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Chapter 1

I bound up the steps to Larry’s porch, the cold Valentine’s Day air nipping at my heels. I’ve been prowling for that video game he promised, but fuck if I wasn’t hungry for something else too. I ring the bell, my breath fogging up the frosty air.

The door swings open, and holy fuck, it’s not Larry. It’s his mom – his MILF mom: Mrs. Wright… Hannah Wright. She’s standing there in nothing but a black lace bra and a matching thong. Her tits are spilling out, nipples pressing against the fabric, begging to be sucked. Her legs go on for miles, smooth and toned, leading to that tiny scrap of fabric covering her pussy. I can almost see the outline of her lips, plump and ready.

“H-hey, Mrs. Wright,” I say, my gaze ogling her chest. “Is Larry here?”

“Tyler,” she purrs, leaning against the doorframe, her eyes drinking me in. “Larry’s not home.”

My cock twitches, already hardening at the sight of her. Fuck, she’s a MILF goddess. “Really? He asked me to come over to pick up a video game?” I manage to grunt, my eyes roaming over her curves.

She shifts, her tits bouncing slightly with the movement. My hands itch to grab them, to feel their weight, to squeeze them until she moans.

“Yeah,” she says, her tongue darting out to lick her lips. “He had some errands to run.”

My eyes follow the path of her tongue, imagining it licking the length of my cock. I can almost feel her hot, wet mouth on me. “I see,” I say, my voice low, hungry.

She turns slightly, giving me a view of her ass. Round, firm, fucking perfect. I want to grab it, spank it, watch it jiggle as I pound into her.

“You can wait for him, if you want,” she says, stepping aside to let me in. Her voice is sultry, inviting. She knows what she’s doing. She knows she’s driving me fucking crazy.

I step inside, my cock now fully hard, straining against my jeans. I can smell her perfume, sweet and intoxicating. I can’t help but imagine how good she must smell, how good she must taste.

Fuck, this is going to be an interesting Valentine’s Day.

“I heard you turned eighteen last month, Tyler,” she says as I follow her. “Happy belated birthday.”

“Thank you,” I reply.

“You’re a man now.”

“Yes, ma’am,” I say with a grin.

Hannah leans against the doorway to Larry’s room, her tits threatening to spill out of her lace bra with every breath. She points lazily towards the bed, her other hand tracing the curve of her hip, drawing my eyes to the thin fabric of her panties. Fuck, I want to tear them off with my teeth.

“He left the game on his bed,” she purrs, her eyes never leaving me. I can feel her gaze, hot and hungry, raking over my body. I know she wants me as much as I want her. “Go grab it, if you want.”

If I want? Fuck, I want something alright, but it’s not that fucking game. I brush past her, my arm skimming her waist, her skin soft and warm under my touch. I hear her sharp intake of breath, see her nipples harden beneath the lace. I want to reach out, to twist and pull them until she moans.

Larry’s room is a mess, but I couldn’t give a fuck less. I spy the game on the bed, but I don’t reach for it. Not yet. I turn back to Hannah, who’s still leaning against the doorway, her eyes on my ass. I can feel her stare, like a physical touch.

“You know,” I say, my voice low, “I could help you with something before I go.”

Her eyebrow quirks up, a smirk playing on her lips. “Oh yeah? And what’s that?”

I nod towards the boxes stacked in the living room, visible through the open door. “Those boxes. They look heavy.”

She glances at them, then back at me, her tongue darting out to wet her lips. I can see the wheels turning in her head, the calculation in her eyes. She knows what I’m doing. She knows I’m trying to spend more time with her. She knows, and she likes it.

“They are,” she says, her voice a husky whisper. “But I’m not sure if you can handle them.”

I take a step closer, my voice a low growl. “I can handle more than you think, Mrs. Wright.”

Her eyes widen slightly at the use of her name, her breath hitching. She likes that, likes the reminder of the taboo, the forbidden. She likes that I’m Larry’s friend, that I’m his age, that I’m off-limits. It turns her on. I can see it in her eyes, in the flush of her skin.

She pushes off from the doorway, her hips swaying as she walks towards the living room. I follow, my eyes glued to her ass, my cock throbbing in my jeans.

