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Chapter 1

The sun beats down on my skin, sweat dripping down my back as Oliver and I toss the football back and forth in his front yard. The weekend stretches ahead of us, nothing but fun and relaxation planned as I spend the weekend at Oliver’s house to celebrate our recent eighteenth birthdays.

“Nice throw, man!” Oliver says, catching the ball with ease before launching it back to me with a grin. “Reminds me of that touchdown pass you threw to me when we played against Bedrock City High.”

“That was a hell of a game,” I reply.

As the ball comes hurtling towards me, a surge of excitement and energy courses through my body. I barely manage to catch it with my fingertips, the leather cool and smooth against my skin as I hold on tight.

“I’m so glad you’ll be spending the weekend at my house,” Oliver remarks, sweat glistening on his forehead in the hot sun.

“Hell yeah, bro,” I reply with a grin. “It’ll be great.”

Out of nowhere, Oliver’s phone buzzes, the alarm piercing the air with its urgent tone.

“What’s that?” I ask.

“Shit, it’s almost dinner time. My parents always want to eat right at 8pm.”

That’s when it hits me – I’m drenched in sweat, my skin sticky and uncomfortable. A shower before we have dinner with Oliver’s folks sounds like a damn good idea right about now.

“Actually, mind if I quickly hop in the shower before dinner?” I ask.

Oliver nods understandingly as he gestures toward his house. “Go for it, bro. I’ll be out here waiting.”

As I walk inside, the cool air of the hallway sends a shiver down my spine. It feels so good against my overheated skin that I can’t help but peel off my shirt right then and there, exposing my strong, toned muscles. They’ve been aching since football practice yesterday, but I know they’ll feel better after a hot shower.

Just as I round the corner, I catch sight of something that makes my heart race – something far more tempting than any shower could ever be.

My eyes lock onto Megan. She’s Oliver’s mother – his MILF mother to be exact.

I feel my eyes widen when I see what she’s wearing. Her voluptuous body is barely covered by a skimpy bikini that leaves little to the imagination. The sight of her full breasts straining against the thin fabric sends a jolt of desire coursing through my veins.

Her sun-kissed skin glistens with moisture, making her look like some sort of erotic goddess. Her big breasts are perky and firm, defying gravity, while her narrow waist and wide hips create an intoxicating hourglass shape. Her full lips are the perfect dick-sucking lips. Megan has the body of a busty college cheerleader and the face of a bikini model. How did Oliver’s nerdy dad ever land a babe this sexy?

“Hey, Aaron,” she purrs, her voice dripping with seduction. Her eyes roam over my exposed muscles, and I can’t help but feel a surge of pride at the appreciative gleam in her gaze.

“Hi, Megan,” I stammer, trying to keep my cool as I take in her stunning appearance.

“Taking a shower?” she asks, a playful smile gracing her beautiful face. She tilts her head slightly, her long, dark waves cascading over one shoulder, drawing my attention to the soft curve of her neck – so inviting, so vulnerable.

“Uh, yeah,” I reply, forcing myself to focus on the conversation instead of my growing arousal. “You, uh, going for a swim?”

“Maybe later,” she says coyly, tracing a fingertip along the edge of her bikini top. “But first, I thought I’d work on my tan.”

I want to say something witty, something flirtatious, but I’m too captivated by the sight of her perfect lips – full and plump, their natural pink hue heightened by her excitement.

“Sounds nice,” is all I manage to get out before my brain short-circuits.

My eyes lock onto Megan’s, the air between us thick with desire. The subtle tension in our voices sends shivers down my spine as we exchange words.

“You know, Aaron,” she says, her voice dripping with seduction. Her fingers toy with the strap of her bikini top as she speaks, causing my cock to twitch with longing. “I’ve noticed how strong you’ve become. I bet there’s a line of cheerleaders just dying to get with you.”

“Uh, well, I don’t know about that,” I stammer, trying to maintain eye contact and not let my gaze wander to her barely-covered breasts. It’s hard, though – so fucking hard. My mind is filled with images of pressing her against the wall, tearing off that flimsy bikini until she’s completely exposed.

