
        
            
                
            
        

    
Fun with My Girlfriend’s MILF Mom

Bryan Wolf


Fun with My Girlfriend’s MILF Mom

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to any persons, living or dead, business establishments, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner whatsoever without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations in critical articles or reviews.

Copyright © 2024 by Bryan Wolf

This book is protected under the copyright laws of the United States of America. Any reproduction or other unauthorized use of the material or artwork herein is prohibited without the express written permission of the author(s).

FIRST EDITION: May 2024


Chapter 1

The dim light casts shadows across Olivia’s body as we kiss on the car hood, our desires consuming us. Her soft lips taste like sin, and I can’t get enough.

“Aaron,” she whispers breathlessly, her voice dripping with lust.

I groan in response, my hands gripping her waist.

She’s a vision of beauty, with her blonde hair cascading down her back like a golden waterfall. Her perky tits strain against the fabric of her tight top, begging to be touched. She’s a gymnast, and it shows in every curve of her toned body – slender yet powerful. A goddess.

I’m the star football player at our school, my athletic build honed through countless hours on the field. My muscles tense as I press myself against her, feeling the heat radiate from her body.

Our bodies meld together, our make-out session mirroring the two horny 18-year-olds we are. In this dimly lit parking lot, I relish the feeling of her soft lips entwined with mine. My heart races as I devour her mouth, my hands tracing down her sides and exploring every inch of her body, seeking out her curves. She responds with equally passionate fervor, her fingers raking through my hair and digging into my scalp as she pulls me closer. Her moan escapes into my mouth.

The night air is cool against my skin, but Olivia’s body pressed against mine sends a jolt of heat through me. My hands roam her body, exploring every curve and contour, fingertips tracing the outline of her toned stomach. Her breath hitches as I cup her perky tits, feeling the undeniable hardness of her nipples beneath my touch.

My free hand moves down to cup her ass, squeezing gently before sliding upward to rest on her lower back. She arches into my touch, pushing herself even closer against me. Her lips part wider as I explore her neck with gentle nibbles that send shivers down both our spines.

“Shit, you’re so fucking hot,” I growl, my lust growing with each passing second.

“Aaron,” she moans, the sound sending a shiver down my spine. “I want to feel you inside me.”

As we break apart for air, she looks deep into my eyes. Her eyes flash with desire, urging me to push further. I can’t resist the temptation; her body is a playground I can’t wait to explore. As my hand slips beneath the waistband of her shorts, she bites her lip, anticipation coursing through her veins.

“Please,” she pants, her voice thick with need. “Fuck me, Aaron. I want to feel you in my pussy.”

I bend Olivia over the hood of my car, her hands gripping the edges as she arches her back in anticipation. Reaching under her skirt I rip her panties off, revealing her wet pussy. She looks back at me, a wicked grin spreading across her face.

“Fuck me like a horny slut,” she challenges, her voice dripping with seduction.

The night breeze caresses my skin, heightening the electric anticipation coursing through my veins. Unzipping my jeans, I pull out my throbbing cock and give it a few quick strokes. I position myself behind Olivia, her perfect ass on full display before me. The scent of her arousal fills the air, driving me to the brink of madness.

“Stuff it right in my tight pussy,” she breathes, her hips swaying teasingly as she arches her back, inviting me in.

With a predatory growl, I thrust into her, our bodies colliding in perfect harmony. She gasps at the sensation, her moans mixing with the whisper of the wind around us. We move together, our rhythm primal and urgent.

“Fuck, Aaron… yes,” Olivia hisses between gritted teeth, her hands gripping the car hood even tighter. Her muscles clench around me, urging me deeper.

“Shit, you feel incredible,” I pant, lost in the intoxicating heat of her body. My mind swims with carnal thoughts, each thrust igniting a fire within me that threatens to consume us both.

“Harder! Yes! Ugh!” she moans, her voice pleading and desperate. “That’s it! Yes! Yes!”

I push into her with renewed vigor, my instincts taking over as we lose ourselves in the raw passion of the moment. Sweat beads on our skin, glistening in the faint light of the moon above.

As I slam into her harder, Olivia’s grip on the car hood tightens. She cries out in pleasure, a mix of pain and ecstasy that echoes through the parking lot. Her skin glistens in the dim light, her cheeks flushed with desire. Her breathing becomes ragged as I pick up the pace, my muscles tense beneath her touch. Her piercing eyes lock onto mine, full of trust and lust.

