
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: The Teasing Milf and the Pizza Boy

I’d just turned 18 a month ago, still wet behind the ears, pimples fading but my dick always half-hard, especially on these late-night pizza runs. The gig at Tony’s Pizzeria wasn’t glamorous—minimum wage, grease-stained aprons, and a beat-up hatchback that smelled like pepperoni and regret—but it kept gas in the tank and my parents off my back. It was a Friday, past 10 p.m., the streets of this suburban hell quiet except for the hum of my engine, when the order came in: large pepperoni, extra cheese, delivered to 1427 Oakwood Lane. Third time this week for that address, and I knew who it was—Mrs. Lauren Decker, the 30-year-old milf who’d been fucking with my head since the first drop-off.

She’d started simple—first time, she answered the door in a tight tank top, no bra, her tits—big, full, perfect—straining the fabric, nipples poking through like they were begging me to stare. She was tall, maybe 5’7”, with curves that could stop traffic—wide hips, a round ass poured into yoga pants, long legs that went on forever. Her hair was dark blonde, messy in that just-rolled-out-of-bed way, framing a face that was all sharp cheekbones and pouty lips, her hazel eyes glinting with something I couldn’t place—teasing, maybe, or trouble. “Thanks, kid,” she’d said, her voice low and smoky, handing me a twenty with a wink, her fingers brushing mine, lingering a beat too long. My cock twitched, my face burned, and I mumbled some bullshit about keeping the change before bolting back to the car, jerking off in the parking lot five minutes later.

Second time, she upped the game—door cracked open, her in a silk robe, loosely tied, slipping off one shoulder to show a sliver of cleavage, the hem barely covering her thighs, her pussy’s shadow teasing me through the thin fabric. “You’re fast,” she purred, leaning against the frame, her tits shifting, the robe parting just enough to flash a nipple—dark, stiff, begging to be sucked. I stammered, handed over the pizza, my shorts tenting, her smirk telling me she saw it, enjoyed it. “See you soon, pizza boy,” she’d said, closing the door slow, giving me a last look at her ass swaying under the silk. I barely made it home that night, my dick in my hand before the key hit the lock, her image burned into my brain—those tits, that ass, that fucking tease.

Tonight, the third call, my hands shook as I pulled up to her house—a tidy ranch-style, porch light on, curtains half-drawn, the glow of a TV flickering inside. My cock was already stirring, a traitor that knew what was coming, and I adjusted it in my shorts, grabbed the pizza box, the heat seeping through the cardboard as I trudged up the walk. The air was cool, smelling of cut grass and late summer, my sneakers scuffing the concrete, my heart hammering—half nerves, half need. I rang the bell, the chime echoing, and waited, my breath catching as the door swung open, revealing her—Lauren Decker, the milf who’d turned my delivery route into a wet dream.

She stood there, naked—completely fucking naked—no robe, no tank top, just bare skin glowing under the porch light, her tits out, full and heavy, nipples puckered tight, her stomach soft but toned, a faint stretch mark tracing her hip like a badge of her milf status. Her pussy was shaved, lips pink and plump, glistening with a hint of wet, her bush trimmed to a neat landing strip that pointed right to it. Her legs were spread slightly, one hip cocked, her hands on the frame, framing her body like a goddamn painting—30 years old, all curves and confidence, her hazel eyes locked on mine, smirking, daring me to look, to react.

“Pizza’s here,” she said, her voice a husky drawl, stepping back, letting the door swing wide, her tits jiggling as she moved, her ass swaying as she turned, giving me a full view—round, firm, a perfect peach begging to be grabbed. My mouth went dry, my cock rock-hard, tenting my shorts so bad it hurt, the pizza box trembling in my hands as I stepped inside, the door clicking shut behind me, the air warm, scented with lavender and her—musky, ripe, a woman who knew what she wanted. “Put it on the counter,” she said, sauntering to the kitchen, her hips rolling, her pussy flashing with every step, and I followed, a dumbass moth to her flame, my eyes glued to her ass, my dick screaming to break free.

I set the box down, the counter cool under my palms, my breath ragged, and she turned, leaning back against it, her tits thrusting out, nipples begging for my mouth, her legs parting just enough to show her slit—wet, open, a tease that made my balls ache. “You’re cute when you’re flustered,” she said, her smirk widening, one hand sliding up her stomach, cupping a tit, squeezing it slow, her thumb brushing the nipple, making it harden more, a soft moan slipping from her lips—low, dirty, hitting me right in the gut. “Been thinking about you, pizza boy,” she added, her other hand drifting down, fingers grazing her pussy, parting her lips, showing me the pink inside, slick and ready, her eyes never leaving mine.

“Uh—Mrs. Decker, I—” I stammered, my voice cracking, my face burning, my cock throbbing so hard I thought it’d rip through my shorts, precum soaking a dark spot at the tip. She laughed, a throaty sound, stepping closer, her tits inches from my chest, her scent—lavender, sweat, arousal—flooding my nose, her hand reaching out, brushing my arm, then my hip, stopping just shy of my bulge. “Call me Lauren,” she purred, her fingers teasing the waistband of my shorts, her nails scraping my skin, sending a jolt straight to my dick. “You like what you see, don’t you? Been hard for me all week.”

I nodded, dumb as fuck, my brain short-circuiting, my hands twitching to grab her, to feel those tits, that ass, that pussy I’d been jerking off to every night. She smirked, stepping back, her body swaying as she turned, bending over the counter, her ass up, legs spread, pussy glistening, dripping a bead of wet onto the floor—fuck, she was soaked, teasing me, daring me. “Just look, pizza boy,” she said, glancing back, her voice a taunt, her fingers sliding between her thighs, rubbing her clit slow, moaning soft, her tits hanging, swaying as she rocked her hips, her ass flexing, her pussy winking at me, pink and hot.

I stood there, frozen, my cock pulsing, my balls tight, my hands clenched, the pizza box forgotten, the room spinning—her moans, her body, her tease overwhelming me. “You’re gonna make me cum just watching,” she gasped, her fingers speeding up, her pussy dripping more, her ass shaking, her tits bouncing against the counter, her hazel eyes locked on mine, glinting with lust, power, control. I groaned, my hand dropping to my shorts, squeezing my dick through the fabric, the pressure unbearable, my breath hitching as she laughed again, low and filthy, “Good boy,” pushing me closer to the edge without even touching me.

The night stretched out, her naked tease a game I couldn’t win—not yet—but I knew I’d be back, her address burned into my route, her body into my mind, this milf turning my shitty job into a horny 18-year-old’s dream, one pizza at a time.


