“Thank you, Tyler’s cock,” she whispers, her voice trembling with shame.

“Good girl,” I smirk, reveling in the control I’ve exerted over her. She may be some arrogant, rich MILF, but in this moment, she’s completely at my mercy.

As I step back to admire my handiwork, I can’t help but feel a sense of pride. Angelina Fox, once an untouchable goddess in my eyes, now wears my cum like a badge of surrender. And I know that as long as she bears the evidence of our encounter, she’ll be reminded of the power I hold over her.

“Enjoy your trip to the store,” I say with a wicked grin, leaving her to deal with the aftermath.


Chapter 4

The roar of the crowd from the big screen TV fills the room as I sit next to Paul and his pathetic father, Roger. They’re engrossed in the game, but my mind is elsewhere.

“Did you see that play?” Roger asks, his voice lacking any real enthusiasm. His eyes are glued to the screen, completely oblivious to the fact that I’m not even watching the game.

“Sure did,” I reply, not bothering to look up from my phone. My cock twitches as I admire the picture I took of Angelina earlier, her beautiful face glazed with my cum. She looked so fucking hot like that, and I can’t wait to make her beg for more.

My hand slides down to adjust my growing erection, hidden beneath a cushion on the couch. Paul’s too fucking clueless to notice; he’s got his nose buried in some book instead of paying attention to the game. I smirk at how easy it’s been to manipulate this family, especially Angelina. That proud bitch had no idea what hit her when I came into her life.

The sound of running water catches my attention, and I glance up from my phone to see Angelina, wrapped snugly in a towel, slipping into the bathroom. My cock throbs with anticipation at the sight of her barely concealed curves. This is my chance.

“Hey, Mr. Roger,” I say casually, “I’m going to take a piss on your wife – I mean, on the toilet. “

“Okay. See you soon,” Roger says, never taking his eyes off the game.

“Alright,” I reply with a smirk. They’re so fucking clueless. I stand up, making sure they don’t suspect a thing, then quietly slip into the hallway and make my way to the bathroom door.

Before I enter, I pause for a moment, listening to the soft sounds of water splashing against Angelina’s skin. Imagining her naked body under that hot spray makes me even harder. I turn the doorknob slowly, careful not to make any noise, and step inside.

The room is filled with steam, clouding my vision, but I can make out Angelina’s silhouette through the frosted glass shower door. Her back is to me as she lathers her hair with shampoo, and I can’t help but admire the curve of her ass. My mouth waters at the thought of sinking my teeth into that perfect flesh.

I push open the shower door, and step inside, as I cast my clothes aside. Steam swirls around me, the hot water cascading over my skin. Angelina’s gasp fills the small space as she turns to face me, shock and fear etched in her eyes, but I can sense the flicker of desire beneath it all.

“Tyler, what the fuck are you doing?” she stammers, trying to cover herself with her arms. But it’s too late for modesty. I’ve seen all of her, and I want more.

“Relax, Angelina,” I say, my voice dripping with lust. “I just thought we could… catch up.”

Her eyes narrow, but she doesn’t move away from me. Instead, she stands her ground, defiance sparking in those beautiful blue eyes. It’s so fucking sexy.

“Get out,” she orders, but there’s a tremble in her voice that betrays her desire.

“Or what?” I challenge, taking a step closer. The water drenches us both, making her skin glisten like some divine goddess. I can’t help but reach out, trailing my fingers down her arm, feeling her shiver beneath my touch.

“Please, Tyler,” she whispers, her breath hitching. “My family is right outside.”

“Exactly,” I reply, grinning wickedly. “They won’t hear a thing if you’re quiet.”

“Fuck you,” she hisses, her cheeks flushing with anger and arousal.

“Maybe later,” I quip, pressing myself against her, our bodies separated only by the thin fabric of my clothes. “For now, let’s just enjoy each other’s company.”

Water cascades down Angelina’s body, accentuating every curve and dip of her perfect form. My hunger for her intensifies, and I close the distance between us.

“Come here,” I command. I grab a handful of Angelina’s soaked hair, yanking her head back as I devour her neck with hungry kisses. My other hand roams down her body, cupping her full breast and squeezing it roughly. She gasps, her body trembling with a mix of anger and arousal.

“Let go of me, you fucking asshole!” she snarls, trying to push me away. But I’m not about to let her go. I pin her against the cold glass wall of the shower, relishing in the way her nipples harden beneath my touch.

“Ah, I love it when you play hard to get,” I taunt.

Angelina’s heart races beneath my touch, her chest heaving with each breath she takes.

“You’re such a whore, aren’t you?” I snarl into her ear. “Letting me fuck you just to protect your precious little boy.”

“Shut up! You’re sick, Tyler,” she gasps, her voice trembling with a mix of anger and arousal.

I chuckle darkly. “And you love it, don’t you? Love being fucked by the one person who could ruin your perfect little life.”

“Fuck you,” she hisses, trying to push me away. But I only lean in closer, my erection pressing insistently against her thigh.

“Admit it, Angelina,” I whisper seductively, my lips brushing against her earlobe. “You want this just as much as I do.”

Her breath hitches, and I know I’ve struck a nerve. She’s so desperate to deny the truth, but her body betrays her. Her nipples harden beneath my touch, and I can feel the heat building between her legs.

“I hate you,” she murmurs, her voice barely audible over the sound of the water.

“Keep telling yourself that, babe,” I reply, sliding my hand down to cup her sex. “We both know you’re lying.”

As I press my fingers against her slick entrance, I can’t help but marvel at the delicious power I have over her. She may be a proud, arrogant woman, but in this steamy shower, she’s completely at my mercy. And I fully intend to make her mine.

She whimpers, her resolve weakening. I can feel her body betraying her, responding to my touch despite her best efforts to resist. I slip my fingers into her pussy. She cries out, her back arching as I stroke her clit with expert fingers.

The steam from the shower fills the air, blurring the lines between our bodies and reality. I can’t resist her any longer, and I crush my lips against hers, forcing her to submit to my desires. Her breath quickens, and our tongues tangle in a passionate dance.

“Fuck, Tyler,” she gasps, her breath hitching. “What are you doing?”

“What do you think I’m doing?” I sneer, my lips curling into a wicked smile. “I’m making you come, you dirty little slut.”

She moans, her hips bucking against my hand. I can feel her getting closer, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps. I press my erection against her thigh, grinding against her as I bring her to the brink of ecstasy.

I feel her body shudder beneath my touch, torn between fear for her child and the undeniable arousal coursing through her veins. My free hand moves lower, cupping her generous breasts, slick with water and desire. I squeeze them roughly, delighting in the way she moans into my mouth.

“Fuck, you’re so perfect,” I mutter, my voice thick with lust. “Such a whore for letting me do this to you.”

Her hands claw at my chest, but I know it’s a futile attempt to resist me. She wants this as much as I do, if not more. The thought makes me even harder, my cock throbbing with anticipation.

“Tell me you want it, Angelina,” I demand, nipping at her neck. “Beg me to fuck you like the dirty slut you are.”

“Never,” she whispers, her voice shaking. But I can hear the lie in her words, see the hunger in her eyes. It’s only a matter of time before she breaks.

“Fine,” I say with a wicked grin, tracing my fingers over her erect nipples. “But just remember: the more you fight, the harder I’ll make it for you.”

The sound of Angelina’s moans fills my ears, making my cock ache with anticipation. She’s trying so hard to resist me, but her body can’t help but respond to my touch. I know she hates herself for it, and that just makes it all the more satisfying.

“Admit it, you love this,” I growl into her mouth, my hands gripping her ass firmly. “You love how I’m making you feel.”

“Fuck you, Tyler,” she pants, but the fire in her eyes tells a different story. She’s on the verge of giving in, and I can’t wait to push her over the edge.

Without warning, I spin her around so that her perfect tits are pressed against the cold glass wall of the shower. She yelps in surprise as the icy cold surface sends shivers down her spine. I can see her nipples pebbled with desire, and I can’t resist reaching out to tweak one between my fingers. She moans, her head falling back onto my shoulder as I tease her nipple, pinching and twisting it gently.

I thrust forward, filling her pussy with my cock. She cries out as I fill her up, her pussy clutching at me like a vice. I start to fuck her hard and fast, slamming into her from behind as she braces herself against the shower wall.

The sound of our bodies slapping together echoes through the bathroom, drowned out only by our moans and gasps of pleasure. I can feel my orgasm building, my balls tightening as I get closer and closer to the edge. But I don’t want to cum yet. I want to make this last as long as possible.

My hips piston furiously as I claim her, our bodies slick with sweat and lust. The cold glass behind Angie’s hot, perspiring flesh provides a tantalizing contrast, sending shivers down her spine with every impact.

I reach around and find her clit, rubbing it in slow circles as I continue to fuck her. She goes wild, her whole body shaking as she cums hard around my cock. I can feel her pussy clenching and unclenching as she rides out her orgasm. Her moans grow louder, desperate. My balls tighten as I feel her orgasm hard.