“Let’s see what you’ve got then, Tyler,” she says, looking back at me over her shoulder.

I follow her into the living room, my eyes locked onto her swaying hips, her ass barely covered by her lace panties. Fuck, she’s hot. I can feel the heat radiating from her body, can almost taste her sweetness on my tongue. I’m already imagining the sounds she’ll make when I finally get my hands on her. And I will. I fucking will.

She points to a stack of boxes in the corner, her bra strap slipping down her shoulder. I want to reach out, to slide it back up, to let my fingers linger on her soft skin. But I hold back, my cock already throbbing, already impatient.

I pick up a box, my muscles flexing, her eyes on me. I can feel her gaze, like a physical touch, hot and hungry. I love it. I fucking love it. I put the box down in the dining room, then turn back to her.

“You know, Mrs. Wright, I’m–”

Her phone rings. She looks down at it, and her expression drops.

“Is everything okay?” I ask.

“Sorry, sweetie,” she says as she turns and walks into the kitchen. “It’s my husband. I need to take this.”

As I move the next box, I hear her in the other room as she speaks on the phone. Her voice is low. She’s talking to her husband: Mike. I can hear the tension in her voice, the frustration. I pause, listening.

“No, Mike,” she says, her hand on her hip, her head cocked to the side. “I’m tired of your excuses. I’m tired of…. of your little dick, Mike. I can’t even feel it when you fuck me.”

I freeze, my cock twitching at her words. Fuck, she’s pissed. And fucking horny. I can hear it in her voice, the raw need, the desperation. I take a step closer, my heart pounding in my chest.

“I haven’t come in five years, Mike,” she spits out, her voice like venom. “Not with you. Not with your tiny prick. Only when I fuck myself, Mike. Only when I shove my fingers deep inside me, when I rub my clit raw.”

Fuck. My cock is rock hard, straining against my jeans. I can picture this MILF babe doing it, her legs spread wide, her fingers pumping in and out of her wet pussy, her head thrown back in ecstasy. I want to be those fingers. I want to be the one making her scream, making her come.

She listens for a moment, her breath coming in short gasps. I can see her chest heaving, her big tits rising and falling with each breath. I want to grab them, to squeeze them, to bury my face in them. I want to hear her moan my name, not his.

“No, Mike,” she says, her voice like ice. “I’m done waiting. I’m done being your fucktoy, your pathetic excuse for a wife. I need a real man, Mike. I need a real cock.”

I step closer, close enough to hear her husband’s words.

“I’ll just be working late tonight, Hannah,” her husband drones on, clueless. “I promise we can discuss this when we get home, baby.”

My eyes roll, teeth grinding at his idiotic dismissal.

Hannah scoffs, a harsh laugh that sends a shiver down my spine. “Working late? Again?” she snaps.

I can see her from where I’m standing in the hallway, pacing like a caged panther, all sleek curves and pent-up energy. Her tits heave with each ragged breath, nipples straining against the lace of her bra. Fuck, she’s hot.

“You know what, Mike? I’m tired of waiting. I’ll just finger myself tonight, like I always do.”

My cock twitches at the image her words conjure. Hannah, legs spread wide, back arched, fingers pumping in and out of her wet pussy. Fuck.

“Or maybe,” she continues, voice dripping with venom and lust, “maybe I’ll finally let the mailman fuck me. You know he always ogles me, right? At least he has a real man’s cock – one that will at least fill my pussy.”

Jesus fucking Christ. I can’t take this anymore. The thought of Hannah, her sexy MILF legs wrapped around some other guy’s waist, his cock driving into her, has me ready to explode. I push off the wall, stumbling down the hall to the bathroom. I need relief, and I need it now.


Chapter 2

I slam the bathroom door shut behind me, flicking the lock. My heart is pounding, blood roaring in my ears.

Hannah’s panties are there, on the floor, a tiny scrap of lace. Black. Sexy. I can imagine her in them, bent over, ready for me. I pick them up, rub the soft fabric between my fingers. They’re still warm. Fuck. I bring them to my nose, inhale deeply. Her scent goes straight to my cock. I’m rock hard, aching.

