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Chapter 1

The sound of the roaring crowd sends shivers down my spine as I walk through the professional football stadium. Adrenaline courses through me like a raging river, and I can’t help but feel alive in this electrifying atmosphere. I scan the stands for my buddy Bryan, but it’s damn near impossible to pick him out from the sea of fans. We’re supposed to be celebrating our coinciding eighteenth birthdays today, but I can’t find him anywhere.

As I whip out my phone to text him, I get distracted by something way more tantalizing as my social media app opens: Bryan’s mom. His MILF mom to be more exact… Angelina.

Angelina is the reason we could get tickets to today’s game. She’s a cheerleader for this pro football team, and her social media is a goldmine of sexy pictures. Scrolling through her feed, my eyes feast on the provocative poses she strikes, showing off her perfect body in tight, revealing outfits.

“Damn,” I mutter under my breath, my cock stirring in my pants as I take in the sight of her ample cleavage and long, toned legs.

There’s no denying it – Angelina is one hot MILF. And she knows it too, based on the overwhelming attention she receives from thirsty dudes online.

“Look at that ass,” I whisper, ogling her latest post where she’s bent over, giving everyone a teasing glimpse of her barely-covered backside. “How does Bryan not lose his mind knowing every guy wants a piece of his mom?”

I scold myself, trying to shift my thoughts away from the forbidden fruit that is Angelina. It’s hard, though, when images of her fill up my screen and my mind. But I need to find Bryan, so I force myself to send him a text.

Where are you, man? – I type, hoping he’ll respond soon.

In the meantime, I can’t help but continue staring at those sinful pictures of Angelina. As my thumb swipes through her pictures, I notice the comments. Each one filthier than the last, they fuel my arousal even more.

Damn, bitch, I’d love to bend you over and give you a good pounding – one guy writes.

You’re one hot MILF slut – another adds.

I feel my heart race, my excitement growing with every dirty remark. A part of me envies their boldness. My fingers itch to join them, typing out my own fantasies about Bryan’s mom. But I resist, knowing that would be crossing a line.

Fuck, those tits are perfect. Bet they’re even better when they’re bouncing on top of me – someone else chimes in.

Shit, I bet you’re a great cocksucker – another comment reads.

Bitch, if I had one night with you… you wouldn’t walk straight for a week – a last comment says.

My cock throbs in my pants, aching for release. My mind races, flooded with images of Angelina writhing beneath me, begging for more. I clench my fist, trying to regain control of my lustful thoughts.

“Focus, Aaron,” I tell myself, taking a deep breath. I need to find Bryan, not get lost in fantasies of his sexy mom.

The energy of the stadium pulses through me, my cock still throbbing from the images of Angelina I saw earlier. I turn a corner, searching for a bathroom to relieve myself, and I finally spot one. Slipping my phone in my pocket, I look up as I walk into the bathroom.

Wait, this isn’t a bathroom. I’m…

I’m in the cheerleader’s locker room. All around me is an empty locker room filled with pompoms, cheerleading outfits, and ribbons. The unmistakable scent of perfume and sweat fills my nostrils, alerting me to my mistake.

“Fuck,” I mutter, realizing where I’ve walked into. I need to –

Footsteps. Approaching quickly.

Panic seizes me, and I quickly dart into a nearby closet, my heart pounding like a jackhammer in my chest.

The sound of the door opening cuts through the silence, and I hold my breath as I listen.

“Tim, honestly, how am I supposed to feel sexy when you can’t even get it up?”

That voice… it’s Angelina’s! That’s Bryan’s mom. Her voice pierces the silence, her frustration palpable.

My breath hitches as I look through the peephole. Angelina storms into the locker room, phone pressed to her ear. She’s talking to her husband. Angelina wears a slutty cheerleader outfit that barely covers her perfect tits and leaves little to the imagination. Her long, toned legs are on full display, making it impossible to look away.

“Every damn time,” she continues, pacing back and forth. “I’m tired of faking orgasms just to protect your fragile ego.”

I bite my lip, struggling to suppress the growing excitement coursing through me. Being this close to her, hearing her secrets… it’s intoxicating. This 40-year-old MILF babe has the body of an underwear model and the tits and ass of a busty college cheerleader.

“Maybe if you put some effort into our sex life, things would be different!” she exclaims, tossing her hair over her shoulder. “But no, you’d rather jerk off to porn than try to satisfy your own wife.”

Her words send a shiver down my spine. Her stupid husband can’t satisfy her, and it’s turning me on like nothing else could I imagine pushing her against the lockers, her legs wrapped around my waist as I drive into her again and again…

“Focus, Aaron, focus“ I scold myself internally, trying to stifle my growing arousal.

The sound of Angelina’s frustration fills the locker room, and I can’t help but feel myself growing harder with each heated word. Her complaints about Tim’s small cock and inability to make her orgasm only serve to ignite my desire for her, my mind racing with thoughts of how I could satisfy her in ways her husband never could.

“Ugh, it’s like trying to get off with a fucking pinky finger,” she spits out, her voice dripping with disdain. I imagine her beautiful lips forming those words, and my hand instinctively reaches down to grasp my throbbing erection.

As I stroke myself, I picture her body pressed against mine, her ample breasts heaving with every thrust as I bury myself deep inside her. The thought of making her moan and scream my name sends shivers down my spine, my grip on my cock tightening.

“Tim, I swear I’m going to find someone who can actually fuck me right if you don’t get your shit together,” she warns, her anger palpable.

That wouldn’t be hard for her to do. Any guy would kill to fuck her tight pussy.