Chapter 2: The Milf’s Tip Turns Into a Mouthful

The pizza delivery gig at Tony’s had been a grind—grease under my nails, late nights dodging drunks, and a paycheck that barely covered my 18-year-old ass’s gas money—but it’d turned into something else since Lauren Decker started ordering. Three times in a week, each drop-off a step deeper into her game, her teasing ramping up, my cock a traitor that wouldn’t quit. That first time, her tank top clinging to those massive tits, nipples poking through, had me jerking off in the parking lot. The second, her silk robe slipping, flashing a nipple, her ass swaying, left me hard for days. Now, Friday night, past 11 p.m., the order came through again—large pepperoni, extra cheese, 1427 Oakwood Lane—and my hands shook as I punched it into the system, my dick already stirring, my gut telling me she’d push it further, my horny teenage brain praying she would.

The streets were dead, suburban houses dark, the hatchback rattling as I floored it, the pizza box hot on the passenger seat, the smell of melted cheese and dough filling the car, mixing with my nervous sweat. I’d barely slept all week, her naked tease from last time burned into my skull—those full tits swaying, her shaved pussy dripping, her fingers rubbing her clit right in front of me, moaning like a porn star while I stood there, a dumbass with a hard-on, too chickenshit to do more than squeeze my dick through my shorts. My balls ached, my fantasies running wild—grabbing her, bending her over, fucking her raw—but I was just the pizza boy, 18 and clueless, her 30-year-old milf confidence owning me without even a touch.

Her house glowed under the porch light, curtains cracked, the TV flickering blue inside, a quiet hum of life in the stillness. I parked, adjusted my shorts—my cock half-hard, tenting already, a dark spot of precum seeping through—and grabbed the box, the cardboard warm against my palms, my sneakers scuffing the walk as I trudged up, heart hammering, breath shallow. The air was cool, late summer fading, grass clippings and dew scenting the night, but all I could think about was her—those tits, that ass, that pussy I’d seen but hadn’t touched, her hazel eyes daring me to crack. I rang the bell, the chime echoing, my hands trembling, and the door swung open fast, like she’d been poised, waiting—Lauren Decker, naked, a fucking goddess in the flesh, stepping up the ante in a way I hadn’t dared dream.

She stood there, bare-ass naked, the porch light bathing her in a soft glow, her dark blonde hair loose, tumbling over her shoulders, brushing the tops of her tits—big, heavy, perfect, nipples dark and stiff, puckered tight from the chill or her own heat, I couldn’t tell. Her skin was flushed, a faint sheen of sweat on her chest, her stomach soft with that milf curve, a stretch mark tracing her hip like a sexy scar, her pussy shaved bare, lips plump and pink, glistening with wet, her bush a neat strip pointing right to it, a roadmap to sin. Her legs were long, spread just enough to show her slit, one hip cocked, her hands gripping the doorframe, framing her body—30 years old, all curves and confidence, her hazel eyes locking on mine, glinting with mischief, then dropping to my shorts, smirking at the bulge she’d caused, the precum stain she knew she’d drawn out.

“Pizza’s here,” she purred, her voice smoky, stepping back slow, letting the door swing wide, her tits jiggling with every move, her ass flexing as she turned, giving me a full view—round, firm, a peach begging to be grabbed, her pussy flashing between her thighs, wet and open, dripping a bead onto the hardwood as she sauntered inside. I stepped in, my hands shaking, the pizza box a flimsy shield, the door clicking shut behind me, the air warm, thick with lavender and her musk—ripe, musky, a woman in heat who’d been waiting for me. “Put it on the counter,” she said, leading the way, her hips rolling, her ass swaying, her pussy lips teasing me with every step, and I followed, a horny puppet, setting the box down, the counter cool under my palms, my breath ragged, my cock throbbing so hard it hurt.

“Fifteen bucks,” I croaked, turning to face her, my voice cracking like the teenager I was, and she was right there—close, her tits inches from my chest, her nipples brushing my shirt, her scent flooding my nose—lavender, sweat, arousal, a cocktail that made my head spin. She smirked, tilting her head, her hair falling over one shoulder, her hand sliding up her stomach, cupping a tit, squeezing it slow, her thumb flicking the nipple, making it harden more, a soft moan slipping from her lips—low, dirty, hitting me like a fist to the gut. “Oh, damn,” she said, her tone mock-sweet, her eyes glinting with that teasing heat, “I don’t have cash for a tip tonight, pizza boy. Guess I forgot my purse again.”

My face burned, my cock pulsed, my hands clenched into fists at my sides, and she stepped closer, her tits pressing into me now, her pussy brushing my thigh through my shorts, heat searing through the fabric, her body a live wire against mine. “But maybe…” she trailed off, her hand dropping, fingers grazing my bulge, nails scraping the outline of my dick, sending a jolt straight to my balls, my breath hitching, my knees weak, “maybe I can give you just the tip instead?” Her voice dropped, husky and filthy, her hazel eyes locked on mine, daring me, her lips parting, wet and red, her breath hot on my chin, her fingers teasing the waistband of my shorts, slipping under, brushing my skin, making my cock jump, precum soaking more into the fabric.

I froze, my brain a scrambled mess, my dick screaming for her, and she didn’t wait—dropped to her knees right there in the doorway, the hardwood creaking under her weight, her tits bouncing as she landed, her hands yanking my shorts down in one rough pull, boxers too, my cock springing free—hard as steel, leaking precum, the head shiny and red, bobbing in her face, thick and veined from a week of wanting her. “Fuck,” I gasped, my voice wrecked, my hands twitching to grab her, and she smirked up at me, her eyes glinting, “Nice tip you’ve got here,” her tongue darting out, licking her lips, leaving them wet and glistening, her breath hot on my cock, making it twitch, a bead of precum dripping to the floor.

She grabbed my shaft, her grip firm, warm, her fingers wrapping around me—long, manicured nails scraping light, sending shivers up my spine—stroking once, slow and deliberate, her thumb swiping the head, smearing my precum, making me groan, my knees buckling, my hands shooting to the wall behind me for balance. “Just the tip, huh?” she teased, leaning in, her breath searing my cock, her lips brushing the head—soft, torturous, a feather-light kiss—then parting, sucking it in, just the tip, like she’d promised—her mouth hot, wet, her tongue flicking the slit, tasting me, swirling slow, her moan vibrating through me, low and hungry, a sound that hit me right in the balls, tightening them, making my hips jerk, desperate for more.

“Fuck—Lauren—” I choked out, my voice a mess, my hands sliding into her hair, tangling in the dark blonde strands, gripping tight, her scalp warm under my fingers, her head tilting as she sucked, her lips stretching around the head, her tongue working me—slow, deliberate, teasing, her eyes locked on mine, glinting with lust, control, power. She pulled back, smirking, a string of spit and precum connecting her lips to my cock, snapping as she licked it off, her tongue slow, deliberate, dragging across her bottom lip, tasting me, her moan soft, “Not yet, pizza boy,” before diving back in, taking more—half my shaft now, her lips stretching wide, her tongue swirling, sucking hard, her cheeks hollowing, slurping loud and wet, spit dripping down my dick, pooling at my balls, running down her chin onto her tits, streaking her skin, glistening in the dim hallway light.