I unzip my jeans, free my cock. I’m leaking already, pre-cum beading at the tip. I wrap her panties around my shaft, start to stroke. Slow at first, then faster, harder. I close my eyes, imagine her on her knees, those plump lips wrapped around me. I can feel her hot, wet mouth, sucking me deep.

My hand moves faster, gripping myself tighter. I can hear her moans in my head, see her tits bouncing as she bobs up and down on my cock. I imagine grabbing her hair, holding her still as I fuck her mouth, feel her throat convulse around me.

“That’s it, Mrs. Wright,” I whisper under my breath, stroking faster. “Take it all. Take every inch of my cock, you horny MILF bitch.”

I’m dripping now, my cock slick and slippery. The sound of my hand working myself fills the room, obscene and dirty. I love it. I love imagining her like this, on her knees, servicing me. I know she’d love it too. She’s a slut for a big cock, and mine’s the biggest she’s ever had.

I can feel my orgasm building, my balls drawing up tight. I imagine her looking up at me, tears streaming down her face as she gags on my cock. I fuck her mouth harder, faster, chasing my release. It’s so fucking good. Too good. I never want it to end.

My body tenses, my hand moving at a fevered pace. I’m close. So fucking close. I can feel her lips around me, her tongue licking at my shaft. I can hear her moans, her chokes, her gags. It’s all too much. I’m going to–

The bathroom door opens, and Hannah stands on the other side.

Her lips part, a gasp escaping. “Tyler! What the hell are you doing?”

A wicked grin spreads across my face as I stroke harder, slower, making a show of it. Her eyes flick down, taking in the sight of her panties wrapped around my shaft. Her cheeks flush, but she doesn’t look away.

“Couldn’t help myself, Mrs. Wright,” I growl. “You’re so fucking sexy.”

Her eyes dart between my face and my cock, her breasts heaving under her bra. I can see her nipples pebbling, her tongue darting out to wet her lips. She’s not shocked, she’s intrigued. She wants this.

“Tyler, your…” Her voice trails off, her eyes glued to my cock. “Your cock is so…”

“Big?” I finish for her, a smirk playing on my lips. I stroke faster, my balls aching for release. “Is that what you were going to say, Mrs. Wright? That my cock is so much bigger than your husband’s?”

She swallows hard, her eyes dilating. She likes what she sees. Her hand flutters to her throat, fingers brushing against her soft skin. I can almost feel her touch on my own flesh, light and teasing.

“You shouldn’t be doing this,” she whispers, but there’s no conviction in her voice. She takes a step closer, her hips swaying gently.

“Shouldn’t I?” I challenge, my voice low and dangerous. I can feel her gaze like a physical touch, her eyes eating up every inch of my cock. “Or maybe you should join me. Maybe you can skip the mailman and have me instead.”

A soft smile plays on her lips, her eyes flicking up to meet mine. She’s made her decision. She steps closer, her body brushing against mine. I can feel her heat, smell her perfume. It’s intoxicating.

“You’re a naughty boy, Tyler,” she purrs, her hand reaching up to cup my cheek.

I lean into her touch, my hand still working my cock. “And you love it,” I growl.

Her smile widens, her thumb brushing against my lips. “Maybe I do,” she admits.

I don’t wait for her to make the next move. I grab her wrist, pulling her hand down to my cock. She gasps as I wrap her fingers around my shaft, her eyes widening. She strokes me tentatively, her grip tightening.

“Like this, Mrs. Wright,” I guide her, my hand covering hers. “Stroke me like you mean it.”

She bites her lip, her hand moving faster. I can see the lust in her eyes, the hunger. She wants this as much as I do. I lean in, capturing her lips in a fierce kiss. She moans into my mouth, her body pressing against mine. Her tongue darts out, licking at my lips. I open for her, our tongues tangling in a dirty dance.

I can feel her nipples pressing against my chest, hard and eager. I want to taste them, suck them into my mouth. But not yet. For now, I’m content with her hand on my cock, her lips on mine. The room fills with our harsh breaths, the sound of her hand working my shaft. It’s filthy and raw and everything I’ve ever wanted.

