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Chapter 1

The sun beats down on my back as I throw the football to Tim, sweat trickling down my skin. He catches it with ease and tosses it back, his grin infectious. Spending the weekend at his house to celebrate our coinciding eighteenth birthdays has been a blast so far.

“Nice throw, man!” I say, smirking as he gives me a thumbs up.

“Thanks, dude. It reminded me of the throw you made last week against Crown City High.” Tim’s laughter fills the air around us, and I can’t help but join in. With him being the star receiver and me being the star quarterback of our high school football team, it is fate that we became best friends.

“Do you know what’s on the agenda for tonight?” I ask.

“My folks usually have dinner at 5. So we have about twenty minutes,” he replies.

As another bead of sweat rolls down my forehead, I realize just how dirty I must be. “Hey, I’m gonna take a shower before dinner, alright?”

“Sure thing,” Tim replies, nodding in agreement. “I’ll see you inside.”

Heading into the house, I can already feel the cool air conditioning washing over my heated skin. I peel off my shirt, revealing my strong muscles that I’ve spent countless hours perfecting on the field. It feels good, knowing all that hard work has paid off.

I pause for a moment, taking in the quiet stillness of the hallway. This little break from our game – from everything – is just what I need.

The cold air kisses my heated skin as I round the corner. That’s when I see her: Jessica – Tim’s insanely sexy mom. She’s a total MILF bombshell, and she is standing in all her sultry glory wearing a skimpy bikini that leaves little to the imagination.

The sight of her full breasts straining against the thin fabric gets my cock excited. Her sun-kissed skin glistens, making her look like some sort of erotic goddess. Her full breasts are perky and firm, defying gravity, while her waist and hips create an intoxicating hourglass shape. Her full lips are the perfect dick-sucking lips. This MILF babe has the body of a busty cheerleader and the face of a model.

“Hey, Aaron,” she purrs, her voice like velvet, instantly making me forget about the shower and everything else.

“Uh, hi… Mrs. Johnson.” My eyes hungrily take her in, unable to look away from the way her full, firm breasts strain against the thin fabric of her top. The sight of her erect nipples sends shivers down my spine.

Her lips curve into a devilish smile, knowing exactly the effect she has on me. Those big brown eyes lock onto mine, daring me to admit my desires. “Just call me Jessica. We’re both adults here.”

“S-sure, Jessica,” I stammer, my throat suddenly dry. “You look amazing.”

“Thanks, sweetie.” She steps closer, her intoxicating scent wrapping around me as her hips sway seductively. Her skin seems to glow. The way her long, wavy hair frames her face only adds to her allure. “Is Tim outside?”

“Uh, yeah, he’s… um, still playing.” My mind races, trying to focus on anything other than the growing erection straining against my shorts.

“Your muscles are really coming along,” she says, her eyes darting down to my abs for a moment before returning to mine. “I bet there’s a line of cheerleaders at the school waiting for you.”

“Not exactly,” I say, trying to brush off her comment with a modest chuckle.

“Too bad for them,” she purrs, leaning in closer, her breath warm on my skin. “If I were a high school cheerleader, I’d be all over you.”

My mind races, her words echoing through my head. My cock throbs with need, desperate for some form of release. I swallow hard, searching for something clever to say, but my thoughts are consumed by the image of Jessica spread out beneath me.

She takes a step back, breaking the spell she’s cast over me, but leaving me craving more. “Enjoy your shower,” she says, her voice dripping with innuendo.

The sway of Jessica’s hips entrances me as she retreats down the hallway, her every step an erotic dance that beckons me to follow. My heart hammers in my chest, desire coursing through my veins like wildfire.

“Remember, Aaron, I’m just down the hall,” she calls over her shoulder, a mischievous smile playing on her full lips. The door to her bedroom clicks shut, but not all the way – the universe seems to be tempting me.

“Fuck it,” I mutter under my breath, taking a few cautious steps toward her room. I know it’s wrong; she’s Tim’s mom, for Christ’s sake. But the thought of catching another glimpse of her barely-covered body is too intoxicating to resist.

My footsteps are light, barely making a sound as I creep closer to her door. Each step heightens the anticipation, fueling the lustful fire burning within me. I can almost feel her presence on the other side of that door, and it’s driving me mad with desire.

I hesitate for a moment outside her bedroom. My breathing comes in shallow gasps, my mind racing with indecision.

Heat radiates through the room as I tiptoe toward the slightly ajar door, my heart pounding in anticipation. Peeking through the crack, I find Jessica lying on her bed like a goddess, her hand moving sensuously over her body as she pleasures herself. Her long, sleek legs are spread wide as she squeezes her barely-clothed tits.

“Fuck,” I whisper, my breath hitching at the sight. “She’s masturbating…”

She’s a vision – her fingers trail over her full breasts before going down her toned stomach. She pulls her bikini bottom to the side and slips a finger into her pussy, eliciting moans that send shivers down my spine.

My mouth goes dry, my heart racing as I watch this erotic scene unfold before my eyes. The slight scent of sweat and desire fills the air, making it hard to think straight.

Her full breasts rise and fall with each breath as she moans softly, getting louder with every passing moment. The sight of her perfect nipples hardening under my gaze is too much for me to handle; I feel my own cock throbbing in response.

“Jessica,” I whisper, biting my lip as my own arousal surges. My hand finds its way to my cock, gripping it tightly beneath my shorts. “You’re such a hot MILF bitch.”

The sound of Jessica’s moans fills my ears, drowning out any sense of caution or guilt. As her body writhes on the bed, my pulse quickens, my fantasies of Jessica becoming more vivid and intense.