Megan leans in closer, her sultry perfume enveloping me. “If I were a high school cheerleader,” she whispers, her lips brushing against my ear, “I’d be all over you.”

My heart races, every muscle in my body tense from the effort it takes not to grab her right then and there. I swallow hard, struggling to find my voice.

“You would?” I manage to squeak out, feeling both embarrassed and aroused by her bold statement.

“Of course,” she purrs, her hand sliding up my arm, leaving goosebumps in its wake.

The thought of Megan as a cheerleader, her tight, toned body on display for everyone to see, only adds fuel to the fire burning within me. I can’t help but imagine what we could do together – the positions, the pleasure, the ecstasy.

She smiles wickedly, stepping back and allowing me to fully appreciate her stunning form.

“Enjoy your shower, Aaron,” she murmurs before turning and walking away, leaving me aching and wanting more.

As I stand there, my cock throbbing with need, I can’t help but think that this weekend with Oliver’s family is going to be anything but boring.

Megan’s hips sway with tantalizing intent as she saunters down the hallway towards her bedroom.

“Damn,” I whisper under my breath, the image of her barely-clothed body lingering in my mind. The door to her room is left slightly ajar, and curiosity tugs at me like a moth to a flame.

Taking one last glance down the hallway to make sure no one is around, I follow Megan, my footsteps light and cautious. My heart pounds against my chest as I get closer, my desire growing more intense with each passing moment. What if Oliver or Bob – her husband – catch me? But the thought only fuels my excitement, making it impossible to resist.

As I approach the door, I hear soft moans from within her room, and my heart races even faster. The door before me stands slightly ajar, and I can’t help but inch closer, my desire for Megan growing with every step. As I cautiously peer into the room, my breath catches in my throat at the sight before me.

Megan lies on her bed, her body glistening with sweat as she touches herself, her hand expertly sliding over her curves. Her sultry moans fill the air, and a surge of arousal courses through my veins.

“Shit… she’s so fucking sexy,” I think to myself, unable to look away.

My hand instinctively finds its way to my throbbing cock, gripping it firmly and taking it out of my shorts as I watch the erotic scene unfold behind the slightly open door. Megan’s fingers dance over her nipples, teasing them into hard peaks before gliding down her flat stomach to the moist heat between her thighs.

“How can a MILF be this hot?” I whisper, my hips unconsciously bucking into my own touch.

My inner thoughts are filled with pure lust, fueled by the intoxicating sight of Megan lost in her own pleasure. I imagine what it would be like to feel those full lips wrapped around my cock.

“Fuck… Aaron…” Megan moans softly.

Wait… is she masturbating… to the thought of me?

“Yes, Aaron… fuck… me… harder…” she whispers.

Holy fuck. She is! The thought drives me wild, my strokes becoming more fervent as I struggle to keep quiet.

My heart races as I unzip my pants, freeing my aching cock from its confines. Gripping it tightly, I can’t help but imagine Megan’s full lips sliding down my shaft, her tongue swirling around the head as she takes me deeper into her throat.

“Fuck yeah, Megan,” I mutter under my breath, stroking my length with fervor while keeping my gaze locked on her writhing body.

Her fingers delve into the wetness between her legs, and I picture my own fingers thrusting inside her instead, making her cry out in pleasure. The thought of her moaning my name sends a shiver up my spine, and I increase the speed of my strokes, desperate to reach that peak. At this rate, I’ll–

Megan’s eyes suddenly snap open, locking onto mine. A momentary flash of surprise crosses her beautiful face, quickly replaced by a wicked smile. She doesn’t look away or attempt to cover herself; instead, her gaze travels down to my throbbing cock, as if daring me to continue.

“Like what you see, Aaron?” she purrs, her voice dripping with seduction.

“F-fuck!” I stammer, unable to form coherent thoughts. My hand falters for a moment as I struggle to process the situation. But her lust-filled eyes never leave mine, encouraging me to keep pleasuring myself.