I groaned, loud and raw, my hands tightening in her hair, guiding her, fucking her mouth shallow, her moans—muffled, filthy—vibrating through me, her hazel eyes never leaving mine, drinking in my desperation, my need, her power over me absolute. She sucked harder, her tongue working the underside, tracing the vein, her hand stroking what she couldn’t take—twisting rough, her nails scraping my shaft, grazing my balls, the pressure building, my breath hitching, my balls aching, ready to blow. “Gonna—fuck—” I gasped, my voice breaking, my hips bucking, and she hummed, a dirty sound, pulling back to the tip again, sucking it brutal, her tongue flicking fast, relentless, her hand pumping, milking me, her other hand sliding up my thigh, nails digging into my skin, leaving red marks, pushing me closer, her tits bouncing as she worked me, cum-streaked and wet, her pussy dripping onto the floor—fuck, she was getting off on this, her thighs trembling, her moans louder, her eyes glinting with victory.

I lost it—my cock pulsed, unloading thick ropes into her mouth, hitting her tongue, her throat, spilling out, dripping down her lips, streaking her chin, splattering her tits as I roared, my knees shaking, my hands gripping her hair, pulling hard, her moans swallowing me, her eyes locked on mine, drinking it in, savoring every spurt, her tongue lapping at the overflow, catching what she could, the rest streaking her face, her neck, her chest, a messy, filthy masterpiece. She pulled off, panting, my cum dripping from her mouth, her tongue licking it up slow, deliberate, her smirk wide, satisfied, her tits glistening with my load, her pussy dripping more onto the hardwood—fuck, she’d cum too, just from sucking me off, her thighs slick, her breath ragged, her body trembling with the aftershocks.

“Good tip,” she purred, standing slow, her body swaying, tits bouncing, cum streaking her skin, dripping down her stomach, her hand brushing my chest as she leaned in, kissing me quick—salty, bitter, my taste on her lips, her tongue shoving into my mouth, sharing it, a filthy claim—before stepping back, her ass swaying as she grabbed the pizza box, sauntering to the kitchen, her laugh echoing—low, triumphant—leaving me wrecked, shorts around my ankles, cock twitching, still half-hard, the doorway wide open, the cool night air hitting my sweaty skin. “See you next time, pizza boy,” she called, her voice a tease, disappearing around the corner, her naked body burned into my eyes, my mind, my dick already aching for more.

I stumbled out, my legs weak, my head spinning, the hatchback waiting, the night silent except for my ragged breathing, my cum-stained shorts pulled up, my dick stirring again, plotting the next delivery—cash or not, tip or not, this milf owned me, her mouth a promise I’d chase, one pizza at a time, ‘til she took more than just the tip, ‘til I gave her everything this horny 18-year-old had left.


Chapter 3: The Milf’s Cash Offer

The pizza deliveries to Lauren Decker’s house had taken over my life—or at least my dick’s life—since I started this gig at 18. She’d been calling Tony’s Pizzeria more than anyone else lately, and every time her address popped up, my hands got sweaty, my heart raced, and my cock twitched like it knew what was coming. It was Tuesday night, just past 10 p.m., and I was wiping down the counter when the order came in—large pepperoni, extra cheese, 1427 Oakwood Lane. Tony grunted something about it being slow and handed me the box, the heat of it warming my palms as I bolted out the door, the hatchback rumbling to life. I didn’t care about the quiet streets or the cool air seeping through the cracked window; all I could think about was her—Lauren, the 30-year-old milf who’d teased me naked, then sucked me off in her doorway last time, leaving me wrecked and wanting more.

I pulled up to her place, the porch light casting a soft glow, the TV flickering through the half-open curtains. My shorts were already tight, my dick half-hard just from the memory of her mouth, her cum-streaked tits, the way she’d smirked after swallowing my load. I grabbed the pizza, adjusted myself—precum already dampening the fabric—and headed up the walk, my sneakers scuffing the concrete, my breath shallow. I rang the bell, the chime cutting through the silence, and the door swung open fast, like she’d been waiting. There she was—Lauren, naked again, her dark blonde hair loose over her shoulders, her body all curves and confidence, holding a stack of cash in her hand, her hazel eyes glinting with that familiar tease.

“Pizza’s here,” she said, her voice low and smoky, stepping back to let me in. I walked inside, the door clicking shut behind me, the air warm with her scent—lavender and something muskier, like she’d been thinking about this all day. She didn’t rush, just stood there, letting me take her in, then turned and headed for the kitchen, her hips swaying, the pizza box trembling in my hands as I followed. “Put it on the counter,” she said, and I did, setting it down, the cool surface a contrast to my sweaty palms, my heart pounding as I turned to face her.

“Fifteen bucks,” I said, my voice rougher than I meant, and she stepped closer, so close I could feel the heat off her skin, her nipples brushing my shirt through the thin fabric. She smirked, holding up the cash—ten crisp hundred-dollar bills, fanned out like she was showing off a winning hand. “I don’t have a tip in coins tonight,” she said, her tone playful but edged with something hotter, “but this can be yours—a thousand bucks—if you give me a massage.” She nodded toward the living room, where a massage table was set up, padded with a sheet, a bottle of oil sitting beside it, ready and waiting.

I stared at the money, then at her, my mouth dry, my dick throbbing. “Uh—yeah, okay, Lauren,” I managed, my voice cracking a little, and she laughed, that throaty sound that hit me low, handing me the stack. Her fingers brushed mine, lingering, her nails scraping my skin just enough to send a jolt through me. “Good boy,” she said, walking over to the table and climbing on, lying face-down, her body stretching out—tits flattening against the padding, legs parted slightly, her pussy peeking out, wet already. I shoved the cash into my pocket, the weight of it real, heavy, and grabbed the oil, my hands shaking as I squirted some into my palms, the slick liquid cool against my skin.

“Start slow,” she murmured, her head turned, watching me with one eye, and I nodded, stepping up to the table. I started with her shoulders, my hands sliding over her warm skin, the oil making it slick, her muscles loosening under my fingers. She moaned softly, a sound that went straight to my cock, and I worked my way down—her back, her spine, my thumbs pressing in, her breath hitching as I hit the right spots. “Lower,” she said, her voice thicker now, and I moved to her ass, my hands kneading her cheeks, spreading them a little, the oil dripping down her crack, her hole winking at me, her pussy glistening, dripping onto the sheet. I kept going—her thighs, her calves, her feet—my hands slick, her moans growing louder, her hips shifting, grinding against the table like she couldn’t help it.

She rolled over, sitting up a bit, her tits bouncing free, nipples hard, legs spread wide, her pussy right there, wet and open. “You’re good at this,” she said, smirking, and reached down to a purse on the floor, pulling out another stack—ten more hundreds, $1000, tossing it onto the table beside me. “Another grand,” she said, her voice dropping to a growl, “if you massage my pussy first—then eat me ‘til I squirt.” She leaned back, spreading her legs wider, her fingers parting her lips, showing me the pink inside, slick and ready, her clit swollen, her hips lifting like an invitation.