“Yes! Yes! Yes! Shit!” she cries out.

My lips find her neck again as my hands explore every inch of her body, tracing patterns on her back and ass while I plunge deeper inside her warmth. The slap of our flesh against the car hood fills the air as I fuck her.

Her moans become sloppy and uninhibited now. She throws her head back as if lost in a trance as our bodies sync like two well-oiled machines made for this very moment. The sound of skin slapping against skin mingles with heavy breaths filling the night air; it’s hotter than an inferno now.

“Aaron, I’m so close,” Olivia whimpers, her body trembling with anticipation. I can feel her impending climax, her muscles tightening around me with each thrust.

Olivia’s moans grow louder, more intense, until she finally shatters beneath me, her orgasm crashing through her like a tidal wave. She screams my name, her head thrown back in ecstasy.

“Aaron! Fuck! Yes!”

Our movements become erratic, our bodies slick with sweat as we chase the blissful edge of our shared pleasure. Our breaths and moans become one with the night breeze. Together, we drown in the intoxicating depths of our passion, the raw intensity of our connection pushing us further and further into uncharted territory.

The moon casts a silvery glow over Olivia’s face, her cheeks flushed and lips parted as she pants for breath. My hands move to her hips, steadying her as I lean in for one last searing kiss.

“I'm going to blow my load all over your slutty face,” I say, the words barely above a whisper.

“Do it, Aaron,” she murmurs, her eyes locked onto mine with a fiery intensity that sends a shiver down my spine.

With a final, guttural groan, I pull out and release myself onto her beautiful face. My hot essence splatters across her porcelain skin, leaving a primal mark of ownership that makes my heart race with exhilaration.

“Fuck, Aaron… that was…” Olivia trails off, her voice filled with awe as she reaches up to touch the warm streaks on her cheeks.

“Amazing,” I agree, my chest heaving as I struggle to catch my breath. The taste of victory mingles with the salty tang of sweat, and I can’t help but feel a sense of pride at our carnal conquest.

“I’m going to wear your cum all night,” she replies.

“Fuck, that’s hot,” I breathe. “You–”

A flicker of movement catches my eye. There, lurking in the shadows, is…

Angelina – my girlfriend’s mom. My girlfriend’s sexy MILF mom, to be precise. Her eyes are fixed on the erotic scene unfolding before her, and I can see the mix of desire and curiosity that dances within their depths. Olivia doesn’t notice her, too lost in her post-orgasmic haze to register anything beyond our entwined bodies.

My heart hammers in my chest as Angelina’s eyes pierce mine, and I feel a renewed surge of pleasure course through my veins. The rush of being watched, the thrill of the forbidden, grips me tighter than any lover ever could.

“Aaron, what’s wrong?” Olivia asks, her concern punctuating the night air.

“Nothing,” I lie, still looking at Angelina.

Angelina’s lips curl into a wicked smile as she watches us both with an unmistakable twinkle in her eyes. She licks her lips slowly, savoring the memory of our encounter while brushing her long brown hair away from her bare shoulder. Her tanned skin glistens, her plump breasts swaying enticingly with every move she makes.

A low-cut, crimson dress adorns her voluptuous figure, delicately tracing the curves of her body and ending just above her knees. Over this dress, a sheer black shawl drapes around her slender shoulders, creating an aura of mystique that only enhances her seductiveness. Her black stilettos are silent against the marble floor, a testament to the grace she possesses.

Her fingers dance along the hem of the shawl, fingers moving like a pianist playing an unseen symphony. I’m entranced, and the heat rises in my face as I feel Olivia’s breath against my skin, obliviously lost in her own world of pleasure while my eyes remain locked with Angelina’s.

Angelina raises a hand and slowly brings a finger to her lips, her nails painted a deep red that matches her sultry dress. Closing her eyes for a moment, she pouts her luscious lips and then blows me a sultry kiss.

With one last suggestive wink, Angelina turns on her heel and walks away from us. The swaying of her hips is almost hypnotic in nature as I watch her retreat into the shadows from which she came.

“…holy shit,” I whisper.

“Hey, baby,” Olivia pants.

I look back at my girlfriend.

“You’re coming over tonight, right?” she asks.

“Hell yeah, babe.”