“Wow,” she says, as her gaze drifts to my cock while her fingers resume their ministrations. “You really do have a big cock like the coach’s wife claimed.”

The heat of shame spreads through my face like wildfire, my cheeks flushing a deep crimson. I can’t believe she caught me, and I stand there, frozen for a moment, before panic sets in.

“Shit,” I gasp, retreating from the doorway as quickly as possible.

My heart slams against my chest, threatening to burst out with every pounding beat. Fumbling with my pants, I manage to tuck my throbbing cock back inside, zipping up with haste as I rush into the restroom.


Chapter 2

The sound of silverware clinking against plates fills the room as I sit at the dinner table with Oliver, Bob, and Megan. My heart races as I avoid making eye contact with Megan, but I can feel her gaze burning my skull.

“You boys played a great game last Friday,” Bob comments to Oliver and me. “There’s a lot of talk about the team making it to state this year. What do you think about that?”

“Definitely, sir,” I say, my voice slightly shaky while I try to focus on our conversation instead of the palpable sexual tension in the air.

Bob starts to say something to Oliver, and I try to focus on my dinner. The momentary distraction doesn’t last long, though, because I suddenly feel a soft, warm pressure against my crotch under the table. Megan’s foot… it’s discreetly rubbing against my clothed cock, sending shivers up my spine.

“Fuck,” I whisper, feeling the blood rush to my groin at her touch. It’s gentle at first, teasing, but the sensation quickly intensifies as she presses harder, her toes curling around the growing bulge in my pants. I try my best to maintain my composure, but my breath hitches ever so slightly, betraying my arousal.

“Everything okay, Aaron?” Bob asks, raising an eyebrow.

“Y-yeah, just got a little… tickle in my throat,” I stammer, swallowing hard and trying to keep my mind off the way Megan’s foot is now skillfully massaging my throbbing erection.

I feel her pushing harder against me with every passing second – my hard-on is becoming increasingly difficult to hide. The sensation is driving me crazy. I shift slightly in my seat but it only seems to make things worse; I can feel her heel digging into me with every move she makes. My dick throbs against her touch, begging for more attention.

I look at Megan. She smiles at me as she shoots me a wink.

My heart pounds in my chest as Megan’s foot continues to massage my crotch, each rub sending waves of pleasure coursing through my body. It feels so good, yet so wrong. I bite my lip to keep from moaning out loud and pretend to concentrate on chewing on my food, which tastes like cardboard all of a sudden.

“Megan, can you hand me the salt?” Bob asks.

“Sure, babe.”

As she reaches for it, her fork slips from her grip with a clatter and lands on the floor.

“Oops,” she giggles, flashing me an innocent grin. “Dropped my fork. Clumsy me. Let me get that.”

And then she’s sliding under the table, disappearing from view. My heart races, and I can’t help but think about what she’s doing.

“Wow,” she says from under the table. “There are a lot of crumbs down here. Let me sweep some of them real fast.”

“Do what you want, sweetie,” Bob replies.

Under the table, I feel her hands on my thighs, her touch firm and confident. She slowly lowers the band of my gym shorts, releasing my aching erection.

“I found a really big one here,” she comments, her voice steady as she expertly manipulates my throbbing cock. The contrast between her composed demeanor above the table and her bold actions below sends a thrill through me.

“Uh, so Aaron, how’s school going?” Bob asks, oblivious to his wife’s hands wrapped around my hard cock.

“School is… good, yeah,” I stammer, trying to focus on anything other than the way she strokes my shaft, her fingers grazing over every sensitive vein. “Just the usual stuff, you know?”

“Good to hear,” he nods, not picking up on my obvious distraction.

“Fuck, what is she doing to me?” I think, biting my lip to suppress a moan. Her grip tightens, sending jolts of pleasure through my entire body. I can barely concentrate on the conversation, the mere thought of getting caught only heightening my arousal.

With one hand wrapped around my cock, she starts pumping me with long strokes, her hand gliding up and down my length while she sucks gently. Her other hand finds its way into her panties and rubs furiously against her clit.