I grunt, “You like that, you filthy slut? You like it when I fuck you like a dirty whore?”

Her body again shudders beneath me as she comes apart. The steam rises around us, condensing on the glass wall as I continue to pound into her from behind. Her slick, wet skin glistens under the spray of the shower, and I can’t help but think how fucking hot she looks like this – used and degraded for my pleasure.

“Such a filthy little slut, aren’t you?” I growl, my voice guttural and primal. “You love every second of me pumping you full of cock, don’t you?”

Her cries and moans only spur me on, my dick throbbing inside her tight, quivering pussy. She clenches around me with each brutal thrust, her slick walls gripping me like a vice.

“Fuck… Tyler…” she pants, her voice barely audible over the sound of water crashing against our entwined bodies.

“Say it again,” I demand, gripping her hair with one hand and shoving her face against the glass wall. The cold surface fogs up with her frantic breaths, the imprint of her lips a twisted, perverse reminder of what’s happening between us. “Tell me how much you love my cock.”

“Oh god, your cock is so big,” she whimpers, her voice trembling with a mixture of fear and lust. “It hurts! Fuck!”

“Damn right,” I smirk, feeling a surge of power course through me. As her moans become louder, more desperate, I know that I’ve conquered this arrogant woman and made her mine.

With each brutal thrust, my balls slap against her slick folds, the wet sounds echoing in the small bathroom. It’s filthy, animalistic, and I wouldn’t have it any other way. I’m in control, and I intend to make sure she knows it.

“Remember this, Angelina,” I whisper harshly into her ear, my breath hot and heavy on her damp skin. “Every time you look at your precious husband or pitiful little son, remember how their precious Angelina begged for my cock.”

Her body convulses against me, her moans turning into choked sobs. But I don’t relent; I can’t. Something primal within me demands to be sated, and as her nails dig into the glass, leaving desperate scratches in their wake, I know that I’m close to achieving that satisfaction.

I reach down and grab onto her hip, pulling her back onto my cock with each brutal thrust. My balls tighten as I feel myself nearing the edge, my vision blurring with lust.

“Oh god, I’m so close again,” she cries out, her voice barely audible over her own labored breathing.

“Not yet,” I growl, my voice low and menacing. “You don’t get to cum until I say you can.”

I can feel her walls tightening around me, her pussy fluttering as she tries to fight against my command. But I won’t let her. I continue to pound into her relentlessly, my hips snapping against her ass with each brutal thrust.

“Please, Tyler,” she whimpers, her voice filled with desperation. “Please let me cum.”

“Beg for it,” I demand, my voice dripping with authority. “Beg for my cock like the dirty little slut you are.”

“Please, please, please,” she chants, her voice taking on a frantic edge. “I need to cum, I need your cock.”

Her begging only serves to fuel my own pleasure, my balls tightening as I feel myself nearing the edge. The sound of our bodies colliding reverberates throughout the bathroom, mingling with Angelina’s moans and my grunts of pleasure. I can feel the heat of her body pressed against mine, the cold glass behind her a stark contrast to the feverish passion we share.

“Cum for me,” I command, my voice low and guttural. “Cum on my cock like the dirty little slut you are.”

With a strangled cry, she obeys, her pussy clenching around me like a vice as she falls apart in my arms.

“Damn, Angelina,” I pant, feeling the tremors of her pleasure course through her body. “You’re such a fucking whore for my cock, aren’t you?”

“Y-yes,” she moans weakly, her body still quivering from the aftershocks of ecstasy.

As I thrust into Angelina, my hips slapping against her ass with wet, meaty smacks, the sounds of our depravity fill the steam-filled air. Each grunt, each moan, each filthy curse is a testament to the depths of our lust. The room is thick with the musk of our sex, a pungent reminder of the carnal power play unfolding before us.

With every brutal plunge, I feel her tight, slick heat envelop me, and I can’t help but marvel at the power of my own cock. The sensation is indescribable, a maddening mix of pleasure and dominance that pushes me to the brink of ecstasy. I revel in the feeling of her trembling body, her breathless gasps and whimpers urging me on.

“Take it, you filthy slut,” I growl, my hands gripping her hips as I drive into her again and again. “Take every fucking inch of me.”

My dirty words fuel her desire, her pussy clenching around me as I bottom out inside her. She’s close, her moans growing more frantic by the second. I can feel her orgasm building, a tidal wave of pleasure threatening to consume her.

Her moans are music to my ears, and I can’t resist any longer. I speed up, my hips pistoning furiously as I plunge into her again and again. Her next orgasm crashes over her like a tidal wave, her pussy clenching and pulsing around me as she screams my name.

The sensation of Angelina’s tight, wet heat wrapped around me pushes me to the edge. With one final, brutal surge, I release my load inside her, painting her womb with my hot, sticky seed. The feeling of power that washes over me is intoxicating, knowing that I’ve filled her to the brim with my essence. I can feel my cock twitching inside her, each pulse sending another shot of jizz deep into her core.

“Take it all like the slutty MILF bitch you are,” I groan, my hips stilling as I empty myself into her trembling body.

I slide out of her, smirking at the sight of my cum dripping down her thighs. Her chest heaves as she struggles to catch her breath, a mixture of shame and satisfaction in her eyes. The memory of this will no doubt haunt her, but it’ll also serve as a reminder of who’s really in control here.

Stepping out of the shower, I quickly dry off and put on my clothes, leaving Angelina still panting on the shower floor. As I exit the bathroom, I hear her whisper my name, but I don’t look back. She knows the stakes, and so do I.

“Hey, guys,” I greet, returning to the living room where Paul and Roger are still absorbed in the football game. They both glance at me, their expressions varying degrees of curiosity and disinterest.

“Where were you?” Paul asks, his voice barely more than a murmur. The poor little nerd probably suspects something, but he’s too afraid to press me further. It’s pathetic, really.

“Needed to help your mom with a special stretch,” I reply nonchalantly, settling back onto the couch. “Now where were we?”


Chapter 5

The dim light flickers across Angelina’s cleavage, her silky nightgown barely concealing those full breasts and smooth thighs. I can feel the heat rising in my chest as I enter the home theatre where she’s watching a film with her husband Roger.

“Hey, what’re you guys watching?” I ask, feigning nonchalance, though my gaze lingers on Angelina’s body.

“Uh, it’s some action movie,” Roger replies, his voice distant and uninterested, eyes glued to the screen. Typical of him to be so disengaged from everything around him.

“Mind if I join you?” I say, smirking inwardly at the thought of what’s about to unfold.

“Sure, have a seat,” Roger says absentmindedly, not even bothering to tear his eyes away from the screen.

The flush on Angelina’s cheeks is unmistakable as I sit down beside her, my eyes roaming over her exposed cleavage and thighs. Her nervousness only fuels my desire, and I can’t help but reach out to touch her.

“Relax,” I whisper, my fingers trailing across the silky fabric of her nightgown, slowly making their way to her luscious breasts. My hands explore every curve and contour, feeling her nipples harden beneath my touch. Roger is too engrossed in the movie to notice me touching his wife.

“Stop it,” she pleads softly, trying to push my hands away. But I’m not about to back down.

“Come on, baby,” I say with a smirk, my voice dripping with seduction. “You know you want this.”

My hands become more insistent, groping her tits and sliding down to rub her panties. I feel the heat emanating from her, and it only spurs me on. Leaning in, I press my lips to her jawline, trailing kisses down her neck. She gasps, glancing nervously at Roger who remains oblivious, engrossed in the movie.

“Tyler,” she hisses, her voice trembling, “please…”

“Shh,” I murmur, nipping at her earlobe. “Let yourself enjoy this.” I know she craves the excitement, even if she won’t admit it. And what better way to get under her skin than by taking control right here, right now?

My fingers continue their dirty work, sliding down to grope her through the flimsy fabric of her panties. I can feel the dampness seeping through the cotton, and I groan with desire, mentally undressing her, imagining the slick folds of her pussy begging to be touched. I want to taste her, to feel her writhe beneath me as I explore every inch of her body with my tongue.

As I relentlessly tease her body, I revel in the fact that Roger, just a few feet away, remains utterly clueless. And it’s only going to get better from here.

“Angelina,” I whisper seductively, feeling the power coursing through me as she struggles to maintain her composure. “Tell your husband I’m going to help you with a special workout.”

“Tyler, please…” she begs, her breath hitching in her chest.

“Say it.” My voice is firm, unyielding.

The lights of the home theatre cast a seductive glow on Angelina’s silky nightgown as I watch her chest rise and fall, my fingers itching to touch her once more. “Roger, Tyler is going to help me with a special workout. It’s something we’ve been discussing,” she says softly.

“Uh, what?” Roger asks, finally tearing his gaze away from the movie. His eyes dart between us, lingering for a moment on our intertwined bodies. A flicker of confusion crosses his face before he shrugs and returns his attention to the screen. “Alright then, have fun.” He slips on a pair of headphones, effectively sealing himself off from the world around him.

Perfect.

