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Chapter 1

My heart pounds as I stand before the towering gates of Victoria’s parent’s mansion, a mix of anxiety and excitement coursing through my veins. The opulent decorations on the gates catch my eye, sparkling in the sunlight like glittering jewels. Though Victoria and I have dated all through our senior year of high school and are about to finally graduate, this is the first time I’m meeting her parents… her very rich British parents to be exact.

Victoria and I met on the football field. With me being the starting quarterback and her being the head cheerleader, it was only a matter of time before we hooked up. Now with the two of us being 18 years old, I hope to take things with her to the next level. And meeting her parents is the first step.

As I enter the estate, I am immediately struck by the grandeur of the surroundings – plush carpets, intricate chandeliers, and luxurious furnishings that scream wealth. Each room is adorned with expensive art and delicate artifacts, a testament to the family’s status.

My nerves heighten at the thought of meeting her parents for the first time in such an extravagant setting. It feels like stepping into a fairy tale, one that I don’t belong in.

“Ah, so you’re Aaron,” a deep voice sneers as I stand in the foyer.

I turn in the direction of the voice and come face-to-face with a middle-aged man. He’s tall and lean, and he possesses an aura of aristocracy. I immediately recognize him as Victoria’s father: Henry.

Henry eyes me from my face to my shoes, his gaze cold and calculating as he speaks in a condescending tone. “Victoria could’ve done better, don’t you think?”

His snide remarks about my lack of wealth and social status sting, but I refuse to let him see that. I maintain my composure, hoping to gain his approval for his daughter’s sake.

“Nice to meet you, sir,” I reply, forcing a smile. “Victoria has told me so much about you.”

I reach out to shake his hand, but he doesn’t take it. Instead, he scoffs and waves my hand away.

“Has she now?” he replies dismissively. “Well, I hope she’s prepared you for our… expectations.”

I swallow hard. I knew her father would be a bit of a jackass, but he is more arrogant than I’d imagined.

“Of course, sir,” I say, doing my best to sound confident. “I really care about your daughter.”

“Care? That’s cute,” he chuckles, eyeing me up and down. “But care doesn’t pay the bills or maintain our lifestyle, now does it?”

My fists clench, and I fight the urge to lash out. Instead, I focus on what Victoria would want – for me to stay calm and prove her father wrong.

“No, sir,” I admit. “But I’ll do whatever it takes to make her happy.”

“Indeed,” he drawls skeptically. “We shall see.”

As I stand there, feeling the heat of his judgment, I can’t help but think of Victoria – her warm smile and sultry touch. I want her parents to accept me, not just for my own sake, but for hers too.

“Let’s hope you mean that… boy,” Henry says, his voice dripping with contempt. “Because if you don’t, you’ll have much more than me to worry about.”

Before I can reply, the door to the living room creaks open. My heart skips a beat as Elizabeth Swan, Victoria’s mother, enters. To be more precise, Elizabeth is Victoria’s MILF mother.

“Ah, Elizabeth,” Henry announces, gesturing toward his wife. “Come meet Aaron, Victoria’s… boyfriend.”

“Good evening, Aaron,” she purrs, her voice like velvet.

She’s a vision in her tight, provocative high-slit dress, its deep red shade accentuating her sun-kissed skin. I can’t take my eyes off her. She saunters toward me, her form-fitting gown hugging her hourglass figure, emphasizing the swell of her hips and the roundness of her ass.

My eyes are immediately drawn to her ample cleavage, the deep V of the gown barely containing her full breasts. Her Double D tits, full and ripe, seem to defy gravity as they strain against the low-cut neckline, begging for attention. Her black stilettos are silent against the marble floor.

Her plump breasts sway enticingly with every move she makes. She has the body of a college cheerleader and the face of a supermodel. How the hell is she so much hotter than her daughter? I can feel my cock stirring at the mere sight of her. I swallow hard, trying to control my racing thoughts as I drink in the sight of her.

“Nice to meet you, Mrs. Swan,” I stammer, attempting to maintain eye contact with her, but it’s nearly impossible to strip my gaze from her amazing tits.

“Please, call me Elizabeth,” she insists, her full lips curling into an inviting smile. Her eyes lock onto mine, filled with a magnetic intensity that makes it difficult to look away. I can’t help but notice the way her gown hugs the roundness of her ass, the material stretched taut across her cheeks.

“Elizabeth,” I repeat, my voice barely above a whisper as my eyes continue to roam over her voluptuous form. “Your daughter has told me so much about you.”