Her hips roll in time with the motion of her hand, rubbing against herself as she gives me the handjob of a lifetime. Faster and faster she goes until I feel like I’m about to explode. The knowledge that at any second someone could catch us is driving me wild. She looks up at me with hooded eyes filled with lust. The room spins around me as she expertly jerks me off with one hand while she teases herself with the other.

“Hey, Aaron, do you want to watch a movie with us tonight?” Oliver asks, grinning.

“Sure, man,” I reply, my voice strained. “Sounds like a plan.”

Megan’s full lips wrap around my cock, and the sensation is better than I ever imagined. I’m not sure how I keep a straight face as Megan’s hot, wet mouth engulfs my swollen cock. The sensation of her soft lips sliding down my shaft, her warm tongue swirling around the head, sends me into sensory overload.

“Hey, Aaron,” Oliver says, bringing me back to reality. “Did you catch last week’s basketball game?”

“Uh, yeah,” I manage to reply, gripping the edge of the table as Megan works her magic on my throbbing erection. “The team played great.”

Megan’s lewd slurping sounds fill my ears as she hungrily devours my cock, her enthusiasm and skill driving me wild. My heart races, each beat echoing the pulse of pleasure that radiates from my groin. It’s a miracle no one seems to notice.

“Mmmm,” she hums around my cock as she picks up speed.

She bobs her head up and down faster, taking more of me into her mouth. Her lips smack softly against my skin, and I gasp at the intensity of the pleasure – a mix of guilt and desire surging through me. Her saliva drips down my length, making it slicker than before.

Megan sucks harder on my cock, taking more of it into her mouth and sliding her hand slowly up and down, feeling every ridge and vein on my shaft. Her other hand rubs against her clit in a rapid rhythm that matches the growing need in both of us.

“Megan has a great recipe for these potatoes, huh?” Bob comments, shoveling more onto his plate.

“Sure does,” I agree, barely able to focus on anything other than Megan’s talented mouth. She takes me deeper, her lips stretching to accommodate my girth. Her eyes glance up at me from under the table, their mischievous glint somehow making this all the more intoxicating.

My breath catches in my throat as she hollows her cheeks, her hands cupping and caressing my balls with a practiced touch. The warmth of her mouth envelopes me as she eagerly slurps on my cock, each movement sending shivers of pleasure through my body. It’s a raw, primal act between us, fueled by desire and lust.

I can’t help but let out a guttural moan as she takes me deeper into her mouth. As she deepthroats my cock, her lips press against my balls, causing sparks to fly through my body. She pushes herself to the limit, choking on my cock like some slutty college cheerleader.

“Are you alright, Aaron?” Oliver inquires, noticing my flushed cheeks and labored breathing. “You seem tense.”

“Fine, just… allergies, you know?” I lie, forcing a smile. In my mind, I’m screaming, begging her to keep going, never stop. But I have to play it cool, pretend like everything’s normal while my cock is being sucked by my best friend’s MILF mom. “I took some meds earlier, so they should kick in soon.”

“Ah, gotcha,” Oliver nods sympathetically. “Allergies suck, man.”

“Tell me about it,” I say, stifling a moan as Megan’s tongue flicks the sensitive underside of my cock. The pressure inside me builds, threatening to explode.

Oliver nods sympathetically and turns back to his conversation with Bob about the game last week. Meanwhile, Megan continues to suck my cock deeper into her throat. The sensation is overwhelming – lowed, lewd, and sinful – as she deepthroats me with an expertise that leaves me breathless.

Her lips press against my balls as she again chokes on my cock. The wet sounds of Megan’s mouth on my cock fill the air – a lewd symphony only I can hear – as I struggle to maintain composure.

“Are you up for playing video games tonight?” Oliver asks, completely unaware that his mother is deepthroating me beneath the table.

“Uh, yeah,” I reply, feeling the slick heat of Megan’s throat enveloping my length. “Totally.”