I waste no time, my hand shooting out to grab a handful of Angelina’s soft blonde hair. The gasp that escapes her lips is music to my ears as I drag her off the couch, positioning her on all fours like the eager little pet she’s become.

“Tyler!” she hisses, her eyes wide with shock. “What are you doing?”

“Isn’t it obvious?” I reply, my voice dripping with lustful intent. “We’re starting your special workout.”

“Here? In front of him?” Her tone is incredulous, but the slight tremble in her voice betrays her true feelings. She wants this just as much as I do.

“Yes, slut. I’m going to fuck you in front of your husband,” I whisper, leaning over her trembling form. My hands roam freely over her body, reveling in the feel of her silky skin beneath my fingertips. “Besides, it’s not like he will notice anything.”

Angelina swallows hard, her nerves clearly getting the better of her. But I can see the excitement flickering in her eyes, the thrill of the illicit driving her wild. And I know that, despite her fear, she’s more than ready to submit to me.

A wicked grin spreads across my face as I reach down and unbuckle my belt, freeing my aching cock from its confines. My gaze never leaves Angelina’s beautiful blue eyes, watching as they widen in shock, her lips parting to form a silent “O“ of surprise.

“Ready for your workout, babe?” I taunt her, hands gripping the hem of her flimsy nightgown and hiking it up over her hips. The sight of her lacy panties makes my pulse quicken, and I don’t hesitate to rip them off with an impatient tug, leaving her bare and vulnerable before me.

“Tyler, you shouldn’t–” she begins, but I cut her off with a sharp slap to her ass, relishing in the satisfying sting that blossoms on her creamy skin.

“Shut up, whore,” I growl, my voice dripping with lust and arrogance.

I tower behind her as I align my throbbing cock with the slick folds of Angelina’s needy pussy. With a savage growl, I drive into her, filling her to the brim with my aching length. The sound of our bodies slapping together echoes through the room, a symphony of pure, unadulterated filth.

The force of my thrusts sends waves of pleasure coursing through her, each one more intense than the last. Her lips part in a silent gasp as she tries to stifle her moans, but I can hear the desperate need in her breathing. She’s on the edge, teetering on the brink of pure ecstasy.

“You like that, don’t you, you dirty little slut?” I growl, my voice full of gravel and sin. “You love being fucked like this, don’t you?”

Her only response is a choked gasp, her eyes squeezed shut as she tries in vain to suppress her cries of pleasure. But I know better than anyone how much she loves this, how much she craves the forbidden thrill of submitting to me while her husband remains blissfully unaware mere inches away.

“Oh fuck, Tyler!” she cries, her voice a ragged whisper as she finally gives in to the pleasure coursing through her veins. “Yes, yes, yes!”

As I stand behind her, I can’t help but marvel at the way her body looks, slick with sweat and trembling with pleasure under my touch. I take a moment to admire the curves of her hips and the way her ass bounces with every thrust of my cock. Her skin is flush with arousal, her breath coming in ragged gasps as she begs for more. I can’t resist the temptation to run my hands over her body, feeling every inch of her smooth, soft skin.

“Admit it, bitch,” I hiss, my breath hot against her ear as I continue to pound into her mercilessly. “You love being my little slut, don’t you?”

“Please,” she begs, her voice barely a whisper. “Please, Tyler, don’t make me say it.”

But I can tell by the way she grinds against me that she’s loving every moment of this. She’s completely under my control, and there’s nothing she can do to resist me. I continue to pound into her, harder and faster with each thrust. My balls slap against her skin, adding to the cacophony of sounds of our bodies coming together. I can feel my climax building, my cock swelling and throbbing with every pulse.

“Say it,” I command, my grip tightening on her hips as I thrust harder, faster, driving us both toward the edge of ecstasy. “Tell me how much you fucking love this.”

“God yes!” she screams, the words torn from her throat in a burst of pleasure. “I’m your slut, Tyler! I’m your filthy little whore!”

That’s all it takes for me to lose myself in the moment, giving in to the primal desire that consumes me as I fuck Angelina with wild abandon, our bodies moving in perfect unison as we chase the pleasure that threatens to overwhelm us both.

“Fuck! Shit! Yes!” she moans.

I’m panting, my body aching with need as I drive into her, my hips snapping with the force of my lust. She’s writhing beneath me, her legs wrapped around my waist as I tug on her hair, my other hand gripping her hip with bruising force.

I can feel the heat radiating off her skin, her body slick with sweat as I fuck her with raw, uninhibited passion. The scent of her arousal fills the air, driving me wild with desire. I can feel her muscles clenching around me, her pussy tight and wet and hot.

“Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!” she screams.

I tear her nightgown right the fuck off, revealing those luscious tits, so ripe and full they look like they’re about to explode with each heaving breath she takes. I can’t resist them any longer; I cup them in my rough hands, feeling the weight of her glorious flesh, my fingers teasing her nipples until they’re rock-hard peaks. I tug on them, just enough to make her moan, as I thrust into her again and again.

Her body is writhing beneath mine, and I can feel every fucking inch of her skin against me. Her nails dig into my back, clawing at me like she can’t get enough, like she wants to mark me as hers. I fucking love it. I grind my hips into hers as I fuck her, my cock hitting her G-spot with each brutal thrust. I want to make her scream my name, to make her beg for mercy I won’t give her.

“Fuck, yes! Tyler! Oh! Tyler!” she screams out, her voice laced with both pleasure and pain as I take her relentlessly. She becomes slick with sweat beneath my touch, and I can’t help but marvel at how incredible it feels to dominate this woman who once looked down on me.

“Keep it going, slut,” I hiss, feeling my own arousal building with each thrust. “I’m not done with you yet.”

As the unyielding slap of my balls against Angelina’s slick cunt reverberates through the room like a symphony of sin, I can’t help but feel like a fucking god. My thighs slap against her peachy ass with every punishing thrust, leaving a trail of moisture on her skin. With my other hand, I grip her glossy locks tightly, pulling her head back just enough to force her to arch her neck – a delicious display of submission. The feeling of her delicate throat under my grasp is intoxicating, and I can feel each beat of her racing pulse beneath my fingertips as I tighten my grip.

“You’re such a good fuck, aren’t you?” I whisper into her ear, my voice dripping with lust. “Begging for my cock like a desperate little whore.”

Unaware of what’s happening beside him, Roger glances over, his attention briefly pulled from the movie. “Keep it down, guys,” he says, clearly oblivious to our illicit encounter.

“Sorry, baby!” Angelina manages to choke out, her voice strangled by my grip on her throat.

“Your wife’s getting one hell of a workout, sir,” I say to him as he turns his attention back to the screen.

My heart races as I continue to pound into Angelina, sweat glistening on both our bodies from the effort. The sounds of our flesh colliding fills the air, only adding to the eroticism of the moment.

“Fuck, Tyler,” Angelina moans, her body trembling with pleasure. “Fuck! Yes…”

I groan, my grip tightening on her trembling thighs as I feel my own release building, just out of reach. “C’mon, you dirty little slut, show me how much you need it. Show me how bad you want it.”

Her nails dig deeper into my forearms, leaving angry red crescent moons in their wake. Her body thrashes beneath me, slick with a sheen of sweat, her cries of ecstasy music to my ears. The sight of her like this, completely at my mercy, pushes me closer to the edge.

Her inner walls clench around my cock, tight and hot, milking me for all I’m worth. I can feel every inch of her, can feel her heartbeat against mine, can hear the wet sound of our bodies slapping together. It’s almost too much, the pleasure so intense it’s almost painful. But I don’t want it to end. I want to stay here, buried deep inside her, for as long as possible.

The scent of her arousal fills my nostrils as I tighten my grip on Angelina’s neck, tilting her head back to expose the vulnerable curve of her throat. The pounding continues relentlessly, my cock driving into her over and over again. My other hand finds her naked tits, squeezing and groping them roughly as I continue my assault.

“Ah!” she cries out, the sound muffled as my fingers slip between her full lips, silencing her moans. Her submission fuels me, pushing me to new heights of desire.

“Take it,” I growl, yanking her hair back even harder. The sound of my balls slapping against her wet cunt echoes through the room, mingling with the lewd squelching of our slick bodies slamming together.

“Fuck… Tyler…” she manages to choke out around my fingers, her wide blue eyes pleading for something – mercy, perhaps, or maybe more of the pain and pleasure I’m inflicting upon her.

“Shh,” I hiss, pressing my fingers deeper into her mouth, the taste of her sweet saliva coating my skin. “Don’t let Roger hear you, slut.”

As I push into her, every thrust brings a fresh wave of desire crashing over me. Fuck, I can’t get enough of this woman – her tight cunt, her perfect tits, the way she submits to my every whim.

“Please! Tyler!” Angelina sobs, her voice barely audible around my fingers. But I know she craves more – more of the exquisite pain, more of the depravity that has her drowning in lust.

As I feel Angelina’s slick heat enveloping me, I can’t help but give one final, powerful thrust. With an animalistic grunt, I release myself deep inside her. My cock twitches uncontrollably, pumping hot and thick ropes of cum into her trembling pussy. I can feel my load filling her up, the warmth spreading through her body as I claim her as mine in this moment of raw passion.