“Has she now?” Elizabeth replies, her tone playful. “Well, I’m happy to finally put a face to the name.”

As we exchange pleasantries, I can’t help but let my mind wander, imagining the feel of her soft skin beneath my fingertips, the taste of her lips against mine. The more we talk, the more my desire for her grows, a forbidden hunger that gnaws at me from within. From the corner of my eye, I see Henry exit the foyer, leaving just me and my girlfriend’s MILF mom behind.

“Your daughter speaks very highly of you,” I say, attempting to mask my growing desire with small talk.

“Does she?” Elizabeth responds, her tone playful and teasing. She leans in slightly, giving me a better view of her tits under her dress. “I hope you’re not disappointed.”

“Far from it,” I reply, ogling her boobs. The words slip out before I can stop them, and for a moment, I see a spark of mischief flicker behind her eyes.

“Well, Aaron, I’d say that she’s told me… a lot about you.” She leans in a little closer. “And all of your and her… cardio activities.”

Holy shit. Is this MILF flirting with me?

“Tell me, Aaron, have you ever been attracted to… older women?” Her question hangs in the air, heavy with implication.

“Uh… I…” My face flushes crimson as I search for an answer, my mind racing with vivid fantasies of the forbidden pleasures we could share.

“Relax, darling,” she whispers, placing a hand on my arm. The sensation of her touch sends shivers down my spine. “I’m just teasing you.”

She sure is one hell of a tease. Nonetheless, feeling her breath against my skin as she speaks does nothing but harden my cock, and I start to feel my erection pushing against my pants.

“Elizabeth, which way is the bathroom?”

“Down that hall, darling,” she replies as she points toward a corridor. Her gaze drifts to my crotch, and she smirks.

My heart hammers in my chest as I excuse myself from the room. I make my way down the lavish hallway, the plush carpet beneath my feet doing little to muffle the pounding of my heart. The vision of Elizabeth standing in a provocative gown with her tits nearly spilling out of the dress makes my erection strain against my pants.

As I slip into the restroom and lock the door behind me, my breathing is heavy with anticipation, I lean against the cold marble sink, the chill of the stone doing little to cool the fire that rages inside me.

My hand trembles as I unzip my pants, my cock throbbing, begging for release. Her body haunts my mind – those hips, that ass, her massive tits. I can’t help but imagine what she’d feel like pressed against me, her naked skin slick with sweat.

“Shit…” I moan lowly, stroking my cock faster. The thought of her on all fours, her ass up in the air, begging for me to fuck her… it’s too much.

I picture her lips wrapped around my length, taking me deep into her mouth, her eyes locked onto mine. My grip tightens, and I stroke myself harder, faster – desperate for that sweet release.

“She’s so fucking hot,” I groan through gritted teeth, my knuckles white from the effort.

Her hands roam over my body, teasing me, making me beg for her touch. My chest heaves at the thought, and I can almost feel the weight of her breasts in my hands, the softness of her tits between my fingers.

The image of her beneath me, legs spread wide, her pussy wet and waiting for me to fill her… it sends me hurtling towards the edge. My breath catches in my throat, and my vision blurs. My hand grips my rock-hard cock, pumping it in rhythm with the racing beat of my heart.

“Fuck,” I gasp, lost in the vivid fantasies of Elizabeth that play out in my mind like a forbidden movie. “Nearly there…”

I can feel the sweat on her skin as I pull her close, her lips parting to let out a desperate moan. I can’t help but –

The door creaks open, and my eyes snap open in horror. There, framed by the doorway, stands Elizabeth – her gaze locked onto my cock.

“Elizabeth!” I choke out, my voice a strangled whisper. My face flushes a deep crimson as I scramble to pull up my pants, every ounce of composure shattered by Elizabeth’s sudden presence.

Wait… she’s not mad. No, she’s… smiling. I see her full lips curl into a knowing smile as her focus drifts from my cock to my eyes.

“Quite the show you were putting on there, Aaron,” she purrs, stepping closer, her voice barely more than a whisper. “I must say, you’re very… gifted. I can see why Victoria keeps you around.”

“Elizabeth, I-I…” I stammer, trying desperately to form an apology, but the words tangle in my throat as shame and excitement churn within me. My heart races, reaction to both the mortification of being caught and the intoxicating proximity of this forbidden woman.

“Shh,” she interrupts, laying a slender finger against my lips, silencing my attempts at explanation. “No need to apologize, Aaron. It’s our little secret.”

My pulse pounds in my ears. Our eyes lock, the lingering heat of lust and curiosity swirling between us, refusing to dissipate despite the reality of our situation.