I try to picture a video game in my head, anything to distract myself from the intoxicating sensation of Megan’s lips pressing against my balls, her throat constricting around my cock as she chokes on it. Her gagging sounds are almost audible above the noise of our conversation.

“I’ve heard some great reviews for this new first-person shooter,” I add, gritting my teeth as I feel my arousal building, threatening to push me over the edge. The room seems to get hotter, sweat beading on my forehead. My heart pounds in my chest, racing in time with Megan’s eager slurping.

Shit, this is so wrong, but it feels so fucking good.

“Your wife makes great chicken,” I say to Bob, hoping to steer the conversation away from anything that might trigger my impending climax.

“Thanks,” Bob says, smiling. “She does have a way with poultry.”

“Yeah, she sure knows how to handle meat,” I say, my breath hitching as Megan’s throat constricts around me again.

I can’t help but glance down at Megan’s flushed face, her eyes watering, and her lips stretched wide around my throbbing cock. My body trembles, the anticipation of release making it difficult to focus on anything else. The sensation of Megan’s throat wrapped tightly around my cock, mixed with the danger of our clandestine act, pushes me past the point of no return.

With a final, desperate surge, I surrender to the intense pleasure coursing through me, releasing a torrent of cum into Megan’s eager mouth. She handles it expertly, swallowing every drop of my cum without hesitation. My legs quiver, my entire body shuddering in ecstasy as the orgasm overtakes me.

“Wow, this iced tea is amazing,” I say between gritted teeth, desperately trying to cover up the sounds of my blissful release.

“Thanks,” Bob replies, still completely engrossed in his meal. “Megan always does a great job with dinner.”

As Megan deftly slips out from under the table, she wipes her mouth with a napkin and straightens her blouse. She gives me a coy smile, her eyes sparkling with satisfaction. Our secret encounter remains hidden from the unsuspecting Oliver and Bob.

“Is everything alright, Aaron?” Oliver asks, concern etched on his face as he notices my flushed appearance.

“Uh, yeah,” I stammer, still reeling from the intense pleasure. “Just… really enjoyed your mom’s cooking.”

As my heartbeat gradually returns to normal, I force a swallow, attempting to regain my composure. My cock still throbs, gently pulsating with the remnants of that mind-blowing orgasm. Sweat coats my brow and my breathing remains heavy. I have to play it cool.

Megan’s gaze meets mine, and an electric charge seems to pass between us. The air around us crackles with desire, yet we both maintain our casual facades. She shoots me a sly wink, and I feel my cock twitch in response.

“Actually, guys, I think I’ll pass on dinner tonight,” Megan says suddenly, pushing her plate away. Her gaze focuses on me. “I had a big milkshake earlier, and I’m just not hungry.”

“Sure thing, honey,” Bob replies, his meek demeanor never betraying any suspicion.

As Megan stands, the curve of her hips accentuating her college-girl physique, I can’t help but imagine what lies beneath her tight-fitting dress. My cock stirs again, eager for more of her touch.

“See you later,” she purrs, her voice dripping with seduction as she exits the room.

“Hey, Aaron,” Oliver says, pulling my attention back to the table. “Did you hear about the new girl in our math class? She’s pretty hot.”

“Yeah?” I reply, trying to engage in the conversation while my mind races with thoughts of Megan’s bedroom. “She’s really hot.”

“Definitely,” he continues. “You should totally go for her.”

“Maybe,” I say, feigning interest, but all I can think about is the sensation of Megan’s lips wrapped around my cock.

My phone buzzes in my pocket, and I discreetly check the screen: a text from Megan. My heart skips a beat as I read her message: Come to my bedroom at midnight for a late night snack. ;)

Fuck, I can hardly wait.


Chapter 3

The moonlight seeps through the curtains, casting a seductive glow on Megan’s sleeping form as she sleeps next to her husband. Bob’s rhythmic snores fill the air as I carefully push their bedroom door open and step inside, my heart pounding with anticipation.

“Here goes nothing,” I whisper to myself, closing the door behind me, trying not to make a sound. I feel like a predator stalking his prey, hungry and eager for the taste of forbidden lust.

