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Chapter 1

The doorbell echoes through Ben’s house as I shift my weight from one foot to the other, waiting. I’m here for that new video game he promised to lend me, but as the door swings open, my breath catches in my throat. It’s not Ben greeting me — it’s his mom… his MILF mom… Hannah. And she’s wearing nothing but a lacy black bra and matching panties. My cock instantly twitches to life in my jeans as my eyes can’t help but drink in every curve of her incredible body. Fuck, she’s absolute MILF perfection standing right in front of me.

"Oh! Tyler!" Hannah gasps, though she makes absolutely no attempt to cover herself. Instead, she leans against the doorframe, her hip jutting out in a way that makes my mouth go dry. "I wasn’t expecting company."

Her voice sounds like liquid sex, dripping with an invitation I can’t quite believe I’m hearing. My eyes trail down her body, taking in every inch of exposed skin. For a woman of forty, she has the tight, toned body of a college cheerleader. Her tits are full and round, straining against the delicate lace of her bra, the soft swell of her cleavage drawing my gaze like a magnet. The tiny black panties barely cover her pussy, and I can see the outline of her lips pressing against the thin fabric.

"I… uh… Ben said I could borrow his new game," I stammer, trying to keep my eyes on her face and failing miserably.

"Ben’s not home right now," Hannah says, her tongue darting out to wet her lips. "Football practice ran late. He texted me about twenty minutes ago."

Fuck. I completely forgot about the extra practice Coach scheduled. Ben and I are on the same team — I’m the quarterback and he’s a receiver — but Coach excused me today because I had to finish a college application. Now I’m standing here, face to face with the woman who has starred in more than a few of my jerk-off fantasies, and she’s practically naked.

"Oh, shit, I forgot," I say, running a hand through my black hair. "I can come back later."

"Nonsense," Hannah purrs, stepping back and gesturing for me to come inside. "You came all this way. The game’s in his room. You can just grab it and take it with you."

As I step inside, the scent of her perfume hits me — something floral and sweet that makes my cock throb painfully against my zipper. Hannah closes the door behind us, and I can feel her eyes on my back as I stand awkwardly in the entryway, not sure where to look.

"You know where Ben’s room is, right, Tyler?" she asks, brushing past me, her bare shoulder grazing my arm. The brief contact sends electricity shooting through my body. "Second door on the left, upstairs."

"Y-yeah, I know," I manage to say, trying not to stare at her ass as she walks ahead of me toward the living room.

She glances back over her shoulder, catching me looking. But instead of being offended, a slow, seductive smile spreads across her face. "You’ve grown up so much since you started high school. The 18-year-old star quarterback now, huh? I’ve been to a few of your games. You’ve got quite an arm on you."

The way she says it makes me think she’s not just talking about my throwing abilities. I swallow hard, my Adam’s apple bobbing in my throat.

"Thanks, Mrs. Wright."

"Please," she says, rolling her eyes playfully, "call me Hannah. ‘Mrs. Wright’ makes me feel old, and I work very hard not to be old, Tyler."

My eyes wander down her body again, taking in the toned muscles of her stomach, the curve of her hips, the smooth expanse of her thighs. No, there’s nothing old about Hannah Wright’s body.

"You certainly don’t look old," I say before I can stop myself.

Her brown eyes light up at the compliment, and she tilts her head to the side, studying me. "Such a charmer. No wonder all the girls at school are crazy about you." She pauses, then adds, "I’ve heard some interesting rumors about you, Tyler Brady."

My heart pounds in my chest. What rumors has she heard? The ones about my cock size? Or maybe the stories about how I made Jessica Thompson come three times in the back of my car? My reputation at school is pretty well-known — I’m good at football, and I’m even better in bed.

"Not everything you hear is true," I say with a confidence I don’t entirely feel.

Hannah laughs, a throaty sound that makes my skin prickle with heat. "Oh, I don’t know about that. Some things you can just… tell." Her eyes drop briefly to the bulge in my jeans, which is becoming increasingly difficult to hide.

She turns away, bending over to pick up a magazine from the coffee table. The movement causes her ass to stick out, the black panties riding up between her cheeks. My mouth goes dry as I imagine grabbing those hips and grinding my cock against her.

"Go ahead and get your game," she says, straightening up and turning back to me. "I was just about to move some boxes from the living room to the dining room. It’s Mother’s Day today, and Mike brought home some new dishes for me."

I should just go upstairs, grab the game, and get the hell out of here before I do something stupid. But my feet don’t seem to want to move in that direction.

"I could help you with those," I offer, my voice sounding huskier than normal. "Those boxes look heavy."

Hannah’s eyes sparkle with interest. "That’s very sweet of you, Tyler. I could use a strong young man to help me."

She leads me to a stack of boxes in the corner of the living room. As she leans over to point out which ones need to be moved, her tits nearly spill out of her bra. My cock twitches again, and I shift uncomfortably, trying to adjust myself without being obvious.

"These three need to go to the dining room," she says, pointing to the largest boxes. "Think you can handle it?"

"No problem," I say, flexing my muscles a bit as I pick up the first box. Football has given me a solid build, and I know I look good. Based on the way Hannah’s eyes roam over my arms and chest, she thinks so too.

I carry the first box to the dining room, aware of Hannah following close behind me. When I set it down on the table, I turn to find her standing much closer than necessary, her eyes locked on mine.

"You’re so strong," she murmurs, reaching out to squeeze my bicep. "Football has been very good to you."

Her touch sends fire coursing through my veins. I flex under her fingers, enjoying the way her eyes widen slightly.

"I work out a lot," I tell her, letting my own eyes roam over her body. "You look like you do too."

Hannah smiles, running her hands down her sides. "I try to take care of myself. It’s important to stay… fit." The way she says the last word makes it sound dirty, and I love it.

I move past her to get the second box, making sure my arm brushes against her tits as I go. I hear her sharp intake of breath and know I’m affecting her just as much as she’s affecting me.

As I carry the second box, I can feel her eyes on my ass. I take my time, making sure she gets a good look. When I return to the living room for the third box, Hannah is bent over, pretending to examine its contents. Her ass is pointed directly at me, those black panties hiding almost nothing.

My cock is rock hard now, pressing painfully against my jeans. I approach her slowly, letting my presence be known. She doesn’t straighten up immediately, instead looking back at me from her bent position, her eyes hooded and sultry.

"See something you like, Tyler?" she asks, her voice barely above a whisper.

I swallow hard, taking a risk. "Yeah, I do."

She smiles and finally stands, turning to face me. We’re standing so close I can feel the heat radiating from her nearly naked body. Her nipples are hard, pressing against the lace of her bra.

"You know, Ben won’t be home for at least another hour," she says, her eyes never leaving mine. "And Mike is probably working late tonight. Mother’s Day weekend is always busy at the hospital."

The invitation is clear, but I still can’t quite believe this is happening. Hannah Wright, the hottest mom in the entire school district, is practically offering herself to me.