And with that, she steps back, leaving me alone in the bathroom and hornier than ever.


Chapter 2

The dim light from the chandelier casts shadows on the dinner table as Elizabeth and I take our seats, our bodies mere inches apart. My cheeks burn with embarrassment from the memory of her catching me jerking off earlier. However, she acts as if nothing happened, and – for some reason – her casual demeanor is making me hard again. Really hard.

“Such a lovely evening,” she purrs, her voice dripping with seduction.

“Y-yeah,” I stammer, trying to focus on anything other than the heat radiating from her body. I look in the direction of the adjacent room, waiting for Henry and Victoria to appear and join us.

Suddenly, I feel something… something on my leg. Elizabeth’s hand subtly brushes against my thigh, sending a jolt of excitement coursing through me. She doesn’t move it away, instead letting it linger there, her fingers teasingly grazing my skin through the fabric of my pants.

“Are you enjoying yourself, Aaron?” Her question is innocent, but the look in her eyes says otherwise. Dark and sultry, they hint at forbidden desires that set my heart racing.

“Y-yes.” The word comes out as a strangled whisper, my mouth suddenly dry. I can’t tear my gaze away from hers, the intensity of her stare pulling me in like a moth to a flame.

“Good,” she replies, her smile wicked as she slowly moves her hand higher up my thigh closer to my hardening cock.

I feel my pulse quicken, my breaths coming in shallow gasps as I try to process the electrifying sensations rippling through me.

Elizabeth leans in closer, her warm breath tickling my ear. “You know, Aaron,” she whispers, her voice low and seductive, “I couldn’t help but notice the size of your cock earlier.”

“Really?” I stammer, trying to sound casual despite the raging desire that’s threatening to consume me. I feel a shiver run down my spine, her words igniting an inferno within me.

“Mmm,” she purrs, her lips brushing against my neck as she continues, “It’s quite impressive. Much bigger than my dear husband’s, I must admit.”

“R-really?”

She leans in closer, bringing her lips to my ear. “You know, my husband hasn’t been able to make me orgasm in years. I go to sleep every night having to finger myself just to feel any pleasure.”

My breathing becomes heavier, each sentence sending my mind into a frenzy of erotic thoughts.

Elizabeth’s finger begins tracing intricate patterns on my thigh. “Maybe,” she says, “before tonight ends, you could give me a little taste of–”

“Mom! Aaron!” Victoria’s voice jolts us back to reality as she and Henry enter the dining room and approach the table.

The sudden interruption forces Elizabeth to sit up in her chair.

“Ah, Victoria, Henry,” Elizabeth greets them with a practiced smile, her hand retreating from my leg. “We were just discussing how lovely this evening has been.”

“Indeed,” Henry agrees as he and Victoria sit across from Elizabeth and me. I struggle to maintain my composure, trying to shift my focus to the conversation at hand and away from the tantalizing fantasies that still linger in my mind.

As we engage in polite dinner chatter, I can’t help but steal furtive glances at Elizabeth. Damn, her tits are bursting out of that evening gown. Her eyes occasionally meet mine, their sultry depths promising a world of forbidden pleasures. And with every stolen look, my desire for her grows stronger, fueling the fire that threatens to consume us both.

A flickering candlelight dances across the room, casting shadows that mirror the dark fantasies swirling inside me. Elizabeth’s sultry words echo in my ears, filling me with an insatiable craving for her touch. I shift my gaze between Victoria and Henry, their voices blending into a dull buzz as I try to engage in mindless small talk.

“Do you like the food, Aaron?” Victoria asks, her lips curving into a sweet smile.

“Y-yeah,” I stammer, forcing myself to focus on her words.

As I struggle to find coherent thoughts, Elizabeth’s hand casually drifts beneath the tablecloth, her fingers slyly brushing against my thigh. The gentle contact sends shivers up my spine, my heart pounding like a drum.

“Tell me, Aaron,” Henry interjects, his arrogant tone grating my nerves. “What do you think of our home – not that you could ever afford one like this?”

“Dad!” Victoria snaps.

“What, honey? It’s the truth,” Henry replies.

“Uh, it’s okay, Victoria. The home is lovely, sir,” I respond, my voice strained as Elizabeth’s hand slips under the waistband of my pants. Her fingers expertly find my growing erection, wrapping around its girth and sending waves of pleasure coursing through my veins.

Elizabeth… my girlfriend’s MILF mom… she’s touching my cock.