I tiptoe towards the bed, my eyes locked on Megan’s enticing figure as she lays in a silky night robe. She’s so close now, her chest rising and falling with each breath, unaware of my presence. My pulse quickens as I reach the edge of the bed, stealing a glance at Bob, who remains blissfully asleep.

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

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

I take in the sight of Megan lying there as her robe clings to her body. With trembling fingers, I reach out and gently untie the knot, revealing the soft curves of her naked body beneath the thin fabric. My cock throbs with desire as I slowly spread the robe, unveiling her full breasts and shaven pussy.

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

Staring at the naked MILF, I can’t help but admire Megan’s beauty. Her hair frames her face in soft waves, and her eyes hold the promise of hidden depths. The moonlight paints Megan’s body with an ethereal glow, beckoning me to indulge in her forbidden flesh. I drink in the view of this alluring MILF.

The scent of her perfume, delicate and intoxicating, fills my nostrils as I lean in closer. My lips brush against the soft skin of Megan’s neck, planting tender kisses along the way. As I move down to her breasts, I can’t help but admire how full and inviting they look. Leaning down, my lips find the curve of her breast, and I begin to taste her, enveloping her nipple in the heat of my mouth.

As I suck on her tits, my hand finds its way to her wet pussy, giving it a gentle squeeze. The sensation must awaken something within her because she stirs, her eyes fluttering open.

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

“I’m here for my late night snack,” I reply, my voice barely audible, my heart pounding with excitement. “Let’s be sure not to wake your husband.”

Her knowing smile spreads across her face. “I’ve been waiting for this moment,” she confesses, her sultry voice sending shivers down my spine.

Without hesitation, our lips lock in a passionate kiss. The taste of her is intoxicating, and I feel my body responding to her every touch. Her hands roam my bare chest, igniting a fire that only she can quench.

I feel her small hand glide up my spine before fisting in my hair gently, pulling me closer to her even as her husband remains sound asleep beside her. With her other hand, she guides it down to her waiting pussy, and I can’t help but shudder with anticipation at the thought of what I’m about to do.

I smile against her mouth before moving down to capture one of her nipples between my teeth, biting down slightly and pulling on it gently. A soft moan escapes her throat as she grinds down onto my face again. Bob continues to snore peacefully next to her, oblivious to his wife’s infidelity.

My fingers fumble with the waistband of my shorts as I pull them down and kick them off.

“Take me, Aaron,” Megan breathes, her eyes locked on mine as she pushes her ample breasts together, inviting me to indulge in my fantasy. “Fuck my tits.”

“Hell yes,” I growl. With a wicked grin, I adjust myself, moving up her trembling body until my throbbing cock finds its new resting place between her ample breasts. This feels like heaven.

“Press those tits together for me, bitch,” I command in a low growl, the dark hunger in my eyes impossible to ignore.

Megan obeys without hesitation, her hands guiding her breasts to embrace my thick member, providing me with the tight space I crave.

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

“Perfect,” I reply, my voice dripping with lust as I begin to slide myself between her soft, welcoming mounds.

The sensation of her warm flesh enveloping me is intoxicating, each movement sending shivers up my spine as I fight to maintain control over my mounting desire.

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

“Y-yes,” she stammers.

“Good girl,” I praise, my voice dark and seductive as I titty fuck her.

I start slow, gently thrusting my shaft between her breasts, delighting in the sensation of her skin against mine. As my confidence grows, so does my pace, and soon I’m driving into her cleavage with wild abandon. Her tits are perfect for this, just like I imagined.

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

“Kiss my cock, bitch,” I command, my voice thick with arousal.

Megan obeys. As my cock pokes out from the top of her breasts, she plants a sloppy kiss on the head of my dick. The warmth of her full lips sends shivers through my body as I continue to titty fuck her.

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

“You like that, don’t you?” she teases, her voice dripping with seduction.

“Fuck yeah,” I pant, unable to contain my enthusiasm. “Keep going.”