My balls tighten and release with each spurt, leaving me feeling drained and satisfied. I let out a low moan as I feel myself still pulsing inside her, my cock coated in a mixture of our juices. I can feel every inch of her around me, her walls gripping me tightly and pulsing in time with my own. I can feel the warmth of her breath against my neck as she gasps and shudders beneath me, her own orgasm triggered by the force of my release.

“Holy… fuck,” I pant, my body shuddering with the intensity of my orgasm. I glance over at Roger, who remains completely oblivious to the filthy, secret debauchery that just took place mere inches away from him.

Slowly, I withdraw from Angelina, her slick heat clinging to me as I pull free from her quivering cunt. A satisfied smirk plays on my lips as I take in the sight of her flushed face, damp hair, and heaving chest.

“Remember this, Angelina,” I whisper in her ear, my voice low and dangerous. “You’re mine now. And there’s no going back.”

“Tyler… please,” she whispers, her voice shaking. “Roger could have caught us…”

“Isn’t that part of the thrill?” I shoot back, unable to suppress a chuckle at the fear dancing in her eyes. She may be terrified, but I can sense her desire, too – the way she subconsciously arches her back, pushing her tits toward me as if begging for more.

“Baby,” I lean in close, my lips brushing against her ear as I let out a low growl. “We’re just getting started.”


Chapter 6

The first light of dawn seeps into the room, casting a warm glow on Angelina’s sleeping form. Fuck, she looks so hot. Her minimal nightgown clings to her body like a second skin, leaving little to the imagination. The swell of her big tits presses against the thin fabric, and I can’t help but admire the way her hard nipples poke through.

She lies there, one slender leg peeking out from beneath the hem of her gown, the curve of her ass tantalizingly visible. An intoxicating mix of vulnerability and sensuality surrounds her, making my cock throb with desire. I need to have this arrogant MILF all to myself.

“Angelina,” I whisper, stepping closer to the bed.

She doesn’t stir, lost in the depths of sleep. Carefully, I reach into my pocket and pull out a pair of handcuffs, their cold metal gleaming in the dim light. My heart races at the thought of what I’m about to do – how I’ll take control of this woman who thinks she’s better than everyone else.

My fingers brush against her smooth wrist as I secure the handcuffs around it, the sound of the lock clicking shut echoing through the room. It’s done – she’s mine now. I watch her face for any signs of waking, but she remains blissfully unaware of her predicament.

“Ready or not, here I come,” I say with a smirk, unzipping my jeans and freeing my throbbing cock. The sight of her vulnerable body drives me wild, and I can hardly wait to taste her submission.

I step closer to the bed, my erection pointing toward her parted lips. I tease her with the tip of my cock, rubbing it against her moist lips and savoring the sensation. She stirs slightly in her sleep, but her eyes remain closed, lost in the depths of her dreams.

“Come on, baby,” I whisper, urging myself forward. “Time for your morning snack.”

With a slow, deliberate motion, I slide my cock into her warm mouth. Her lips envelop me, sending shivers down my spine as I begin to fuck her face. The feeling is indescribable – the tightness and wetness of her mouth combined with her vulnerability makes me feel like a god.

“Fuck, Angelina,” I moan, my words dripping with lust. “You’re such a good little cocksucker, aren’t you?”

The thought of dominating this beautiful, powerful woman fills me with a primal hunger, and I can’t help but push myself deeper into her throat. She’s mine, completely at my mercy, and there’s nothing she can do to stop me.

“Take it all, baby,” I pant, the pleasure building with each thrust. “That’s it, just like that.”

As I continue to fuck her face, my mind races with erotic fantasies of what I’ll do to her next. She may be a mother and a wife, but in this moment, she’s nothing more than my personal sex toy – and I plan to enjoy every second of it.

My heart races as Angelina’s eyes flutter open, her gaze meeting mine with shock and fear. She tries to pull away, but I hold her by her hair, my grip firm.

“Shh, don’t struggle,” I say with a wicked grin. “You might actually enjoy this.”

Her chest heaves as she gasps for breath, her eyes pleading. But I’m not about to show any mercy. I thrust harder, feeling her mouth tighten around me as I fill her throat.

“Fuck, that’s it,” I groan, loving the sensation of dominating this woman who once ruined my parents’ lives.

Angelina struggles, tears streaming down her face, but her handcuffs render her powerless. The sight only turns me on more, fueling my desire to take control. Her helplessness is intoxicating, and I revel in it.

“Come on, bitch,” I taunt, my voice dripping with lust. “Suck me with those slutty lips of yours.”

I groan, thrusting my hips forward as I feel the soft, wet heat of her mouth envelop my cock. Her lips, those plump, pillowy fucking lips, slide down my shaft, coating me in a slick layer of saliva. I can feel every inch of her, every ridge and vein on my dick being worshipped by her eager mouth.

With each thrust, I feel her lips tighten around me, creating a suction that threatens to drive me insane. I can feel my balls drawing up, ready to unleash a torrent of cum down her throat. But I hold back, savoring the feeling of her mouth on me.

I revel in the sounds of Angelina gagging and choking on my throbbing shaft, her watery eyes pleading for mercy as she struggles to take in air. My cock swells at the sight of her helplessness, her submission to my dominance. The taste of her saliva and desperation coats my manhood, fueling my desires for this young, nubile thing at my mercy.

“Fuck yeah, you like that, don’t you?” I snarl, my voice thick with lust.

Her muffled moans only spur me on, and I continue to force my entire length into her mouth, the tightness of her throat making me shudder with each thrust. I can feel my balls slap against her face, the sensation driving me wild.

“Take it all, you slut,” I growl, knowing full well that she can’t escape my grip.

Her tongue flicks against my shaft before she hollows her cheeks to suck me deeper, fighting against my forceful thrusts as I take advantage of this delicious vulnerability between us. God, it feels so fucking good – but what’s even better is the sight of her willingness to submit to my every demand. She wants this too; there’s no denying it as she moans and gasps around my dick, working harder as her eyes beg for more abuse.

“Can’t get enough, huh?” I taunt, watching her squirm beneath my grasp. “You should’ve thought twice before fucking with my family.”

Her eyes widen in terror, but the look only fuels my desire to see her humiliated further. In this moment, I hold all the power, and there’s nothing she can do to stop me.

“Bet you never thought your pretty little mouth would be stuffed with my cock, did you?” I sneer, my hips pumping faster and harder. “Well, now you know what it feels like to be used, just like you used my parents.”

The door creaks open, and Roger steps into the room, his eyes glued to his phone screen. He’s completely oblivious to the fact that I’m using his wife’s gorgeous face as my personal fuck toy.

“Angelina, have you seen my…” he begins, still not looking up from his device.

“Keep quiet, bitch,” I whisper harshly into her ear, punctuating my command with a deep thrust into her throat. Her muffled moans send chills down my spine, fueling my desire to push her even further.

“Ugh, never mind,” Roger mutters, still engrossed in his phone as I fuck his wife’s throat just a few feet away. “I remembered where I put it.”

As Roger paces around the room like a lost puppy, my cock plunges deeper and deeper into Angelina’s wet, willing throat. I can’t help but laugh at the irony of it all – the once-arrogant housewife now reduced to nothing more than my plaything. And with each forceful thrust, she seems to submit to me even more, her moans growing louder and more desperate.

The sight of Angelina’s face, wet with tears and wrapped around my cock, is almost too much to handle. Her lips, those plump, pillowy fucking things, move up and down my shaft in a slow, torturous rhythm that’s driving me wild with need. Her eyes are squeezed shut, but I can still see the shine of tears on her lashes as she bobs her head back and forth, her cheeks hollowing with each deep swallow.

“Fuck… baby, you’re so damn good at this,” I whisper, gripping her soft blonde hair tighter in my fist. Her muffled whimpers only serve to fuel my lust further.

My hips quicken their pace, thrusting forcefully into her inviting mouth. I feel the delicious tightness of her throat enveloping me, urging me to let go completely. My heart races, and my breaths come in ragged gasps.

“Almost there, baby…” I whisper. “Here it comes. Swallow it all!”

My hips snap forward with a final, powerful thrust as I unleash my load into her welcoming mouth. My cock twitches, releasing jet after jet of my hot, sticky cum, filling her mouth to the brim. She swallows, her throat working to take every drop, as I continue to pump myself into her, my balls drained but still eager to give her more.

“Fuck,” I mutter, my breath ragged as I watch her take every inch of me. Her eyes are closed in ecstasy, her lips wrapped tightly around my shaft as she savors the taste of my release. I can feel her tongue tracing the underside of my cock, her lips pressed firmly against me as she takes every drop I have to give.

My heart still pounding, I slowly withdraw my cock from Angelina’s mouth, her lips clinging to me as if reluctant to let go. She swallows my essence, her eyes glazed with a mix of satisfaction and submission. The sight of her like this sends another wave of arousal through me.