A bead of sweat trickles down my temple as I watch Jessica’s fingers dance along her silky skin. My heart pounds in my chest, the blood surging to my rigid cock. I can’t help but imagine what it would feel like to have those full, luscious lips wrapped around me.

My resolve crumbles. My hand slips inside my shorts, fingers wrapping around my throbbing erection. “I need this…” I whisper.

A low moan escapes from between parted lips as she strokes herself faster and harder. Watching from the shadows, it feels like I’m letting myself into something intimate – something forbidden – but I can’t tear myself away from the sight before me.

I wrap my hand around my shaft, stroking it slowly, picturing Jessica’s tongue teasing the head of my cock.

“Aaron, you taste so good,” I imagine her saying, her eyes locked on mine as she wraps her lips around my cock.

“Jessica, that feels amazing,” I breathe, the words barely escaping my lips as I pump my cock faster, each stroke fueled by the sight of her writhing body. My thoughts race, filled with visions of her swallowing me whole, gagging and gasping for breath as her eyes water.

Jessica’s moans grow louder as she nears her climax, her hips gyrating against her hand in an erotic dance that would make any man weak in the knees. Her hand moves faster, circling her clit with just the right amount of pressure, and I can almost feel the electricity crackling through the air.

“Blow your load on me, baby,” she’d moan, encouraging me to release my pent-up lust all over her pretty face. “Cover my slutty face with your cum.”

Suddenly, she arches her back, crying out in ecstasy. Her body shudders under the power of her orgasm, and it’s all I can do not to lose control. My fingertips trace lightly over my swollen head as I watch her climax, imagining it’s my cock buried deep inside her.

My grip tightens as I edge toward orgasm. I’m going to –

Shit! Just as I’m about to explode, Jessica’s eyes snap open, locking onto mine with a mixture of surprise and intrigue. I freeze. But her lips curl into a smile.

“Like what you see?” she asks, her voice dripping with seduction, her wicked grin sending shivers down my spine.

“Uh… I…” I stammer, taken aback, my hand still gripping my exposed member. “I’m sorry!”

My heart races, the heat of embarrassment spreading across my face. I can’t believe she caught me like this. I quickly let go of my throbbing cock and stuff my cock back into my shorts.

“Wait!” Jessica calls out from her bedroom, laughter in her voice. But I’m too humiliated to face her. I turn and bolt down the hallway, my heart pounding against my ribcage.

“Shit – shit – shit,” I mutter under my breath, feeling like a complete idiot. How could I let myself get carried away like that?

My face flustered, and my breathing ragged, I race into the bathroom.


Chapter 2

The aroma of a home-cooked meal fills the air as I take my seat at the dinner table, surrounded by Tim, John – Tim’s Dad – and Jessica. I can’t help but steal glances at Jessica, but I force myself to look away, avoiding eye contact with her whenever possible. Instead, I focus on chatting with Tim and John about football and our upcoming game next week.

“Man, I really hope we crush the Bulldogs this time,” I say, trying to keep up the casual conversation while my mind is preoccupied with thoughts of Jessica’s perfect body.

“Me too,” Tim responds. “We’ve been practicing hard, and I think we have a good shot.”

“I think…” I start before my voice trails off

What is that feeling under the table. It… can’t be.

A sudden sensation overtakes my crotch under the table. My heart races as I quickly realize that it’s Jessica’s foot, rubbing against my clothed cock in a slow, teasing motion. The touch sends shivers down my spine and I struggle to maintain my composure.

“Uh, yeah,” I stammer, trying to stay focused on the conversation. “Our team is definitely looking strong this year.”

Jessica smirks at me from across the table, causing a hot rush of blood to flood my cheeks. I can feel my cock responding to her touch, and I bite my lip to suppress a moan. My heart pounds in my chest as Jessica’s foot continues to tease me under the table, her toes brushing against the growing bulge in my pants. I can feel my cock hardening with each delicate stroke, my arousal becoming more and more difficult to hide.

I try my best to keep up with Tim and John’s conversation. But inside, my thoughts are consumed by the fiery lust building between my legs.

She’s so fucking hot. I can’t believe that this gorgeous MILF is playing with me like this. I try to swallow hard and take a sip of water to calm myself down, but my shaking hands betray me as they rattle against the glass.

My eyes dart between Tim and John, hoping they don’t notice what’s happening under the table. But Jessica’s foot keeps rubbing, her heel grinding against my hardened length teasingly. The sensation is driving me wild; I can feel my cock pulsing, begging for release.

Jessica notices my obvious arousal and smirks devilishly. She suddenly leans down, feigning innocence as she announces, “Oh, I dropped some crumbs. Let me just pick those up.”

I watch with bated breath as she slips under the table. She crawls toward me, positioning herself between my legs. The thrill of this illicit encounter sends my pulse racing even faster, and I struggle to maintain a casual facade.

“Hey Aaron, did you see that new movie yet?” Tim asks, completely oblivious to the seductive game unfolding beneath the table.

“Uh, no, not yet,” I reply, trying to sound nonchalant while my mind screams. Looking down, I see Jessica smiling at me. She lowers my shorts and frees my cock before grabbing it by its base.

I can feel her warm breath on my inner thighs, her proximity making my cock ache with anticipation. My imagination runs wild with fantasies of what’s about to happen, and I silently pray that Tim and John won’t notice the desire etched across my face.

The tablecloth brushes against my legs as Jessica’s warm, wet mouth engulfs my throbbing cock. I gasp, barely able to contain my surprise at the heady sensations that flood my senses. Her expert tongue swirls around the tip of my erection, teasing and tantalizing me with every lascivious lick.