“Whatever,” she scoffs before hanging up, the sound of her phone hitting the bench echoing through the room. My heart hammers in my chest, knowing that any moment now, she might discover me hiding in the closet.

There’s silence as she goes out of view. Feeling a tingle in my nose, I stop myself just short of sneezing. She didn’t hear that, did she? Wait…

I hear her footsteps drawing closer, and my breath catches in anticipation. I continue to stroke myself, unable to resist the urge despite the danger lurking just beyond the closet door. It’s a game of Russian roulette, and I’m playing with fire.

I don’t think she’ll–

The door to the closet creaks open, and my heart nearly leaps out of my chest. Angelina stands there, her eyes wide with shock as she takes in the sight of me pleasuring myself. Anger flashes across her face.

“Jesus, Aaron,” she breathes.

“Angelina, I–” I stammer, my hand still wrapped around my cock. My mind races, searching for an excuse, but nothing comes. I’m completely exposed, caught in the act by the very woman I’ve been fantasizing about.

“What the fuck are you doing? You’re supposed to be with Bryan.”

“I… I…”

Her gaze locked on my impressive size. The anger that flashes across her face is almost enough to make me stop, but then I see something else flicker in her eyes – a mixture of surprise and desire. There’s a pause, and then the edges of her lips begin to curl into a smile. “Are you jerking off to me?”

“I…”

“Shut up,” she commands, a wicked grin spreading across her face. With a boldness that leaves me speechless, she steps closer, her blue eyes filled with a hunger that matches my own. “Wow. I can see why you’re so popular with all the girls in your school.”

“Angelina,” I whisper, my voice barely audible. “Please don’t–”

“Look, Aaron. I’m horny as fuck right now, and my limp dick husband sure as hell couldn’t make me cum before I came here.”

“I… I’m sorry.”

“Sorry?” She moves closer, her skimpy cheerleader outfit hugging every curve of her body. “I don’t think you’re sorry at all.”

Angelina’s words are electric.

“I think you enjoyed hearing me talk to my husband,” she continues, her gaze focused on my cock. “And I think you’re loving the sight of my big tits in this slutty uniform.”

I can’t reply.

“Don’t act so innocent now,” she says. “After all, it’s not like I didn’t see you jerking off the other day while looking at my pictures.”

“Uh… what the hell is happening?” I ask.

She winks, and my expression turns into a smile.

“Well, can you blame me?” I confess, feeling my shame morph into raw desire. “You’re so fucking hot.”

“Good,” she breathes, her eyes flashing with lust. “Because that cock like yours is exactly what I need in my tight pussy right now.”

“Are you serious?” I ask. Sure, we’d flirted before, but this? This was something else entirely.

“You’re a man now, Aaron. A big, strong man. So let me help you finish what you started, Aaron,” she says.

I swallow hard, my pulse racing as our gazes lock. And in that moment, all hesitation vanishes. Angelina – my MILF fantasy – grabs my cock and begins to stroke it. Her fingers dance over my skin, teasing me expertly until I’m moaning with pleasure.

My cock twitches in her hand, eager for more. She looks at me with a mix of lust and curiosity, her lips parted slightly. Angelina’s hand moves faster, her grip firmer, and I can tell she’s just as turned on as I am. My eyes roll back in my head as I feel myself getting closer and closer to the edge.

“Fuck,” she whispers, biting her lip as her eyes drink in every detail of my desire for her. “You have no idea how much this turns me on.”

The heat radiating from Angelina’s body is intoxicating as her fingertips graze my chest. Our lips crash together, desperate and hungry. My hands snake around her waist, pulling her closer until our bodies are pressed tightly against each other.

“Shit, Aaron, I can’t believe we’re finally doing this,” she moans into my mouth, her breath hot and heavy on my skin. “You’re so sexy.”

“And you’re a hot MILF bitch,” I grunt in response, my fingers digging into the soft flesh of her hips. “You have no idea how many times I’ve imagined this moment.”

Her tongue dances with mine, each stroke sending a shiver down my spine. As we kiss, I can’t help but be hyper-aware of every inch where our bodies touch – the way her breasts press against my chest, her hips grinding against my still-hard cock.

“Let me suck that cock of yours,” she whispers, breaking away from our feverish embrace, leaving me wanting more. Her eyes lock onto mine, pupils dilated with lust, as she slowly sinks to her knees before me.

The sight of her poised there, her mouth watering at the sight of my throbbing cock, sends a rush of adrenaline through me. I watch, mesmerized, as she wraps her full lips around my length, taking me into the warm wetness of her mouth. It feels like heaven, her tongue teasing along the underside while her hand grips the base of my shaft.

“Fuck, Angelina,” I hiss, my head tilting back as I give myself over to the pleasure she’s providing. “That’s it, bitch… just like that.”

Angelina’s grip tightens around my shaft, her other hand massaging my balls. Her eyes flick up to meet mine, and I can see the wicked glint in their depths as she takes me deeper, gagging slightly as I hit the back of her throat. The sensation makes my legs tremble, threatening to buckle beneath me.

Her lips slide up and down my length, her warm breath caressing me with every exhale. It’s an ethereal experience, knowing that this forbidden desire has become reality. And as Angelina expertly sucks on my cock like a porn star, my brain short-circuits with pleasure and anticipation for what’s next.

“Shit, you’re so fucking good at this,” I groan, my hands tangling in her silky blonde hair. “Don’t stop.”