The MILF’s fingers continue to tease me, tracing circles around the head of my engorged cock. My heart thunders in my chest, and I feel myself grow even harder under her touch.

“Indeed,” Henry continues, oblivious to my torment. “We’ve had this home in our family for generations.”

“Wow,” I manage to breathe out, beads of sweat forming on my brow.

Elizabeth begins to stroke my cock, the sensation setting my nerve endings ablaze. She slides her fingers up and down my shaft, exerting just enough pressure to drive me crazy while keeping it hidden under the tablecloth. The feel of her skin against mine sends shockwaves of pleasure through me, making it hard to concentrate on anything else but the sensation.

“Yes, it is impressive,” Henry replies, condescension dripping from every word. “Of course, the only way someone like you could live in a place like this would be if you marry into wealth.”

“Y-yeah, I guess so,” I gasp, barely able to form a coherent sentence.

Elizabeth’s grip tightens, her pace quickening as if she’s racing to bring me to the brink of ecstasy. A soft moan escapes me as Elizabeth continues to give me a handjob while casually eating her dinner. She squeezes and strokes my cock as if it is a stress ball. My hips jerk involuntarily towards her hand, causing an audible thud against the wooden chair legs beneath us that goes unnoticed by Henry and Victoria.

“Tell me, Aaron,” Henry presses on, his voice a mere hum in my ear. “What are your thoughts on the importance of tradition?”

“Tradition… uh, it’s… important,” I pant, my vision blurring as my pleasure reaches a fever pitch. Elizabeth’s hand moves relentlessly, her touch driving me closer and closer to the edge.

“Quite right,” Henry nods, satisfied with my response. He launches into another long-winded monologue, but his words are lost to the intensity of my desire.

My body tenses, trembling with anticipation as Elizabeth’s relentless stroking threatens to push me over the edge.

The clatter of the fork hitting the floor echoes through the room, drawing everyone’s attention. Elizabeth feigns embarrassment after “accidently” dropping her fork, her eyes wide and innocent.

“Oops,” she murmurs, a slight smile playing on her lips. “I’m so clumsy.”

She bends down under the table to retrieve the fallen cutlery. I can feel my heart pounding in my chest, my breath coming in shallow gasps as the anticipation builds.

“Here, let me help you with that,” I offer weakly, but Elizabeth waves me off.

“No need, sweetie,” she purrs as she gives my cock a good squeeze. “I’ve got a handle on it.”

Hidden from view, her hands snake around my thighs, her fingers brushing against the fabric of my pants. The air between us crackles with electric energy, driving me mad with desire.

“Found it!” she announces triumphantly, her voice muffled by the tablecloth. But instead of resurfacing, she shifts closer, positioning herself between my legs. My mind races, consumed by the knowledge of what is about to happen.

“Is everything all right?” Henry asks me, his tone laced with suspicion.

“Fine,” I manage to choke out, beads of sweat forming on my brow. “Just… really loving your wife’s cooking.”

“Carry on then,” he says dismissively, returning to his conversation with Victoria.

Beneath the table, Elizabeth wastes no time. Her lips wrap tightly around my throbbing cock, her mouth enveloping me in a warm, wet embrace. A strangled moan escapes my lips, my body trembling with arousal.

The sensation of Elizabeth’s warm, wet mouth engulfing my cock sends a shockwave through my entire being. I gasp as she starts to bob her head up and down, taking my length deeper with each downward stroke. Her hands grip my hips tightly, guiding her ministrations as she takes me into the back of her throat. I brace myself against the table, my knuckles white from the effort not to grab onto the wood.

“Are you sure you’re okay?” Victoria inquires, concern etched on her face.

“Y-yes, just... got something caught in my throat,” I stammer, praying they don’t notice the lie in my eyes.

“Drink some water,” she suggests, and I nod gratefully, taking a generous sip from my glass.

Meanwhile, Elizabeth’s tongue teases and explores every inch of me, her movements fast and eager. I can feel the heat rising within me, each stroke sending shivers down my spine. She knows exactly what she’s doing, and it’s driving me wild.

Her lips brush against the sensitive skin of my shaft with every withdrawal, sending shivers of pleasure coursing through me. Every swallow is audible, every suckle sending vibrations straight to my balls. Her blowjob is sloppy. Loud. Lewd.

The smell of her perfume fills my nostrils as she moves closer, her breath hot against my sack. My cock throbs in anticipation, aching for release as she continues to tease me relentlessly. My fingers tangle in her hair, holding onto her head as if it were a lifeline.

“Victoria tells me you traveled to London recently. Tell me about it,” Henry prods, unaware of the fact that his wife is sucking my cock inches away.