Her lips trail down my jaw, her teeth nipping at my skin. “Tyler,” she moans, her voice breathy and desperate. “You taste so good.”

I grab her chin, forcing her to look at me. “And you know how to stroke a cock, Mrs. Wright,” I growl.

She smiles, her eyes shining with lust. She’s enjoying this, enjoying the power she has over me. I can see it in her eyes, feel it in her touch. She knows she has me wrapped around her finger, and she loves it.

But I’m not ready to give her all the power just yet. I spin us around, pressing her back against the wall. She gasps, her eyes widening in surprise. I capture her lips in another fierce kiss, my hips grinding against hers. I can feel her heat, her wetness. She’s ready for me. More than ready.

My cock throbs against Hannah’s palm, her fingers tracing the thick veins that run along my shaft. Her touch is electric, sending jolts of pleasure coursing through my body. She looks up at me, her brown eyes filled with a hungry intensity.

“Tyler,” she murmurs, her voice a sultry purr. “I want you to give me something special. Give me the creamiest Valentine’s gift ever.” She leans in, her lips brushing against my ear. “I want you to fuck me senseless.”

A primal growl escapes my lips, my body reacting to her words. I can feel the heat radiating from her, the scent of her arousal filling the air. My hands grip the fabric of her bra, my fingers itching to tear it off.

But first, I want to hear her say it again. I want to hear her beg for my cock.

“Say it again, Mrs. Wright,” I demand, my voice low and commanding. “Tell me what you want.”

Her cheeks flush, her breath hitching in her throat. But she doesn’t shy away. Instead, she holds my gaze, her voice steady and sure. “I want you to fuck me, Tyler. I want you to use that big cock of yours and fuck me until I can’t walk straight. Treat me like some horny college slut or like some bitch whore.”

Fuck. The words are like music to my ears. I crush my lips to hers, my tongue invading her mouth. She tastes sweet, like honey and sin. I can’t get enough.

My hands move to her bra. Buttons fly, pinging against the bathroom tiles. I shove the material aside, my eyes feasting on her flawless skin, her luscious tits free.

But it’s her panties I’m after. I grab the waistband, the lace ripping beneath my fingers. She gasps, her eyes widening with shock and excitement. I can see the wet spot on the fabric, the evidence of her arousal. It spurs me on, my cock throbbing with need.

I press her against the bathroom counter. The cold marble contrasts with the heat of her skin, goosebumps erupting along her flesh. I can see her reflection in the mirror, her eyes wide and wild, her lips parted on a gasp.

Her tits are perfect, round and full, her nipples hard and begging for my touch. I palm them, my thumbs brushing over her peaks. She moans, her head falling back against my shoulder.

My cock is pressed against her pussy. I grind against her, my hands roaming over her body. I can’t get enough of her. I can’t get enough of her touch, her taste, her scent.

I spin her around, lifting her onto the counter. The cold marble meets her bare ass, a sharp intake of breath hissing through her teeth. But her eyes… fuck, her eyes are on fire. She’s spread out before me like a feast, her tits heaving with each breath, her pussy glistening with her juices.

I step back, tearing at my remaining clothing. I stand before her, naked and hard, my cock jutting out towards her. Her eyes widen, her tongue darting out to lick her lips.

She reaches for me, her hand wrapping around my shaft. I groan, my hips bucking into her touch. But I don’t want her hand. I want her pussy. I want to bury myself deep inside her, to feel her walls clenching around me.

I bat her hand away, stepping between her thighs. I can feel her heat, her wetness against my cock. It would be so easy to slide into her, to take what I want.

My cock is pulsing, aching to be buried inside her. I grip her hips, fingers digging into her soft flesh. She’s so small, so breakable. Her skin is like silk, and her curves… fuck, those curves could make a man lose his mind.

“Tyler,” she whimpers, her voice barely audible over the distant hum of the party. Her eyes are wide, pupils dilated. She’s hungry. Starving.

I don’t speak. Not yet. I want her to feel this. Feel me. Feel us.

I line myself up, the head of my cock nudging against her slick entrance. She’s so wet. So ready. Her body is begging for this.