Chapter 2

The low hum of conversation washes over me as I sit at the dinner table. Olivia and her dad – Brett – sit across the table. Meanwhile, Angelina – my girlfriend’s MILF mom sits next to me. A soft glow from the chandelier above illuminates her face, her piercing eyes locked on mine.

I haven’t said a word to Angelina since she saw me fucking Oliva earlier today, and neither has she. I’ve barely made eye contact with her. I thought she would tell Brett or say something – anything – to me to let me know why she was watching me pound Olivia. However, she’s been completely silent.

But here she is… sitting next to me at the dinner table.

“Great game tonight, Aaron,” Brett says, pulling me from my thoughts. “You really nailed that touchdown.”

“Thanks, Brett.” I can’t help but glance at Angelina, catching her seductive smirk.

“Your skills were impressive out there, Aaron,” she says, her voice like a siren’s call. “I couldn’t keep my eyes off you.”

“Really?” I try to sound casual, but my pulse quickens under her intense gaze.

“Absolutely,” she purrs, her hand slowly inching toward my lap under the table.

What is she trying to–

My eyes widen when her hand slips into my shorts. I feel her soft skin wrap around my cock before she takes my cock out of my shorts.

Angelina – my girlfriend’s mom… she is holding my cock.

I freeze, feeling the heat radiating from her touch as she boldly tightens her grip of my cock. My breath hitches in my throat as she teasingly strokes my growing erection.

Her fingers glide up and down over the length of my shaft slowly, teasingly, as if she’s conducting an invisible symphony of pleasure. Her eyes never leave mine, challenging me to say something or stop her.

“Uh… yeah, Brett, th-thanks,” I stammer, trying to maintain eye contact with Brett while his wife’s deft fingers work their magic beneath the tablecloth.

“Is everything okay?” Olivia asks, concern etching her features.

“Y-yeah, just… excited about the win,” I manage to croak out, beads of sweat forming on my brow.

“Of course, of course,” Brett nods, returning to his meal. “We’re all proud of you, Aaron.”

I take another bite of my food, trying to suppress the moans that threaten to escape my lips as Angelina’s hand continues its teasing movements. Under the table, she increases her pace now, rubbing me faster and harder as if daring me to protest. Every brush of her fingers against my sensitive skin sends shivers down my spine, and I can feel my arousal growing stronger by the second.

My father talks about work while Angelina continues to stroke me; her touch sends delicious chills through my body. I shift uncomfortably in my seat, struggling not to moan out loud from the feeling alone. She must sense my discomfort because it only makes her squeeze my dick tighter.

Angelina’s grip tightens around my cock, her thumb circling my sensitive tip as her fingers dance along my length. The waves of pleasure are volcanic, and I almost ejaculate right there.

Gasping for breath, I bite the inside of my cheek to keep quiet. Angelina’s touch sends jolts through me, her flirtatious grin promising more than just a simple handjob under the table.

“Aaron, did you see that new training facility they’re building?” Brett asks, oblivious to the illicit act happening under the table.

“Uh, yeah,” I reply, struggling to form coherent thoughts. “Looks great.”

Angelina glances down at her spoon as if struck by a sudden idea. With a wicked smile, she lets it slip from her grasp. It falls to the floor, the clatter drawing Brett’s attention. “Oh, clumsy me,” she giggles. “I’d better get that.”

Before anyone can object, she slides gracefully under the table. My heart hammers in my chest. What is she planning? Surely she wouldn’t dare…

“Babe, did you know that Coach Johnson is considering a scholarship offer for Aaron?” Brett continues. “Isn’t that great news?”

“Absolutely,” she murmurs from under the table, her voice muffled but still audible.

I look down and see Angelina. She’s on her knees right in front of me. Eyes locked with mine, she’s so close now – so close to my cock. Her hands gripping the base of my cock, her plump lips hover just inches away from my desperate need. My body quakes with anticipation, aching for her touch. She gives me a provocative wink, eyes filled with lust.

“Aaron, you should really take advantage of this opportunity,” Brett advises, unaware of the dangerous game we’re playing. “A scholarship could open so many doors for you.”

“Definitely,” I manage, praying he doesn’t notice the tremor in my voice. “I’ll give it my all.”

“Good, good,” he says, nodding approvingly. “Hard work always pays off.”