"That’s a long time," I say, my voice low. "What did you have in mind?"

Hannah steps even closer, close enough that her tits brush against my chest. "I think we can find something to keep us entertained, don’t you?"

Before I can respond, a phone rings from the other room. Hannah sighs, looking genuinely disappointed.

"That’s probably Mike checking in. I should get that." She starts to move away, then stops, looking back at me. "Why don’t you grab that game from Ben’s room while I take this? Then maybe you can help me with… a few more things."

The promise in her voice makes my cock throb with anticipation. I nod, not trusting myself to speak. As Hannah walks away to answer the phone, her hips swaying hypnotically, I feel like I’ve won the fucking lottery.

I head toward the stairs, my cock still throbbing painfully against my jeans as I replay Hannah’s sultry invitation in my mind. The promise in her eyes is unmistakable — she wants me as badly as I want her. As I reach the landing, I hear Hannah’s voice from the kitchen, suddenly sharp and annoyed. Curiosity gets the better of me, and I pause, listening. The distinct electronic echo tells me she’s put her husband on speaker while she multitasks. My heartbeat quickens as I realize I’m about to hear something I probably shouldn’t.

"No, Mike, I don’t want to hear it," Hannah snaps, her voice carrying clearly through the open layout of the house. "You promised you’d be home last night. It was Mother’s Day, for Christ’s sake."

"I told you, I had to work," Mike replies, his voice tinny through the speaker. "The hospital was swamped. What was I supposed to do?"

I know I should continue up the stairs and give them privacy, but my feet won’t move. Instead, I edge closer to the kitchen doorway, staying just out of sight. I can see Hannah’s reflection in the hallway mirror, pacing in her underwear, phone in one hand, the other gesturing wildly.

"You’re always working," she hisses. "And you know what? I’m fucking tired of it."

The venom in her voice stops me cold. This isn’t just about him missing Mother’s Day.

"Hannah, don’t start this again," Mike sighs. "I’m trying to provide for our family."

"Provide? Provide what, Mike? Because you sure as hell aren’t providing what I need."

There’s a moment of tense silence before Mike speaks again. "Is this about sex again? Jesus, Hannah, I thought we were past this."

My eyebrows shoot up. Are they seriously about to have a conversation about their sex life while I’m standing here? I should definitely leave, but my feet remain rooted to the spot, and my curiosity — along with something darker and more primal — keeps me listening.

"Past it?" Hannah laughs, a harsh, bitter sound. "How the fuck would we be past it when nothing has changed? When was the last time you made me come, Mike? Can you even remember?"

The raw honesty in her voice makes my cock twitch. This is not a conversation a high school senior should be overhearing between his friend’s parents, but fuck if it isn’t turning me on.

"I try, Hannah," Mike says defensively. "It’s not my fault if you’re —"

"If I’m what?" Hannah interrupts, her voice dangerously low. "Difficult? Is that what you were going to say? Because I’m not difficult, Mike. I just need a man who knows what the fuck he’s doing."

I swallow hard, my mouth suddenly dry. The tension in her voice is palpable, and I can picture her brown eyes flashing with anger and frustration.

"That’s not fair," Mike protests. "I always try to take care of you."

Hannah’s laugh is sharp and cruel. "Take care of me? With what? That pathetic excuse for a cock? I can barely feel it when you’re inside me!"

Holy shit. My eyes widen at the explicit turn the conversation has taken. I’m frozen in place, my own cock growing impossibly harder as I listen to Hannah tear into her husband.

"Hannah!" Mike sounds shocked. "What the hell?"

"Oh, don’t act surprised," she snaps. "You know it’s true. You think I can’t compare? You think I don’t know what a real cock feels like? I’ve had better, Mike. Much better."

My pulse races at her words. Has she been cheating on her husband? Is that what she’s implying? The thought of her with another man — taking a thick cock that isn’t her husband’s — makes my jeans feel two sizes too small.

"Are you saying you’ve been unfaithful?" Mike’s voice is tight with anger and what sounds like fear.

Hannah sighs loudly. "No, Mike. I haven’t cheated on you. Not yet, anyway. But I’ve had better before you, and I remember what it feels like to be properly fucked."

"I can’t believe we’re having this conversation," Mike mutters.

"Well, believe it," Hannah retorts. "Because I’m at my breaking point. Do you know how long it’s been since I had an orgasm during sex? Five years, Mike. Five. Fucking. Years."

My jaw drops. Five years without coming during sex? No wonder she looks at me the way she does if that’s what she’s dealing with at home.

"That can’t be right," Mike says. "What about last month when we —"

"I faked it," Hannah interrupts coldly. "Just like I’ve faked it every time for the past five years. The only time I come anymore is when I’m alone with my vibrator."

I bite my lip, imaging Hannah spread out on her bed, legs open, working a vibrator against her clit. My cock throbs painfully, and I have to adjust myself to relieve some of the pressure.

"You’ve been faking it? All this time?" Mike sounds devastated.

"What did you expect?" Hannah’s voice drips with disdain. "Your dick is so small I can barely feel it, and you last all of two minutes before you’re done. You don’t even try to touch me anywhere else. You think jabbing at me with that tiny cock is going to get me off?"

I have to stifle a groan. The explicit way she’s talking about her husband’s inadequacies is making me dizzy with lust. I know I’m well-endowed — the girls at school have made that clear enough — and the thought of showing Hannah what she’s been missing is almost too much to bear.

"That’s enough, Hannah," Mike says, his voice tight with humiliation. "This isn’t appropriate."

"Appropriate?" Hannah laughs again. "What’s not appropriate is leaving your wife sexually frustrated for years. What’s not appropriate is promising to come home for Mother’s Day and then not showing up. What’s not appropriate is being such a selfish lover that your wife has to sneak off to the bathroom just to get herself off!"

There’s a heavy silence on the line, broken only by Hannah’s angry breathing. I’m holding my own breath, afraid to make a sound and reveal my presence.

"I don’t know what you want me to say," Mike finally responds, his voice subdued.

"I don’t want you to say anything," Hannah snaps. "I want you to do something about it. But you can’t, can you? You can’t magically grow a bigger dick. You can’t suddenly learn how to find my clit. You can’t fuck me the way I need to be fucked."

My hand unconsciously moves to my crotch, squeezing my erection through my jeans. The crude way she’s talking is driving me wild. I’ve never heard a woman — especially not an older, married woman — speak so explicitly about her sexual needs.

"I’m trying my best," Mike says weakly.

"Your best isn’t good enough," Hannah replies. "And I’m tired of waiting for it to get better. I need to be fucked, Mike. I need to feel a real cock inside me, stretching me, filling me up. I need to feel a man who knows what he’s doing, who can make me come so hard I see stars."

I close my eyes, picturing myself being that man for her. I imagine bending her over the kitchen counter, ripping those black panties off, and plunging into her. The image is so vivid I have to bite my lip to keep from moaning.