With a grunt, I slam into her. Her back arches, a gasp tearing from her lips. Her pussy is like a vice, clamping down on me. Fuck, she feels good.

“Fuck! Yes!” she screams.

“Your pussy is so tight, Mrs. Wright,” I growl, pulling out before slamming back in. Her tits bounce with the force, her nipples hard and begging to be sucked.

Her moans fill the air, mingling with the distant laughter and music. But it’s all background noise. All that matters is this. Us. Our bodies joined, our breaths mingling.

“Harder,” she pants, her nails digging into my shoulders. I can see the mark she’s leaving. I want more. I want her to mark me, to claim me.

I give her what she wants. What we both want. I fuck her harder, my hips slapping against hers. The sound echoes around the room, a dirty, filthy symphony.

“You like that, don’t you?” I grunt, my voice low and commanding. “You like being fucked like a little slut.”

She moans, her eyes rolling back. She’s so fucking hungry for this. For me. For my cock. For my words.

“Look at you,” I say, my voice a harsh whisper. “Spread out on the counter like a feast. You’re mine, bitch. Mine to fuck. Mine to use.”

“Fuck! Tyler! Fuck!” she screams as she wraps her legs around me.

Her pussy clenches around me, her body responding to my words. She loves this. Loves being degraded. Loves being used.

I can feel her submission, her hunger. It’s intoxicating. It’s fueling my own desires, my own needs. I want to consume her. I want to devour her.

Her phone buzzes on the counter, the screen lighting up with her husband’s name. A voice message. I can see it from the corner of my eye, but I don’t give a fuck. I’m consumed, lost in the wet, tight heat of Hannah’s pussy.

“Tyler,” she gasps, her eyes fluttering closed, then open again, drawn to the phone. “My husband is leaving me a message! Oh, fuck! Yes!”

“Play it, bitch. Let’s hear his voice as I fuck your slutty pussy,” I growl, my hips pounding into her, making her tits bounce with each thrust. Her nails dig into my back, scratching, marking. Fuck yes.

Her husband’s voice fills the room as his audio message begins to play. Hey baby, just calling to tell you I love you.

A smirk tugs at my lips. This is fucking wrong. Depraved. Yet, it only makes my cock throb harder. I grip her thighs tighter, spread her wider, fuck her deeper.

“You’re such a fucking whore, Mrs. Wright,” I grows as I pound deep into her pussy.

I’m so thankful for you, Hannah. For your loyalty.

“Fuck me, Tyler! Make me your whore! Your bitch!” she screams.

I fuck her savagely, our bodies slapping together, slick with sweat. I can feel her pussy gripping me, trying to milk me. Not yet. I’m not done with her.

For being such a loyal wife to me all these years.

“Make me your bitch, Tyler!” she moans, her voice a mixture of pleasure and pain. “Make me your whore! Your cum dumpster!”

I flip her over, pressing her face down onto the cold counter. She gasps, her back arching, her ass pressing against me. Perfect. I slap her ass, hard. She yelps, her skin reddening.

“You’re mine right now,” I grunt, my voice animalistic. “Mine to fuck. Mine to use.”

I grip her hair, pulling her head back as I slam into her. She screams, her hands scrambling for purchase on the slick counter. Her husband’s voice is still playing, still telling her how much he loves her, how much he appreciates her. Fuck him.

“Yes! Fill my pussy! Make me your cum slut! Yes!” she screams.

I rough her up, my hands bruising, my cock relentless. She’s taking it, taking all of me, taking everything I give her. Her moans are dirty, raw, real.

I lean down, my mouth by her ear. “You love this, don’t you, Mrs. Wright?” I whisper, my voice harsh. “You love being fucked like a dirty little slut while your husband talks about his love for you.”

She whimpers, her eyes closed tight. She’s close. I can feel it. But I’m not ready to let her come. Not yet.

I slow down, my thrusts deliberate, deep. I want to feel every inch of her. I want her to feel every inch of me. Her husband’s message ends, the room filling with the sounds of our fucking. It’s filthy. It’s fucking perfect.