The feel of Angelina’s lips wrapped around my cock drives me wild, and I can’t help but let my dominant nature take over. My hands grip her hair tightly, pulling her head closer as I thrust into her throat, feeling the warmth and wetness surround me.

“Take it all, you filthy MILF bitch,” I demand, my voice husky with lust.

Her eyes water, but she doesn’t resist, allowing me to use her mouth as I please. The slap of my balls against her chin echoes in the locker room, mixing with the wet sounds of her expert blowjob.

My body trembles with anticipation as I lose myself in the pleasure she’s offering, my hips bucking against her warm, welcoming mouth. Angelina chokes on me, gagging softly, but doesn’t slow down or stop. Her lips tighten around my shaft, her tongue flicking at the sensitive underside as she takes me deeper than ever before.

“Fuck, you’re such a good mommy slut for me,” I growl between gritted teeth, thrusting deeper with each word.

Angelina’s moans vibrate along my shaft, sending shivers down my spine. This woman is insatiable, and her submission only fuels my desire to push her further.

The slapping sound of our flesh echoes through the empty locker room, mingled with the sweet moans and groans that escape us both. The scent of sweat mixed with perfume fills the air, adding to the heady mix of lust and anticipation that consumes us both.

“Show me how much you want it, baby,” I say, guiding her movements as I continue to use her mouth like a cock-sleeve. “Don’t hold back.”

A dark pleasure courses through me as I watch her struggle to accommodate my size, yet she never falters in her determination to please me. Her blue eyes, filled with lust and submission, lock onto mine, urging me on.

As our intense encounter fills the room, I know that there’s no turning back – we’ve crossed a line that neither of us can ever uncross. But as I stare at her beautiful face, flushed with desire and smeared with saliva, I can’t bring myself to care.

“Keep going, bitch,” I order, my voice thick with need. “Don’t stop until you drink my cum.”

The wet sounds of Angelina’s expert blowjob echo through the locker room, mingling with my own filthy words. I feel my arousal reaching a fever pitch as her mouth devours me whole.

Her slurping sounds echo in the empty locker room, punctuated by the occasional gagging noises she makes when I hit the back of her throat. The warm, wet feel of her mouth on my skin is intoxicating, and I can’t help but thrust deeper into her eager mouth with each passing moment. My hips buck wildly as she takes more and more of me, pushing me to the edge of sanity.

“Fuck, Angelina,” I grunt out, lost in the pleasure she’s giving me. The sight of this gorgeous MILF on her knees before me, willingly submitting to my every whim, is intoxicating. “You’re going to make me cum.”

Her blue eyes shine with wicked satisfaction, and she only intensifies her efforts. My grip tightens in her hair, guiding her movements as she takes me deeper, her throat constricting around me exquisitely.

“Here it comes, baby,” I warn her, my voice strained with urgency.

“Mmmm, yes,” Angelina moans around my cock as it slides out of her mouth, leaving a trail of saliva behind. She revels in the taste of me, eager for more, while I marvel at her enthusiasm. Her lips brush against my shaft lovingly before she looks up at me with hungry eyes. She positions her face at my cock’s tip and sticks out her tongue like some college slut.

“Take it all,” I growl, my hips bucking violently as hot strands of thick cum shoot onto her face like a fountain.

Her eyes widen in surprise but stay locked on mine the entire time, drinking in every drop of my release. She swallows eagerly, her mouth opening wide to accept more of my seed. My thighs shake as I hold myself up against the locker, panting heavily from the intensity of this forbidden encounter.

“Shit, that was incredible,” I breathe out, still reeling from the intensity of our encounter. As if reading my thoughts, Angelina grins wickedly and begins to wipe the sticky mess from her face.

“Did you enjoy that, Aaron?” she purrs, her voice dripping with seduction as she kisses my cock. “Because we’re just getting started.”


Chapter 2

The sight of Angelina in her slutty cheerleading uniform, stroking my cock after that incredible blowjob, sends shivers down my spine. I can’t believe this is happening – the woman of my wet dreams, right here in front of me. Her blue eyes lock onto mine as she licks her lips, a sinful smirk playing at the corners of her mouth.

“Fuck, you’re so hard again already,” she coos, her fingers expertly sliding up and down my shaft. My hips twitch instinctively, urging her for more contact. “You really like this, don’t you, Aaron?”

“Fuck yeah,” I grunt, unable to contain my lust. The knowledge that she’s married only adds to the thrill, the forbidden nature of our encounter pushing me further into arousal.

As I stand there, fully erect once more, I can’t resist the urge any longer. I grab Angelina’s hips and bend her body over one of the benches lining the locker room. The sight of her ass, barely covered by the short skirt, sends a surge of primal desire through me.

The sight of Angelina bent over the bench, waiting for me, is intoxicating. I can’t help but let out a low growl as I quickly lift her skirt, revealing her lacy thong. Her wetness has seeped through the fabric, and I can’t wait any longer.

“I’m gonna stuff my cock up that MILF pussy of yours,” I say, my voice thick with lust.

“Give it to me, Aaron,” she purrs, arching her back in anticipation. “I want that big cock deep inside me.”

I grab the waistband of her thong, pulling it aside to expose her dripping pussy. She’s more than ready for me, and I don’t waste any time positioning myself behind her. My throbbing erection brushes against her slick folds, sending shivers down my spine from the sensation.

“Get ready, you dirty MILF bitch,” I growl, feeling a mix of exhilaration and nerves.

With a primal growl, I plunge deep inside her, filling her tight, wet warmth with my cock. Her gasp and moan of pleasure only serve to drive my own arousal higher, pushing me to take her with unrestrained passion.