“Uh, yeah… it was great,” I groan, struggling to maintain any semblance of composure. “So many… sights to see.”

“Indeed,” he smirks, oblivious to the pleasure that threatens to consume me. “I’m sure you’ve found it quite... stimulating.”

“More than you know,” I think to myself, biting back a moan as Elizabeth’s skilled mouth brings me closer and closer to the edge.

A bead of sweat trickles down my temple as I fight the urge to moan. Elizabeth’s wet, rhythmic sounds fill my ears, her hollowed cheeks sending shivers down my spine.

I moan when she finally takes me all the way down her throat, choking back a groan as her lips press against the base of my cock before they begin to slide back up again. Her tongue flicks out teasingly against the head of my cock, eliciting a soft groan from deep within me.

“Are you enjoying the dinner, Aaron?” Henry asks, taking a sip of his wine.

“Y-yeah,” I stammer, fighting for composure. “Delicious.”

“Quite so,” he agrees, smirking. “Our cook is a master of her craft. And my wife is just as good.”

“Yeah… your wife is definitely skilled,” I mutter,.

The clatter of utensils against plates echoes around us as Elizabeth feasts on my cock like it’s a delicacy. The sound of Elizabeth’s slurping noises echo through the room as she takes more of me in her mouth. Every so often, she glances up at me from beneath lowered eyelashes, her gaze smoldering with an unspoken promise. It’s like she’s daring me to cum in her mouth.

“Have you thought about university, Aaron?” Henry chimes in, breaking my reverie.

“Uh, yeah,” I say, feeling Elizabeth choke herself on my cock. “I’m considering a few options.”

“Which ones?” Henry inquires, leaning in with interest.

“Engineering, accounting…” I list off, my voice strained as I grasp at anything to focus on besides the building pressure inside me, threatening to erupt.

“Excellent choices… for someone like you,” he arrogantly replies.

“Thank you,” I manage to choke out, my knuckles white from gripping the tablecloth beneath me. Elizabeth’s head bobs up and down as she keeps gobbling my cock.

“Careful not to spill your drink,” Victoria warns softly, noticing my grip.

“Right,” I mumble, forcing a weak smile.

Elizabeth’s lips continue to engulf my cock as she sucks with unrelenting fervor. Each time she pulls back, the head of my dick slides wetly across her tongue, leaving a trail of saliva between us. Her chin is coated in saliva and precum, and each suck is ended with the sound of my balls slapping against her chin as she deepthroats me.

The pressure reaches its peak, and with a stifled moan, I surrender to the overwhelming pleasure, releasing my load into Elizabeth’s waiting mouth. String after string of cum shoots into her warm and welcome mouth as I stifle a groan from escaping my lips.

I watch Elizabeth’s eyes sparkle with satisfaction as she swallows my release, the desire in them only intensifying my lust for her. Her full lips part slightly, and I can see her tongue snake out to savor the taste of me.

With a swift movement, she wipes her mouth and chin before gracefully resuming her seat at the table.

“Everything alright, honey?” Henry asks casually, completely unaware of the intimate exchange that has just taken place.

“Of course,” Elizabeth replies with a coy smile, her voice dripping with seduction. “Just a bit clumsy with my fork.”

“Ah, well, accidents happen,” Henry chuckles, returning his attention to the conversation with Victoria.

The lingering taste of pleasure still coats Elizabeth’s lips as she returns to her seat, her sensuality palpable in the air. I can’t help but shift uncomfortably, trying my best to regain some semblance of composure.

“Can you pass the salt, please?” Victoria asks absentmindedly, her focus on whatever mundane topic she and Henry are discussing.

“Sure,” I say, reaching for the shaker while my mind races with thoughts of Elizabeth’s talented mouth.

“Thanks, babe,” Victoria smiles, completely oblivious to what her mom did under the table.

I glance over at Elizabeth, catching her eye for just a moment, and the knowing smile that plays across her lips sends another surge of desire through me.

“I can’t wait to taste this meat,” Elizabeth says, her gaze locking with mine as she speaks. “I just love hard and big meat.”

Her words start to make me hard again. There is no way I’m surviving this dinner if I don’t do something.

“Excuse me,” I mumble, rising from my seat. “I need to use the restroom.”

“Of course, dear,” Elizabeth purrs, her voice dripping with seduction. “Take your time.”