Her full lips slide up and down my shaft, each sloppy, wet slurp sending shivers of ecstasy coursing through my body. My eyes involuntarily roll back in my head, relishing the exquisite pleasure of her lewd ministrations.

As Jessica’s tongue bathes my cock, I gasp loudly, unable to hold back the deep moan that escapes me. My head falls back, and my fingers clench into tight fists on the tablecloth. The sensation of her hot mouth wrapping around my cock is too much, and I let out a low growl of pleasure. I can feel her sucking on it rhythmically, taking more of my length into that warm, wet cave. Each time she does, she looks up at me with a wicked grin.

…somehow Tim and John don’t notice.

“Have you seen any good movies lately?” Tim asks, blissfully unaware of the erotic tableau unfolding just inches from his feet.

“Um, I saw… uh, that action flick last week,” I manage to choke out, struggling to maintain some semblance of composure amidst the sexual frenzy bubbling inside me.

Saliva and precum run down the MILF’s chin. Jessica’s hunger for my cock knows no bounds, as she eagerly slurps and slobbers all over it, her moans growing louder and more wanton with each lustful bob of her head. The sounds of her lascivious feasting fill the air, but somehow, neither Tim nor John seem to notice.

She alternates between sucking and licking the length of my dick like a horny college slut, driving me wild. Every time she takes more of it into her mouth, there’s a soft smacking sound against her lips that echoes in the quiet dining room. She hollows her cheeks, giving me the kind of blowjob I’d expect from some nympho.

This is insane. But the thrill of getting caught only serves to heighten my arousal, driving me to the edge of ecstasy.

“Hey Aaron, are you okay? You seem a little… distracted,” John remarks, his feeble eyesight failing to discern the true source of my preoccupation.

“Uh, yeah, just a bit tired,” I lie, praying that they won’t discover the truth – that I’m currently being blown by one of his gorgeous wife.

Jessica works her magic. Her tongue dances around the sensitive head of my cock, tracing patterns that make me want to scream with pleasure. Her hot breath sends shivers down my spine, and I can’t help but lean back in the chair, my hands gripping the table tightly.

My hips start to rock involuntarily, pushing into her warm mouth as she takes me deeper. Each time she hits the back of her throat, she lets out a muffled moan that sends more shivers down my spine.

“Did you see that crazy play in last night’s game?” Tim asks, pulling me back into reality – or at least, a semblance of it.

“Uh, yeah,” I mutter, trying to recall anything about football while Jessica’s hot, wet mouth engulfs me further. “That was… insane.”

With a sudden surge of boldness, Jessica pushes herself to take my entire length down her throat. My heart pounds as I feel her lips press against my balls, her throat constricting around my shaft as she chokes on it. The sensation is mind-blowing, a tight embrace that sends shivers up my spine.

My hips rock back and forth in rhythm with her movements, unable to control myself. The table wobbles slightly as we both lose ourselves in our erotic dance. She just keeps sucking and stroking, eliciting soft gasps from me with every thrust of her tongue or flick of her lips on my sensitive skin.

“Totally, man,” John agrees, oblivious to the fact that his wife is deepthroating his son’s best friend under the dinner table.

My arousal builds rapidly, fueled by the intensity of Jessica’s skillful mouth and the adrenaline from our secret rendezvous. Each slurp, each choke sends electric jolts of pleasure through my body, bringing me closer to the edge. Sweat beads on my forehead as I struggle to keep up appearances, my vision swimming with lust.

“Are you sure you’re okay, Aaron?” Tim asks, concern etched on his face.

“Y-yeah, like I said, just tired,” I stammer, hoping my voice doesn’t betray the erotic whirlwind raging inside me.

The heat of Jessica’s mouth envelops me, her wet tongue teasing my sensitive tip as her throat constricts around my throbbing shaft. The pleasure is so intense I can barely breathe, every nerve in my body singing with ecstasy.

My hands grip the edge of the table tightly, knuckles turning white. Jessica’s pace quickens, her mouth bobbing up and down on my cock with a fervor that sends shivers down my spine. I can feel the boiling pressure deep within me, the climax I’ve been desperately trying to stave off now imminent.

“It’s been a hell of a season for you boys,” John says, completely ignorant that his wife is sucking my cock. “Can’t wait for the playoffs.”

My breath catches in my throat as the dam finally breaks – wave after wave of hot, sticky release floods Jessica’s mouth, each spurt sending fresh shudders of pleasure through my body. It’s all I can do to keep from crying out, my fingers digging into the tabletop as I fight to maintain control.

“Absolutely,” I gasp, riding the storm of orgasmic bliss. “We’ve got a great shot at the championship.”

As the last tremors of my orgasm subside, Jessica gently milks every last drop from my spent cock before withdrawing her lips. She moves with practiced stealth, sliding out from under the table without drawing any attention to herself.

“Excuse me for a moment,” she murmurs, dabbing at her lips with a napkin and rising to her feet. “I need to use the restroom.”

“Of course, honey,” John says, his eyes never leaving mine.

I watch Jessica walk away, her hips swaying seductively with each step. I can’t believe what just happened, and my heart is pounding like a jackhammer in my chest. I take a deep breath, trying to keep my voice steady as I turn back to Tim and John.

“Man, that dinner was amazing,” I say, forcing a casual grin. My cock, still semi-hard, throbs with the memory of Jessica’s warm, wet mouth wrapped around it.