I start pounding into her, feeling the hot, wet walls of her pussy squeezing tightly around my dick, my hips snapping with each hard thrust. Angelina’s moans echo through the locker room as she meets me stroke for stroke, our rhythm growing more and more erratic. My hands grip her hips firmly while I slam into her, our bodies slapping together in a wet, primal dance of lust.

“Shit, you feel amazing,” I tell her, gripping her hips tightly as I pull back and thrust forward again, our bodies moving together in a rhythm fueled by desire.

“Harder, Aaron,” Angelina begs, her voice breathless and desperate. “Fuck me harder!”

Her words spur me on, and I oblige, pounding into her with increasing force. It’s unlike anything I’ve ever experienced before – the combination of her beauty, her willingness, and the forbidden nature of our encounter make this moment almost surreal.

I continue to drive into Angelina, our bodies colliding with each slap of skin on skin. The sounds of our passionate coupling echo throughout the empty locker room, the raw intensity of our connection undeniable.

Her tight pussy feels incredible – so damn good – and it drives me wild. Every time I pull out slightly before ramming back in again, I can feel the silky smoothness of her inner walls scrape against my sensitive skin, sending shockwaves of pleasure coursing through me. Her cunt is like a warm, wet glove that fits perfectly over my cock.

“Yes! Yes! Oh, yes, baby!” she moans.

The sound of our bodies slamming together fills the air, a raw symphony that echoes through the empty locker room. Angelina’s ass bounces back against me with each thrust, making my cock ache for more.

“Fuck yes! Aaron!” she screams, her voice dripping with pleasure. “Don’t you dare stop!”

I yank her hair back, forcing her head to tilt upwards as I continue pounding into her tight, wet pussy. The sight of her beautiful face contorted in ecstasy only fuels my relentless assault on her pleasure center.

With each powerful thrust, I can feel her walls pulsing around my cock, as if they’re milking me for every drop of cum they can get. I reach around her, pinching her hard nipples between my fingers, and she moans louder. Her breasts jiggle with each movement, bouncing against my chest as I pound into her from behind.

“Spank me, baby,” she moans breathlessly, her blue eyes locked onto mine, daring me to take her even further.

My hand comes down hard on her exposed ass, leaving a stinging red imprint that sends shivers through her body. She shrieks in delight, the combination of pain and pleasure driving her closer to the edge.

“Harder, Aaron! Do it harder!” she demands, her voice desperate and needy.

“Like this?” I ask, my voice thick with lust as I deliver another sharp spank to her ass, feeling the vibrations travel up my arm and straight to my throbbing cock. The smack echoes through the locker room, mingling with our moans and gasps. She hisses in pain-tinged pleasure, bucking back against me in response.

“Yes! Fuck!” she stammers, her breathing ragged as I continue to drive into her with unrestrained force. Her cries of pleasure bounce off the walls, creating an erotic soundtrack that pushes me closer to my own climax.

“Tell me how much you want it,” I growl, pulling her hair again and feeling her body tremble beneath me.

“Shit, Aaron, I need you so bad,” she confesses, her cheeks flushed with desire. “I can’t get enough of your big, hard cock.”

Angelina tilts her head back again, arching her back to give me better access as I pound into her. Her tight pussy walls clench around me like a fist, milking my cock with each powerful stroke. Her moans become more desperate as she nears climax, begging me not to stop even though I know she doesn’t want it.

The locker room’s air, heavy with sweat and lust, embraces us as I continue to pound into Angelina. Her moans echo off the walls, spurring me on. My grip tightens on her hips when suddenly, her phone buzzes.

“Shit,” she gasps, her eyes fluttering open. “It’s Tim. He’s video calling me.”

“Your husband?” I ask, my heart racing at the thought of getting caught.

“Yeah,” she breathes, biting her lip. “I have to answer it.”

“Are you sure?” I hesitate, but her eyes are alight with mischief, a wicked smile curling her lips.

“Trust me,” she purrs.

As her trembling fingers accept the call, I keep thrusting, careful to stay out of the camera’s view. Her face flushes with desire, her blue eyes clouded with lust.

“Hey, babe!” she chirps, her voice shaky. As the camera focuses on her face, I continue fucking this MILF’s pussy as she speaks to her husband. “What’s – oh! What’s up?”

“Angelina, where are you?” Tim’s voice is soft, concerned. The perfect beta male.

“Sorry, honey. Just in the locker room – shit! Having a nice stretch before the game – fuck!”

I spank her firm ass, causing her to gasp. Her husband doesn’t react. My thrusts become harder and faster now, my movements jerky and primal. My hips slap against her ass cheeks with each forceful plunge, the slap echoing around us. I feel like I’m losing control, driven by the sheer intensity of our encounter. We’re both sweaty now, our bodies glistening with perspiration under the fluorescent lights.

“Are you okay? You sound… different,” Tim says, his voice wavering.

“Never better,” she replies, stifling a moan as I drive deeper. The slapping of our skin mixes with her words. Her mind races, searching for an excuse. “This stretch is – shit! It’s just really painful – yes!”

“Alright, just making sure,” he concedes, his tone still uncertain.

Her whimpers are stifled as she tries to maintain a conversation with Tim, my hips slamming against her ass with each thrust. Her eyes widen, struggling to contain the pleasure coursing through her body.

“Thanks – shit!” she replies. “We’ll – ugh! We’ll talk later – yes!”