Chapter 3

My heart hammers in my chest as I push open the heavy restroom door, still reeling from Elizabeth’s lips on my cock. The room welcomes me with a sultry embrace; dim lighting casts shadows across the marble countertops and gleaming fixtures, creating an atmosphere that begs for sinful indulgence.

“Shit,” I whisper under my breath, unable to contain my excitement. A part of me can’t believe this is happening – my girlfriend’s MILF mom just gave me the hottest blowjob right under her husband’s nose.

I let my eyes roam around the luxurious restroom, taking in the sight of the deep, inviting bathtub and the large mirror reflecting the flickering candlelight. The scent of expensive perfume lingers in the air, making me yearn for more of Elizabeth’s intoxicating presence.

“Get a hold of yourself,” I mutter, trying to steady my breathing and gather my thoughts.

I can’t help but imagine her pressed against the cool marble counter, begging for me to take her as I’ve always dreamed. It’s like something out of a porno, and I’m desperate for it to become a reality.

Suddenly, the sound of the door creaking open tears me from my thoughts, and my breath catches in my throat as Elizabeth steps into the restroom. Her eyes smolder with unbridled desire as she strides toward me, the air around us heavy with lust.

“There you are,” she says. “I just love American cocks. They’re so big.”

“Mrs. Swan, I–”

“Call me Elizabeth.” Her smile widens. “Actually, I want you to call me Mommy when you fuck me.”

“Fuck you?”

“Yes,” she breathes. “I want you to fuck me like a dirty whore in this bathroom with that big cock of yours.”

I watch her move closer to me.

“Trust me, Aaron, you’re not the first America cock I’ve sucked in front of my husband.”

Her dirty words inject a swell of confidence in me. If she wants to act like a dirty slut, then I’m going to fuck her like one.

She loosens her dress and lets it pool around her feet, leaving her in nothing but her lacey bra and panties – undergarments that cover almost nothing – and her black stilettos. Her tits are bigger than I imagined, and her body is flawless. This British MILF looks like something straight out of the porno, and I can’t help but notice how her erect nipples poke through the fabric of her bra.

Without another word, I grab Elizabeth by her slender waist, my fingers digging into her soft flesh, and shove her forcefully onto the bathroom counter. Our bodies collide with a passionate urgency, my lips finding hers in a desperate kiss.

My hands tremble as they reach out to touch Elizabeth before tangling in her hair. She responds with fervor, kissing me back just as hungrily, her tongue dancing with mine and practically devouring me. The taste of her mouth is intoxicating. Her body presses against me, showing no hesitation in claiming what she wants.

“Yeah, baby“ she gasps, breaking away for a moment. “Kiss Mommy like that.”

I can feel the hard ridge of her nipples against my chest as I grind against her teasingly. I grope and squeeze her ass before moving to her tits. Her flesh is soft and firm, like globs of jello. She reaches back and undoes her bra, leaving her tits bare. My hands tremble as I yank her panties down, exposing her glistening wetness to the cool air. She moans softly, her eyes never leaving mine, urging me on without words.

I unzip my pants. My cock springs free, hard and aching for her. It’s already recovered from her blowjob. Seeing this hot MILF wear nothing but her black stilettos turns me on like nothing else.

“Is this what Mommy wants?” I growl, the words dripping with lust. “To be fucked in the bathroom wearing nothing but her slutty heels?”

“Fuck, yes,” she whispers, her voice shaking with anticipation. “Make me your slutty little plaything.”

I position my cock at her pussy’s entrance as I roughly squeeze her tits. The thought of fucking this rich and elegant MILF in a bathroom like a cheap hooker excites me.

My hunger for Elizabeth’s body is insatiable as I drive my cock into her, our bodies moving in perfect harmony. Elizabeth’s gasp fills the room as my cock pushes past her tight entrance, sending a ripple of pleasure through both of us. Our moans echo off the marble walls, creating a symphony of lust and desire. My hands greedily grope her tits, feeling the weight of them as I fuck her.

“Yes! That’s it! Fuck Mommy!” she pants, her nails digging into my back, leaving marks that only fuel my primal need for her. The pain and pleasure mix together, driving me to new heights of ecstasy.

I feel her warmth engulf me, pulling me deeper inside her. Her walls squeeze tightly around my shaft, milking it with loving force. Her moans mix with my own grunts of pleasure, making it impossible to tell whose sounds belong to whom. We move together in a primal rhythm, the scent of our sweat and desire mingling in the close confines of the bathroom.

“Is Mommy enjoying this cock?” I ask, taking her roughly, my hips slamming against hers with each thrust. I bury my face into her tits, sucking and licking them as if they belong to me.