If only he knew what kind of hard work was happening right now…

Heat floods my face as Angelina’s mischievous smile makes my heart beat fast. In one swift movement, she takes me into her mouth, her plump lips warm and wet as they envelop me in a cocoon of sinful pleasure.

Her tongue dances around the head of my cock, teasing and taunting me as she takes me deeper into her mouth. I gasp and moan, grabbing the table to steady myself. I can feel her wetness against my shaft as she sucks and licks and nibbles in perfect rhythm.

My cock throbs in response, pre-cum dripping into her mouth as she takes me deeper into her mouth. Her tongue swirls around the sensitive head, sending shockwaves of pleasure through my body. She looks up at me with hooded eyes, taking more of me inside her wet heat with each smooth movement.

“Aaron, did you hear about the new quarterback transfer?” Brett asks, blissfully unaware of the sloppy blowjob unfolding beneath the table.

“Uh, yeah,” I stammer, my voice cracking under the weight of ecstasy coursing through my veins. Her every lick, every flick of her tongue, sends waves crashing against the shores of my sanity. “Heard he’s pretty good.”

“But not as good as Aaron,” Olivia says with a wink.

My body tightens like a coiled spring, desperate to conceal the torrential storm brewing within. My fingers dig into the table, knuckles white with the effort to stifle my moans of pleasure. I can feel her breath hot against my skin and hear the soft smacking sounds of her lips as she sloppily suckles me off under the table.

“Your dedication to football is really paying off,” Brett says, pride lacing his words. “Keep it up!”

“Thanks,” I gasp, struggling to keep my composure as Angelina’s expertise threatens to unravel me. My thoughts race, guilt and desire braided together in a twisted knot that both repels and enthralls me.

“Hard work always pays off,” Brett repeats, eyes locked on mine. I bite my lip to silence the groan threatening to escape.

“Absolutely,” I agree, tension mounting as I teeter on the edge of oblivion. “I’ll keep giving it my all.”

Angelina’s skilled tongue flicks in rapid circles around my tip. She hums around me before pulling back, revealing only the tip of my cock from her soft mouth before pushing it back inside again. Her chin glistens with a mix of saliva and precum.

Her mouth descends further, my world narrowing to the exquisite sensation of her tongue swirling around me. My breath comes in ragged gasps, and I force my gaze to remain steady. The heat of her mouth engulfs me, every stroke pushing me closer to the brink.

Every time she swallows me whole, I can feel her plump cheeks hollowing out and then filling up again as she takes more of me inside her mouth. Her long, slim teeth graze the sensitive skin at the base of my cock, sending shockwaves coursing through my veins. It’s like nothing I’ve ever experienced before.

“Aaron, do you think the team has a shot at winning state this year?” Brett asks, cutting through my haze of lust.

“Uh… yeah, definitely,” I manage to spit out between shallow breaths, my focus splintering under the relentless assault of Angelina’s skillful cocksucking.

“Excellent,” Brett replies. “You’re doing great.”

“Thanks,” I choke out, my voice barely above a whisper. Each expert swipe of her tongue threatens to shatter my resolve, and I know I can’t hold back much longer.

The feel of Angelina’s soft lips on my cock threatens to send me over the edge. She takes me deeper into her warm, wet mouth, licking the underside of my shaft as she goes. My hips buck involuntarily, seeking more of her warm mouth.

The smooth surface under her tongue feels amazing against my throbbing member. Her slender fingers begin to stroke my inner thighs from beneath the tablecloth, sending chills racing through my body.

Her breath washes over me in hot waves as she looks up at me with hooded eyes filled with wanton need. More precum and saliva coat her lips and chin, making her look like some college slut giving a sloppy blowjob.

With a final surge of pleasure, my body betrays me, trembling with the force of my release as I shoot my hot load into Angelina’s waiting mouth. Desperately clinging to the last shreds of my composure, I bite my lip to stifle the ecstatic moan.

The tremors of my climax subside, leaving me panting and drained. I blink the sweat from my eyes, barely processing Brett’s words as they continue to discuss football. Suddenly, Angelina emerges from under the table, her sultry eyes meeting mine for a brief moment before she takes her seat. A satisfied smirk plays across her lips as she discreetly wipes them with her hand.

“Ah!” Angelina says. “Finally got that spoon.”

“That’s great, babe,” Brett says.

“Aaron,” Angelina purrs, her voice dripping with seduction. “You really should try this gravy. It’s amazing.”