I grabbed the cash, my hands still oily, shoving it with the rest—$2000 now, more money than I’d ever held—and squirted more oil, letting it drip onto her pussy, the liquid running over her lips, pooling in her bush. “Okay,” I said, my voice shaky but determined, and slid my hands in—fingers rubbing her mound, her clit, her lips, the oil slicking everything, her pussy hot under my touch. She moaned, loud and needy, her hips bucking, grinding into my hands, her breath coming faster. I worked her clit slow, then faster, my fingers slipping inside—two, then three—massaging her walls, curling them, finding that spot that made her gasp, her moans turning into cries, her pussy clenching, dripping, soaking my hands, the sheet, the table.

“Eat it,” she said, grabbing my hair, pulling me down, her voice sharp, desperate, and I went for it—my face between her thighs, her pussy smashing onto my mouth, hot and slick, tasting of oil and her juices, tangy and thick. I licked her, my tongue plunging into her slit, sucking her clit hard, flicking it fast, her hands tightening in my hair, her hips bucking, fucking my face. “Fuck—yes—” she gasped, her voice breaking, her thighs clamping my head, her cum flooding my tongue, running down my chin, her cries shaking the room, building higher, her pussy pulsing under my lips.

I kept going, sucking harder, my tongue relentless, my hands gripping her thighs, holding her open, and she lost it—squirted, a hot gush hitting my mouth, my throat, soaking my face, dripping down my neck, her screams wild, her body shaking, her cum drenching me, the table, the floor. I pulled back, panting, wiping my face with my arm, her juices streaking my skin, my cock throbbing, my shorts soaked with precum, the $2000 in my pocket heavy, earned. She lay there, panting, smirking, her tits heaving, her pussy still dripping, and said, “Worth it, pizza boy,” her voice rough, satisfied.

I stood there, catching my breath, my dick hard, my hands slick, the cash real in my pocket. “Next time,” she added, sitting up, her eyes glinting, “bring more than pizza.” She grabbed the box and sauntered off, her ass swaying, leaving me wrecked, dripping, richer, and hooked—Lauren Decker, the milf who’d turned my job into a dirty, cash-fueled dream, one delivery at a time.


Chapter 5: The Milf’s Unexpected Hands

The pizza delivery gig had become my lifeline to chaos ever since Lauren Decker sank her claws into me—each run to 1427 Oakwood Lane a plunge into a horny abyss that left my 18-year-old self reeling. She’d teased me naked, sucked me off, paid me cash to eat her out, and fucked me raw over a massage table, her 30-year-old milf body a drug I couldn’t shake. It was Thursday night, the clock edging past 11, when the order hit—large pepperoni, extra cheese—and I snatched it from Tony’s grip, the box warm in my hands, my dick already stirring as I bolted to the hatchback. The engine growled to life under a moonless sky, stars swallowed by clouds, and I sped through the empty streets, drawn to her like a moth to a flame, my pulse a drumbeat of lust and nerves.

Her house glowed faintly, porch light dim, TV flickering through cracked curtains, a quiet lure in the suburban dark. I parked, the gravel crunching under my tires, and stepped out, adjusting my shorts—my cock half-hard, precum dampening the fabric, a reflex now at her address. The night air was cool, carrying the faint scent of pine and damp grass, my sneakers scuffing as I climbed the steps, pizza in hand, my breath shallow, expecting her naked, cash in hand, the massage table ready. I rang the bell, the chime sharp, and she opened the door fast—Lauren, bare as always, her dark blonde hair loose, spilling over her shoulders, her tits full and heavy, nipples stiff, her pussy shaved, lips pink and wet, her hazel eyes glinting with that familiar tease, a bottle of massage oil dangling from her fingers.

“Got your pizza,” she said, her voice smoky, stepping back, letting me in. I followed, the door clicking shut, the air warm with lavender and her musk, thick and heady, my hands shaky as I set the box on the kitchen counter, turning to her, my dick throbbing, tenting my shorts. “Fifteen bucks,” I said, my voice rough, and she smirked, stepping close, her tits brushing my chest, her heat seeping through my shirt. “No cash tonight,” she murmured, holding up the oil, “but I’ve got something else in mind—massage time again, pizza boy.” She nodded to the living room, where the table waited, padded and set, and I grinned, thinking I knew the drill—me massaging her, her pussy dripping, her moans filling the room.

“Okay,” I said, taking the oil, my hands steadying as I squirted some into my palms, the slick liquid cool, expecting her to climb on, face-down, legs spread. But she laughed, low and filthy, shaking her head. “Not me,” she said, her eyes glinting, “you. Strip and get on the table—I’m massaging you this time.” My grin faltered, my dick jumping, confusion mixing with need as she stepped closer, tugging at my shirt. “Come on, don’t be shy,” she teased, pulling it over my head, tossing it aside, her hands brushing my chest, nails scraping my skin, sending a jolt through me.

I hesitated, then kicked off my sneakers, dropped my shorts and boxers, my cock springing free—hard, leaking, bobbing in the air as I climbed onto the table, face-down, the padding cool under my chest, my dick pressing into the sheet, my breath hitching. She squirted oil onto my back, the liquid dripping, slicking my skin, and started—her hands firm, kneading my shoulders, working the knots from days of hauling pizzas, her fingers digging in, my muscles loosening, a groan slipping out, low and rough. “Good boy,” she murmured, her voice close, her tits brushing my back as she leaned in, her hands sliding down—my spine, my sides, her thumbs pressing, oil dripping, her touch steady, hot, my cock throbbing harder, precum soaking the sheet.

“Relax,” she said, moving to my ass, her hands spreading my cheeks, oil running down my crack, her fingers teasing my hole, circling slow, my body tensing, then melting as she pushed one in—slick, warm, stretching me, a burn that flipped to pleasure fast, my groan louder, my hips shifting. “Ever had this?” she asked, her voice husky, adding a second finger, pumping slow, curling them, hitting my prostate, a jolt shooting through me, my cock twitching, leaking more, my breath ragged, my hands gripping the table edges, the sensation new, wild, overwhelming. “Fuck—Lauren—” I gasped, my voice wrecked, and she chuckled, her fingers working me, massaging inside, the pressure building, my balls tightening, my dick aching against the padding.

She pulled out, oil dripping, and flipped me over—my cock up, hard and slick, precum beading at the tip, my chest heaving, her eyes locked on mine, smirking. “Gonna make you feel good,” she said, squirting more oil, her hands sliding over my chest, kneading my pecs, her thumbs brushing my nipples, making them harden, a shiver running through me, her touch firm, deliberate, moving down—my abs, my hips, teasing around my cock, her fingers grazing my balls, rolling them slow, oil slicking everything, my groans loud, needy, filling the room, her tits swaying as she worked, her pussy dripping onto the floor, wet from watching me squirm.