Hannah sighs. "I want to be fucked properly. I want to come so hard I scream. I want to feel desired and satisfied."

"Hannah, I —"

"Save it," she interrupts. "Are you coming home tonight, or do I need to make other plans?"

There’s a pause before Mike answers. "I have to work late again. We’re short-staffed and —"

"Of course you do," Hannah cuts him off. "Fine. I’ll just be here, alone. Again. I guess I’ll just finger myself to orgasm tonight, since that’s the only way I ever get off anymore."

My cock jerks at her words, pre-cum leaking into my boxers. The image of Hannah with her fingers buried in her pussy is almost more than I can handle.

"Hannah, please —"

"Or maybe," she continues, her voice taking on a wicked edge, "I’ll finally let that mailman who’s always ogling me have what he’s been wanting. He looks like he knows how to use what he’s got. Maybe he’ll be the one to make me come after all these years. Maybe he’ll fuck me like a real man should."

"You wouldn’t," Mike says, but he doesn’t sound entirely certain.

"Wouldn’t I?" Hannah challenges. "You’re not meeting my needs, Mike. Someone has to."

I can’t take it anymore. My cock is so hard it hurts, and I need relief. As quietly as I can, I back away from the kitchen and look around desperately. The bathroom — I need to get to a bathroom now before I explode in my pants like some inexperienced freshman.

"I have to go," I hear Mike say. "We’ll talk about this later."

"Whatever," Hannah replies dismissively. "Don’t hurry home on my account."


Chapter 2

My heart pounds in my chest as I slip into Hannah’s bedroom, careful to make sure she’s still downstairs. The master bedroom is exactly what I expected — king-sized bed with silky sheets, vanity in the corner, and the lingering scent of her perfume hanging in the air. My cock throbs painfully against my jeans as I look around, knowing I’m crossing a line but too turned on to care. After hearing that phone call, all I can think about is Hannah’s sexual frustration and how badly I want to be the one to satisfy her. I spot her dresser and move toward it, drawn like a magnet to what might be inside.

I slide open the top drawer, revealing a collection of lacy panties and bras neatly arranged. My breath catches as I run my fingers over the delicate fabrics. Some are practical, cotton things, but others are pure sin — thongs, G-strings, and sheer lace that would barely cover anything. I pick up a red thong, rubbing the silky material between my fingers, imagining it pressed against Hannah’s pussy.

A voice in my head tells me this is wrong — invading her privacy, touching her intimate things — but my cock doesn’t care about right and wrong. It’s straining against my zipper, desperate for release. I bring the panties to my nose, inhaling deeply. They smell like laundry detergent and a faint musk that I instantly recognize as pure woman. My cock twitches violently in response.

"Fuck it," I mutter, unbuttoning my jeans and sliding down the zipper.

I move to Hannah’s bed, sitting on the edge, her panties still clutched in my hand. My cock springs free as I push down my boxers, standing at full attention. At eighteen, I’ve had enough experience to know I’m well-endowed — thicker and longer than most guys my age. The thought of showing Hannah what her husband’s been failing to give her makes pre-cum leak from my tip.

I wrap my hand around my shaft, squeezing gently as I imagine Hannah’s reaction to seeing me like this. Would her eyes widen in surprise? Would she lick her lips in anticipation? I start to stroke myself slowly, using her panties to collect the pre-cum from my tip, making the silky fabric glisten.

"Fuck, Hannah," I whisper, closing my eyes as the fantasy takes shape in my mind.

In my imagination, Hannah is on her knees in front of me, those big brown eyes looking up at me as she wraps her manicured fingers around my cock. Her lips are parted, glossy and inviting, and I can almost feel the warmth of her breath against my sensitive skin.

"Is this what you want, Tyler?" Fantasy Hannah purrs, her tongue darting out to lick her lips. "Is this big cock for me?"

"Yes," I groan out loud, my hand picking up speed as I stroke myself.

In my mind, Hannah smiles wickedly before leaning forward, her tongue flicking out to taste the pre-cum beading at my tip. I gasp, both in my fantasy and in reality, my hips bucking slightly as I imagine the wet heat of her mouth.

Fantasy Hannah doesn’t tease for long. She opens wide, taking the head of my cock between those perfect lips, her tongue swirling around my sensitive glans. I moan, working my hand faster, squeezing just under the head the way I like it. In my mind, Hannah takes me deeper, her hot mouth sliding down my shaft, taking more of me than any girl at school ever has.

"Fuck, yes," I hiss, my free hand gripping her panties tighter, bringing them to my face again to inhale her scent as I continue stroking.

My fantasy grows more intense as I imagine Hannah’s head bobbing up and down, her brown hair falling around her face as she works my cock with her mouth. Her hands aren’t idle — one is wrapped around the base of my shaft, stroking what won’t fit in her mouth, while the other cups and massages my balls.

I’m fully lost in the fantasy now, my hand moving rapidly up and down my length, my breathing becoming labored. I imagine Hannah taking me as deep as she can, the tip of my cock hitting the back of her throat, making her gag slightly but not deterring her. Her eyes water, but she looks up at me with pure lust, wanting to please me, wanting to show me what her husband is missing out on.

"Take it all," I mutter, my hips thrusting up into my hand as if I’m fucking her mouth. "Take this big cock down your throat."

In my mind, Hannah moans around my shaft, the vibrations sending bolts of pleasure up my spine. She’s touching herself now, one hand between her legs, fingering her pussy as she sucks me off, getting off on having a young, hard cock in her mouth.

I’m getting close, my balls tightening as the pressure builds. I stroke faster, twisting my wrist slightly at the top of each stroke, my thumb rubbing over my sensitive frenulum. The fantasy is so vivid I can almost feel Hannah’s tongue lashing against my shaft, her throat constricting around my head as she swallows me down.

"I’m gonna come," I groan, my eyes still closed tight, lost in the fantasy. "I’m gonna come down your —"

"My, my, what do we have here?"

My eyes snap open in horror. Standing in the doorway, one hand on her hip, is Hannah. She’s still in just her bra and panties, her brown eyes wide as she takes in the scene before her — me, sitting on her bed, cock in hand, her panties pressed against my face.

For a split second, I consider stopping, apologizing, pulling up my pants and getting the hell out of there. But something in Hannah’s expression stops me. She doesn’t look angry. She looks… intrigued. And that spark I saw earlier is still there, burning even brighter.

Instead of stopping, I maintain eye contact with her and continue stroking myself, more slowly now but no less deliberately. It’s the boldest move I’ve ever made, but something tells me it’s exactly the right one.

"See something you like?" I ask, my voice husky with arousal.

Hannah’s eyes drop to my cock, and I see her swallow hard. "You’re in my bedroom, using my panties to jerk off," she says, but there’s no anger in her voice. Just a breathless quality that makes my cock twitch in my hand.

"I couldn’t help myself," I admit, continuing to stroke. "Not after hearing what you said to your husband."