“Yes! Ugh! Yes!” she gasps, her eyes glazed over with lust. “Mommy loves – yes! Mommy loves this cock – fuck!”

Our hips slam together over and over again, each thrust punctuated by wet slaps against her bare skin. Every time we connect like this, it feels like an electric current passing between us – searing hot sparks that ignite anew every touch we share.

“Yes! That’s it! Take me harder! Fuck! Pound Mommy harder!” she pleads, her legs wrapped around my waist, pulling me deeper into her. I hear her stilettos rattling against each other as I thrust into her. “Make me feel like the dirty slut I am.”

“Fuck…” I groan, my mind swimming with the deliciously filthy thoughts of what we’re doing.

I drive into her with a feral growl, my hips slamming into her over and over again, feeling the warm wall of her pussy tighten and loosen with each brutal thrust. She grips me tighter, digging her nails into my back as if to leave her mark on me, claiming me. One hand squeezing her ass, I snarl and pinch at her ample breasts, pulling them roughly towards me as our tongues tangle in a desperate kiss that leaves us both gasping for air.

“Claim me! Yes! Yes!” she moans, her body trembling beneath me as I take her to the very edge of pleasure. “I want to be your dirty little secret -shit! Your filthy fucking fantasy come true – yes!”

The heat of our bodies meld together, the force of my thrusts driving me deeper into Elizabeth. My balls slap against her wet cunt with each powerful stroke, the lewd sound a testament to our reckless abandon.

Her heels stay locked behind my back, rattling against one another with every thrust. Her legs remain wide open, giving me complete access to her wet heat. Our bodies slap together in a primal rhythm as she meets my thrusts with equal fervor. Her moans echo off the marble countertop, filling the room with the sound of illicit passion.

“You’re such a fucking dirty whore,” I growl, my hands gripping her hips tightly as I pound into her without mercy.

“Ugh! Yes! I am!” she moans in response, her eyes filled with lustful joy. “Mommy loves your cock! Mommy loves being your whore!”

“Your husband doesn’t even know how to fuck you properly, does he? His small cock can’t please a slut like you,” I taunt, feeling my control slipping away as the intensity of our coupling reaches new heights. “You need a real man to satisfy your greedy little cunt, don’t you?”

“Fuck, yes!” Elizabeth screams, her body writhing beneath me as I continue to drive into her relentlessly. Her breath comes in short gasps as she arches into each thrust, every motion matched by my hips pushing deeper into hers. “You make me feel so fucking alive, Aaron!”

Her words spur me on, propelling me to fuck her harder, faster. I can feel her nails raking down my back, marking me just as much as I’m marking her in this moment.

The sound of flesh smacking against flesh echoes in the room like a perverse symphony of pleasure. A low growl rumbles from deep within me as I continue to pound into her, feeling her walls contract.

I can feel the heat of our bodies merge together. Her walls pulse around my cock as if trying to keep me locked inside her forever. Her tight pussy grips me like no other, while I thrust into her with all the strength in my young body. The marble counter underneath us makes a soft slapping noise as we continue to grind against it, skin against its cold surface. My hips pick up the pace as I fuck her harder than ever, driving deep into this MILF’s sweet heat.

“Scream my name, Mommy. Say my name when you cum,” I command, feeling her pussy clench around me as she reaches her peak.

“Y-yes, Aaron!” she gasps, her voice cracking as an earth-shattering orgasm overtakes her. “Make me cum all over your cock! Oh, fuck… AARON!”

The sound of her pleasure is music to my ears, but I’m not finished yet. Her body quivers and spasms beneath me, but I refuse to let up, continuing to pound into her with a ferocity that borders on feral.

“Take it, Elizabeth,” I hiss through gritted teeth, my own climax threatening to overtake me. “Take every fucking inch of me and remember who made you feel this way.”

…the door swings.

As it does, harsh lights flood the dimly lit restroom. Standing in the doorway is Henry, his face a mixture of shock and anger as he looks at his wife getting railed by her daughter’s boyfriend. I can’t help but smirk at him, even as I continue to thrust into his wife.

“Enjoying the show, Henry?” I taunt, my voice dripping with arrogance.

“Elizabeth,” he nearly growls, “how could you?”

“Fuck off, Henry,” she snaps, glaring daggers at him. “You never made me feel like this.”

Her body shudders under mine, and I know that she’s enjoying every moment of this forbidden pleasure. Her hands clamp down on my ass, pulling me deeper into her, and I slip one hand between us to rub her clit as I continue to slam into her. My free hand grabs the back of her head, pulling it back into a deep kiss, tasting the wine on her lips. Elizabeth moves with me, her body shaking as I sink into her.