Angelina moans, her voice trailing off as I pick up the pace, slapping her rounded ass more forcefully with each thrust. It makes a loud smacking sound that echoes through the empty locker room, drowning out their conversation momentarily. She gasps and bites her lip, trying to muffle her cries of pleasure.

“Sure. Love you,” Tim says, sounding relieved.

“Love you – fuck! I love you, too,” she whispers. She blows a kiss to her husband as I keep fucking her raw before she ends the call and tosses the phone aside.

I can’t help but feel a thrill at our secret debauchery, hidden from her clueless husband. My balls smack against her skin, the sound echoing through the empty locker room.

As soon as the call ends, I waste no time in pulling Angelina away from the bench and forcefully pushing her against a nearby locker. My hands hold her waist with a firm grip, and I can’t help but let out a groan at how perfectly her body fits against mine.

“Ready for more?” I ask, my voice low and lustful.

“Stuck that cock in my pussy,” she pants, her eyes half-lidded and filled with desire.

With renewed vigor, I thrust into her even harder than before, the sound of our bodies colliding against the cold metal locker echoing throughout the room. Her moans mix with the cacophony, driving me wild.

“Yes! Yes! Yes!” she gasps, gripping the locker handles as if her life depends on it. I lean in to kiss her face, trailing my lips along her cheeks and finally capturing her mouth in a searing, passionate exchange.

Angelina’s hot, wet pussy tightens around my cock as I slam into her, and I can feel her walls pulsing with each powerful thrust. Her lower back slaps against the metal locker, leaving a hot, wet imprint on the cold surface.

“You’re such a slutty bitch,” I growl, my breath hot against her skin.

“That’s it! Yes!” she cries out. “Make me your bitch! Make me your slut!”

The encouragement spurs me on, and I oblige her request, pounding into her with unrestrained force. I’m lost in the sensations of our carnal dance, my thoughts consumed by the primal urge to claim her completely.

Her fingers dig into my shoulders, leaving marks that will undoubtedly be visible later. But right now, I don’t care. All I care about is the way her body shudders beneath mine, the desperate moans that spill from her lips, and the growing tightness inside her that signals the approach of another climax.

“Yes! Yes! Fuck!” she whimpers, her voice strained with pleasure.

My hands hold onto her waist for dear life, the feeling of her tightness nearly driving me mad. As I continue to pound into Angelina, her body rockets forward with every thrust, matching my rhythm. Her breathing is ragged and labored, and her skin glistens with sweat under the fluorescent lights. The sound of our bodies slapping together echoes through the empty locker room, adding to the intensity of our intimate moment.

I can’t help but grin at her response, relishing in her desperation. Her moans are music to my ears and fuel my desire to push her further. The sensation of each thrust sends shivers down my spine, my cock pulsating within her.

“Please, Aaron! Don’t stop!” she begs, her fingers digging into my back. I know I’ll have scratches later, but I couldn’t care less. The mix of pleasure and pain only serves to heighten my own arousal.

“Tell me when you’re close,” I command, my voice hoarse with need. “I want to feel you come undone.”

I lean down and capture one of her breasts in my mouth, sucking hard on her already hard nipple. She cries out and bucks against me, her hips undulating in a way that takes my breath away. The taste of her sweat and desire mixes on my tongue, igniting a fire within me that can only be quenched by burying myself deeper in her wet heat.

“I’m about to cum, baby…” she pants, her legs trembling beneath her. “Almost fucking there!”

My heart races, knowing that we’re both on the edge. I’m determined to send her spiraling over the brink, and I won’t be far behind. With one final surge of strength, I thrust into her with all the force I can muster, filling the room with the sound of skin slapping against skin and her cries of ecstasy.

“Scream for me, bitch!”

“Fuck, Aaron!” she screams, her body convulsing as the waves of her orgasm crash through her. And in that moment, I can’t hold back any longer.

“Angelina!” I groan, my cock twitching inside her as I release my pent-up desire, filling her with my hot, pulsating cum. We cling to each other, our bodies shuddering in orgasmic bliss, the intensity of our shared climax leaving us breathless and spent.

The locker room air, heavy with the scent of our sweat and lust, surrounds us as Angelina and I lean against the cold metal lockers. My breathing is ragged, and I can feel my heart pounding in my chest. The sensations we shared still linger on my skin, making me crave more.

Angelina’s blue eyes lock onto mine, her lips curled into a wicked grin. “Aaron,” she purrs, her voice low and seductive. “This is my new pregame ritual.”

I raise an eyebrow at her suggestion, feeling a familiar stirring within me. “You mean… every game?”

“Every single one.” Her hand reaches out to stroke my still-sensitive cock, sending shivers down my spine. “It’ll be our dirty little secret, fueling our forbidden desires whenever we’re together.”

As her fingers continue to tease me, I can’t help but imagine all the steamy encounters we’ll have in secret – the anticipation building up until we can no longer resist each other. It’s intoxicating, addictive, and I find myself craving more.

“And after the game ends, I expect round two,” she says with a wink.


Chapter 3

The dim light of Angelina’s bedroom casts shadows on our naked bodies as she pushes me against the wall, her lips locked onto mine. She presses herself against me, her big tits crushed against my chest, her smooth skin warm and inviting. I can hardly believe that this stunning MILF is mine for the taking.

“Fuck, Aaron,” she moans between kisses, “I’ve never seen a cock as big as yours.”

Her hand wraps around my dick, stroking me slowly at first, but then with increasing urgency. My head spins with lust, my green eyes locked onto her blue ones, full of desire.