Suddenly, Roger looks up from his phone, his expression one of confusion. “Tyler?” he asks, his voice wavering slightly. “What are you doing?”

A wicked smirk plays on my lips as I meet Roger’s gaze, still holding Angelina’s handcuffed wrists. My cock pulses with the lingering pleasure from her mouth, and I can’t help but relish the thrill of our forbidden act.

“Ah, just helping Angelina with a throat exercise, Roger,” I reply confidently, enjoying the way my words sound like a thinly veiled secret. “She’s doing great.”

Angelina’s cheeks flush a deep pink, and she squirms beneath me, clearly struggling to maintain her composure. I can’t get enough of it – the way she’s so utterly at my mercy.

“Throat exercise?” Roger repeats, his brow furrowing slightly. His eyes flicker between Angelina and me, but he doesn’t quite seem to grasp the reality of what’s happening right under his nose.

“Yep, you know how important it is to keep her vocal cords in shape,” I say, injecting my voice with a casual nonchalance that belies the heat coursing through my veins. I glance down at Angelina, whose eyes dance with an intoxicating mix of fear and arousal.

“Alright then,” Roger says, clearly not picking up on anything amiss. He nods absently before returning his attention to his phone, already lost in whatever work-related matters have consumed him.

As Roger leaves the room, I lock eyes with Angelina, my grin widening. The power I wield over her sends a shiver of excitement racing down my spine.

“Later,” I whisper, my breath hot against her ear. “I’m gonna see how far I can stick my cock up your ass.”

Her body trembles beneath me, and I can’t help but imagine all the other ways I’ll make her submit to my every desire. The future holds endless possibilities, and I can’t wait to explore them all with my newfound plaything.


Chapter 7

The throb of foosball pulses from the living room, a siren’s call. Paul and Roger, lost in their own world, play with an intensity that’s almost erotic. They’re oblivious to everything else.

The clatter of the ball mixes with their voices. Their focus is laser-sharp, bodies taut with concentration. It’s raw and primal, this game they’re playing. I can’t help but watch, my eyes devouring every move they make.

My eyes wander, searching for my next source of entertainment, when I spot Angelina in the kitchen. She’s wearing a sundress and a cooking apron, her blonde hair cascading over her shoulders like liquid gold. My heart races at the sight of her.

“Whatcha making, Mrs. Fox?” I ask, stepping into the kitchen with a wicked grin on my face.

“Get the fuck out of here,” she snaps back without looking at me.

“Maybe later,” I say, my gaze hungrily taking in her curvaceous figure. “But first I want a taste of your cookies.”

Her eyes widen as I move closer, my intentions becoming crystal clear. The scent of her perfume fills my nostrils, mixed with the warm aroma of freshly baked cookies. It’s intoxicating.

As she hovers over the counter, in full view of her husband and son just a few feet away, I bend her over the smooth surface. The thrill of potentially getting caught only adds to the excitement, and I know that no matter how much she protests, she’s feeling it too.

My heart races as I watch the fear and lust in Angelina’s eyes, her chest heaving with each rapid breath. The moment is electric, charged with the forbidden excitement of what we’re about to do.

“Tyler, please, don’t,” she whispers, struggling against me as I hold her firmly against the counter. Her futile efforts only serve to fuel my desire, highlighting the power dynamic that has been building between us for weeks now. “We can’t do this, not here.”

“Mrs. Fox, you know the deal,” I say, my voice low and commanding. “If you don’t want your precious Paul to suffer, you’ll play along with whatever I want.” My free hand travels up her thigh, causing her to shudder beneath my touch.

“Please, Tyler, think about what you’re doing,” she pleads, desperation filling her voice. But I’m past the point of no return, lost in the intoxicating rush of control I have over her.

“Right here, Mrs. Fox,” I say firmly, asserting my authority once more. “You do as I say, or your son pays the price.”

She closes her eyes and swallows hard, finally giving in to the inevitable. I can feel the shift in her demeanor, the resignation to her fate washing over her like a wave. It’s exhilarating, knowing that she’s submitting to my desires out of love for her family, and it only serves to fuel the fire burning within me.

My heart races with anticipation as I lift Angelina’s sundress, revealing her smooth, round ass.

“Damn, Mrs. Fox,” I whisper into her ear, my voice dripping with lust and desire, “you’ve got such a perfect ass. Can’t wait to shove my cock up there.”

She shivers at my words, knowing she has no choice but to comply if she wants to protect her son. Her panties slide down her thighs, pooling around her ankles like a silken puddle.

“Please, Tyler… be gentle,” she pleads, her voice barely audible above the hum of the oven.

“Sorry, Mrs. Fox,” I reply, smirking as I position myself behind her, “but you’re not getting any special treatment from me.”

My cock plunges into Angelina’s tight ass as she moans and screams in a mind-blowing mixture of pain and pleasure. The sound alone could make a dead man cum. With every thrust, I feel my balls slapping against her skin, adding to the sensory overload of our sexual union. My fingers dig into her hip, gripping her flesh tightly for leverage, leaving behind marks of our primal passion. Her body trembles under my touch as she surrenders to the raw pleasure of my dick violating her forbidden tunnel.

“Shit! Ugh!” she moans. “

With my other hand, I reach around to grope her full tit, tweaking her nipple between my fingers. Her breast feels heavy and soft in my grasp as I squeeze it with delight, savoring every inch of her. Her groans grow louder as we thrust in harmony, our bodies moving together as if guided by some transcendent force. Her puckered hole grips my cock tightly, sending waves of heat through my body as I fuck her with wild abandon.

“Fuck, Mrs. Fox,” I gasp between thrusts, “your ass feels so fucking good.”

“Shit! Shit! Shit!” she groans.

As I plunge deeper into her ass, I feel the pressure building in my balls like a ticking time bomb. The thought of cumming inside her tight hole makes me even harder, if that’s possible. I can feel every inch of her walls stretching around my cock, gripping me with just enough pressure to drive me insane. I can feel every twitch and pulse of my cock as it sinks deeper inside her, the feeling almost overwhelming.

“Tyler…” she manages to choke out, her voice strained with the effort of resisting the pleasure washing over her. She knows she shouldn’t enjoy this, shouldn’t give in to me, but I can feel her resistance crumbling with each thrust of my cock.

“Say it,” I demand, needing her to admit her submission out loud. “Tell me you’re mine.”

“Y-yes! Fuck! I’m – shit! Your – shit! Your bitch!” she moans, surrendering completely to the moment and to me. “Your slut!”

I can’t believe this is happening, fucking Angelina Fox right in her own kitchen. The thrill of it all only serves to fuel my desire, and I can feel the intensity building between us. With each thrust, I grip her hair firmly, pulling her head back so I can place hungry kisses on her face. The taste of her skin is like a drug, and I can’t get enough.

The room is filled with the sound of our heavy breathing and moans as we fuck like animals, lost in a world of pleasure. I can feel her body shuddering under me as I thrust harder and deeper. The smell of sex fills the air, mixing with the scent of our sweat and lust as we reach our peak. I wrap my arm around her waist, pulling her harder against me as I pound into her ass with all my might.

Suddenly, Roger’s voice calls out from the living room, interrupting our illicit rendezvous. “Hey, Angie, where did we put those champagne glasses for tonight’s anniversary party?”

My heart pounds in my chest, but I don’t stop thrusting. Instead, I lean in closer, whispering harshly in Angelina’s ear, “Answer him.”

“Uh… they’re… they’re in the bedroom cabinet,” she manages to say, her voice strained as I pound into her relentlessly.

“Alright, thanks!” Roger responds, none the wiser about what’s happening just a few feet away from him.

A wicked grin spreads across my face, reveling in the danger and excitement of our secret tryst.

“Angelina, you sound a little off. Is everything alright?” Roger’s voice carries through the doorway, concern evident in his tone.

“Uh, yeah – fuck! Everything’s fine,” she stammers, her cheeks flushed as I continue to fuck her ass. The more she struggles to maintain composure, the harder it is for me to hold back my own laughter.

I decide to chime in as I fuck her ass and say, “Mr. Fox, I’m just giving your wife a hand with some stretches. She said her back was bothering her.”

“Ah, I see,” Roger replies, seemingly satisfied with the explanation. “Thanks for helping her out, Tyler.”

“Of course,” I say, smirking down at Angelina as I grip her hips tighter.

The thrill of being so close to getting caught only fuels my arousal, and I can feel myself nearing my climax. My thrusts into her ass become faster and deeper, each one sending waves of pleasure through my body. Angelina’s moans and gasps are music to my ears, a sweet symphony of submission.

“Such a tight little ass, Angelina,” I whisper into her ear, my breath hot against her skin. “You really are the perfect MILF.”

With a guttural growl, I can’t hold back any longer. My cock, already rock-hard and begging for release, throbs with anticipation as I pull out of Angelina’s tight ass. My load shoots out, landing on her back with a sticky, wet sound that sends a shiver down my spine. The sight of her marked as mine, even if only temporarily, is too much to resist. My cum paints her skin like a perverse work of art, and I can’t help but stare at my masterpiece in awe.