“Yeah, mommy,” I growl. “Show him how much you want my cock.”

“Get your filthy hands off of her!” Henry demands, taking a step towards us.

“Or what?” I challenge him, gripping Elizabeth’s hips tighter as I push deeper inside her. Her moans are intoxicating, drowning out any hesitation or fear that might have tried to creep in. “What are you going to do, old man?”

“Shut up!” His face turns red, a vein pulsing angrily in his forehead.

I laugh, the sound harsh and mocking. Looking Henry in the eyes, I roughly grope his wife’s tits as I slam into her, each thrust ending with my balls slapping against Elizabeth’s skin. She moans louder than before, the sight of her husband watching us turning her on.

“Yes! Fuck me!” she screams. “Make me your whore! Your slut! Your cum dumpster!”

The walls of the bathroom shake with our grunts of pleasure and pain as I feel my balls tighten up. We’re both lost in this moment, the perfect combination of danger and desire. She moans loudly against my lips, angling her hips to take me even deeper.

“Fuck me, baby!” Elizabeth pleads, her nails digging into my back as another wave of pleasure begins to overtake her. “Yes! Oh, yes! Ignore my small-dicked husband. Yes!”

I focus my attention back on Elizabeth and driving into her with even more force. She cries out, lost in the sensation, and I revel in it. In this moment, I hold all the power – over both her and Henry.

“Look me in the eyes, Elizabeth,” I urge her, my voice low and commanding.

Her gaze locks with mine, filled with a heady combination of lust and defiance.

“That’s it! Fuck! Yes – yes – yes! Mommy’s gonna cum again!” she gasps, her body tensing as another orgasm looms on the horizon.

“Fuck!” I hiss, feeling my own climax approaching as I continue to fuck her in front of her husband.

The dim bathroom light flickers, casting eerie shadows on Henry’s enraged face, but it only fuels my lust for Elizabeth.

“Please! Don’t Stop!” she begs between moans, and I take that as my cue to fuck her even harder.

“Did you hear that, Henry?” I taunt, my voice dripping with arrogance. “She doesn’t want me to stop. She loves it.” I slam into Elizabeth, eliciting a louder moan from her trembling lips.

“Fuck… you…” Henry growls, his fists clenched at his sides, but he remains rooted to the spot – powerless to do anything.

“Mommy, tell your husband how good this feels,” I command, my cock buried deep inside her wet cunt.

“Fuck! This feels so fucking amazing,” she admits, her eyes rolling back in ecstasy. She gasps, arching her back against me. “I’m a dirty, filthy slut for you.”

Her words send shivers down my spine as I pound into her harder and faster, our skin slapping together in a tattoo of lust.

“Ah! Oh, God… Aaron!” Elizabeth’s moans grow louder, her body shaking violently as another orgasm overtakes her. The sight of her in such ecstasy sends me to the brink of my own climax.

My cock throbs inside her, the pressure building relentlessly. I can’t hold back any longer. With a primal growl, I pull out of her at the last moment and step back as she slides to the floor with a wet smack against the cold marble.

Aiming my cock, I release my load onto this naked British MILF’s face. Streams of cum splatter over her cheeks, chin, mouth, and eyes. Her eyes are glazed over with lust as she revels in the sensation of being marked by me.

“I’m your filthy slut now,” she whispers, her voice hoarse from our passionate confessions. My heart pounds in my chest as I watch her swallow my cum, her mouth working overtime to catch every last drop.

“Look at her, Henry,” I taunt him, my breath ragged from exertion. “You might be rich, but you can’t make your wife cum like this.”

My cum drips from her chin as she licks it clean before turning to glare at her husband once more. Henry’s face contorts with rage, but he’s powerless to stop me. I’ve conquered his precious wife right in front of him, and there’s nothing he can do about it. The thrill sends shivers down my spine.

“Get out!” he snarls, fists clenched at his sides.

“Sure thing, mate,” I reply with a wicked grin, zipping up my pants. “But don’t think this is the end. I’ll be cumming on your daughter’s face soon enough.”

“Stay away from Victoria!” he barks, but his threats only amuse me.

“By the end of the night, I’ll have her screaming my name, just like your wife did,” I promise him, smirking at the thought of corrupting sweet, innocent Victoria. “And you know what? I’ll even invite you to watch.”

With that, I stride out of the restroom, leaving Henry to deal with the aftermath of the debauchery that just unfolded before his very eyes.
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