My hips are a relentless piston, driving into Hannah with a force that’s leaving her breathless. Her knuckles are white, clutching the counter’s edge like a lifeline. The sight of her, bent over and helpless, is intoxicating. Her husband’s voice is a distant echo, replaced by the symphony of our slick bodies meeting, parting, meeting again.

“Tyler,” she gasps, her voice ragged. “I’m… I’m coming.”

I feel it too, her pussy clamping down on my cock, her body convulsing. Her orgasm is a living thing, pulsating, intense. She screams, a sound of pure, unadulterated pleasure. I watch as her face contorts. Beautiful. Fucking beautiful.

But I’m not done yet. Not even close.

I rip my cock out of her, slick with her juices. She whimpers at the loss, but I don’t give her time to protest. I force her legs wider apart, pushing her back down, her ass now exposed, vulnerable. Perfect.

I grab a handful of her hair, pulling her head back. She gasps, her back arching in response. I love the sight of her like this. Submissive. Mine.

“Tyler, what are you–” she starts, but her words turn into a groan as I press my cock against her ass.

“I’m fucking your MILF ass, Mrs. Wright,” I murmur, my voice a low growl. “You know you want this. I bet a slut like you loved taking big cocks up your ass in college.”

I push in, slow but steady. She’s tight, so fucking tight. Her breath hitches, her body tensing. I can feel her heartbeat, rapid, excited.

“Relax, Mrs. Wright,” I command, my voice firm. I spit on my cock, using my other hand to spread it, easing the way.

She takes a deep breath, her body slowly relaxing. I push in further, the sensation intense. She whimpers, a sound that sends a shiver down my spine.

I start to move, slow at first, then faster, harder. Her ass is a vice, gripping my cock tightly. I pull her hair, her head jerking back, her moans filling the air. It’s a soundtrack I could listen to all day.

“Fuck!” she screams. “Fuck! Shit! It hurts – fuck! So fucking bad!”

I look down, watching my cock disappear into her ass, then reappear, slick and glistening. It’s filthy. It’s fucking hot.

I spank her, hard. She yelps, her skin reddening.

“You’re a dirty little slut, Mrs. Wright,” I growl, my voice low. “You love this, don’t you? You love being fucked in the ass while your husband is in the other room.”

She moans, her eyes closed tight. She’s lost in the sensation, lost in the moment. Just like me.

I can feel my orgasm building, a pressure in my balls, a tingling at the base of my spine. But I’m not ready yet. I want more. I want all of her.

I lean down, my mouth by her ear. “You feel so fucking good, Mrs. Wright,” I whisper, my voice harsh. “So fucking tight.”

She whimpers, her body trembling. She’s close again. I can feel it. And this time, I might just let her come.

My hips are pistons, driving my cock deeper and deeper into Hannah’s ass. The room is filled with the sound of our flesh meeting, a sharp, wet smack that echoes off the bathroom tiles. The mirror is fogged with our heat, our passion. I can see Hannah’s reflection, her face contorted in a mix of pleasure and pain. It spurs me on.

“You’re so fucking tight, bitch,” I grunt, my fingers tangling in her hair, pulling her head back sharply. She gasps, her back arching, her big tits bouncing with each thrust. “You’re a fucking vice.”

She moans, a low, guttural sound that vibrates through her body. I can feel it around my cock. It’s fucking incredible.

I look down, watching my cock disappear into her ass. It’s slick and shiny, coated in her juices. It’s a filthy sight. It’s fucking perfect.

I slap her ass, hard. The sound ricochets around the room. She yelps, her skin instantly reddening. I do it again, on the other cheek. I want her to feel me tomorrow. I want her to remember this when she’s sitting down to dinner with her fucking family.

“You’re a dirty little whore, aren’t you, Mrs. Wright?” I growl, my voice low and dangerous. I can feel her tighten around me, her body responding to my words. She loves this. She fucking loves being degraded.

“Yes,” she pants, her voice barely a whisper. “I’m your whore, Tyler.”

Fuck. My name on her lips, while I’m buried deep in her ass. It’s too much. I can feel my orgasm building, the pressure in my balls intense. But I’m not ready yet. I want more.

I pull her hair harder, her head jerking back. I can see her face, her eyes closed tight, her mouth open in a silent scream. She’s lost in the sensation. She’s lost in me.