“Sure,” I mumble, struggling to regain my composure as I reach for the serving spoon. My hand trembles, betraying the lingering effects of our illicit tryst. Fuck, that was intense.

“Here, let me help you,” she offers, her fingers brushing against mine as she steadies the spoon. The warmth of her touch reignites the embers of my desire.

“Thanks,” I force out, my voice cracking.

“Is everything alright, Aaron?” Brett asks, concern furrowing his brow.

“Y-yeah,” I stutter, my mind a whirlwind of lust and remorse. “I’m just… tired. Long day.”

“Alright,” he concedes, giving me a sympathetic smile. “Just make sure to get some rest tonight.”

“Will do,” I promise, my gaze drifting back to Angelina. She continues eating, her every movement an intoxicating dance.

“We all need our rest,” Angelina adds, her eyes locking onto mine once more. Her smile is a deadly weapon, aimed straight at my heart.

Angelina smirks, her full lips still glistening from our forbidden encounter. My pulse races as I try to focus on the food in front of me, the taste of it dull and uninteresting compared to the memory of her mouth.

After dinner, Olivia and her dad excuse themselves to go to the living room, leaving just me and Angelina here.

“Aaron, could you help me clear the table?” Angelina asks.

I nod, trying to ignore the stirring in my shorts as we stand and gather the dishes together.

As I reach for the last plate, she leans in close, her breath hot on my ear. “You’ve got a nice cock.”

“What the fuck are you doing, Angelina?”

“I saw you screwing my slutty daughter. I’ve never seen a cock like yours – as big as yours,” she whispers, her voice sultry and commanding. “I need it.”

“This is wrong.”

“I’m tired of my small-dicked husband and having to fake orgasms. I need a real man – a man with a real cock – to satisfy me.” She leans closer. “And either you fuck me, or I’m going to let the entire football team take turns with me after next week’s game.”

Her eyes remain filled with lust. She’s not lying.

Letting out a defeated sigh, I reply, “Fine. I guess I’d rather I screw you than let you embarrass Olivia.”

“Don’t say it like that. I’ve seen you jerking off to my pictures,” she says with a smile.

I can’t deny that. She’s a damn babe.

“Come to my bedroom tonight when Olivia is asleep.”

I watch her turn and start to depart.

“And when you fuck me,” she finishes, “you better call me Mommy.”

As she walks away, a thought crosses my mind. You know what… fuck it. If she wants to act like a slut, I’m going to treat her like one.


Chapter 3

The full moon’s silver light seeps through the sheer curtains, casting a haunting glow on the master bedroom. I leave Olivia asleep in her bedroom as I slink into the room with the stealth of a practiced predator, my piercing eyes fixed on my prey. My heart races in anticipation, fueling my desire for control and revenge.

Brett lays beside Angelina, snoring softly, oblivious to what is happening under his roof. My lips curl into a smile.

Angelina sleeps soundly, her chest rising and falling beneath her delicate night blouse. I approach her side of the bed, my muscular body tense with excitement. Reaching down, I carefully unbutton her blouse, revealing her voluptuous breasts and toned body.

Holy fuck. Her tits are damn big – the kind you only see in the best pornos.

“So fucking sexy,” I whisper, drinking in the sight of her nudity.

“Who’s there?” Brett mumbles, stirring in his sleep.

I freeze, holding my breath, but Brett soon slips back into unconsciousness.

Staring at the topless MILF, I can’t help but admire Angelina’s beauty. Her hair frames her face in soft waves, and her eyes hold the promise of hidden depths. The moonlight paints Angelina’s body with an ethereal glow, beckoning me to indulge in her forbidden flesh. Leaning down, my lips find the curve of her breast, and I begin to taste her, enveloping her nipple in the heat of my mouth.

“Ah,” Angelina moans softly as she stirs from her sleep.

I slide my hand up Angelina’s thigh, her soft skin warm beneath my touch. “Shh, Mommy,” I whisper against the curve of her neck. “Let’s not wake your husband.”

Angelina’s breath grows heavier as I lavish kisses across her chest, her breasts rising and falling with each ragged inhale. I take her nipple into my mouth and she arches her back, pressing herself further into my eager lips.

“More,” she pants, giving herself over to me completely. I can feel her heart racing beneath my fingertips as I move to her other breast, determined to drive her wild.