“Spread your legs,” she said, her voice a command, and I did, my thighs parting, her hands sliding between them, oil dripping, her fingers finding my ass again—two, then three—pushing in, stretching me wide, pumping fast, hitting my prostate, my cock pulsing, precum dripping down my shaft, my moans raw, desperate, my hips bucking, her other hand wrapping around my dick, stroking slow, twisting rough, her nails scraping, the dual assault—her fingers in my ass, her hand on my cock—pushing me to the edge, my breath hitching, my balls aching, ready to blow. “Fuck—gonna—” I choked out, and she smirked, leaning in, her tits brushing my chest, her breath hot on my ear, “Cum for me, pizza boy.”

I lost it—her fingers slamming my prostate, her hand pumping my cock, my dick erupting, thick ropes shooting out, hitting my chest, her tits, streaking the table, my roar shaking the room, my body trembling, her fingers curling, drawing it out, my cum dripping, pooling, her moans mixing with mine, low and satisfied, her pussy dripping more, her thighs slick as she watched me, owned me. She pulled her fingers out, slow, my ass gaping, oil and sweat slick between us, her hand milking the last drops from my cock, smearing them on my stomach, her smirk wide, triumphant, her tits glistening with my load, her body trembling with her own quiet release.

She stood, wiping her hands on the sheet, grabbing the pizza box, her ass swaying as she turned. “Best massage yet,” she said, her voice rough, glancing back, “Next time, I’ll ride you ‘til you beg.” She laughed, disappearing into the kitchen, leaving me wrecked—naked, cum-streaked, the table slick, my cock softening, my ass tingling, my head spinning with her touch, her power, her filthy promise. I slid off, pulling my shorts up, the oil bottle rolling on the floor, my breath steadying, the night outside waiting as I stumbled to the hatchback, the engine rumbling awake, the road stretching dark and endless—Lauren Decker, the milf who’d flipped my pizza runs into a twisted, sweaty conquest, her hands a memory I’d chase, delivery after delivery, deeper into her wild, insatiable grip.


Chapter 6: The Milf’s Desperate Deal

The pizza deliveries to Lauren Decker’s house had become my twisted rite of passage—each drop-off a plunge into a depraved wonderland that rewired my 18-year-old brain, her 30-year-old milf allure a trap I couldn’t escape. She’d teased me naked, sucked me dry, paid me to make her squirt, fucked me senseless, and last time, blindfolded me while working my ass ‘til I exploded. It was Saturday night, the clock creeping past 1 a.m., when the order came through—large pepperoni, extra cheese, 1427 Oakwood Lane—and I snatched it from Tony’s hands, the box a familiar heat, my dick twitching as I bolted to the hatchback. The engine growled under a sky heavy with clouds, the air thick with impending rain, and I sped through the silent streets, drawn to her like a dog to a bone, my pulse a frantic beat of lust and dread.

Her house loomed dark, no porch light, just a faint glow from an upstairs window, the stillness eerie as I parked, gravel crunching under my tires. I stepped out, pizza in hand, my shorts tight, my cock half-hard, precum already seeping through—a Pavlovian response to her address. The air was warm, heavy with humidity and the scent of wet grass, my sneakers quiet as I climbed the steps, bypassing the usual tease at the door, a note taped there instead: “Come upstairs, urgent.” My gut twisted, my dick jumped, and I pushed inside, the air warm, thick with lavender and something sharper—tension, need—climbing the stairs, the pizza box a flimsy excuse, my breath shallow, expecting her naked, cash in hand, but not this.

She met me at the bedroom door, naked, her dark blonde hair wild, spilling over her shoulders, her tits—full, heavy, nipples stiff and dark—jutting out, her skin flushed, sweat beading on her chest, her pussy shaved, lips plump and pink, dripping wet, her bush a neat strip framing it. Her hazel eyes were wild, not teasing now—desperate, pleading—and she grabbed my arm, pulling me in, the door clicking shut, the room dim, lit by a single lamp, a closet door cracked open, shadows shifting inside. “I need you,” she whispered, her voice raw, shaky, her hand trembling as she held up a thick stack of cash—hundreds, a brick of it, her fingers clutching it tight. “Ten grand,” she said, shoving it into my hands, “to fuck me—hard, depraved, while he watches from there.” She nodded to the closet, her breath hitching, her eyes darting to it, then back to me.

I stared at the money—$10,000, more than I’d ever seen—then at her, my cock throbbing, confusion crashing with a dark thrill. “He?” I croaked, and she nodded, stepping closer, her tits pressing into my chest, her heat searing me. “My husband,” she murmured, her voice low, urgent, “he’s in there, wants to see me fucked—really fucked, no holding back. I need it, pizza boy, need you to do it.” Her hand dropped to my shorts, yanking them down, my cock springing free—hard, leaking, bobbing in the air, the cash heavy in my grip, my breath ragged as I glanced at the closet, a pair of eyes glinting in the dark, watching, waiting.

“Okay,” I said, my voice rough, dropping the pizza box on the dresser, stuffing the cash into my pocket, the weight grounding me as she pulled my shirt off, her hands clawing my chest, nails scraping, her desperation fueling me. She dragged me to the bed, a king-size sprawl, and shoved me down, climbing over me, her pussy dripping onto my stomach, her tits swaying, her eyes locked on mine, then flicking to the closet, a silent command—do it, make it filthy. I grabbed her hips, flipping her onto her back, her legs spreading wide, pussy open, wet and begging, the lamp casting shadows over her curves, the air thick with her musk, sweat, and the faint creak of the closet door.

“Fuck me like a slut,” she growled, her voice breaking, and I didn’t hold back—spat on my cock, slicking it rough, and slammed into her pussy, hard and deep, her walls clenching, hot and tight, her scream—raw, guttural—shaking the room, her hips bucking, meeting every thrust, my balls slapping her ass, cum from her dripping already, soaking the sheets. I grabbed her tits, squeezing hard, twisting her nipples, her moans loud, depraved, her eyes darting to the closet, knowing he saw—her husband, hidden, watching me pound his wife, my cock owning her, her body trembling under me, her pussy pulsing, her screams wilder, “Harder—fuck—ruin me!”

I pulled out, flipped her over, her ass up, face-down, shoving her head into the pillow, her muffled cries sharp as I spat on her hole—thick, wet—spreading her cheeks, thrusting into her ass, stretching her tight rim, her scream piercing, her body shaking, my cock buried deep, pumping brutal, oil and cum slicking us, her pussy dripping onto the bed, her hands clawing the sheets, tearing them, her moans—filthy, broken—echoing, the closet door creaking, his breath audible now, ragged, watching me fuck her ass, her tits bouncing, her body a mess of sweat and need, my hands gripping her hips, nails digging in, red marks blooming, my cock throbbing, her ass clenching, milking me.

“More—deeper—” she gasped, her voice wrecked, and I yanked her up, onto her knees, facing the closet, her tits thrust out, her pussy dripping, my cock still in her ass, slamming harder, my hand sliding to her cunt—three fingers in, pumping fast, curling, hitting her spot, her cum flooding my hand, soaking the bed, her screams—wild, unhinged—shaking the walls, her eyes locked on the closet, his shadow shifting, her husband’s gaze burning, my other hand choking her throat, light but firm, her moans choking out, her body trembling, her ass spasming, her pussy gushing again, a hot flood, her depravity unleashed, mine matching it, the cash a dirty pact sealing this.