I lean down, my mouth by her ear. “You’re mine, Mrs. Wright,” I whisper, my voice harsh. “You’re my fucking slut.”

“Yes, baby,” she whimpers, her body trembling. “I’m your little cum dumpster.”

She’s close. I can feel it. And this time, I’m going to let her come. I’m going to let her explode around my cock.

I straighten up, my grip on her hair tightening. I can see my reflection in the mirror. I look wild, feral. I look like a man possessed. And I am. I’m possessed by Hannah. By her body. By her fucking ass.

The mirror in front of me is fogged with our heat, but I can still see her face, flushed and twisted in ecstasy. Hannah’s ass clenches around my cock, the sensation so intense it’s like she’s trying to milk me, to draw out every last drop of pleasure. The room smells of sex, of our sweat and her musk. I can taste her in the air, and it’s fucking intoxicating.

“Tyler,” she moans, her voice low and guttural. It’s a sound that comes from deep within her, a primal call that speaks to something ancient and wild inside me. I can feel her body tensing, her muscles coiling like a spring ready to release. She’s on the edge, and so am I. The world narrows down to this moment, this feeling, this fucking perfect connection.

I drive into her, my hips moving like pistons, my cock thrusting deep into her ass. She’s so tight, so hot, it’s like fucking a furnace. I can feel every inch of her, every ripple, every pulse. Her body is mine, and I am hers. We’re locked in this dance, this dirty, filthy dance.

“Come for me, Mrs. Wright,” I growl, my voice barely recognizable. It’s more animal than human, a beast’s growl. “Let me feel you come.”

Her breath hitches, her body tenses, and then she’s coming. She’s screaming, her cries muffled by the towel she’s biting down on. Her ass clamps down on my cock, and I can feel her, feel every wave of her orgasm as it crashes through her. It’s too much. It’s too fucking much. I’m right there with her, ready to fucking explode.

And then, I hear it. The front door opening. Footsteps in the hallway. Her fucking husband. Home early.

My heart pounds in my chest, but I don’t stop. I can’t. I’m too close. And Hannah, she doesn’t want me to. She pushes back against me, her body begging for more.

“Hannah? You home?” His voice is loud, echoing through the house. He’s so fucking close, just on the other side of the door. But I don’t care. I can’t care. I’m too far gone.

Hannah looks back at me, her eyes wide, her mouth open in a silent scream. But she doesn’t tell me to stop. She doesn’t want me to. She’s too far gone too. She’s riding the wave, cresting the peak. She’s a fucking wildcat, her hips bucking back against me, her ass taking me deep.

“Yeah, baby – shit!” she calls out, her voice breathy but surprisingly steady. “I’m just – ugh! Just getting – fuck! A good stretch – shit!”

He says something else, but I can’t hear it. I can’t hear anything but the sound of our bodies slapping together, the sound of her moans, the sound of my heart pounding in my ears. I can feel her coming again, her body convulsing around me. And I’m right there with her, ready to fucking explode.

“You almost done, Hannah? I could use some help out here,” he calls again, his voice louder this time. He’s closer. But I don’t care. I can’t care. I’m too far gone.

Hannah looks back at me, her eyes wild, her mouth open in a silent scream. She’s close. So fucking close. And so am I. I can feel it building, the pressure in my balls intense. I’m ready to fucking explode.

“Almost, baby – shit!” she pants, her voice breathy. “It’s a long and hard stretch – fuck!”

And then, she’s coming again. Her body convulses, her ass clamps down on my cock, and I’m right there with her. I’m coming, my cock pulsing, my body shaking. It’s too much. It’s too fucking much. But it’s not enough. I want more. I need more. I need her. I need this. I need us.

My cock throbs, buried deep in Hannah’s ass. Her inner muscles milk me, urging me to release. Sweat drips from my forehead, landing on her smooth, reddened skin. Her hushed moans, the sound of my balls slapping against her skin, and Mike’s distant footsteps create a fucked-up symphony, spurring me on.

“Fuck, Mrs. Wright,” I grunt, my voice low and guttural. My hands grip her hips, fingers digging into her supple flesh. She pushes back against me, matching my thrusts, urging me deeper.