Her eyes widen slightly. "You heard that?"

I nod, my hand never stopping its motion on my shaft. "Every word. About how he can’t satisfy you. About how you need a real man."

Hannah’s cheeks flush, but she doesn’t deny it. Her eyes are fixed on my cock now, watching as I slowly pump it in my fist. I see her lick her lips, and my confidence surges.

"Is that what you think you are? A real man?" she asks, her voice low and challenging.

I stand up, my jeans around my ankles, my cock jutting proudly in front of me. "Why don’t you come find out?"

Hannah hesitates for just a moment, her eyes darting between my face and my erection. Then she steps into the room, closing the door behind her. She approaches slowly, like a cat stalking its prey, her eyes never leaving my cock.

"Jesus," she breathes when she’s close enough to really see how big I am. "You’re huge."

"Bigger than your husband?" I ask, deliberately provocative.

Her eyes flash up to mine, a mixture of shock and arousal in their brown depths. "Much bigger," she admits, and the confession seems to break something loose inside her.

Hannah reaches out, her fingers brushing against my shaft, replacing my hand with her own. Her touch is electric, sending jolts of pleasure through my entire body. Her fingers can’t quite wrap all the way around my thickness, and the sight of her small hand on my cock is almost enough to make me come right then.

"I shouldn’t be doing this," she whispers, but her hand begins to stroke me slowly, from base to tip.

"But you want to," I counter, my voice strained as I fight to maintain control.

"Yes," she admits, her eyes meeting mine. "God help me, I do."

That’s all the confirmation I need. I reach for her, one hand cupping the back of her neck as I pull her into a kiss. Her lips are soft and pliant under mine, opening immediately as I thrust my tongue into her mouth. She moans into the kiss, her hand squeezing my cock harder as our tongues battle for dominance.

I taste mint on her breath, along with something sweeter that’s all Hannah. My free hand finds her ass, squeezing the firm globe through her panties, pulling her closer to me so that my cock presses against her stomach. She’s shorter than me, even in her bare feet, and the height difference only adds to my sense of power.

Hannah breaks the kiss, breathing hard, her pupils dilated with desire. "I’ve wanted this for so long," she confesses, her voice barely above a whisper. "Every time you came over to see Ben, watching you walk around in those tight football pants… I’ve imagined what you’d look like naked, what you’d feel like inside me."

Her words are like gasoline on an already raging fire. I kiss her again, harder this time, more demanding. My hands roam over her body, cupping her tits through her bra, feeling the hard points of her nipples pressing against the lace. She moans into my mouth, her hand never stopping its motion on my cock.

When we break apart again, we’re both panting, our bodies pressed together from chest to thigh. I can feel the heat of her pussy against my thigh, the dampness of her panties evidence of her arousal.

"I want you to give me the creamiest Mother’s Day gift ever," Hannah whispers, her eyes locked with mine. "I want you to fuck me senseless, Tyler. Show me what a real man can do."

Something primal awakens in me at her words. With a growl, I reach for her bra, gripping the delicate fabric between her tits and ripping it clean off her body. Hannah gasps, her tits bouncing free, full and perfect with large brown nipples already hard and waiting for my touch.

"Oh my God," she breathes, her eyes wide with shock and excitement.

Not giving her time to think, I drop to my knees in front of her, hooking my fingers into the waistband of her panties. With one forceful tug, I tear them off as well, the thin material giving way easily. Hannah cries out, a sound of surprise mixed with undeniable arousal.

Now she’s completely naked in front of me, her body even more incredible than I imagined. Her pussy is neatly trimmed, a small strip of brown hair above pink lips that are visibly wet with her excitement. I look up at her from my position on my knees, taking in her flushed cheeks, her heaving tits, the way her tongue darts out to wet her lips.

"You’re going to get the fucking of your life," I promise her, my voice rough with desire. "By the time I’m done with you, you won’t remember your husband’s name."

Hannah’s eyes darken with lust, and she reaches down to cup my face. "Prove it," she challenges, and in her words, I hear years of sexual frustration demanding release.

I stand, kicking off my jeans and pulling my shirt over my head, leaving us both completely naked. Hannah’s eyes roam over my body, taking in my muscular chest and arms, my flat stomach, and finally returning to my cock, standing proud and ready.

"Now," she says, backing toward the bathroom connected to her bedroom, "show me what that big cock can do."

I grab Hannah by the waist and lift her effortlessly onto the cold marble bathroom counter. Her gasp as the cool surface meets her hot skin sends a jolt of electricity straight to my cock. I step between her spread thighs, the perfect height for what I have in mind. Her tits heave with each breath, nipples hard and begging for attention. I’ve fantasized about this moment — about her — for longer than I care to admit, and now that she’s naked and waiting for me, I’m not going to hold back.

"Tyler," she breathes, my name on her lips sounding like a prayer and a sin all at once.

I silence her with a kiss, rough and demanding. My hands grip her thighs, spreading them wider as I position myself at her entrance. I can feel the heat radiating from her pussy, the wetness already coating my tip as I rub it against her slit. Hannah moans into my mouth, her hands clutching at my shoulders, nails digging into my skin.

Our naked bodies press together, skin against skin, the contrast striking — her soft curves against my hard muscles. Her tits flatten against my chest, nipples like hard pebbles against my pecs. I break the kiss to look down at her, taking in the sight of her spread out before me, vulnerable and wanting. Her brown eyes are nearly black with desire, her lips swollen from our kisses, her chest flushed with arousal.

"You ready for this cock?" I ask, my voice low and rough. "Ready to feel what a real man can do?"

Hannah nods frantically, her hips tilting up to try to get more contact. "Yes," she hisses. "God, yes. Fuck me, Tyler. Please."

The desperation in her voice feeds something primal in me. I position myself more firmly, the head of my cock nudging against her entrance. With one hand, I grip the base of my shaft, guiding it to her slick heat. The other hand holds her hip, keeping her exactly where I want her.

"Look at me," I command, waiting until her eyes meet mine. "I want to see your face when I fill you up."

Hannah’s breath catches, and then I thrust forward, pushing the head of my cock into her tight channel. Her eyes widen, her mouth forming a perfect ‘O’ of shock and pleasure. I don’t stop, continuing to press forward, inch by thick inch, stretching her, filling her.

"Oh my God," she gasps, her hands flying to my arms, gripping tight. "You’re so… big. So fucking big."

I smirk, continuing my slow invasion. "This what you’ve been missing? This what your husband can’t give you?"

Her walls clench around me at the mention of her husband, a flicker of guilt crossing her face before being washed away by pure pleasure. "Yes," she admits, her voice barely audible. "I’ve never… never felt so full."

When I’m fully seated inside her, I pause, letting her adjust to my size. Her pussy is tight, gripping me like a vise, hot and wet and perfect. I can feel her walls pulsing around me, trying to accommodate my thickness. The sensation is incredible, better than any girl I’ve been with before.