I grab her ass firmly, grinding my hips against her as she strokes me. My heart races in anticipation of what’s to come.

“I want you to fuck me like the slut I am,” she whispers into my ear, sending shivers down my spine. Her words fuel my excitement, my cock throbbing in her grip. “Fuck me so hard that my tits bounce and I moan your name.”

“You’re such a horny MILF bitch,” I confess, my voice low and seductive. I reach down and grab her ass, giving it a firm squeeze. “Are you going to be a good whore and take my entire cock?”

“Every last inch, baby,” she replies, her voice sultry and dripping with lust. Our lips meet again, the taste of her intoxicating, as we continue our dirty exchange.

I groan into the kiss, tasting the sweetness of her lips. She bites my bottom lip softly, and our mouths remain connected as she begins to slide her hand up and down my shaft. The smooth skin of her breasts rub against me with each movement, sending waves of pleasure coursing through my body.

As she continues to stroke me, I reach down and fondle one of her perfect big tits, rolling the nipple between my fingers. She moans again, this time louder, and pulls away from the kiss to bite her own lip. Her breathing grows heavier as she looks at me with a mix of desire and surprise in those captivating blue eyes.

“Your husband doesn’t deserve this amazing body,” I growl into her ear. “Tonight, you’re all mine.”

“Damn right,” she purrs, stroking me faster now. “Show me what that big cock of yours can do, Aaron. Make me scream your name.”

The feel of her hand on my cock drives me wild, and in one swift motion, I lift Angelina off the wall and toss her onto the bed. Her body bounces slightly, her full tits quivering with the impact, and she looks up at me with a wicked grin. I can’t resist any longer.

“Shit, you’re perfect,” I growl as I crawl on top of her, pressing my face into her soft, ample breasts. My lips find her hardened nipples, sucking and nibbling them while my hands greedily grope her voluptuous mounds.

“Fuck yes, Aaron. Worship these tits,” she moans, arching her back and pushing them further into my face.

I nibble on one of her nipples, eliciting a moan from deep within her throat. My free hand explores further down her body, sliding under the waistband of her skirt and brushing against her warm thigh. She’s wet already; I can feel it seeping through her panties. Desire pools in my stomach as I slide a finger inside her, feeling how wet and ready she is for me. Her hips buck up against my hand in response, pushing me deeper inside.

Her scent fills my nostrils, intoxicating me. My mind races, consumed by thoughts of what I’m about to do to this beautiful, insatiable woman. My cock aches, desperate for release.

“Your turn, baby,” I whisper, breathless. “Ride me.”

“Thought you’d never ask,” Angelina purrs, her eyes shining with lust.

She pushes me off her and quickly climbs on top of me, straddling my hips. I gasp at the sight of her perfectly toned body, her smooth skin glistening with sweat, her golden hair cascading around her angelic face. She positions herself above my throbbing erection and lowers herself onto me.

Angelina’s wet heat engulfs me as she sinks down onto my throbbing cock. I groan, my hands instinctively gripping her hips to guide her movements. She starts to ride me, her tight pussy squeezing around my shaft.

“Fuck yes, bitch,” I grunt, the sensation overwhelming me. “Ride me like the slutty cheerleader you are.”

Her tits bounce with every movement, and I can’t help but crave their softness against my face again. As if reading my mind, Angelina leans forward, pressing her voluptuous breasts into my eager mouth. I greedily suck on her nipples, intoxicated by her scent and taste.

“Ah, Aaron!” she cries out, her voice filled with pleasure. “Your dick feels so good!”

As Angelina’s movements become more frantic, her body glistening with sweat and desire, I can feel the pressure building up inside of me. Her tight pussy contracts around my cock, milking every last drop of pleasure from me. Her moans fill the room, echoing off the walls and filling my ears with the most erotic symphony I’ve ever heard. The sound of skin slapping against skin sends shivers down my spine, accompanied by the intoxicating scent of her arousal.

“That’s it! That’s it, baby!” she screams.

I’m lost in the moment, my body and mind consumed by raw, animalistic desire. My lust for this beautiful, insatiable woman drives me to push harder and faster, urging her to match my intensity. I reach up to cup one of her heavy breasts in my hand, rolling the nipple between my fingers as I look up at her.

“Tell me how much you want it,” I demand, desperate for her dirty words to fuel our passion even further.

Angelina leans in, her lips brushing against my ear as she whispers her filthy desires. “I want you to fuck me so hard, Aaron. Make me scream your name.”

Her sultry voice sends shivers down my spine, making my cock throb even more inside her. With renewed vigor, I thrust upward, meeting her as she slams down onto me. The sound of our bodies colliding fills the room, punctuated by our moans and gasps of ecstasy.

“Yes! Ugh! Fuck!” she screams.

“Take it all, Angelina!” I growl, overcome by the intense pleasure coursing through my veins. “You’re mine tonight!”

Her pace speeds up even more, her breath coming in short gasps as she meets each thrust with equal fervor. We’re moving together now, like two dancers lost in a primal rhythm. The bed creaks beneath us, adding to the sensual orchestration of our lovemaking. Angelina’s moans grow louder, needier, as she rides me harder and faster towards climax.

The sensation of Angelina’s tight, wet heat surrounding me is intoxicating. Her moans echo in my ears as I thrust up into her, matching her rhythm. Our bodies move in perfect harmony, and the room is filled with the sounds of our passion.

“Fuck, Aaron. Yes!” she cries out, gripping the sheets tightly as her orgasm washes over her. The sight of her pleasure drives me wild; I need more, and I need it now.