He could walk in at any moment. He could catch us. He could see me fucking his wife in the ass. The thought sends a thrill down my spine, pushing me closer to the edge. I’m a sick fuck, I know it. But the wrongness of it all makes it so much hotter.

Hannah looks back at me, her brown eyes glazed with lust and desperation. “Come for me, Tyler,” she whispers, her voice barely audible. “Fill my ass.”

Her words are my undoing. My orgasm hits me like a freight train, white-hot pleasure coursing through my veins. I bite my lip, stifling a groan as my cock explodes, pulsing rope after rope of thick, hot cum into her tight ass.

Hannah shudders, her body convulsing as she comes with me. Her ass clamps down on my cock, drawing out my orgasm, draining me. I can feel our mixed juices dripping out of her, coating my balls, running down her thighs. It’s filthy. It’s obscene. It’s the hottest fucking thing I’ve ever seen.

As the last of my orgasm subsides, I pull out of her, my cock still half-hard and glistening with our fluids. Hannah turns to me, her eyes hungry, her lips parted. She drops to her knees, her face level with my cock.

“Such a good boy,” she purrs, her voice sultry. “Giving me exactly what I wanted for Valentine’s.”

Before I can respond, she takes my cock in her mouth, her tongue swirling around the sensitive head. I hiss, my body jolting at the sudden sensation. She licks me clean, her eyes locked on mine, savoring our combined taste. It’s so fucking wrong, so fucking dirty. And I love every fucking second of it.

She pops my cock out of her mouth, a satisfied smile on her beautiful face. “This was the best Valentine’s gift I ever received,” she whispers, her voice thick with lust.

My heart’s still pounding like I’ve just run a fucking touchdown. I can feel the sweat cooling on my skin, the bathroom tiles cold beneath my bare feet. I tug up my jeans and fasten the belt. Hannah slides into a night robe, the silk black and sleek like her hair, flowing like water over her curves. Her body is a landscape of lust and satisfaction I’ve just explored thoroughly with my cock. Her ass is pink from my handprints. The room smells of sweat, sex, and her floral perfume.

The bathroom door creaks open. Suddenly, there’s Mike, Hannah’s husband, standing there in his crisp suit, eyes wide with confusion as he sees me and his wife panting and catching our breath.

“What’s going on here?” he asks, his gaze darting between us.

Fuck. My heart hammers against my ribs. I can still feel the ghost of Hannah’s ass around my cock, the taste of her pussy on my tongue. I’m high on the adrenaline, on the fucking thrill of almost getting caught. I’m riding the edge, and it’s exhilarating.

Hannah doesn’t miss a beat. She leans against the counter, cool as a cucumber. “Tyler was just helping me fill a tight hole, honey,” she says, her voice smooth as silk.

Mike’s eyebrows furrow. “A tight hole? What are you talking about?”

Hannah nods towards the sink. “The drain was clogged. Tyler was kind enough to help me fix it.”

Mike looks at me, and I shrug, playing along. “Just being neighborly, sir,” I say, my voice steady despite the fact that my cock is still half-hard and throbbing.

He buys it. Fucking idiot. He smiles at me, clapping me on the back. “Good man. Thanks for helping my wife, Tyler.”

Hannah catches my eye, a wicked smile playing on her lips. She mouths, “Later.” It’s a promise. A fucking dirty promise.

“No problem, Mr. Wright,” I say, sidestepping him. “I should get going.”

As I brush past Hannah, she blows me a kiss, slow and sultry. Her lips are swollen, red from my teeth, my cock. Her tongue peeks out, a reminder of where it’s been. On my cock. My balls. My fucking ass. I can still feel her nails digging into my skin, her body writhing against mine.

“See you soon, Tyler,” she purrs, her voice low enough that only I can hear. It’s a fucking promise. A promise of more filthy nights, of her body beneath mine, of her ass milked by my throbbing cock, of her lips leaving lipstick marks on my shaft.

I leave the bathroom, my body still buzzing with adrenaline and lust. I’m already looking forward to the next time. To the next tight hole I’ll be plugging up.
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