“Get yourself cleaned up, slut,” I tell her casually, tucking my still-throbbing cock back into my pants. “Wouldn’t want your hubby to find out what we’ve been up to.”

As I watch my cum glisten on Angelina’s back, she stiffens her resolve and nods in submission. The sight of her surrender only adds to the eroticism of this forbidden encounter.

I study her every move, watching as she grabs a nearby towel and wipes away the evidence of our sin. With each stroke, it becomes clear that Angelina is accepting her new role as my plaything, her devotion to her family outweighing any sense of shame or guilt she may feel.

“Looking good, Angie,” I say with a grin, as she quickly straightens her sundress and adjusts her apron. “You’d never know what we’ve been up to.”

“Please, Tyler,” she pleads, her eyes filled with a mix of fear and defiance as she smoothens out her dress and apron. “Just don’t hurt my family.”

“Your secret’s safe with me,” I assure her, my tone dripping with insincerity. “As long as you keep giving me what I want.”

With that, we compose ourselves just as Roger reenters the kitchen. His obliviousness only fuels my arrogance, as I revel in how easily I can deceive him.

“Everything alright in here?” he asks, his gaze flicking between us.

“Absolutely, Mr. Fox,” I reply, my smile wide and charming. “Angelina’s back is as good as ever… but she may be a little sore tomorrow.”

“Good,” Roger agrees, completely clueless. He turns to his wife, who struggles to maintain a facade of normalcy. “Are you feeling better, dear?”

“Much better, thank you,” Angelina manages, her voice strained but convincing. She casts me a sidelong glance, her eyes dark with both resentment and submission. “Tyler was really helpful.”

“Great to hear,” Roger says, seemingly satisfied. “Well, I’ll leave you two to your baking.”

As he walks away, I can’t help but chuckle to myself. I’ll be sure to do a lot of baking with his wife tonight.


Chapter 8

The dimly lit room casts a seductive glow as the sounds of laughter and clinking glasses drift up from the anniversary dinner below. I watch her from my vantage point on the stairs, hidden in the shadows like a predator stalking its prey. The sight of Angelina makes my blood run hot, and I can’t help but admire her.

“Damn,” I whisper under my breath as she ascends the staircase, her sexy, low-cut dress clinging to every curve of her voluptuous body. The way the fabric hugs her full breasts and narrow waist has me entranced. Shit, she’s such a sexy MILF babe.

The moment Angelina’s footsteps echo in the hallway, my heart races with anticipation.

“Angelina,” I call out, reaching for her arm and yanking her into the room. The door closes with a heavy thud, sealing us away from the world outside. She gasps at the suddenness of my actions, her wide eyes locked on mine.

“Tyler, what are you–” she begins to protest, but I cut her off, pressing my body against hers and pinning her to the wall.

My lips crash onto hers, rough and demanding, leaving no room for objection. Her scent is intoxicating, filling my senses as I hungrily explore her mouth.

“Shut up and enjoy it,” I growl into her ear, my voice dripping with lustful intent. She trembles beneath me, torn between fear and desire.

My heart races as I hold Angelina against the wall, her soft body pressed firmly against mine. She struggles in my grasp, but I can sense her growing desire.

“Stop it, Tyler,” she whispers hoarsely, trying to push me away with trembling hands. Her eyes flash with indignation, even as her voice betrays a hint of longing. “Let me go.”

“Admit it, baby,” I reply with a sly grin, ignoring her feeble attempts to resist. “You want this just as badly as I do.”

“Please… don’t do this,” she pleads, desperation leaking into her words. But I’ve come too far to back down now.

My hands roam over her soft curves, tracing the outline of her hips and waist, feeling the heat radiating from her skin. She shivers under my touch, her body begging for more. I grip her hips and pull her closer, savoring the feeling of her resistance fading away.

“Tyler…” she moans softly, her resolve crumbling under the onslaught of my relentless pursuit. I smirk, knowing that she’s on the verge of giving in.

“Sorry, slut,” I coax, my voice low and seductive. “You’re mine tonight.”

The tension between us is electric, my cock throbbing with anticipation. I shove Angelina onto the bed, my hands tearing at her clothes with a feral hunger. The sound of fabric ripping fills the room, and before I know it, her naked body is spread out before me like a fucking feast. She’s an erotic masterpiece, her curves accentuated by nothing but her sky-high heels. I can’t help but let out a low growl of appreciation as my cock throbs in response.

“Please…” she begs, her voice wavering as she gazes up at me with a mixture of fear and arousal.

“Shut up, whore,” I command, my tone harsh yet laced with lust. “You know you want this.”

I waste no time in whipping out my rock-hard cock, the sight of her pristine body only fueling my desire. I crawl onto the bed, my eyes locked on hers as I stroke my shaft. She watches me, her breath hitching as I continue to pleasure myself.

“Look what you do to me,” I say, gripping my throbbing erection firmly. “Now it’s time for you to feel it too.”

I crawl onto the bed like a predator closing in on its prey, positioning myself between Angelina’s spread legs like a starving man presented with a feast. My heart races with anticipation as I grip my throbbing cock, guiding it toward her tight, slick entrance. In one swift motion, I plunge into her welcoming heat, eliciting a gasp from both of us as our bodies become one.

“Goddamn, you tight little slut,” I grunt, my hips beginning to move in a steady rhythm as I sink deeper and deeper inside her. My balls slap against her ass with each thrust, the sound fueling my primal desires.

Despite her earlier reservations, Angelina’s body betrays her true desires as she writhes beneath me, her soft moans and trembling limbs telling me all I need to know. I revel in the power I hold over her, knowing that I’m the one bringing her to the brink of ecstasy.

I reach down to grip her bouncing tits, my fingers teasing her hard nipples as I pound into her. Her pussy clenches around my cock like a vice grip, sending waves of pleasure coursing through my body. I can feel every inch of her slick walls, coated in my pre-cum as I stretch her out.

“Fuck! Shit! Shit!” she begs, her nails digging into my back as she arches her body against mine. “Ugh! You’re so fucking big!”

“You can take it, you dirty little whore,” I growl, my hips pistoning faster as I feel my orgasm building.

I’m absolutely dripping with anticipation as I continue to hammer into Angelina’s slick, soaked cunt. Our bodies are gleaming with a sheen of sweat, sliding against each other as we move in unison, driven by an insatiable hunger for carnal release.

With every brutal thrust, my balls smack against Angelina’s swollen, engorged pussy lips, releasing waves of pleasure that ripple through my body. The sound of my hips slapping against her slick folds is like a drumbeat, driving us both toward the edge of oblivion. The feeling of her tight little cunt wrapped around my cock is indescribable – it’s like being wrapped up in a velvet vise, squeezing me tighter and tighter with every passing moment.

“Fuck, you’re such a hot bitch,” I growl, gripping her tits firmly in my hands, kneading and teasing her nipples until they’re hard as diamonds. Angelina’s head falls back, her mouth open in an endless scream of pure, unadulterated pleasure.

“Tyler! Oh, Tyler!” she begs, her voice breaking with need.

I can feel her body tensing beneath me, her legs quivering as she wraps them around my waist, urging me deeper. My thoughts are consumed by the lustful desire to push her over the edge, to make her cum harder than she ever has before.

“Fuck, your tits feel so good in my hands,” I groan, squeezing them tighter as I pick up the pace, thrusting into her with reckless abandon. Her cries of pleasure only spur me on, making me want to claim her even more.

“Tyler!” she screams, her entire body convulsing as her orgasm crashes through her like a tidal wave. The sight of her beautiful face contorted in ecstasy sends hot shivers down my spine.

With a savage growl, I redouble my efforts, driving into her harder and faster than before. The bedsprings creak beneath us, protesting against the relentless pounding. Angelina’s screams of pleasure grow louder and more insistent, filling the room with a symphony of filthy, dirty sounds that only serve to heighten my own arousal.

My smug grin widens as I watch her panting, sweat glistening on her flushed skin. She’s a mess, but in the most intoxicating way – all because of me. Pulling out of her quivering pussy, I flip Angelina over, positioning her on all fours.

“Time for round two with that ass of yours, bitch,” I growl, pressing the tip of my cock against her tight little asshole.

“Tyler, no! It’s too much,” she whimpers, her voice trembling with fear and vulnerability. But I can’t stop now – not when I’m so close to making her scream my name and beg for more.

“Relax, babe, you’ll love it,” I assure her, my voice oozing with raw, unadulterated lust.

I push past her resistance, watching as her body yields to the invasion of my throbbing member. Her puckered hole stretches wide around me, swallowing me whole as I bury myself deep inside her ass.

She gasps in pain, her fingernails digging into the bedsheets as she tries to process the sensation of being completely filled by my thick rod. The feeling of her clenching around me is indescribable – it’s like nothing I’ve ever experienced before. I can feel every inch of her, every ridge and curve of her most intimate space.