“Cum—fuck—cum in me—” she snarled, her voice desperate, and I slammed deep, my cock pulsing, unloading thick ropes into her ass, filling her, leaking out, dripping down her thighs, my roar mixing with her scream, her pussy squirting again, soaking my hand, the bed, the floor, her body shaking, collapsing, my cum streaking her ass, her back, her husband’s eyes glinting, his breath a ragged pant from the dark. I pulled out, her ass gaping, cum dripping, her pussy wrecked, and she turned, grabbing my face, kissing me hard—sloppy, wet, tasting of sweat and need—then glanced at the closet, smirking, “He liked it,” her voice rough, satisfied, crawling off the bed, cum trailing, grabbing the pizza box, her ass swaying as she left, “Next time, he joins,” a tease tossed over her shoulder.

I sat there, panting, the cash heavy in my pocket—$10,000, earned in depravity—the bed soaked, the room stinking of sex, the closet door still cracked, his eyes gone, my cock softening, my ass tingling from the memory of her fingers, my head spinning with her need, his watch, this twisted night. I pulled my shorts up, the fabric sticking, and stumbled downstairs, the hatchback waiting under the brewing storm, raindrops hitting the windshield as I climbed in, the engine rumbling, the road a dark ribbon ahead—Lauren Decker, the milf who’d turned my pizza runs into a descent into her darkest wants, her cash a chain, her husband’s gaze a ghost, pulling me back, run after run, into their wild, fucked-up world.


Chapter 7: The Milf’s Kitchen Counter Chaos

The pizza delivery job at Tony’s had been a slog until Lauren Decker turned it into a wild, kinky rollercoaster that hijacked my 18-year-old life. It started with her teasing me naked at the door, escalated to her sucking me off in the entryway, then paying me cash to eat her out until she squirted all over me. We’d fucked on her massage table, she’d blindfolded me and worked my ass, and just last time, she’d dropped ten grand for me to pound her while her husband watched from the closet, his silent gaze egging us on. Every delivery to 1427 Oakwood Lane was a new plunge into her twisted game, and I was hooked—my dick hard just thinking about her, my head spinning with every depraved memory she’d burned into me.

It was Sunday night, the clock creeping past 2 a.m., and I was wiping down the counter at Tony’s, the fluorescent lights buzzing, the smell of grease thick in the air. The phone rang, and Tony barked the order—large pepperoni, extra cheese, her address. My heart kicked into gear, a jolt of adrenaline hitting me as I snatched the box from his hands, the heat seeping through the cardboard. I didn’t even say goodbye—just bolted out the back, the hatchback’s engine roaring to life as I peeled out of the lot, tires squealing on the wet pavement. Rain streaked the windshield, the wipers slashing through the drizzle, and I floored it, the streets empty, houses dark, my mind racing with what she’d pull this time. My shorts were already tight, my cock stirring, precum dampening the fabric—a reflex she’d trained into me over weeks of this madness.

Her house came into view, a shadowy outline against the rainy night, the porch light off, but a glow flickered from the kitchen window—a warm, inviting trap. I parked, tires hissing on the slick gravel, and stepped out, the cool rain hitting my face, soaking my shirt as I grabbed I grabbed the pizza box, adjusted my shorts—my dick half-hard, a dark spot spreading from the precum I couldn’t control—and headed around back, per her usual routine. The air was thick with rain and the sharp tang of wet grass, my sneakers splashing through puddles as I pushed the back door open, stepping into the kitchen. The warmth hit me like a wave—garlic, spice, and her musk, sharp and ripe, flooding my nose as I crossed the threshold.

Lauren stood there, naked, her dark blonde hair loose and wild, spilling over her shoulders, framing her tits—full, heavy, nipples stiff and dark, puckered tight from the chill or her own heat. Her skin glistened with a faint sheen of sweat, her stomach soft with that milf curve, her pussy shaved, lips plump and pink, dripping wet, her bush a neat strip pointing the way. But she wasn’t alone—her husband sat at the kitchen table, a burly guy in his 40s, shirtless, pants unzipped, his cock out, stroking it slow, his eyes glinting as they flicked from her to me. She snatched the pizza box from my hands and tossed it onto the counter, her movements quick, almost frantic, and shoved a thick stack of cash at me—ten grand, hundreds bundled tight, her fingers trembling as she pressed it into my chest.

“Ten thousand,” she said, her voice sharp and ragged, stepping closer, her tits brushing my chest through my soaked shirt. “Fuck me on this counter—kinky, nasty, right now—while he eats and watches, cuckold-style. I need it, pizza boy, bad.” Her husband smirked, grabbing a slice from the box, cheese stringing as he pulled it free, his voice low and rough. “Make it loud, kid. Give her what she wants.” The kitchen was warm, the air thick with tension, the rain drumming outside, a steady beat that matched my pounding heart. I stuffed the cash into my pocket, the weight grounding me, my dick throbbing, my brain spinning—this wasn’t just watching from the closet anymore; he was here, part of it, his eyes hungry, his hand moving faster.

“Okay,” I said, my voice rough, peeling off my wet shirt and tossing it to the tile, kicking my sneakers off, the cold floor a shock against my feet. I yanked my shorts and boxers down, my cock springing free—hard as steel, leaking precum, bobbing in the air as I stepped toward her. She climbed onto the counter, legs spreading wide, her pussy dripping onto the granite, her ass perched on the edge, and grabbed my arms, pulling me in close. I snatched a bottle of olive oil from the rack—her kitchen stash, always handy—popped the cap, and poured it over her pussy, the slick liquid running down her lips, pooling under her ass. She gasped, her hips twitching, and I slicked my dick with it, spitting on it for good measure, then slammed into her, thrusting deep, burying myself in her tight, hot cunt.

She screamed, a raw, guttural sound that shook the room, her hips bucking hard, meeting every pound, her pussy clenching around me, oil and cum dripping onto the counter, streaking the dark stone. Her husband bit into his pizza, chewing slow, his eyes locked on us, his cock twitching in his hand, a low groan rumbling from his throat as he watched me fuck his wife. I grabbed her thighs, digging my fingers in, spreading her wider, and pounded her harder, my balls slapping her ass, the wet smack of flesh filling the kitchen, her moans loud and filthy, a symphony of need. “Harder,” she growled through gritted teeth, her voice breaking, and I didn’t hold back—grabbing a rolling pin from the counter, spitting on it, and shoving it into her ass, stretching her tight hole as I kept thrusting into her pussy.

She jolted, her body shaking, a piercing scream ripping out of her as I worked both—pounding her cunt, pumping the pin in her ass, her moans turning wild, broken, her husband grunting louder, pizza grease shining on his lips, his hand moving faster, precum beading at his tip. I yanked her hair with my free hand, pulling her head back, and she choked out another scream, her pussy gushing, soaking my dick, the counter slick with oil, cum, and her juices, a messy puddle spreading under her. Her tits bounced with every thrust, slamming against her chest, her nipples hard as rocks, and I reached up, grabbing one, twisting it hard, making her cry out again, her voice raw, her body trembling under the assault.