“Wasn’t it?” John agrees, completely unaware of the illicit act that had just taken place under his very nose. “Jessica’s always been a fantastic cook.”

My eyes flicker to hers as she returns from the restroom, and our gazes lock for a brief, charged moment. A wicked smile plays on her lips, and I feel a jolt of electricity shoot through me. It’s exhilarating, knowing we share this dirty little secret right under everyone’s noses.

“Everything okay, Mom?” Tim asks innocently, breaking the spell between us.

“Absolutely,” she replies, her voice sultry and low. “Just freshening up.”

“Mom, aren’t you going to eat anything?” Tim asks.

“Actually, I think I’m going to skip dinner,” Jessica announces suddenly, her voice sultry yet innocent. Her lips curl into a knowing smile as she pushes back from the table. “I had a big milkshake earlier, and I’m not really hungry.”

“Are you sure?” John asks, concerned.

“Positive,” she replies, her eyes flicking towards me once more before she leaves the room.

The second Jessica is out of sight, my phone vibrates in my pocket. My pulse quickens as I retrieve it, seeing a new text from her.

Meet me in my bedroom at midnight, it reads. I’m craving a late night snack.


Chapter 3

1. Aaron silently enters Jessica’s bedroom, making sure to close the door behind him to avoid any unwanted attention. He moves with caution, seeing her husband (John) sleeping next to her.

2. Aaron approaches the bed, his heart pounding in his chest. He unties her night robe and spread it, revealing her naked body.

3. Aaron leans in, his lips brushing against Jessica’s soft skin as he plants kisses on her breasts and neck. His hand squeezes her pussy. The sensation awakens her, and she stirs, her eyes fluttering open.

4. Jessica’s sleepy gaze meets Aaron’s hungry eyes, and a knowing smile spreads across her face. She welcomes his advances, her body responding to his touch. The two of them kiss each other passionately.

5. Eager to please her, Aaron takes off his shorts and positions his cock between Jessica’s ample breasts, his throbbing member pressing against her warm flesh. He begins to move, thrusting gently at first, then building up momentum.

6. Aaron continues to titty fuck her breasts as she squeezes her tits together. As his cock pokes out of the top of her breasts at the end of each thrust, she kisses the head of his cock with her full lips. Her kisses are sloppy, and each thrust ends with his balls slapping against her tits.

7. Aaron talks dirty to her. He positions his cock at her pussy’s entrance and begins to fuck her. His is rough and aggressive.

8. The bed creaks beneath them, the sound echoing in the room as their bodies collide in a passionate rhythm. Aaron’s hands grip Jessica’s hips, guiding her movements as she wraps her legs around him, pulling him deeper. She moans.

9. Aaron kisses her neck and face as he keeps fucking her. He whispers dirty things in her ear, demeaning her and calling her a whore and a slut. His balls begin to slap against her pussy at the end of each thrust loudly and lewdly. She keeps moaning and asking for more.

10. As their lovemaking intensifies, the headboard slams against the wall, adding a symphony of erotic sounds to their passionate encounter. The room fills with their moans and gasps, heightening the intensity of the moment.

11. Suddenly, John stirs beside Jessica, his blurry vision struggling to make sense of the scene unfolding beside him. He looks at Aaron as Aaron keeps fucking Jessica in front of John. He asks what is happening.

12. Jessica, quick on her feet, concocts a plausible explanation, claiming that Aaron is merely assisting her with a special stretch. John, still half-asleep and trusting his wife’s words, settles back into slumber, oblivious to the true nature of the act transpiring beside him. Aaron and Jessica continue their wild tryst, their desire reaching new heights.

13. Overwhelmed by pleasure, Aaron feels his climax building, the tension coiling within him. With a final thrust, he pulls out of her puss.

14. He aims his cock at her face and releases himself onto Jessica’s face, marking her as his own.

15. Commanding Jessica to wear his cum as she sleeps next to her husband, Aaron revels in the power and satisfaction of their forbidden encounter. He then commands her to wake him up tomorrow with a blowjob, promising that he’ll be fucking her all weekend.

16. Aaron retreats into the night, his mind filled with the memories of their passionate escapade, eager for the next opportunity to indulge in their secret desires.


Chapter 4

The hot water cascades down my body, steam filling the small bathroom. I can’t help but think of Jessica, her body beneath mind as I fucked her like a MILF slut last night. My cock twitches at the memory.

“She’s so fucking sexy,” I mutter under my breath, my hand instinctively reaching for my growing erection.

Suddenly, I hear footsteps approaching. Before I have a chance to react, a pair of slender hands wrap around me from behind. One hand finds its way to my chest while the other grabs my rock-hard cock. I gasp in surprise, my heart pounding with excitement.

“Jessica…” I whisper, recognizing her touch immediately.

“Hey there, stud,” she purrs, her voice sultry and seductive. I turn around to face her, my eyes feasting on her naked body. Water droplets cling to her full breasts and toned stomach, making her look even more irresistible than I’d ever imagined. “I thought I’d serve you breakfast in the shower.”

“Fuck, you’re so sexy,” I tell her, my eyes locked onto her enticing form.

The sensation of Jessica’s hand stroking my cock sends shivers of pleasure coursing through my body. Her grip is firm and confident, like she knows exactly how to touch me to drive me wild with desire.

As she continues to stroke me with long, firm strokes, I feel myself growing even harder under her skilled touch. Her hands are like magic on me; she knows just how to work me into a frenzy without being overly rough or gentle about it.

“You’re amazing,” I moan, unable to contain the ecstasy her touch elicits.

“There’s something you should know,” she purrs, her eyes locked on mine.