She shudders violently beneath me, a loud sexy moan escaping her lips as she comes undone. Her pussy clenches around me tightly, milking me one last time before releasing its hold on my cock completely. Her body goes limp on top of mine, breathing hard as she catches her breath.

“Get on your back,” I command, my voice low and filled with hunger. She obeys without hesitation, her eyes burning with desire as I flip her around and spread her legs wide. My hands grip her thighs firmly, pulling her closer to me as I position myself between her legs.

“Ready for more?” I ask, a wicked grin spreading across my face. She nods, biting her lip in anticipation. With a powerful thrust, I bury myself deep inside her once more, eliciting another gasp from her lips.

“Shit! Yes! Fuck me, Aaron!” she begs, her voice a mix of desperation and lust. My hips slam against hers as I pound into her relentlessly, the sound of flesh meeting flesh echoing throughout the room.

As I go deeper and harder, my muscles tense beneath her soft skin, feeling the warmth of her walls squeezing me tighter with each thrust. Her eyes are closed now, her mouth open in a silent moan of pleasure that sends shivers down my spine.

“Your pussy feels so good,” I groan, my breathing heavy as I continue to drive into her. Her nails dig into my arms, leaving marks that I know will linger for days. The pain only fuels my desire, pushing me to fuck her harder, faster.

The feeling of having my cock buried deep inside this gorgeous MILF is overwhelming. I lean down to capture one of those succulent breasts, rolling the nipple between my fingers as I kiss her neck and nibble on her earlobe. She groans into the contact, her body arching to meet mine. Her nails scratch lightly at my back, sending shivers of delight coursing through me.

“More, Aaron! Give me more!” she screams, her voice nearly cracking from the intensity of her pleasure. I oblige, my body straining as I give her everything I have. The sound of her cries fills my ears, driving me closer and closer to the edge.

My lips trail along Angelina’s jawline, her skin hot and flushed beneath my touch. She tastes like desire, like heaven. Her legs wrap around me, pulling me deeper into her as I pound away, each thrust sending a shudder through both our bodies.

“Yes! Yes! Yes!” she moans, arching her back and digging her nails into my shoulders. The pain only adds to the pleasure, driving me wild with lust.

I can feel her cunt gripping me tight, pulsating with every slam of my hips against hers. My balls slap against her wetness, the sound dirty and satisfying. Her breathy whimpers spur me on, urging me to fuck her even harder.

“Yes!” she screams. “Make me your bitch! Make me your slut!”

With every push, I sink deeper into Angelina’s tight heat, our bodies slapping together in perfect rhythm. The mattress creaks under our frenzied movements as we both lose ourselves in this intense release of passion. The scent of sweat and sex fills the air, mixing with the sweet fragrance of her perfume to create an intoxicating blend that only fuels our ardor.

Her big tits bounce with each thrust, slapping against my chest in a beautiful dance of lust and desire. I suckle on her neck, leaving a trail of kisses along her collarbone while she grinds against me, urging me on. Her moans grow louder and more desperate as she approaches another orgasm.

“Angelina,” I groan, burying my face in her neck, inhaling her intoxicating scent. “You’re so fucking sexy.”

“Fuck, yes!” she cries out, her body trembling beneath mine.

Just then, I hear footsteps in the corridor. But it doesn’t matter who’s there, the lust raging inside me refuses to be tamed by shame or guilt. Angelina’s eyes widen for a moment, but she quickly bites her lip, a wicked smile playing on her full lips. She wants more, and I’m more than eager to give it to her.

“Keep going,” she purrs, her blue eyes locked onto mine, challenging me to disobey her command. “Don’t you dare stop!”

“Fuck, Angelina“ I hiss, my thrusts becoming more desperate, my body straining with the need to claim her as mine. Our bodies collide, a frenzied dance of pleasure and desire, the world outside our little bubble ceasing to exist.

“Make me come again, Aaron“ she begs, and I know that I won’t be able to hold back any longer.

My heart pounds in my chest as the bedroom door swings open, revealing a stunned Tim – Angelina’s husband. The expression on his face is priceless – shock and realization mixed with despair. But I can’t stop now, and neither can Angelina.

“What… the… fuck!” Tim stammers, his voice weak and trembling. “Not again, Angelina!”

Angelina doesn’t miss a beat, her moans growing louder as she wraps her arms around my neck, pulling me closer. “Yes, Aaron! Yes!” she purrs between heavy breaths. “Don’t stop.”

“Angelina, how could you?” Tim protests feebly, watching helplessly as I continue to pound into his wife mercilessly. “Last week it was the pool boy… and now it’s your son’s friend?”

“Shut up, Tim,” Angelina snaps, her eyes blazing with lust as they meet mine. “You knew what kind of woman I was when you married me.”

I grin wickedly at Tim, feeling a surge of power course through me as I watch him squirm. His pathetic weakness only fuels my desire to dominate Angelina, to show her who truly owns her body.

“Please, stop this…” Tim begs, but his pleas fall on deaf ears.

“Sorry, sir,” I taunt, my hands gripping Angelina’s hips tightly as I fuck her harder than ever. “But your wife asked for it, and she’s getting exactly what she wants.”

“Fuck, Aaron,” Angelina moans, her head thrown back in ecstasy. “You’re so much better than him.”

“Damn right,” I growl, my thrusts becoming even more forceful as I feel my climax approaching. “Your MILF pussy is mine now, bitch.”

“Angelina, please!” Tim’s voice cracks, tears welling in his eyes. But it’s too late to stop – our bodies are moving in sync, pleasure building to an unbearable crescendo.