“More!” she snarled, slamming her hips back, and I tossed the rolling pin aside, oil dripping onto the floor, and flipped her onto her stomach. Her tits flattened against the counter, her ass up, legs dangling, and I shoved my cock back into her pussy, slamming deep, the angle brutal. She clawed at the granite, her nails scraping, leaving faint marks as she moaned, “Fuck—yes—more!” I grabbed a wooden spoon from the counter, spat on it, and jammed it into her ass, pumping it fast, matching my thrusts, her screams shaking the walls, her husband dropping his slice, cheese stringing across the table as he came, cum shooting out, splattering the pizza box, his groan deep and ragged, his eyes wide, locked on us.

I didn’t stop—rubbing her clit with my free hand, fast and rough, her pussy clenching tighter, her ass spasming around the spoon, and she lost it—squirting hard, a hot flood soaking my dick, my hand, the counter, dripping onto the tile, her screams wild, unhinged, her body bucking like she was possessed. “Cum—fill me!” she yelled, her voice desperate, and I slammed deep, unloading into her pussy, thick ropes pumping out, filling her up, spilling over, mixing with the oil and her cum, streaking her thighs, the spoon clattering to the floor as her pussy milked me dry, her screams peaking, another gush soaking me, the mess spreading, a puddle under us.

She slid off the counter, panting hard, grabbing a slice of pizza and biting into it, cheese stretching as she smirked at me, then at him. “Fucking perfect,” she said, her voice wrecked, swallowing the bite, cum and oil streaking her body, her tits heaving. Her husband wiped his hand on his pants, nodding, his cock softening, cum pooling on the table. “Good show, kid,” he said, his tone gruff, satisfied, picking up another slice like it was nothing. She winked at me, her ass swaying as she walked off, cum trailing down her leg. “Next time, we cook together,” she tossed back, disappearing around the corner, leaving the kitchen a wreck—oil, cum, pizza scattered, a depraved battlefield.

I stood there, catching my breath, my shorts sticky as I pulled them up, my dick still tingling, the cash heavy in my pocket—ten grand for that, a price for her kink, his hunger. The rain pounded harder outside, a steady roar, and I stumbled to the hatchback, sliding into the driver’s seat, the engine coughing to life, wipers slashing through the downpour. I drove off, the road a wet blur, my head buzzing—Lauren Decker, the milf who’d turned my pizza runs into a twisted, cum-soaked circus, her kitchen a stage for her wildest shit, her husband’s eyes a dark thrill, pulling me back, delivery after delivery, into their fucked-up, insatiable game.

The drive home was quiet, the rain hammering the roof, my hands gripping the wheel, my mind replaying every second—her screams, his grunts, the slick mess we’d made. I pulled into my driveway, the house dark, my parents asleep, and killed the engine, sitting there, the cash a lump in my pocket, my shirt still damp, my skin sticky with her. I climbed out, the rain soaking me again, and slipped inside, kicking off my shoes, heading straight to my room. The cash hit my dresser with a thud—ten grand, more than I’d ever held, a dirty secret I couldn’t tell anyone. I stripped, tossing my clothes in the hamper, and crashed onto my bed, the mattress creaking, my body heavy, spent, but my dick twitched, already craving her next call, her next game, whatever she’d dream up to push us further into this wild, filthy spiral.

I lay there, staring at the ceiling, the rain a dull roar outside, my breath slowing, the taste of her—oil, cum, desperation—still on my tongue, her husband’s eyes burned into my skull, a silent partner in her chaos. She’d said “next time, we cook,” and I knew she meant it—something new, something kinkier, her mind a bottomless pit of want. I rolled over, pulling the blanket up, my hand brushing the cash, the bills crisp under my fingers, a reminder of what I’d done, what I’d keep doing, hooked on her, on them, on this fucked-up ride that started with a pizza and ended with me drowning in their depravity, night after night, ‘til she called again.


Chapter 8: The Milf’s Grand Finale Orgy

The pizza deliveries to Lauren Decker’s house had twisted my 18-year-old life into a kinky odyssey I couldn’t escape—every run to 1427 Oakwood Lane a plunge into her insatiable, depraved world that left me reeling, hard, and hooked. It began with her teasing me naked at the door, escalated to her sucking me off, then paying me to make her squirt, fucking me raw on a massage table, blindfolding me while she worked my ass, dropping ten grand to pound her while her husband watched from the closet, and last time, turning her kitchen into a cuckold chaos with him eating pizza as I wrecked her. Each encounter pushed the boundaries further, and I was her willing pawn, my dick a traitor that stiffened at the mere thought of her address.

It was Monday night, the clock ticking past 1 a.m., and I was scrubbing grease off the counter at Tony’s, the neon “Open” sign flickering, the smell of dough and burnt cheese thick in the air. The phone rang, jarring me out of my daze, and Tony grunted the order—large pepperoni, extra cheese, 1427 Oakwood Lane. My pulse spiked, a rush of adrenaline hitting me as I grabbed the box, the heat seeping into my palms, and bolted out the back, not even glancing at Tony’s scowl. The hatchback roared to life, tires squealing as I peeled out, the streets slick with leftover rain, the sky a heavy blanket of stars, my heart hammering, my shorts already tight, my cock stirring, precum dampening the fabric—a conditioned response to her pull, knowing she’d top every wild night before.

Her house loomed ahead, every window glowing, a buzz of voices spilling out, not the usual quiet trap. I parked, gravel crunching under my tires, and stepped out, pizza in hand, adjusting my shorts—my dick half-hard, a dark spot spreading, my breath shallow as I approached the front door, the air warm with summer’s last gasp, scented with jasmine and wet earth. I rang the bell, the chime echoing, and the door swung open—Lauren stood there, naked, her dark blonde hair loose, spilling over her shoulders, her tits full and heavy, nipples stiff, her pussy shaved, lips plump and wet, her bush a neat strip. But she wasn’t alone—five other women crowded behind her, all in their 30s, all naked, a lineup of milfs with curves, smirks, and hungry eyes, their laughter sharp, their bodies a kaleidoscope of skin tones and shapes, the room thick with perfume, musk, and anticipation.

“Pizza boy’s here,” Lauren said, her voice smoky, stepping aside, snatching the box and tossing it onto a table cluttered with wine bottles and glasses. She grabbed a thick stack of cash from her purse—ten grand, hundreds bundled tight—and shoved it into my hands, her fingers brushing mine, her hazel eyes glinting with wild intent. “Ten thousand,” she said, her tone sharp, “to fuck us all—me and my friends—right here, right now, kinky as hell. We need it, pizza boy, a grand finale.” The others giggled, a brunette with short hair and big tits stepping forward, a redhead with freckles and a plump ass nodding, a blonde with a tight frame eyeing me, all of them closing in, their husbands nowhere in sight, just us, the air electric, the night primed for chaos.