“Fuck, your ass is so tight. I bet your simp hubby could never convince you to let him shove his cock up your ass,” I grunt, gripping her hair and yanking her head back to expose her throat. As I choke her, my other hand moves to her hip, guiding our movements together. The mix of pain and pleasure on her face only fuels my desire, sending me into a frenzy.

I begin to thrust, each movement sending a jolt of pleasure through my body. I can feel her walls stretching to accommodate me, gripping me tightly like a vice. She’s so fucking tight – it’s like she was made for me.

“Tyler! Shit! Fuck! It fucking hurts!” she moans, her body shaking from the intensity.

“Take it, bitch,” I hiss, thrusting deeper and harder, unwilling to show her any mercy. I want to leave my mark on her, both physically and mentally. This is payback for what she did to my parents, and I won’t stop until she’s fully mine.

“Please… I can’t take it anymore,” she whimpers, tears streaming down her cheeks. But her pleas only strengthen my resolve, propelling me to continue dominating her.

“I love it when you scream, whore,” I grunt. My thrusts become more aggressive, unbridled lust taking over me as I continue to pound her ass relentlessly.

“Tyler!” she cries out, her voice filled with both pain and surrender as I pull her hair harder and tighten my grip around her throat.

My cock plunges into her ass, and I can’t help but smirk at the mixture of pain and pleasure that contorts Angelina’s once-haughty face. Her moans and screams only fuel my hunger for dominance.

The walls of her ass clench around me like a vice, each ripple of muscle mass sending shockwaves of sinful delight coursing through my body. I can’t help but smirk at the sight of her, the ultimate act of defiance and dominance as I pillage her most forbidden hole.

“Tell me how much you love it,” I demand, my voice dripping with lustful aggression. “Beg for more.”

“Fuck! Tyler – oh fuck! More!” she cries, her voice trembling with both reluctance and need. It’s music to my ears, hearing the woman who caused so much suffering for my family now desperate for my touch.

Angelina’s tits bounce with each impact, those perky nipples hard as diamonds and begging for attention. I reach out to tweak one between my thumb and forefinger, eliciting a sharp gasp from my captive audience of one. With a wicked grin, I twist it gently, savoring the way her breath hitches in her throat.

“Keep moaning, bitch,” I growl, feeling a primal satisfaction wash over me as I continue to thrust into her tight ass. My fingers dig into her hips, ensuring that she has no choice but to accept my full length inside her.

“Please! Don’t – fuck! Don’t fucking stop!” Angelina begs, her words slurred by the intensity of our rough coupling.

As I tear my cock from her well-fucked ass, I can’t help but admire the glistening mess I’ve made. My shaft, slick with her filth, glistens in the dim light of the room. I grab her by the hair, forcing her to her knees before me, her eyes wide with shock and surprise.

“Open wide, whore,” I growl, shoving my cock into her mouth. She chokes and gags on my length, but I don’t give a fuck. I want her to taste every inch of me, to feel the weight of her own betrayal on her tongue.

Her eyes water as I grip her hair tighter, fucking her face with rough, short strokes. I can feel every inch of her throat spasm around my cock, the wet, sloppy sounds of her sucking me off filling the room. I can’t help but think about how fucking dirty she looks, how she’s willingly submitting to my every whim.

“Look at me while you choke on my cock,” I snarl, forcing her to lift her tear-streaked face and meet my gaze.

She gags and chokes, her mascara running down her face as I use her mouth like a fucktoy. Her eyes are watering, but I don’t give a damn. I’m too far gone, lost in the filthy pleasure of her wet, sucking mouth.

In her eyes, I see an unsettling blend of fear and submission – an acknowledgment that she’s no match for my relentless lust. The sight of her gagging on my cock, tears streaming down her face, only fuels my desire. I thrust harder, faster, my balls slapping against her chin as she struggles to keep up.

“Take it all, bitch,” I growl, my voice thick with lust. “Show me how badly you want it.”

Her eyes lock onto mine, wide and pleading, but I don’t let up. My grip on her hair tightens, forcing her to take more of me into her throat. She chokes and gags, helpless against my onslaught. In this moment, I hold all the power, and I revel in it.

“Is this what you wanted, bitch?” I taunt, leaning closer so she can see the wicked grin that spreads across my face. “To be used like this? To be brought to your knees by an alpha male?”

She tries to speak, but my cock is lodged too deep in her throat for any coherent words to escape. Her desperation only heightens my excitement, driving me closer to the edge.

I can feel my climax building, the familiar tension coiling in my lower abdomen like a tightly wound spring. I know I won’t last much longer, and as satisfying as it is to watch her struggle, I want to leave a lasting reminder of this encounter – a visual testament to her humiliation and submission.

“Get ready, Angelina,” I warn, my breaths coming in short, ragged gasps. “You’re about to get a taste of what you deserve.”

I’m fucking pulsating with need as I grip her hair, pulling her head back and exposing her swollen, abused lips. My cock is dripping with her spit and my precum, glistening in the dim light. I can see the desperation in her eyes, the way she’s trying to please me, to make me cum.

I give her one last brutal thrust, feeling my tip hit the back of her throat and I can’t hold back any longer. With a guttural groan, I explode, my release shooting out of me like a fucking geyser, splattering across her beautiful, tear-streaked face. She gasps for air, coughing and spluttering as my cum fills her mouth, running down her chin and neck.

I watch, entranced, as the sticky white fluid drips down her cheeks and lips, coating her in a layer of degradation that she can’t escape. She’s mine now, marked and owned by me. I can see the shame and humiliation in her eyes, but also something else – something darker, more primal. She’s enjoying this, reveling in the debasement.

“Look at you now, Angie,” I murmur, my voice a low, sultry growl. “Covered in my cum, like the desperate little slut you are.”

I stare at the erotic sight before me, Angelina’s face a canvas of lust and degradation. My cum drips down her cheeks, clinging to her trembling lips like some perverse trophy. The thrill of dominating her courses through my veins, intoxicating and addictive.

“Clean up time,” I say with a smirk, grabbing a handful of her sweat-drenched hair.

I use her golden locks like a towel, wiping my still-hard cock clean of our mingled fluids. She whimpers, her eyes pleading for mercy that I have no intention of granting. In this moment, she belongs to me – body and soul, captive to my desires. And–

The door swings open. Standing on the other side is Roger.

His eyes are wide with shock and disbelief. I can practically see his mind trying to process the scene before him: his naked wife, her face coated in my cum, and me, cock still dripping from our recent union.

“Roger…” Angelina whispers, her voice choked with shame and fear. But I don’t let her finish. Instead, I step forward, my grip on her hair tightening as I force her to look at her husband.

My heart races as I see the shock in Roger’s eyes, and I can’t help but smirk. This is my chance to twist the knife even further.

“Mr. Fox! What a surprise!” I say, acting innocent. The sight of him staring at his naked wife as she wears my cum only serves to fuel my excitement.

“Wh-what’s going on here?” he stammers.

“Relax, Mr. Fox,” I say, my tone calm. “Some massive bug ran into Mrs. Jonson’s dress, and I was helping her get it off her.”

I glance down at Angelina’s nude form, smirking as she shivers with humiliation.

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

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

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

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

“Oh, the white stuff. Just some spilled milk,” I reply. “I gave your wife a load of special milk to celebrate her anniversary.

Roger 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 smile. Life is good when you’re in control.


Chapter 9

The dim glow of the moonlight filters through the curtains, casting a soft light on Angelina and Robert as they lay in bed. From the shadows, I watch the two of them.

“Roger,” Angelina whispers, stirring awake beside her husband. She runs her hand down his chest, trying to rouse him. “It’s our anniversary tonight… don’t you want to celebrate?”

I watch as Roger barely stirs, mumbles something incoherent, and drifts back into sleep. Angelina sighs, disappointed yet resigned to her husband’s indifference.

“Figures… he’s already asleep,” she mutters under her breath, rolling over to face away from Roger. Her body is so close, I can almost feel the warmth radiating from her skin. The scent of her perfume fills my nostrils, intoxicating and tempting.

The faint glow of the moonlight spills through the curtains, casting a seductive hue over Angelina’s sleeping form. My heart races as I inch closer, adrenaline coursing through my veins like liquid fire.

“Who’s there?” Angelina whispers suddenly, her eyes fluttering open. Panic surges through me for a brief moment before I steady my resolve.

“Relax, baby. It’s just me,” I say smoothly, my voice dripping with confidence.

Before she can react, I climb on top of her, pinning her beneath me. She gasps, but I can see the curiosity in her eyes, the unspoken question of what happens next.

“Tyler, what are you doing?” she breathes out, her hands gripping the sheets below her. “Haven’t you done enough to me already?”

I don’t bother answering her; words seem unnecessary now. Instead, I lean down and press my lips against hers, tasting the sweet mixture of surprise and desire that lingers there. She tries to turn away, but I’m relentless, kissing her cheeks, her forehead, her throat – anywhere I can reach. I want every inch of her to feel the heat of my passion.

My hands roam her body, feeling every inch of her soft, supple skin. My fingers trace the curve of her waist, then drift up to cup her breasts, my thumbs brushing over her hardening nipples. She gasps into my mouth as I deepen the kiss, my hips pressing against hers, my hard cock straining against my pants.