“Greedy bitch,” I tease, my breath hot against her ear as my hands continue to roam every curve and crevice. “You’ll have to stay quiet if you want me to continue.”

Angelina bites her lip and nods, reveling in the thrill. I can see the desire burning in her eyes as my fingers find her most sensitive spots. Brett sleeps mere inches away, oblivious to the erotic scene unfolding right beside him.

“Aaron,” she gasps, struggling to keep silent as ecstasy threatens to overwhelm her. The room seems to close in around us, our breaths mingling as we lose ourselves in each other.

“Here’s your midnight snack, Mommy,” I growl, my voice low and dangerous.

Moonlight spills through the thin curtains, casting an ethereal glow on Angelina’s flushed skin. My green eyes burn with a feral intensity as I lower my gym shorts, freeing my throbbing cock from its confines.

Angelina gazes at me, her eyes wide with lustful anticipation as she bites her lip.

The bed creaks softly as I slide between the sheets. I pause, taking in the sight of Angelina’s naked body beneath me, her breasts rising and falling with each ragged breath. Her hair is a halo around her face, framing it like a crown, and her beautiful eyes are alluring as they flutter shut with sleep.

My hand trails down her side, stopping just above where her panties meet her thighs. Slowly, ever so slowly, I trace my fingers along the delicate lace until I reach her moist folds. She’s fucking wet as hell. My breath catches in my throat at the warmth that greets me there. She is already aroused. With one swift move, I slip her panties down to her knees and then off entirely.

The smooth material glides easily over her legs as if eager to reveal all of those secret places I want to explore.

I lean over her again, pressing my lips to the soft skin of her inner thigh and inhaling deeply. She smells of lavender and womanhood – sweet and intoxicating. My tongue darts out to taste her, lapping at the nectar that coats her folds. Angelina gasps, shuddering beneath me as she feels my hot breath against her sensitive skin. She can’t help but arch up into it, allowing more access for me to taste her fully.

“Ah… Aaron,” she whispers.

Without further ado, I climb on top of her, grip her hips, and position my cock at her pussy’s entrance. Thrusting forward, I enter the MILF with a swift and forceful motion. She gasps in pleasure as I thrust deep inside her, filling her completely.

“Fuck! Yes,” my girlfriend’s mom moans, her nails digging into my muscular arms. The sensation of me stretching her tight walls sends shivers down my spine.

I grin wickedly, relishing in the power I hold over this once untouchable beauty queen. “You like that, don’t you, Mommy? Lying next to your sleeping husband while being fucked by your daughter’s boyfriend?”

Her pulse races, her breath coming in short, shallow gasps as she struggles to find words. “Yes! Yes! Ugh! That’s it! Yes!”

I chuckle, my thrusts growing more insistent. “I wonder what Brett would think if he woke up and found his precious wife getting her brains fucked out?”

“You think it’d be the first time he found me with another man’s cock inside me?” Angelina moaned with a wink.

“Fucking slut.”

Our bodies move together in a rhythmic dance of passion, fueled by the same twisted desires and hidden yearnings. I pummel into Angelina, each thrust echoing through the silent room. Sweat beads on our skin as the heat of our secret encounter intensifies. My cock pumps in and out of her tight folds, filling her completely with my hard length. She mirrors the growing intensity with her moans and gasps. The sounds of our lovemaking bounces off the walls, amplifying the forbidden thrill as the bed beneath us creaks with our movements.

“Fuck me!” she moans into my ear.

Skin slapping against skin, I pound her harder.

“Make Mommy your bitch!”

And harder.

“Make Mommy your whore – your cum dumpster!”

And harder still.

My hands roamed her body possessively, cupping her breasts and pinching her nipples hard enough to make her cry out, her back arching further into his touch. I groan against her neck, my lips leaving trails of fire on her skin. Angelina’s fingers dig deep into my shoulders as I take control, pushing her further down into the mattress with every powerful stroke.

Angelina’s hips buck up to meet me, urging for more as she loses herself in my masterful moves. Her walls clench around me, milking him for every drop of pleasure they can get. My rough hands grip her hips tighter as I thrust harder, claiming her body as my own. The scent of sweat and desire fills the air around them; it is intoxicating, heady with lust and power.

The thought of Brett waking up beside us, discovering our sordid tryst, makes my heart pound even faster.