I took the cash, my hands steady despite the shock, pocketing it, the weight a filthy anchor as I scanned the room—six milfs, naked and ready, Lauren leading the charge, her smirk daring me to back out. “Okay,” I said, my voice rough, peeling off my shirt, tossing it to the hardwood, kicking off my sneakers, dropping my shorts and boxers, my cock springing free—hard, leaking, bobbing in the air as I stood there, the kitchen warm, the chatter dying down, their eyes locked on me, a pack of wolves sizing up prey. Lauren grabbed my arm, pulling me to the center, a massive island counter dominating the space, cleared except for a bottle of lube and a bowl of condoms, her friends circling, the tension snapping like a live wire.

“Fuck me first,” Lauren growled, climbing onto the counter, legs wide, pussy dripping, and I didn’t hesitate—grabbed the lube, squirted it over my cock, and slammed into her, thrusting deep, her scream loud and raw, shaking the room. She bucked against me, meeting every pound, her pussy clenching, wet and hot, cum dripping onto the granite, her moans wild. The brunette—Karen, she’d said—knelt beside her, grabbing my ass, squeezing, her tongue licking Lauren’s clit as I fucked her, doubling her screams, her body trembling, her tits bouncing with every thrust. “Harder,” Lauren snarled, and I grabbed her hair, yanking her head back, pounding her brutal, Karen’s tongue flicking, her cum gushing, soaking me, the counter slick with lube and her mess.

The redhead—Mia—pushed in, climbing up, straddling Lauren’s face, her plump ass lowering, Lauren’s tongue plunging into her pussy, Mia’s moan sharp, her freckled tits swaying as she rode her friend’s mouth. I pulled out of Lauren, grabbed Mia’s hips, and thrust into her ass, stretching her tight hole, her scream piercing, her body shaking as I pumped, Lauren licking her clit below, Mia’s cum dripping onto Lauren’s face, the kitchen a cacophony of moans, wet slaps, and gasps. The blonde—Jess—slid in beside me, her tight frame pressing close, her hand wrapping around my balls, rolling them rough, her tongue licking my neck, then biting, a jolt shooting through me, my cock throbbing, Mia’s ass clenching, her screams wild, her cum soaking Lauren, the counter a puddle of lube, cum, and sweat.

“Switch,” Karen barked, pulling me off Mia, flipping her onto her back, legs up, and I slammed into her pussy, deep and hard, her big tits bouncing, her moan guttural, Lauren climbing over, straddling her face, Karen’s tongue diving in, eating her out as I fucked her, her pussy gushing, soaking my dick, the counter trembling, the others closing in. A tall black-haired milf—Tina—grabbed my hand, shoving it to her pussy, my fingers plunging in, pumping fast, her moan low and filthy, her cum dripping down my wrist, Jess still working my balls, her nails scraping, Mia crawling over, her tongue licking my ass, spearing my hole, a shock of pleasure hitting me, my groans loud, raw, mixing with theirs, the kitchen a frenzy of flesh and need.

“More,” Lauren yelled, sliding off Karen, grabbing a cucumber from a basket—thick, green, slick with lube she squirted on—and shoving it into her own ass, her scream shattering, her pussy dripping as she fucked herself, her eyes locked on me, daring me. I pulled out of Karen, grabbed Jess, bent her over the counter, and thrust into her pussy, tight and scorching, her scream sharp, Tina climbing up, straddling her back, my fingers still in her, pumping brutal, her cum soaking Jess, Mia’s tongue still in my ass, driving me wild, my cock throbbing, my balls tight, the room spinning, their moans a chorus, the air thick with musk, wine, and sex, the pizza box forgotten, tipped over, slices scattered on the floor.

“Cum—fuck us all—” Lauren snarled, yanking the cucumber out, climbing back, shoving me into her pussy again, her walls clenching, her scream peaking as I pounded her, Karen’s hands on my ass, pushing me deeper, Jess rubbing Lauren’s clit, Tina’s cum dripping onto us, Mia pulling out, climbing up, straddling my shoulders, her pussy smashing onto my face, my tongue plunging in, sucking her clit, her cum flooding my mouth, her scream wild, the others closing in, hands everywhere—grabbing, clawing, stroking, a sixth milf—Sarah, curvy and brunette—shoving a dildo into my ass, pumping fast, hitting my prostate, a jolt ripping through me, my cock pulsing, my moans muffled in Mia’s cunt, the kitchen a storm of flesh, lube, and cum.

I lost it—thrusting into Lauren, unloading thick ropes into her pussy, filling her, spilling out, soaking the counter, her scream shattering, her cum gushing, drenching me, Mia’s pussy flooding my face, her cum running down my chin, Sarah’s dildo slamming my ass, drawing it out, my roar shaking the room, my body trembling, cum and lube dripping, pooling on the floor, the others moaning, cumming too—Karen squirting on Jess, Tina soaking my hand, Jess gushing on the counter, a chain reaction of screams, their bodies shaking, collapsing, the kitchen wrecked, a battlefield of slick, sweaty chaos, pizza crushed underfoot, wine bottles rolling, the air heavy with sex, a grand, kinky finale etched in every thrust, every cry.

They slid off, panting, laughing, grabbing pizza slices from the mess, eating with cum-streaked hands, Lauren smirking at me, her pussy dripping, her tits heaving. “Fucking epic,” she said, her voice rough, tossing me a wink, the others nodding, grinning, wiping sweat and cum from their faces, their bodies sprawled—Karen on the counter, Mia on the floor, Jess leaning against Tina, Sarah licking the dildo, a tableau of satisfied depravity. “Best delivery yet,” Lauren added, standing, cum trailing down her leg, her husband’s absence a silent note in this women-only riot, the cash heavy in my pocket, ten grand for this, a payoff for their hunger, my exhaustion, my cock softening, tingling, my ass sore, my head spinning with their taste, their screams, this wild, filthy night.

I caught my breath, pulling my shorts up, the fabric sticking to my sweaty thighs, my shirt lost somewhere in the mess, the kitchen a disaster—lube, cum, pizza smeared across the counter, the floor slick, wine pooling, their laughter echoing as they lounged, sated, sharing slices like it was a picnic after a war. “Next time, we go bigger,” Lauren said, her voice a tease, biting into her pizza, cheese stringing, her eyes glinting, the others chuckling, nodding, a promise of more, a threat I’d chase. I stumbled to the door, my legs shaky, the rain a cool slap as I stepped out, the hatchback waiting, engine rumbling as I climbed in, wipers slashing, the road stretching dark and wet, my mind buzzing—Lauren Decker, the milf who’d turned my pizza runs into a kinky empire, her friends a legion of lust, this night a peak, a satisfying, depraved end, etched in my bones, my cum, their screams, pulling me back, run after run, ‘til the next wild call, the next filthy feast, my life hers, theirs, forever changed by this grand, sweaty, cum-soaked finale.
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