Megan obliges, kissing the head of my cock each time it emerges from between her breasts. Her kisses are wet and messy, leaving trails of saliva on my swollen tip. My balls slap against her tits at the end of each thrust, the sound only fueling my desire. The slapping of skin grows louder… and louder… and louder.

“Fuck, you’re so good at this,” I growl, my hips picking up speed as I sense my climax approaching. “I bet a slutty MILF like you has plenty of experience getting fucked like a slut.”

Megan’s breasts are like velvet pillows beneath my cock as I thrust into them harder. My balls slap against her stomach and tits with each upward thrust, creating a slapping sound that sends shivers down our spines.

“Please, Aaron… fuck me,” she breathes, the words sending a jolt of excitement down my spine.

Without further ado, I pull my dick away from her tits and position my cock at her pussy’s entrance.

I slide my throbbing member between her wet folds, teasing her entrance before pushing inside her. She gasps at the sensation, and I can’t help but grin as I thrust forward, plunging deep into her tight, welcoming heat. My strokes are rough and aggressive.

“You feel amazing,” I pant, gripping her hips tightly to guide our movements. “Such a dirty little slut, taking my cock like this.”

As I thrust deeper into Megan’s pussy, the walls of her cunt clamping down around my cock, I can’t help but moan in pure bliss. The sensation is unlike anything I’ve ever felt before. She gasps in pleasure as I pound into her. Her tits bounce with each of my powerful strokes, adding another layer of stimulation.

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

Megan wraps her legs around me, pulling me deeper with every thrust. The bed creaks beneath us, the sound echoing through the room as our bodies collide in a passionate rhythm. Her moans blend with mine, forming an erotic symphony that seems to fuel our desire even further.

“Fuck, Aaron, don’t stop…” she gasps, her nails digging into my back. “Harder! I want you to fuck me harder!”

I oblige, pounding into her with fervor, desperate to satiate both of our desires. My mind races with every filthy thought I’ve ever had about her, and it only serves to heighten my arousal.

Her breaths come in short, shallow gasps as she struggles to find words. “Yes! Yes! Ugh! That’s it! Yes!”

I lean down and capture one of her nipples between my teeth, sucking hard as I slam into her wet pussy. The scent of her arousal fills my nostrils as I plunge deeper, feeling the heat of her tight ring of muscles gripping me tighter. Every inch that disappears into her pussy feels like heaven on earth.

“I wonder what your husband would think if he woke up and found his precious wife getting her brains fucked out?”

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

“Fucking slut,” I taunt

Megan’s hair is tousled around her face, and her skin is flushed with desire. She looks up at me with hooded eyes, and there’s no denying that this is exactly where we both belong - fucking in the shadows while Bob sleeps peacefully next to us.

I shift my weight on top of her, our hips aligning perfectly as we move together in a rhythm only known to us. Each thrust sends a jolt of pleasure through both our bodies, making us gasp and moan. Her nails dig into my back as she meets my pace, urging me to go harder.

Her breasts jiggle enticingly underneath me, and it takes every ounce of self-control not to cum on the spot just from this view alone. The headboard bangs against the wall behind us in time with our rough lovemaking session. I press my lips to Megan’s neck, tasting the salty tang of her sweat as I continue to thrust into her welcoming depths.

“You’re such a filthy whore, Megan,” I whisper in her ear, my voice rough and hungry.

“Y-yes, Aaron,” she moans, her body shuddering beneath mine. “I’m your slut! Shit! Your dirty little slut. Fuck!”

My balls slap against her pussy with each forceful thrust, the lewd sound echoing through the room, spurring me on. Her moans escalate, and she begs for more, her voice breathless and desperate.

“Harder, Aaron! Yes! Fuck! Please… give it to me harder!”

My cock pumps in and out of her tight folds, filling her completely with each thrust. She mirrors the growing intensity with her moans and gasps. The sounds of our lovemaking bounce off the walls, amplifying the forbidden thrill as the bed beneath us creaks with our movements.

“Fuck me!” she moans into my ear.

Skin slapping against skin, I pound her harder.

“Make Mommy your bitch!”