"Fuck, Hannah," I groan, my control slipping. "Your pussy feels amazing."

She shifts her hips slightly, taking me even deeper if that’s possible. "Move," she whispers urgently. "Please, Tyler. Fuck me. I need it so bad."

That’s all the encouragement I need. I pull back until just the head of my cock remains inside her, then slam forward, burying myself to the hilt in one forceful thrust. Hannah cries out, her head falling back, exposing the long line of her throat. I do it again, and again, setting a punishing rhythm that has the bathroom counter shaking beneath us.

Each thrust drives her back against the mirror, her tits bouncing with the force of my movements. The sound of skin slapping against skin fills the small space, echoing off the tiled walls along with our combined moans and grunts. It’s primal, animalistic, and exactly what we both need.

My hands grip her hips hard enough to bruise, holding her in place as I pound into her. Her legs wrap around my waist, heels digging into my ass, urging me deeper, harder. I comply, driving into her with everything I have, showing her exactly what she’s been missing all these years.

"Is this what you wanted?" I growl, leaning forward to bite at her neck, marking her. "Is this what you’ve been needing?"

"Yes!" Hannah cries, her nails raking down my back, leaving welts I’ll feel for days. "God, yes! Harder, Tyler! Fuck me harder!"

I angle my hips slightly, changing the direction of my thrusts to hit that spot deep inside her that I know will drive her wild. When I find it, Hannah’s entire body jerks, a strangled cry escaping her lips. Her pussy clenches around me, squeezing my cock in a way that nearly makes me lose control.

"Right there," she gasps, her eyes wild. "Oh fuck, right there!"

I keep the angle, hammering against that spot with every thrust. Hannah’s moans grow louder, more desperate, and I have to cover her mouth with my hand to keep her from alerting the neighbors. She bites at my palm, not hard enough to break skin but enough to sting, the pain only adding to my pleasure.

"You like that, don’t you?" I taunt, removing my hand from her mouth to grip her hair instead, pulling her head back. "You like this young cock stretching your pussy open, fucking you like the slut you are."

Hannah’s eyes flash with something dangerous, but her pussy only gets wetter around me. "Yes," she hisses. "I’m a slut for your cock. Such a big, thick cock. So much better than my husband’s."

The admission sends a surge of power through me. I pull out suddenly, ignoring her whimper of protest. With firm hands, I flip her around so she’s facing the mirror, bent over the counter. I kick her legs wider, positioning myself behind her.

"Look at yourself," I command, one hand gripping her hair to make sure she’s watching her reflection. "Look at what a desperate, cock-hungry MILF you are, begging for your son’s friend to fuck you."

Hannah moans, her eyes meeting mine in the mirror, dark with shame and desire. "I’m a bad woman," she whispers, but she pushes her ass back against me, silently begging for more.

"The worst," I agree, slapping her ass hard enough to leave a red handprint. "But that’s why you’re going to get the best fucking of your life."

I line myself up and thrust back in, harder than before. The new angle allows me to go deeper, and Hannah screams into her forearm, biting down to muffle the sound. I establish a brutal pace, my hips slapping against her ass with each thrust, my balls hitting her clit in a way that makes her shudder.

The sight of her bent over, taking my cock, her tits swinging with each thrust, her face contorted with pleasure — it’s almost too much. I feel my control slipping, the pressure building at the base of my spine. But I refuse to come before she does. I want to give her what her husband never could, what she admitted to needing so desperately.

"Touch yourself," I order, my voice strained. "Rub your clit. I want to feel you come on my cock."

Hannah obeys immediately, one hand reaching between her legs to find her clit. She circles it with practiced fingers, her movements growing more frantic as I continue to pound into her. Her walls flutter around me, a sure sign she’s getting close.

"That’s it," I encourage, my thrusts never slowing. "Make yourself come. Show me how bad you needed this."

"So bad," she gasps, her fingers working furiously at her clit. "Oh God, Tyler, so fucking bad. I’m close, so close."

I reach around with one hand, finding her tit and pinching her nipple hard. The combination of sensations — my cock hitting deep inside her, her own fingers on her clit, the slight pain of my pinch — sends her over the edge. Hannah cries out, her body going rigid, her pussy clamping down on my cock in rhythmic pulses that nearly undo me.

"Fuck yes," I groan, feeling her orgasm around me. "That’s it, come for me. Come on this big cock like the slut you are."

Her orgasm seems to go on forever, waves of pleasure washing through her as I continue to fuck her through it. When she finally comes down, gasping and trembling, I slow my pace but don’t stop. I’m not nearly done with her yet.

"Oh my God," she breathes, her forehead resting on the cool counter. "I haven’t come like that in… I don’t even know how long."

"I’m just getting started," I warn her, pulling out again and turning her to face me. Her legs are shaky, and I lift her easily, carrying her back to the bedroom.

Instead of laying her on the bed, though, I press her against the wall, her back to the cold plaster, her legs around my waist. The strength difference between us is obvious — I hold her up with one arm under her ass, the other braced against the wall as I position myself at her entrance once more.

"Ready for round two?" I ask, not waiting for an answer before thrusting back into her still-sensitive pussy.

Hannah gasps, her head falling back against the wall with a thud. "Yes," she moans, her legs tightening around me. "God, yes. Don’t stop. Don’t ever stop."

I establish a rhythm again, slower this time but no less intense. Each thrust is deliberate, targeted, designed to hit every sensitive spot inside her. Her tits bounce with each movement, hypnotic in their motion, and I lean forward to capture one nipple in my mouth, sucking hard before biting gently.

Hannah cries out, her hands moving to my hair, holding me to her breast. "Fuck, Tyler, that feels so good. So fucking good."

I move to her other nipple, giving it the same treatment while my hips never stop their relentless pace. I can feel her building toward another orgasm already, her walls fluttering around me, her breathing becoming more erratic.

"You going to come again?" I ask, releasing her nipple to look up at her face. "Going to come on this big cock again like a good little slut?"

"Yes," she whimpers, her eyes glazed with pleasure. "Make me come, Tyler. Please make me come again."

I increase my pace, driving into her with renewed vigor. The sound of our bodies coming together fills the room, a wet, slapping rhythm that only adds to the eroticism of the moment. I shift my angle slightly, making sure to grind against her clit with each thrust, giving her the friction she needs.

"Come for me," I demand, my voice a low growl. "Come on my cock, Hannah. Show me how much better I fuck you than your husband ever could."

The mention of her husband again seems to trigger something in her, a combination of guilt and defiance that pushes her over the edge. Hannah comes with a hoarse cry, her pussy clenching around me, her whole body shuddering in my arms. It’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen — this grown woman, this MILF fantasy, completely undone by my cock.

I slow my thrusts, letting her ride out her orgasm, watching the play of emotions across her face — pleasure, relief, a touch of shame quickly washed away by pure satisfaction. When she opens her eyes again, they’re clearer, more focused, and there’s a smile playing at the corners of her mouth.