I lock eyes with Tim, the shock and disbelief etched on his face fueling my lust. Angelina and I share a wicked smile, her eyes dancing with mischief as she leans in, whispering cruel taunts into my ear.

“My poor husband,” she says mockingly, “he just can’t compete.”

I chuckle darkly, savoring the humiliation we’re inflicting upon him. “Maybe he’d learn something if he paid attention,” I suggest, my voice dripping with disdain.

Angelina giggles, delighting in our shared debauchery. “Pay close attention, Timmy,” she purrs, tossing her blonde hair back over her shoulder. “This is how a real man satisfies a woman.”

As her body grinds against mine, I feel her hips start to quiver and her breath catch in her throat. She’s getting closer, and the thought of making her come with her pathetic husband watching sends a shiver down my spine.

“Come on, baby,” I growl, grabbing her ass and pulling her even tighter against me. “Let it all out for your husband to see.”

Angelina’s moans increase in volume, her nails digging into my shoulders as her orgasm crashes over her. Her body tenses, arching off the bed, her cries echoing throughout the room. The sound of her pleasure drives me wild.

“Fuck, Aaron!” she screams, her eyes rolling back in ecstasy. “Yes! Yes! Give it to me!”

Her legs wrap around my waist, desperate to keep me buried inside her, as my thrusts grow more forceful. All the while, Tim stands there, helpless and broken, watching his wife get fucked by another man and treated like some cheap whore. The thought of it only excites me further, knowing that I’ve completely dominated both Angelina and her pitiful husband.

I can’t help but smirk as Angelina’s body trembles beneath me, her pleasure echoing through the room. The sight of Tim, broken and helpless, only fuels my lust further. I increase my pace, driving into her with a ferocity that leaves her breathless.

“Take notes, Tim,” I taunt him, my voice dripping with arrogance. “This is how you fuck your wife.”

Angelina clings to me, her nails digging into my back, as I pound into her mercilessly. Her moans of pleasure mix with my own grunts of exertion, creating a symphony of sin. I can feel my climax building, coiling within me like a spring ready to snap.

“Fuck, Aaron!” she screams, her eyes wild with passion. “Give it to me harder!”

My thrusts become even more powerful. My hands grip her hips, guiding her movements as we move together in perfect sync. Every sensation – the slick heat of her cunt, the softness of her skin, the sound of our bodies colliding – drives me closer to the edge.

“Watch closely, Tim,” I pant between thrusts, never breaking eye contact with him.

“Fuck!” she cries out again, arching her back off the bed as waves of pleasure wash over her once more. Her walls clench around me tightly before releasing in a series of strong contractions that send shockwaves throughout my body.

With one final, primal surge of power, I drive myself into Angelina as deep as I can go, releasing my load inside her. My body shudders and convulses with the intensity of my orgasm, every muscle tensing as pleasure courses through me. I shoot my load deep into Angelina’s pussy as her husband watches.

“Your wife,” I gasp between ragged breaths, “is a hell of a lay.”

The look on Tim’s face – a mixture of shock, humiliation, and defeat – will be burned into my memory forever. As I pull out of Angelina, my cock glistening with our mingled juices, I can’t help but feel a thrill at the sight of Tim’s defeated expression. Grinning, I decide to push things even further.

“Angelina,” I command, my voice dripping with authority, “clean my cock with your mouth.”

“Of course, Aaron,” she purrs, her eyes sparkling with lust as she slides down my body, leaving a trail of kisses in her wake.

“Watch closely, Tim,” I taunt again, unable to resist rubbing his face in it. What can I say? I’m a sucker for the power trip.

Angelina wraps her lips around my still-hard cock, her expert tongue swirling around the head as she licks and sucks me clean. Her eyes lock onto Tim’s, challenging him with every flick of her tongue.

“See how much your wife loves devouring my cock, Tim?” I ask, smirking as he struggles to respond.

His face is a mixture of jealousy, rage, and humiliation that only serves to fuel my own arousal.

“Fuck, Angelina,” I groan, flexing my hips as her warm mouth envelops me. “You’re so good at worshiping my cock.”

“Thank you, Aaron,” she murmurs against my skin, her voice sending shivers down my spine. “I love doing this for you.”

“Good girl,” I praise, running my fingers through her silky hair as she continues to worship my cock. The contrast between her submission to me and Tim’s powerless despair is irresistible.

I watch Tim’s face, his cheeks flushed with humiliation and defeat as Angelina works her mouth around my cock, gloriously obedient. The room is filled with the sounds of her eager sucking and the heavy scent of our sex.

“Shit, you’re such a horny MILF bitch,” I moan, gripping her head and guiding her movements.

She releases me from her mouth with a wet pop and looks up at Tim, her eyes filled with defiance and lust. Smirking, I turn to address him directly.

“Hey, Tim. I promise to stop by whenever I’m in the mood. You know, just to make sure your wife stays satisfied. She deserves that much, right?”

Tim’s jaw clenches, but he doesn’t speak up. Pathetic.

“Good,” I say with a nod. “Glad we understand each other.”

My mind races, imagining all the dirty things I’ll do to Angelina next time, while her husband watches helplessly. The thought sends a shiver of anticipation down my spine.

“Until then, take care of her,” I tell Tim, pulling on my clothes. “She’s gonna need it.”

As I leave the bedroom, I hear Angelina’s soft laughter behind me. The door closes with a satisfying click, leaving a broken Tim to pick up the pieces of his shattered ego.


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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