And harder.

“Make Mommy your whore – your cum dumpster!”

And harder still.

The symphony of erotic sounds – our moans, the creaking bed, the wet slapping of skin on skin – fills the room, heightening the intensity of the moment. I revel in the power I hold over her, this irresistible woman who has haunted my fantasies for so long.

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

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

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

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

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

“Harder! Faster!” Megan pants, her eyes locked on mine, begging for more. “Yes! Fuck!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My powerful thrusts shake the bed beneath us, the headboard knocking against the wall in a rhythmic cadence. Our hips slap together in a rhythm that echoes through the room. The sound of skin on skin fills the air – erotic and raw. Each thrust deepens the connection between us, our sweat mingling on our bodies as we move together in perfect harmony.

I stare down at her, watching her gasp for air as I pound into her wetness. Her breasts bounce with each forceful entry.

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

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

With a wicked grin, I slam into her with renewed fervor, her moans rising in pitch as the coil within her threatens to snap once more. Finally, Megan’s second orgasm rips through her like a tidal wave, her body convulsing around my cock as she screams my name, lost in her own hedonistic bliss. The sound of her pleasure echoes through the room, shattering the fragile silence that had enveloped us.

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

The sudden movement of Bob beside Megan jolts me back to reality. My heart skips a beat as I see his bleary eyes flutter open, attempting to focus on the scene before him. He squints at us, and I can feel my pulse racing in fear.

“Wh-what’s going on?” he mumbles, still groggy from sleep.

I remember Oliver telling me about Bob’s poor eyesight and how Bob is basically blind without his glasses. Let’s test that.

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

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

“Wha… what are you two doing?” Bob mumbles, his voice groggy and disoriented from sleep. “What’s that sound?”

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

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

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

“Couldn’t sleep – oh! And I thought it would – ah! Help me relax…” Megan lies, her voice trembling with the effort of maintaining her composure as I kiss her neck and pound her pussy. “Go back to sleep, baby. We’ll be done soon.”

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

“Alright,” Bob mutters, rolling over and allowing himself to be lulled back to sleep by the steady rhythm of my thrusts into his wife’s pussy.

As Bob’s breathing deepens once more, my eyes blaze with dark desire.

“You’re such a whore,” I whisper huskily, my voice dripping with lust.

Megan bites her lip to stifle a moan as I drive into her with renewed vigor, our bodies melding together in perfect harmony. The thrill of nearly being caught only heightens my arousal, feeding the fire between us. My cock is buried deep inside her wet pussy, the intensity of our passion nearing a breaking point.

“Fuck, Aaron,” she gasps, desire dripping from her words. “You’re so close, aren’t you? Don’t hold back, baby. Give it all to me.”

That’s all the encouragement I need. With a final, powerful thrust, I pull out of her tight pussy, feeling my release surge through me. Pointing my pulsating cock at her face, I let go, marking her as my own as I cum on her face. I grunt as my hot seed spurts across her face, neck, and tits. My fingers dig into her hips, urging her to take as much of my release as she can handle.

“Take it, bitch,” I groan, my body trembling with pleasure. “You’re mine now.”

She moans, her eyes half-closed, her cheeks smeared with my cum. She looks absolutely ravishing, wearing my seed like a badge of honor.

My chest heaves with exertion. The satisfaction of claiming Megan, who belongs to someone else, feels almost intoxicating.

“Look what you’ve done to me,” she purrs seductively, wiping the remnants of our escapade from her face.

My heart is racing as I watch Megan’s cum-splattered face, each drop a testament to our forbidden passion.

“Leave it on,” I command, my voice dripping with lustful authority. “Sleep next to your husband wearing my cum on your face like a whore.”

“Anything you say, Aaron,” she breathes, her sultry eyes never leaving mine.

“Good,” I reply, the thrill of our secret encounter still coursing through my veins. “And tomorrow morning, you’re going to wake me up with a blowjob.”

“I can’t wait,” she replies, smiling while wearing my cum.

“Neither can I.”

This is going to be one hell of a weekend.
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