"Fuck," she breathes, leaning forward to kiss me, soft and appreciative. "I needed that. So fucking much."

I kiss her back, still buried deep inside her, still hard as steel. "We’re not done yet," I promise, and the flicker of anticipation in her eyes tells me she’s ready for whatever comes next.

I’m still buried deep inside Hannah, her back pressed against the bedroom wall, when her phone buzzes on the nightstand. We both freeze for a moment, our eyes meeting in a silent question. Normally, I’d ignore it, but something in the way her gaze darts toward the sound tells me it might be important. I carry her to the bed, still impaled on my cock, and reach for the phone. Seeing her husband’s name on the screen sends a wicked thrill through me. I hand it to her with a smirk, then start thrusting again, slow and deep, as she hesitantly answers the call.

It goes straight to voicemail. Mike’s voice fills the room, tinny and distant compared to the wet sounds of my cock sliding in and out of his wife’s pussy.

"Hey, Hannah," Mike’s voice says, soft and apologetic. "I just wanted to call and tell you how much I love you. I know I messed up by missing Mother’s Day, and I’m really sorry about our argument earlier."

Hannah’s eyes widen as she realizes the message is playing on speaker, but I don’t stop my thrusts. If anything, hearing her husband’s voice while I’m fucking her makes my cock even harder, pulsing inside her tight channel. I grab her hips more forcefully, increasing my pace.

"I just want you to know," Mike continues, oblivious to what’s happening, "that I’m so thankful for your loyalty all these years. You’ve been an amazing wife and mother, and I don’t tell you that enough."

A flicker of guilt crosses Hannah’s face, quickly replaced by pleasure as I hit a particularly sensitive spot inside her. She bites her lip, trying to stifle a moan, her eyes locked with mine in a silent challenge. I respond by thrusting harder, my fingers digging into the soft flesh of her hips hard enough to leave bruises.

"I’ll make it up to you, I promise," Mike’s voice continues. "I’ve ordered those flowers you like, and I’m going to come home early tomorrow. Maybe we can have a special dinner, just the two of us."

The thought of Hannah sitting across from her husband tomorrow, her body still marked by me, her pussy still sore from my cock, sends a surge of primal possession through me. I pull her closer, one hand moving to her throat, applying just enough pressure to make her gasp.

"I love you, Hannah," Mike concludes. "More than you know. See you tomorrow night."

The message ends, leaving just the sounds of our heavy breathing and the wet slap of skin against skin. Hannah’s eyes are dark with a mixture of guilt and arousal, her cheeks flushed. The phone slips from her fingers, forgotten as I increase the pressure on her throat slightly.

"Thinking about your husband?" I ask, my voice a low growl. "Thinking about how he has no idea his wife is getting the fucking of her life from a teenager?"

Hannah moans, her walls clenching around me at my words. "Tyler," she gasps, her hands clutching at my shoulders. "Oh God."

Something inside me snaps at the sound of my name on her lips. The last threads of my control break, and I become something primal, something savage. I withdraw completely, flipping her over roughly so she’s face down on the bed. I grab her hips, yanking them up so her ass is in the air, her face pressed into the mattress.

"Is this what you need?" I growl, positioning myself at her entrance again. "To be used like the dirty fucking slut you are?"

Without waiting for an answer, I slam back into her, burying myself to the hilt in one brutal thrust. Hannah screams into the mattress, her hands fisting in the sheets as I set a punishing pace, my hips slapping against her ass with each thrust.

I grab a fistful of her brown hair, pulling her head back sharply. "Tell me how much better I fuck you than your husband," I demand, my cock driving into her with relentless force.

"So much better," Hannah gasps, her voice strained from the position. "Fuck, Tyler, you’re so much bigger, so much harder. You fuck me so good."

Her words fuel my aggression, my thrusts becoming even more forceful. I use her hair like reins, pulling her back into each thrust, making her take every inch of me. My free hand lands a sharp slap on her ass, the crack echoing through the room, leaving a red handprint on her pale skin.

Hannah cries out, but her pussy gushes around me, clear evidence that she enjoys the pain mixed with pleasure. I spank her again, harder this time, watching as the pale flesh turns pink under my hand.

"You like that?" I ask, my voice rough. "Like being spanked while you get fucked by a real cock?"

"Yes," she moans, pushing back against me, meeting each thrust with equal force. "God yes, I love it. Don’t stop, please don’t stop."

I have no intention of stopping. I continue my relentless pace, my cock pounding into her, my balls slapping against her clit with each thrust. I can feel her getting closer to another orgasm, her walls fluttering around me, her moans becoming more desperate.

"Gonna come again?" I taunt, slapping her ass once more. "Gonna come on this big teenage cock like a fucking whore?"

"Yes," Hannah cries, her voice breaking. "I’m gonna come, oh fuck, I’m coming!"

Her entire body tenses, then shudders violently as her orgasm crashes over her. Her pussy clamps down on my cock like a vise, pulsing rhythmically as she comes. I continue thrusting through her orgasm, prolonging it, watching as she falls apart beneath me.

As her climax subsides, leaving her trembling and gasping for breath, I suddenly pull out. Hannah whimpers at the loss, but I’m already positioning myself differently, the head of my cock pressing against a tighter, forbidden entrance.

"What are you —" she begins, then gasps as she realizes my intention.

I lean over her, my chest pressed to her back, my lips at her ear. "I’m going to fuck this tight ass of yours," I whisper, feeling her shiver beneath me. "I’m going to take what your husband never has."

Hannah’s breath catches, a mixture of fear and anticipation in the sound. "I don’t know if I can —"

"You can," I interrupt, my voice brooking no argument. "And you will. Because that’s what slutty wives do when they cheat with younger men."

I reach around her, gathering some of her abundant wetness on my fingers before bringing them back to her ass, circling the tight ring of muscle. Hannah moans as I push one finger inside, then another, stretching her carefully despite my aggressive words.

"Tyler," she breathes, half protest, half plea.

"Tell me you want it," I demand, scissoring my fingers inside her, feeling her resistance giving way. "Tell me you want my cock in your ass."

There’s a pause, filled only with our heavy breathing and the obscene sound of my fingers working in her tight hole. Then, "I want it," Hannah whispers, her voice barely audible. "I want your cock in my ass."

That’s all I need to hear. I withdraw my fingers and position the head of my cock at her entrance, slick with her juices. I push forward slowly, more carefully than I have been, feeling the tight ring of muscle resist before giving way around my thickness.

Hannah tenses, a sharp cry escaping her as the head of my cock breaches her. I pause, letting her adjust, my hands gentler now as they stroke her hips, her lower back.

"Relax," I murmur. "Just relax and take it."

She takes a deep breath, making a visible effort to relax her muscles. I push forward another inch, feeling her stretch around me, so tight it’s almost painful. Hannah whimpers but doesn’t ask me to stop. Slowly, inch by inch, I work my way inside until I’m fully seated in her ass, my hips pressed against her cheeks.