“Please,” she whispers again, her voice a broken plea. “Harder. Deeper. Mark me.”

My thrusts grow more forceful as I drive her toward the edge of ecstasy. Our moans harmonize in the dark room. The scent of sweat and lust hangs heavily in the air as we move together, a forbidden dance of desire.

“You’re so tight,” I growl, my hands gripping her hip with bruising force. I revel in her vulnerability, the way she opens herself to me completely.

“Harder,” Angelina pants, her eyes locked on mine, begging for more. “Make me your bitch!”

I smirk, increasing the intensity of my thrusts, making her cry out in pleasure.

“Y-yes… just like that. Yes! Oh, yes!” Her fingers dig into my back, leaving behind crimson crescents as she holds on for dear life.

I lean down, my breath hot against her skin. My heart races as I piston into her, the coil inside me tightening, pulling me closer and closer to the edge.

“Shit, don’t stop!” she gasps, her legs wrapping around my waist, clinging to me desperately as the pressure builds.

“Cum for me, Mommy,” I snarl, driving into her relentlessly, taking her right up to the brink.

She shudders and gasps as her orgasm crashes over her in violent waves, her nails raking down my back. She clings to me, riding out the pleasure until she is left shaking and breathless beneath me.

My lips brush her sweat-slicked skin. A wicked glint sparks in my eyes as I continue to claim her body.

My powerful thrusts shake the bed beneath us, the headboard knocking against the wall in a rhythmic cadence. Sweat glistens on our entwined bodies as I drive her closer and closer to the brink.

Our hips slap together in a rhythm that echoes through the room, muffled by the thin walls but present nonetheless. The sound of skin on skin fills the air – erotic and raw. Each thrust deepens the connection between us, our sweat mingling on our bodies as we move together in perfect harmony.

I stare down at her, watching her gasp for air as I pound into her wetness. Her breasts bounce with each forceful entry. My own heart pounds in my chest like a drum, matching the pace of our lovemaking.

“Are you ready to cum again, Mommy?” I growl, my voice dripping with lust as I watch her writhing beneath me.

“Y-yes,” she gasps, her eyes glazed over with pleasure, barely aware of her surroundings. “Please, Aaron… make Mommy cum again.”

With a wicked grin, I slam into her with renewed fervor, her moans rising in pitch as the coil within her threatens to snap once more. Her mind is a whirlwind of ecstasy, unable to focus on anything but the intoxicating pleasure coursing through her veins.

Finally, Angelina’s second orgasm rips through her like a tidal wave, her body convulsing around my cock as she screams my name, lost in her own hedonistic bliss. The sound of her pleasure echoes through the room, shattering the fragile silence that had enveloped us.

“Fuck, yes,” I hiss, my own arousal spiking at the sight of her completely undone before me.

Suddenly, Brett stirs beside us, his sleep-addled brain struggling to process the salacious scene unfolding mere inches away. He squints, trying to clear his blurry vision as he attempts to comprehend what is happening. However, without his glasses, he is all but blind.

“Wha… what’s going on? What’s that noise?” he mumbles, still half-asleep.

I don’t miss a beat, continuing to fuck my girlfriend’s mom with ruthless determination, my fingers digging into her flesh as I move within her. Skin slaps against skin. My balls slap against her cunt. My heart hammers in his chest, the thrill of the risk only serving to fuel my lustful desires. Fucking my girlfriend’s mom next to her husband as he unknowingly watches pushes me to the edge.

“Shh,” Angelina whispers urgently, her eyes wide with panic as she clutches my shoulders. “Brad… go back to sleep.”

“Wha… what are you two doing?” Brett mumbles, his voice groggy and disoriented from sleep.

“Exercise, darling,” Angelina replies breathlessly, her eyes locked on mine, pleading for me to continue even as she lies to her husband. “Aaron’s helping – oh! Me with – ah! A new – oh! Exercise routine!”

The dim moonlight filtering through the curtains casts an eerie glow over Angelina’s sweat-slicked body, her chest heaving with each thrust from me. My hips slam into hers, my cock burying deep inside her.

My lips curl into a wicked grin, my fingers tightening around Angelina’s breast as I continue to fuck her. I lean in to capture her lips in a searing kiss, drowning out her moans.

Brett furrows his brow, still half-asleep and struggling to make sense of the situation. “At… at this hour?” he asks, his voice wavering with uncertainty.