“Stop,” she protests weakly, but I can hear the faint tremble of arousal in her voice. The sight and taste of her vulnerability feed my own lust, driving me to explore her body even further.

“Let yourself go,” I urge between kisses, my hands roaming her body like a sculptor molding his masterpiece. My fingers trace the curve of her breasts, teasing her nipples into hardness. She moans, whether in protest or pleasure, it doesn’t matter to me. Her body is responding, and that’s all I need.

“Please… don’t do this,” she whispers, but there’s no conviction in her voice. Her body betrays her words, arching into my touch, seeking more of the pleasure I so willingly provide.

In one swift motion, I pull open her robe, revealing her naked body in all its glory. The dim light casts tantalizing shadows over her curves, accentuating her soft, full breasts, her slender waist, and the flare of her hips.

“Look at you,” I murmur, my eyes drinking in the sight of her exposed form. “You’re fucking perfect.”

The sight of Angelina’s exposed body, glistening in the dim light, sends a surge of lust through me. My cock throbs with anticipation, straining against the confines of my pants. I waste no time freeing it, allowing the cool air to caress my erection.

“Spread your legs,” I demand, my voice thick with desire.

She hesitates for a moment, then complies, her thighs parting to reveal her wet, inviting pussy. I position myself between her legs, savoring the sensation of her warmth against my cock.

“You’re mine now, bitch,” I whisper, and she shudders beneath me.

I drive my throbbing cock into her, sinking deep into her tight, slick heat. Her eyes widen with shock and a hint of fear as she gasps, her breath hitching at the sudden invasion. I don’t give her a moment to adjust; I fuck her relentlessly, my hips pistoning with primal need.

“Tyler! Oh, Tyler! Fuck, baby!” she moans, her nails digging into my shoulders as I pound into her. Her protests have turned into pleas for more, and I relish the power I hold over her.

My balls slap against her wet flesh with each brutal thrust, the sound of our bodies colliding filling the room. The scent of sweat and sex fills my nostrils, driving me wild with desire. I’m consumed by a mix of dominance and lust, a desperate need to claim her as my own.

Her tight pussy grips my shaft, the friction sending waves of pleasure coursing through my body. I can feel every inch of her, every ripple and pulse as I drive into her again and again. I want to possess her, to make her mine in the most primal way possible.

“Tell me you want it,” I growl, feeling her body tremble beneath me as our hips collide.

“Y-yes! Fuck! I – shit! I fucking want it!” she admits, her voice barely audible.

“Say it louder,” I command, my thrusts becoming more forceful.

“Please! Fuck me, Tyler!” she begs, her voice stronger this time. I smirk, satisfied with her submission.

“What a good MILF slut you are,” I praise, my cock drilling into her relentlessly. I focus on her pleasure, knowing that once she’s truly given in to me, there will be no going back.

The muffled symphony of flesh-slapping reaches a fever pitch as I plunge my cock deep into Angelina’s slick, welcoming pussy. Each thrust elicits a fresh wave of pleasure, my balls drawing up tight with every impact, the sensation nearly driving me wild. Her body is my personal playground, and I revel in every inch of her soft, voluptuous form.

“Your tits are perfect,” I murmur, kneading her soft flesh between my fingers as I trail kisses along the delicate curve of her neck, savoring the taste of her salty skin on my tongue. She moans in response, no longer resisting the pleasure I’m giving her.

My cock twitches within her as I feel her walls clench around me, urging me onward. I oblige, increasing my pace as I drive deeper and harder into her wetness. With each thrust, her tits bounce and jiggle in a way that makes my mouth water and my balls tighten even further. I can feel my climax building, my body trembling with the effort to hold back.

“Yes! Fuck my pussy! Play with my tits!” she moans, her voice heavy with desire. I can tell she’s close, but I want to make her truly submit to me first.

I capture both her wrists in one hand and pin them above her head. The sight of her completely at my mercy sends a jolt of arousal straight through me. With every thrust, she’s becoming more and more mine, and I know that by the time I’m done with her, she’ll never forget who she belongs to.

The headboard crashes against the wall, echoing through the bedroom. Angelina’s moans and screams intensify, a blend of pleasure and pain that stirs something primal within me. Suddenly, Roger stirs awake, eyes groggy and disoriented.

My balls slap against her skin with every thrust, a wicked reminder of the carnal acts we’re engaged in. I can feel myself getting closer and closer to the edge, my body trembling with the effort to hold back. But I don’t want to let go just yet – I want to savor every moment of this illicit encounter, every gasp and moan and shudder.

“Wh-what’s going on?” he mumbles, rubbing his eyes as he tries to focus on the scene before him.

“Hey, Mr. Roger,” I say with a confident grin, my cock still buried deep inside his wife. “I’m just helping your wife with a late-night workout. You know how important it is to stay fit, right?”

“Workout?” he repeats, still half-asleep. His confusion is palpable, but I know exactly how to manipulate this situation.

“Absolutely, sir. We’re working on her core strength,” I explain, thrusting into his wife again for good measure as I kiss her neck. “It’s essential for maintaining a healthy lifestyle.”

“Ah… okay,” he mutters, nodding slowly. I can see the gears turning in his sleep-addled brain, struggling to comprehend what’s happening. And then, miraculously, he accepts my explanation. “Thanks, Tyler.”

With that, he rolls over and drifts back to sleep, leaving me free to continue ravishing his wife. As I resume my relentless pace, I can’t help but revel in the sheer audacity of my actions. The fact that I’m fucking Angelina in front of her husband, and he’s completely oblivious to it all, only adds fuel to my lustful fire.

The room is heavy with lust, the air thick with the scent of our intertwined bodies. My breath hitches as I watch Angelina’s face contort in a mixture of pleasure and agony beneath me. I’ve never seen anything quite so beautiful.

“Yes! Yes! Fuck!” she gasps, her voice barely a whisper. The sound sends shivers down my spine, inflaming my desire even further. I can feel her body tensing up around me, her muscles clenching and unclenching in time with my relentless thrusts.

Angelina’s nails dig into my back as she moans, a sure sign that she’s close to her own climax. I can feel her pussy tightening around me, pulsing with every wave of pleasure that washes over her. I can’t take much more - I’m on the brink, ready to explode at any moment.

“Let go, baby,” I growl, my words dripping with carnal intent. “I want to feel you come undone.”

Her eyes widen as if she’s seeing me for the first time, a desperate plea etched across her features. And then it happens – her body convulses, a tidal wave of pleasure crashing over her as she succumbs to a powerful orgasm. Her moans fill the room like a symphony, the music of her ecstasy ringing in my ears.

I can’t wait any longer. I let out a low, guttural groan as I feel myself release, my cock throbbing deep inside her as I pump her full of cum. It feels like I’m never going to stop, my orgasm seeming to last for an eternity as I fill her up over and over again.

“Fuck, Angelina,” I pant, struggling to catch my breath. “That was… incredible.”

My heart is still racing as I pull out of Angelina, my cock glistening with a mix of our combined juices. A wicked grin spreads across my face, and I know just how to take this night to a new level of debauchery.

“Angelina,” I say, locking eyes with her, “I want you to clean me off.”

At first, she hesitates, her expression a mixture of shock and confusion. But something in my eyes must tell her that resistance is futile, because after a moment’s pause, she nods slowly, understanding what I’m asking of her.

“Good girl,” I purr, stroking her cheek with the back of my hand.

I guide my still-hard cock to her lips, watching as she obediently parts them to take me inside her mouth. The sensation of her warm, wet tongue sliding over my sensitive flesh sends shivers down my spine, and I can’t help but sigh in satisfaction.

“Look at you,” I tease, running my fingers through her blonde hair. “You’re so fucking eager to please, aren’t you?”

She tries to answer, but all that comes out is a muffled moan, her full lips stretched around my thickness. I can see the shame burning in her eyes, even as her arousal continues to build.

“Such a good little cocksucker,” I taunt, pushing deeper into her throat. “Who knew Roger’s perfect MILF wife had such a filthy side?”

As I continue to fuck her face, I watch as her eyes fill with tears, her mascara running down her cheeks like black rivers. And yet, despite the humiliation, she doesn’t pull away – if anything, she seems more turned on than ever.

When I finally release her from my grip, she gasps for air, her chest heaving as she struggles to regain her composure. I can’t help but smile at the sight – a once-proud woman brought low by her own desires.

“Tyler,” she whispers, her voice barely audible, “I never knew… I never thought I could feel like this.”

“Like what?” I ask, feigning innocence.

“Used,” she admits, the word spilling from her lips like a confession. “And… and loving it.”

“Then you’re in luck,” I say with a smirk, “because tonight is just the beginning. I’ll be back, Angelina, and next time, I won’t be so gentle.”

“Promise?” she asks, her eyes shining with a mixture of fear and anticipation.

“Count on it,” I reply, sealing our secret arrangement with a lingering kiss that leaves her breathless and wanting more.
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