Her words pique my curiosity, and I raise an eyebrow inquisitively. “What’s that?”

“John… my husband… he can’t make me cum,” she confesses, her voice dripping with frustration. “I need a real man, someone like you, Aaron. I want you to fuck me. Again. And again.”

My heart races at her admission, and my mind fills with images of our naked bodies tangled together, the sounds of our passionate lovemaking echoing off the walls. The thought of giving her the satisfaction she craves fuels my arousal even further, making me feel more powerful and desired than ever before.

“Hell yeah, baby,” I say, my voice thick with lust. “I’ll turn you into my personal cum rag.”

“Good,” she replies, her eyes flashing with excitement. “Now let me take care of this first.”

She continues stroking my cock, her movements growing more determined and deliberate. My body trembles with anticipation.

The water cascades down around us, steam rising and filling the shower with an intoxicating warmth. My hands rest on Jessica’s waist, pulling her closer to me as our mouths meet in a passionate kiss. Our tongues dance together, exploring every inch of each other’s mouths as the desire between us reaches a fever pitch. As our kiss deepens, she grips my cock tighter and starts pumping it up and down in her hand with long strokes that make me moan into the kiss.

“Damn, you’re such a good kisser,” she breathes in between kisses, her voice sultry and inviting.

“Only because I’m kissing you,” I reply, my heart pounding with excitement at the thought of what’s to come.

Her moans fuel my own arousal, urging me to explore her body further, seeking out the places that make her sigh with pleasure. As our lips part, my hands roam over her slick, wet skin, tracing the curve of her hips before sliding up to cup her breasts gently. I can’t help but marvel at their fullness and softness, eager to discover how they’ll feel pressed against my chest.

“Aaron, your hands… they’re amazing,” she murmurs, arching her back into me, encouraging my touch.

I respond by teasing her nipples, coaxing them into hard peaks. My lips trail along her neck and jawline, leaving a path of heated kisses that elicit more delicious moans from her. I can’t get enough of her taste, her scent, the way her body responds to mine. It’s a heady, powerful feeling, knowing that I’m the one making her feel this way.

“You’re so strong, baby,” she sighs, tilting her head back to grant me better access to her throat.

The steam from the shower shrouds us, warm water cascading down our entwined bodies. Jessica’s full tits are in my hands now, and I can’t resist giving them a firm squeeze. She gasps, her eyes flashing with desire as I continue to knead and grope her soft flesh.

“Shit, Aaron,” she breathes, her chest heaving under my touch. “Don’t hold back.”

I lean down, capturing one of her erect nipples between my lips, sucking it gently before grazing it with my teeth. Her moans grow louder, spurring me on as I switch to the other, lavishing it with the same attention.

“Fuck, that feels so good,” she pants, her fingers gripping my shoulders.

“Tell me what you want, Jessica,” I say, my hands sliding down her wet body, finding her hips and pulling her closer.

She hesitates for just a moment before dropping to her knees, her gaze locked onto my throbbing cock. With a sultry smile, she reaches out, wrapping her fingers around the base and giving it a slow, teasing stroke.

“Let me taste you, Aaron,” she whispers, her voice dripping with lust.

“Please,” I beg, my own arousal overcoming any semblance of control.

She doesn’t need further encouragement, eagerly taking my cock into her warm mouth. Her tongue swirls around the head, causing me to shudder in pleasure. I moan loudly as she takes me deeper into her mouth, her hot, wet tongue swirling around the shaft.

Jessica’s hands slide down to grip my ass, pulling me closer to her as she uses both hands to stroke me faster and harder, taking more of me into her warm mouth with each pull back. Her lips brush against the sensitive skin at the head and she hums low in the back of her throat, sending shivers of pleasure through my entire body.

As she bobs up and down, her cheeks hollowing and filling with my girth, our eyes lock. The look of pure pleasure on her face is enough to make me lose control.

“Jessica,” I breathe, trying to maintain some composure. “You’re incredible.”

She chuckles around my cock and grips my thighs tighter, holding me still as she bobs her head up and down on my shaft. Her soft tongue glides over the sensitive ridge behind the head, teasing the opening before flicking it with precision every time she pulls back.

As she takes me deeper, I feel my legs trembling, my heart racing. The sensation is overwhelming, but I don’t want it to end just yet.

“Keep going, baby,” I urge, my fingers tangling in her wet hair. “Just like that.”

The steam in the shower envelopes me like a cocoon as Jessica’s tongue dances along the length of my cock. Her eyes glint with lust as she looks up at me, pausing her ministrations for a moment before she pops my cock out of her mouth.

“Did you know I was quite the slut back in college?” she confesses, her voice low and filled with seductive mischief.

“Really?” I gasp, my grip tightening on her wet hair.

“Mmm,” she hums, nodding before planting sloppy kisses along my cock. “I loved going down on the football team after their games… just like this.”

Her words stoke the fire within me, feeding my desire and making my cock throb even harder in her mouth. The thought of Jessica, a sexy college cheerleader on her knees for a line of eager jocks, is nearly too much to bear.

“Fuck,” I growl, my hands grabbing her hair more firmly now as she again takes me into her mouth.

I start thrusting into her mouth as if it’s my personal cock sleeve. Guided by my growing lust, I set a rhythm that matches the intensity of my fantasies. She gags and chokes on my cock, but I can see in her eyes that she loves it just as much as I do.

The sound of my balls slapping against her chin fills the steamy shower, each forceful motion sending shivers down my spine. I can’t help but thrust deeper into Jessica’s eager mouth, treating it like the tight, hungry hole I’ve always fantasized about.