"Fuck," I breathe, the sensation overwhelming. "So fucking tight."

Hannah is panting beneath me, her body trembling with the effort of accommodating me. I give her a moment, letting her get used to the feeling of being filled so completely. Then I begin to move, withdrawing slightly before pushing back in, establishing a slow rhythm.

As her initial discomfort fades, replaced by a different kind of pleasure, I grab her hair again, pulling her head back. "You like having your ass fucked?" I ask, my voice a low growl in her ear. "Like feeling this big cock stretching you open where no one’s been before?"

"Yes," Hannah admits, her voice thick with a combination of pain and pleasure. "God help me, yes."

I increase my pace, my thrusts becoming firmer, more confident as her body accepts me more readily. My free hand lands another slap on her ass, making her cry out and clench around me, sending jolts of pleasure up my spine.

"Such a dirty fucking slut," I taunt, pulling her hair harder, arching her back at an obscene angle. "Taking it in the ass while your husband thinks you’re his loyal wife. What would he say if he could see you now, Hannah? If he could see his wife’s ass stretched around a teenager’s cock?"

Her only response is a moan, but her pussy drips visibly, evidence of how much my words are turning her on. I slap her ass again, watching the flesh jiggle with the impact, the red mark of my hand blooming on her skin.

"Answer me," I demand, punctuating the command with a particularly deep thrust.

"He’d be disgusted," Hannah gasps. "Horrified. Oh God, Tyler, don’t stop. Please don’t stop."

I have no intention of stopping. I’m fucking her ass with abandon now, all restraint gone. The tight heat around my cock is intoxicating, the taboo nature of what we’re doing pushing me closer to the edge. I release her hair to grip both hips, using them as leverage to drive deeper, harder into her forbidden channel.

"Take it," I grunt with each thrust. "Take this fucking cock. Take every inch."

Hannah’s moans have become constant, a continuous stream of pleasure-pain sounds that only drive me wilder. She’s reached between her legs, her fingers working frantically at her clit as I continue to pound her ass.

"That’s it," I encourage, feeling my own orgasm building at the base of my spine. "Make yourself come with my cock in your ass. Show me what a depraved whore you really are."

Her movements become more desperate, her body tensing as she approaches another climax. I can feel her tightening around me, making my thrusts more difficult but infinitely more pleasurable.

"I’m going to come," she cries, her voice breaking. "Oh fuck, I’m coming with your cock in my ass!"

Her entire body convulses as her orgasm hits, more powerful than any before. The sensation of her ass clenching rhythmically around my cock is too much to bear. With a primal roar, I bury myself as deep as possible, my own climax crashing over me like a tidal wave.

Jet after jet of hot cum shoots from my cock, filling her ass, marking her in the most intimate way possible. I continue thrusting weakly through my orgasm, prolonging the pleasure for both of us until we collapse in a sweaty, panting heap on the bed.

For several minutes, we lie there in silence, my cock still buried in her ass, gradually softening. Hannah’s breathing slowly returns to normal, her body occasionally shuddering with aftershocks of her intense orgasm.

Finally, I carefully withdraw, drawing a small whimper from her. I roll onto my back beside her, staring up at the ceiling, my chest heaving as I try to catch my breath.

"Holy shit," Hannah murmurs, her voice hoarse from screaming. "That was…"

"Incredible," I finish for her, turning my head to look at her profile.

She turns to meet my gaze, a small smile playing at the corners of her mouth. "Yeah," she agrees. "Incredible."

As we lie there, catching our breath, I notice Hannah’s gaze drifting to the bathroom doorway. There’s something calculated in her expression, a hunger not yet satiated despite the multiple orgasms I’ve given her.

"You know," she says, her voice low and seductive, "I think I need to clean up after that."

She stands, cum leaking from her ass down her thighs, and reaches for my hand. "Care to join me in the shower? I’m not quite done with you yet, Tyler Brady."


Chapter 3

We stumble into the bathroom together, still high from our intense fucking session. Hannah’s legs are shaky, cum leaking from her well-used ass, but her eyes still burn with desire. She turns on the shower, steam quickly filling the glass enclosure, and pulls me in with her. The hot water cascades over our bodies as she drops to her knees, taking my semi-hard cock in her mouth, cleaning off the remnants of our anal session. My dick immediately springs back to life at the sensation of her hot tongue swirling around my shaft.

That’s when we hear it — the unmistakable sound of the front door opening, followed by a man’s voice calling out, "Hannah? Are you home?"

Hannah freezes, her mouth still wrapped around my cock, her eyes wide with panic as they meet mine. She pulls off with a wet pop, her voice a frantic whisper. "Fuck! That’s Mike… my husband. He said he was working late!"

"Hannah?" Mike calls again, his voice closer now, probably at the bottom of the stairs.

I should be terrified. I should be scrambling to find my clothes and looking for an escape route. Instead, a wicked thrill courses through me. The danger of getting caught only heightens the eroticism of the moment. My cock, rather than wilting with fear, grows even harder.

"We need to —" Hannah begins, but I cut her off by pressing her against the shower wall, my hand covering her mouth.

"Tell him you’re in the shower," I whisper against her ear, my cock pressing insistently against her thigh. "Tell him you’ll be down in a minute."

Hannah’s eyes widen in disbelief, but I can see the excitement there too, the dark thrill of almost being caught. She nods slightly, and I remove my hand from her mouth.

"I’m in the shower, Mike!" she calls out, her voice remarkably steady. "I’ll be down in a few minutes!"

"Oh, okay!" Mike’s voice responds, still from a distance. "I thought I’d surprise you by coming home early. Hospital wasn’t as busy as expected."

"That’s… that’s great, honey!" Hannah manages, her voice catching as I spin her around, pushing her forward so she’s bent at the waist, hands braced against the shower wall. "I’ll be down soon!"

I position myself behind her, the head of my cock nudging at her still-loose asshole. Hannah looks back at me over her shoulder, a mixture of fear and lust in her eyes. She should stop me. She should push me away and end this before we’re caught. Instead, she spreads her legs wider, a silent invitation I can’t refuse.

"What are you doing up there?" Mike calls, his voice now at the top of the stairs.

I push forward, sliding my cock back into Hannah’s ass in one smooth thrust. She bites her lip to stifle a moan, her knuckles turning white as she grips the wall for support.

"Just… just washing my hair!" she calls back, her voice higher than normal as I begin to move inside her, slow but deep thrusts that have her eyes rolling back in pleasure. "I’ll be out in a minute!"

"I’m going to make some coffee!" Mike announces. "Want some?"

Hannah’s breathing is ragged as I pick up my pace, my hips slapping quietly against her ass. "S-sure!" she manages to respond. "That would be great!"