“Couldn’t sleep – oh! And I thought it would – ah! Help me relax…” Angelina lies, her voice trembling with the effort of maintaining her composure under my relentless assault. “Go back to sleep, baby. We’ll be done soon.”

I can’t believe Brett is buying this, the absurdity of the situation only adding fuel to my lustful fire.

“Alright,” Brett mutters, rolling over and allowing himself to be lulled back to sleep by the steady rhythm of my thrusts, utterly oblivious to the carnal pleasure being shared mere inches away.

As Brett’s breathing deepens once more, my green eyes blaze with dark desire. “You’re such a whore, Mommy,” I whisper huskily, my voice dripping with lust.

Angelina bites her lip to stifle a moan as I drive into her with renewed vigor.

“Keep taking it, bitch,” I say.

A bead of sweat trickles down Angelina’s flushed cheek as I pause, withdrawing my cock from her pussy. With a wicked grin, I adjust myself, moving up her trembling body until my throbbing cock finds its new resting place between her ample breasts.

“Press those tits together for me,” I command in a low growl, the dark hunger in my eyes impossible to ignore. Angelina obeys without hesitation, her hands guiding her breasts to embrace my thick member, providing me with the tight space I crave.

“Like this?” she asks, her voice barely more than a whisper. Her wide eyes look at me, filled with a mix of trepidation and excitement, like a moth drawn to a flame.

“Perfect,” I reply, my voice dripping with lust as I begin to slide myself between her soft, welcoming mounds. The sensation of her warm flesh enveloping me is intoxicating, each movement sending shivers up my spine as I fight to maintain control over my mounting desire.

“Look at me,” I demand. As she meets my piercing gaze, I continue to thrust between her breasts, my movements becoming more urgent, more primal. “You’re mine now. Remember that.”

“Y-yes,” she stammers.

“Good girl,” I praise, my voice dark and seductive as I continue to use her body for my pleasure.

As our passion escalates, the risk of discovery only amplifies the intensity of our encounter. With each thrust, I am pushing the boundaries, daring fate to intervene.

“Kiss my cock, Mommy,” I command, my voice thick with arousal. Angelina obeys, eagerly pressing her soft lips against my slick cockhead as I continue to titty fuck her. Each wet kiss leaves a tantalizing trail of precum dripping from her lips.

Angelina’s lips glisten with saliva and precum as she looks up at me, her eyes full of lust and submission. As I thrust my throbbing cock between her ample breasts, the sound of skin on skin echoes in the room.

“Fuck, you’re so good at this,” I growl, my hips picking up speed as I sense my climax approaching.

“Give it to me, baby,” she whispers, her words barely rising above the sound of skin slapping against skin. “Give it to Mommy.”

“Get ready for it, Angelina,” I warn, my breath hitching as I near my orgasm.

With a final, powerful thrust, I groan in ecstasy, releasing my hot load onto Angelina’s face. The sticky strings of cum splatter across her cheeks, her forehead, and drip down onto her lips. It is a mark of possession, a symbol of our forbidden passion.

As Angelina stares at me, her face coated in my cum, the edges of her lips curl into a smile. She has submitted to me, allowed herself to be used and degraded, yet she has never seemed more alive.

“Remember who you belong to,” I whisper, my eyes ablaze with triumph. “Never forget the taste of my cum on your lips.”

Angelina pants, her eyes still locked with mine as she reaches for the corner of the bedsheet to wipe away my cum.

“Leave it,” I command. “Sleep next to your husband with my cum on your face.”

“But… your father,” she whispers, glancing fearfully at Brett, who remains blissfully unaware just inches away from them.

“Let it remind you of what we’ve done tonight,” I say, my eyes filled with lust. “You’re mine now, Angelina.”

Swallowing her apprehension, Angelina nods in submission. She leans forward and presses her lips to the head of my cock, giving him a tender goodnight kiss.

“Good girl,” I murmur, a wicked smile playing on my lips. “You’re a hell of a lay, Mommy.”

“Thanks,” she replies with a win. “Maybe this weekend when Brett is gone for work, you can stick that big cock up my ass!”


Thank you for reading! If you enjoyed this story, you can receive exclusive updates on my future books by:

SUBSCRIBING TO MY NEWSLETTER

OR

FOLLOWING ME ON AMAZON
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