The sound of slurping and gagging fills the shower as Jessica takes me as far down her throat as she can. My eyes roll back in my head at the exquisite sensation of being so thoroughly worshipped.

“Damn, Jessica,” I groan, my grip on her hair unyielding as I guide her head to meet my thrusts. “You’re just so fucking good at this.”

Her moans are muffled, trapped beneath the thickness of my cock as it sinks further into her throat. I can see her eyes watering, but she doesn’t pull away – instead, she seems to revel in the pleasure-pain mixture, her body quivering with lustful delight.

“Open up for me,” I command, watching as her jaw opens wider, allowing me to push even deeper. She struggles to contain her gag reflex, but she somehow manages to suppress it and take me in further.

I can feel my cock pulsating. As I resume my assault on her mouth, I find myself lost in the erotic sensations – the feel of her soft lips, the warmth of her wet tongue, the tightness of her throat as I plunge into its depths.

We’re both panting now, the steamy air filled with our heavy breaths. Her hands grip my hips tightly, urging me to keep thrusting into her mouth while her tongue swirls around the tip of my cock, massaging it tenderly. I moan loudly, a deep rumble escaping from the back of my throat.

“Jessica, you’re such a slutty cock sucker,” I confess, my body trembling as I fight to maintain my composure.

The steam from the hot shower fills the room, clouding my vision as I continue to thrust into Jessica’s mouth. Her moans of pleasure vibrate along my pulsating cock, driving me wild. I’m going to–

The bathroom door opens, and someone walks in. It’s John. Her husband.

“Jess, babe. You seen my glasses?” John’s voice pierces through the fog, causing both Jessica and me to freeze in our tracks. My heart pounds in my chest, the thrill of possibly being caught heightening the intensity of our encounter.

“Uh-huh… mmm…” Jessica barely manages a muffled response, her words lost in the depths of my mouth-filling cock.

“Found them! Have a good shower, baby,” John says, unaware that his wife’s lips are wrapped around my cock. “Love you.”

“Wuv… woo… too…” Jessica manages to choke out as she continues to attend to my throbbing erection, her eyes locked on mine with a sultry determination.

I can’t help but smirk at the sheer audacity of it all – fucking Jessica’s face while her husband is just a few feet away.

“You’re such a horny slut,” I admit, my body trembling with anticipation. “And I’m going to cum all over your slutty face.”

I pull out of her mouth just in time, positioning myself in front of her. My hand wraps around my throbbing cock, stroking it with fervor. Within moments, I release my load, covering her beautiful face with my warm cum.

I moan loudly as I spill my seed onto Jessica’s eager face, watching with dark delight as she laps it up hungrily. Her tongue dances around my cock head, cleaning off every last drop of my cum. She looks up at me with hooded eyes, her cheeks shiny with sweat and my semen. Her eyes sparkle with lust, and her tongue darts out to taste what I’ve given her.

“Fuck, Aaron,” she pants, wiping some of the cum from her face. “That was incredible.”

“You have no idea,” I groan, my heart racing from the sheer intensity of our encounter. “You’re amazing, Jess.”

“Thank you,” she murmurs, rising to her feet. Our bodies are slick with water and sweat, but the desire between us remains unquenched. “So… how about you fuck my pussy later?”

“Hell, yeah.” Leaning against the wall, I catch my breath. “This is going to be the best weekend ever.”


Chapter 5

The dim lighting of the upscale restaurant sets the perfect atmosphere for tonight’s dinner. I’m sitting across from Jessica, her sexy sundress hugging her curves like a second skin, making it impossible not to stare at her full breasts. I can feel my pulse quicken as our eyes meet briefly, and she offers me a seductive smile. The memory of her blowjob in the shower just hours ago still burns in my mind.

“Pass the salt, bro,” Tim says, pulling me out of my thoughts.

As I hand it over, I glance at John, who seems lost in his own world, his poor eyesight making him squint to read the menu. He’s too stupid to see how his wife and me are eye-fucking the hell out of each other.

Suddenly, I feel a warm touch on my crotch, and I almost jump in surprise. I look down, trying to maintain my composure, as Jessica’s delicate hand begins to rub my cock through my pants.

With Tim and John distracted, she leans closer, her hot breath tickling my ear as she whispers, “You wanna know something?”

“What?” I whisper back.

She brings her lips to my ear and replies, “I’m not wearing any panties.”

My cock twitches in response, straining against the fabric of my pants. I need her. Now.

“Excuse me, guys,” I say, my voice cracking slightly. “I need to use the restroom.”

“Me, too,” Jessica adds, her eyes locked onto mine, filled with unspoken desire.

“Don’t take too long,” John says. “The food will be here soon.”

As we both stand up, I can’t help but admire the way her dress clings to her perfectly round ass. My mind races with the possibilities of what’s about to unfold, and I can hardly contain the animalistic lust building inside of me.

“Be right back, guys,” Jessica calls over her shoulder, the innocence in her voice a stark contrast to the hunger in her eyes.

The heat in her gaze is nearly palpable, and I can’t resist the magnetic pull between us any longer. I lead Jessica towards the back door of the restaurant, weaving through the busy tables with a sense of urgency that matches the pounding of my heart.

“Follow me,” I command in a low growl, taking charge like the alpha male she so clearly desires.

“Of course,” she purrs, her voice dripping with anticipation as we slip past waitstaff and patrons alike, unseen and unnoticed.

My entire body quivers with need as we escape into the dimly lit alley behind the restaurant. The scent of lust and desperation fills the air, mingling with the faint odor of garbage and decay. It’s dirty, it’s raw, and it’s everything I’ve ever wanted.