We hear Mike’s footsteps retreating down the stairs, and Hannah exhales shakily. "This is insane," she whispers, but she’s pushing back against me, meeting each thrust with equal force. "We need to stop."

"Do you really want to?" I ask, my hand sliding around to find her clit, circling it with my thumb as I continue to fuck her ass.

Hannah moans quietly, her head falling forward. "No," she admits. "God help me, no. Keep going. Fuck me while he’s downstairs."

The admission sends a surge of power through me. I increase my pace, one hand gripping her hip for leverage, the other continuing its assault on her clit. The shower masks the sound of our bodies coming together, but we still have to be quiet. The risk of discovery adds an edge to every sensation, making each thrust more intense, each touch more electric.

"He’s right downstairs," I whisper against her ear, nipping at the lobe. "Making coffee while I fuck his wife’s ass. What do you think he’d do if he walked in right now? If he saw you taking a teenager’s cock like the slut you are?"

Hannah shudders, a muffled whimper escaping her as my words hit their mark. "Don’t stop," she pleads. "Please don’t stop."

I have no intention of stopping. The danger, the taboo, the sheer wrongness of what we’re doing pushes me to new heights of aggression. I pound into her ass, harder now, less concerned with the noise as lust overcomes caution. The water continues to cascade over us, washing away the evidence of our earlier activities but doing nothing to cool the heat between us.

"Hannah?" Mike’s voice calls again, closer now, perhaps at the bottom of the stairs again. "Is that Tyler Brady’s car in the driveway?"

Hannah’s entire body tenses, her ass clenching around my cock in a way that nearly makes me come right then. She looks back at me, panic in her eyes, but I don’t stop. If anything, I fuck her harder, wanting her to feel the risk, the danger, in every nerve ending.

"Y-yes!" she calls back, her voice shaking slightly. "He came by to… to get a game from Ben’s room! I told him he could wait… wait for Ben to get home!"

"Oh, okay!" Mike responds. "Is he still here?"

I thrust particularly deep at that moment, making Hannah gasp. She covers it quickly with a cough. "Yes! He’s… he’s in Ben’s room, I think!"

"I’ll go say hi when you’re done in the shower," Mike says. "Don’t be too long!"

"I won’t!" Hannah promises, then turns back to me, her eyes wild with a mixture of fear and arousal. "We’re going to get caught," she whispers.

"Not if we’re quick," I reply, my hand moving faster on her clit, my cock driving deeper into her ass. "Come for me, Hannah. Come with your husband just downstairs."

The forbidden nature of what we’re doing, the imminent danger of discovery, seems to push Hannah over the edge. She bites down on her forearm to stifle her cries as her body convulses in orgasm, her ass clenching rhythmically around my cock. The sensation is too much for me to bear, and I feel my own climax approaching rapidly.

"I’m going to come," I warn, my voice a harsh whisper. "Going to fill your ass again."

"Do it," Hannah urges, her voice ragged from her recent orgasm. "Come inside me. Give me every drop."

With a final, powerful thrust, I bury myself as deep as possible in her ass and explode, pumping jet after jet of hot cum into her. My vision blurs at the edges, spots dancing before my eyes as the intensity of my orgasm washes over me. It’s more powerful than any I’ve experienced before, heightened by the danger, the taboo, the sheer wrongness of what we’re doing.

As the last pulses of my climax subside, reality begins to set in. Mike is downstairs, probably wondering why his wife is taking so long in the shower. We need to move, to separate, to create some semblance of normalcy before we’re discovered.

I slowly withdraw from Hannah’s ass, both of us wincing slightly at the sensation. As soon as I’m free, Hannah turns and drops to her knees again, taking my softening cock in her mouth, cleaning it thoroughly with her tongue. The sight of Ben’s mom, this respectable MILF, eagerly licking the remnants of our anal session from my cock while her husband waits downstairs, is almost enough to make me hard again.

"That was the best Mother’s Day gift I’ve ever received," Hannah murmurs when she finally releases my cock, looking up at me with a mixture of satisfaction and mischief in her eyes. "Better than any flowers or dinner reservation."

I smirk, helping her to her feet. "Glad I could deliver," I say, giving her one last, deep kiss, tasting myself on her tongue.

We quickly rinse off under the shower, the hot water washing away the evidence of our activities. As we step out, Hannah tosses me a towel, wrapping another around herself. We’re both acutely aware of the need for haste, but there’s a languid satisfaction in our movements that belies the urgency of the situation.

I pull on my boxers and jeans while Hannah slips into a silk robe that does little to hide the marks I’ve left on her body — red handprints on her ass, finger-shaped bruises on her hips, bite marks on her neck and tits. She looks thoroughly fucked, and no amount of covering is going to hide that fact.

"Hannah?" Mike’s voice calls, now right outside the bathroom door. "You’ve been in there for almost half an hour. Are you okay?"

"Fine!" Hannah calls back, hastily tying her robe tighter. "I’ll be out in just a second!"

But it’s too late. The door handle turns, and Mike walks in, stopping short at the sight that greets him: his wife in a robe, hair wet and tousled, and me, shirtless, clearly just out of the shower with her.

There’s a moment of stunned silence as Mike tries to process what he’s seeing. His eyes dart between us, taking in my bare chest, Hannah’s disheveled appearance, the steam still filling the bathroom.

"What the hell is going on here?" he finally asks, his voice tight with suspicion.

Hannah, to her credit, doesn’t miss a beat. "Oh, Mike! You startled me," she says, her voice impressively casual. "Tyler was helping me with a clogged hole."

I nearly choke at her choice of words, trying to keep my face neutral as I nod in agreement. "Yeah, Mr. Wright. The, uh, drain was really backed up. Tight. The drain was really tight."

Mike’s eyes narrow, clearly not entirely convinced by our explanation. "And you needed to be in the shower together for this?"

Hannah laughs, the sound only slightly forced. "Don’t be silly, honey. Tyler was just showing me how to… use the plunger properly. I got water all over him, so I let him use the shower after me."

I grab my shirt, pulling it over my head as casually as I can manage. "I should probably get going," I say, eager to escape before Mike can ask any more questions. "Ben’s probably home by now, and I still need to get that game from him."

Hannah nods, a bit too enthusiastically. "Of course, Tyler. Thank you so much for your help with the… plumbing issue."

I edge past Mike, who’s still standing in the doorway, confusion and suspicion warring on his face. "No problem, Mrs. Wright. Happy to help anytime."

As I reach the top of the stairs, I look back to see Hannah placing a kiss on Mike’s cheek, her hand resting on his chest in a gesture of reassurance. Her eyes, however, find mine over her husband’s shoulder, and she blows me a subtle, sultry kiss, mouthing what looks like "See you soon."

I grin to myself as I head down the stairs and out the front door. This Mother’s Day weekend turned out way better than I could have ever imagined. And based on that look Hannah just gave me, it’s only the beginning of what promises to be a very enjoyable arrangement. As I slide into my car, I make a mental note to visit Ben more often.
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