“Turn around,” I order, my voice cracking under the weight of my arousal. “Bend over.”

“Like this?” she teases, pressing her voluptuous body against the cold metal surface of a dumpster. Her once flirtatious smile has been replaced by a look of pure, unadulterated desire as she arches her back to present herself to me.

“Perfect,” I hiss, my hands trembling as I reach out to grip her hips.

The air in the alley is thick with desire as I lift Jessica’s sundress, my eyes feasting on the sight of her bare ass. She’s not wearing any panties, just as she promised. My heart races and my cock throbs at the revelation.

“Look at you,” I whisper into her ear, my voice heavy with lust. “Such a dirty MILF slut, coming out here without any panties. You know what that makes you?”

“What?” she pants, her breath quickening in anticipation of my words.

“A cheap hooker I can fuck however I want,” I say, grinning wickedly as I see her shiver with excitement.

My confidence grows as I free my raging erection from the confines of my pants, the cool night air only intensifying my need for her. With one hand gripping her hip and the other steadying my cock, I position myself at her entrance.

“Ready for this, slut?” I ask, knowing full well she’s been craving this moment just as much as I have.

“Hell, yes… fuck me, Aaron,” Jessica moans, her voice dripping with desperation.

And with that, I thrust forward, burying myself deep within her slick heat. Her tight walls envelop me, sending waves of pleasure coursing through my body. Our rhythm is primal, our bodies moving together in perfect unison as we chase the ecstasy we both crave.

As I force myself into her, my hands gripping the metal dumpster behind her, my teeth clench in pleasure. Her soft moans echo through the empty alleyway, and the slapping of our bodies is almost deafening in the silence. She’s hotter than I could have ever imagined, soaking wet and ready for me. My hips buck against hers, driving deeper into her, feeling her walls tighten around me as she meets each thrust with a grind of her hips.

As our hips collide, the metal of the dumpster slaps against Jessica’s torso, adding a perverse symphony of sounds to our sweet union. It echoes off the walls, filling the alley with the raw, animalistic noises we can’t contain. Her breaths mingle with mine, shaky and rapid as her nails dig into my shoulders. She arches her back even further, offering herself up to me completely, and I take full advantage.

“Fuck, you feel amazing,” I groan, my voice barely audible over the sound of our flesh colliding.

“Harder, Aaron!” Jessica cries out, her plea driving me to pound into her with even more force. “Fuck me! Fuck me harder!”

I obey without hesitation, slamming into her with a newfound ferocity. The sound of skin slapping against skin echoes around us both, amplifying our primal lust. My fingers dig into her hips as I piston in and out of her slick heat faster now – so close to losing control but not yet there. The sensation of her wetness cascading down my throbbing shaft is intoxicating. I can’t help but let out a guttural moan as we fuck like animals in this secluded alley.

I pound into her now, my hips meeting hers in a frantic rhythm that has us both gasping for air. Our bodies sway with the force of our coupling, our breaths mingling as we lose ourselves in the moment. The smell of sweat and desire mixes with the stale scent of garbage, creating a heady aphrodisiac that only fuels our lust. The metal dumpster creaks under the weight of our passionate dance, adding to the perverse symphony playing out in this dark alley.

“Fuck, your tight pussy feels so good,” I pant between thrusts.

“Harder! Yes, baby!” Jessica begs, her voice breathy and filled with lust. “Pull my hair! Spank my ass.”

I take hold of her hair with one hand, yanking back hard as I slam into her again and again, feeding on the pleasure coursing between us as we both lose ourselves in the heat of the moment. She arches her back, her moans growing. My hand comes down on her exposed cheek with a resounding slap, the sound echoing through the night air.

“Fuck!” she gasps as her orgasm washes over her, her body quivering in ecstasy. Her tight walls clench around me, nearly driving me over the edge. “Yes! Yes! Yes!”

The sting of my hand on her ass sends a thrill through her and she moans, her muscles clenching around me tighter. This is what she wants, this is what she needs. My hips snap forward, meeting her rear with a resounding smack. Again and again and again. It’s primal and raw and fucking incredible.

Her soft gasps turn to sobs, her nails digging into my shoulders as pleasure overtakes her. She’s mine now; mine to command, mine to use as I please.

Our pace quickens uncontrollably as we both near the brink, our bodies moving together like two cogs in a well-oiled machine meant for this very moment. I grit my teeth, determined to make this woman feel every inch of me as I take what is rightfully mine.

“Jessica… I want your ass,” I say, my voice dripping with desire.

“Take it,” she whispers, her eyes wild with lust.

Eagerly, I pull out of her drenched pussy and position myself at the entrance of her tight, puckered hole. With one hand steadying her hip and the other guiding my cock, I slowly push forward, inch by glorious inch.

“Fuck, your ass is so tight,” I groan, overwhelmed by the intense pleasure of being inside her forbidden depths.

“Fill me up, Aaron,” she moans, encouraging me to thrust deeper, harder. We both know that what we’re doing is wrong, taboo even, but the thrill of the chase only adds fuel to the fire burning within us.

I grip her hips tighter as I pound into her ass, my cock throbbing with each powerful thrust. We’re both lost in a haze of lust and desire, fueled by the forbidden thrill of our tryst. The wet slapping sounds of our bodies colliding echo against the brick walls of the alley, drowning out any other noises from the bustling restaurant inside. My hands roam over her body, tracing the curves of her spine and brushing against the soft skin of her back. Her ass cheeks shake with every thrust.

As I fuck her ass, I can’t help but think about how perfect this moment is – the heat of her body pressed against mine, the way she surrenders herself completely to me, the taste of her desire lingering on my lips. This is the culmination of every fantasy I’ve ever had about her, and I have no intention of letting it end anytime soon.

“Jessica, you’re an amazing fuck,” I hiss through clenched teeth, intoxicated by the sensation of her tight ass gripping me like a vice.

“Make me your dirty little whore,” she moans, pushing back against my thrusts, urging me to claim her completely.

The moon casts a silvery glow on the sweat-slicked skin of Jessica’s back as I continue to thrust into her tight ass, my hands gripping her hips firmly. With each forceful push, she gasps and moans, her body trembling with pleasure and surrender. Our connection deepens with every eager penetration.

Her breathing is heavy and labored, but there’s no hint of regret in her voice. Instead, she begs for more, urging me to take her harder, faster. And I do – driving into her tight hole until we’re both lost in pleasure and pain. The stench of sweat and sex is thick in the air, mingling with the faint scent of garbage to create an intoxicating mixture that only intensifies our arousal. Our hearts pound together like drums, keeping time with our hips as they collide in a frenzy of passion.

“Fuck, Aaron, yes!” she cries out, pushing back against me.

“Your ass feels so fucking good,” I growl in response, driven wild by how perfectly snug she is around me.

I reach one hand around Jessica’s body, slipping it under her dress and finding her swollen tits. As I grope and squeeze them, a shudder ripples through her, spurring me on.

“Play with your clit, baby,” I command her, my voice thick with lust. “Make yourself cum again.”

“Anything for you, Aaron,” she pants, her fingers dipping down between her legs.

Feeling her body writhing beneath my touch, I can’t help but marvel at how this stunning MILF has willingly become my fucktoy. The thought sends a jolt of pure desire through me, urging me to take her even harder.

“Ah, I’m gonna cum!” Jessica exclaims, her moans growing louder and more desperate.

“Do it, bitch! Show me how much you love this young cock!” I encourage her, feeling my own climax fast approaching.

Her frantic movements suddenly still as a shuddering orgasm crashes through her. Her ass clenches tightly around me, sending waves of incredible pleasure coursing through my body.

“Get on your knees,” I order breathlessly, pulling out of her spent ass.

She obeys immediately, dropping to her knees before me. My heart races with anticipation as I grip my throbbing cock, aiming it at her beautiful face.

“Take my load, cum whore,” I growl, my hand working furiously on my shaft.

“Give it to me, Aaron,” she pleads, her eyes locked on mine. “Mark me with your essence.”

With a final, guttural groan, I release my hot cum. It splatters onto Jessica’s face, a symbol of our forbidden desire. She moans softly, a look of pure satisfaction in her eyes as she wears my seed proudly.

“Thank you, Aaron,” she whispers, her voice filled with a mix of gratitude and lust. “You’ve made my dirtiest dreams come true.”

Jessica’s sultry eyes lock onto mine as she takes hold of my cock, her tongue slowly gliding along its length, licking it clean with a mix of hunger and satisfaction. My body shudders in response to her sensual touch, the contrast of our fluids on her tongue only serving to heighten the eroticism of the moment.

“Damn, Jessica,” I gasp, watching in awe as she expertly works her magic, “you’re so fucking dirty.”

“Only for you, Aaron,” she whispers seductively, her voice dripping with lust. Her lips wrap around the tip of my now-clean cock as she starts to suck it.

“Good girl,” I murmur, my heart still racing from our intense encounter. But just as I begin to catch my breath, the door beside us swings open with a bang.

It’s John. Her husband. He’s looking right at us – staring at his wife while her lips are wrapped around my cock.

“W-wha-what?!” John stammers, his eyes wide with shock and disbelief, staring at the scene before him.

Jessica doesn’t react. Instead, she casually takes my cock out of her mouth and turns to her husband. “John, baby,” she says. “What are you doing here?”

“I was looking for the bathroom.”

Her face still covered in my cum, Jessica maintains an innocent expression. “Honey, Aaron was just helping me with a new throat exercise.”

“A throat exercise?” John repeats.

“Yes. And I accidently spilled some milk on my face. So he was helping me clean it up.”

My mind races as I scramble to come up with a plausible explanation. “Yeah, that’s right,” I chime in, trying to sound as nonchalant as possible. “A waiter spilt some milk on her, so I was just lending a hand.”

“Right,” John nods hesitantly, his poor eyesight working in our favor.

“We’ll see you inside baby,” Jessica says. Her face still covered in my cum, she blows her husband a kiss.

With an awkward cough, John turns and makes his way back inside the restaurant, leaving us to revel in the adrenaline of our close call.

The door slams shut, leaving Jessica and me in the dimly lit alley. Her mischievous smile sends a shiver down my spine – she’s insatiable.

“Shit, that was close,” I say, heart pounding. “How the hell did he believe that?”

“Trust me, baby,” she says as she plants kisses along my cock. “This isn’t the first time he’s caught me with my lips wrapped around another man’s cock. He’s too stupid to realize what’s happening.”

“You’re such a dirty cum whore,” I reply.

“And now I’m your cum whore.”

“How about tonight, I give your ass another round?”

“Let’s do it, baby.”

“Hell, yes,” I reply.

Damn. I fucking love my life.


Thank you for reading! If you enjoyed this story, you can receive exclusive updates on my future books by:

SUBSCRIBING TO MY NEWSLETTER

OR

FOLLOWING ME ON AMAZON

cover.jpeg





