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Chapter 1



Like every Saturday morning, 18-year-old Bryan Morgan was at the gym. And, also like every Saturday morning, he couldn’t help but ogle the blonde MILF that always came to the gym at this time: Scarlett.



The blonde bombshell’s body glistened with perspiration as she jogged on the treadmill next to her husband. Her tight yoga pants clung to her round ass and sculpted thighs, leaving little to the imagination. Her long hair was tied into a ponytail. The swell of her ample breasts heaved with every breath, straining against the thin fabric of her sports bra – a bra that could barely contain her Double D tits. With every stride, her tits swayed side to side… side to side… side to side, and her perky ass jiggled just as intensely.



“She’s so fucking hot,” Bryan mumbled, wondering if she wore these provocative clothes just to get guys horny.



Bryan’s gaze broke away, embarrassed by the heat coursing through his veins. He wiped the sweat off his forehead and adjusted his gym shorts. His muscles flexed as he lifted dumbbells, feeling the burn in his biceps and triceps while music thumped in the background. His sleeveless shirt showcased his toned arms. As the local high school’s star quarterback, he had the physique to match the title.



His eyes darted back toward Scarlett every now and then, unable to help himself. Her rhythmic breathing resonated with the slap of her sneakers on the treadmill belt, her long hair swinging back and forth with every stride. Though she was in her late thirties, she had the face of a Hollywood actress and the body of a bikini model.



“Damn,” he whispered. “What I wouldn’t give for a round with that sexy bitch.”



When he finished his set, he set the dumbbells down and looked in her direction again. His eyes widened. Her eyes… they were looking at him. Scarlett’s sultry gaze met Bryan’s as she slowed her pace, a knowing smirk playing on her lips.



She stepped off the treadmill, her hips swaying seductively as she approached him. Towel in hand, she wiped the sweat from her face and neck, causing her tits to bounce with the movement. Realizing she was walking his way, Bryan took an internal gulp.



“Great game last night, Bryan,” Scarlett purred, her voice dripping with sensuality. “You really know how to… handle yourself out there.”



“Thanks, ma’am,” Bryan replied, struggling to maintain his composure.



She lightly slapped his shoulder. “Don’t be so formal. Just call me Scarlett.”



“Well, Scarlett. I try to give every game my all.”



“Of course you do,” she said, her brown eyes filled with lustful intent. “I can tell that you’re quite… dedicated.”



Bryan didn’t know how to reply. Was she flirting with him?



“But hey,” Scarlett continued, a playful smirk on her lips. “Would you mind spotting me during my squats?”



“Spotting you?”



She looked over at her husband who was limping toward the locker room. “Yeah, Colin… my husband seems to have pulled something.”



Bryan followed her gaze.



Scarlett turned back toward Bryan as she playfully rolled her eyes. “Yeah. But I think a strong stud like you can…
 fill in for him.
 ”



“Sure thing,” he said with a grin, trying to keep the excitement out of his voice.



He followed Scarlett to the squat rack, his gaze locked on her perky ass. The thin fabric of the yoga pants offered a perfect outline of her round assets, and the way she swayed her hips with every step flaunted her ass. The thought of having his cock pressed between her ass cheeks as he spotted her sent a shock of excitement through him.



Arriving at the squat rack, Scarlett took her position and Bryan came behind her. He pressed his body against hers. His arms looped around her armpits for support as she leaned her back against his firm chest. His hardening cock pressed against her snug ass, feeling their warmth.



She took a moment to adjust herself, rubbing her ass on his cock. Her cheeks were the perfect combination of soft and firm.



“Mmm…” she said. “Looks like you’re carrying a
 big
 load yourself.”



“Yeah,” he whispered. “And maybe I can show it to you after we’re done.”



Scarlett began her squats, her toned thighs flexing with each downward motion. Bryan felt the heat of her body against his groin, the friction sending shivers down his spine. His cock swelled, begging for release.



Every time Scarlett descended into her squat, the firm globes of her ass flexed and released in a tantalizing rhythm against Bryan’s throbbing hardness. It was like a siren song to his cock, each contraction of her muscles drawing him deeper into an intoxicating lust. He could feel the heat from her body seeping through his gym shorts, igniting his own arousal further.



Unable to resist the magnetic pull of her body, Bryan tightened his grip around her waist and pulled her closer. His fingers dug into her bare stomach as he guided his engorged length along the valley between those perfect cheeks. Bryan began humping her ass, running his cock up and down her cheeks. The friction caused by their combined movements sent sparks of pleasure coursing through him.



His heart pounded in sync with the erotic rhythm they’d created. He found himself matching her pace instinctively, rubbing himself harder against that sweet spot that promised unimaginable pleasure.



The gym faded away as all he could focus on was Scarlett – the feel of her body pressed against his, the faint scent of her sweat mixed with perfume, and – most importantly – the irresistible grind of her ass against his increasingly desperate cock.



With every repetition, Scarlett pressed herself closer to him, her ass grinding against Bryan’s erection. The sensation was maddening, stoking the flames of his desire. The soft grunts and squeaks of the squat rack echoed through the gym as Scarlett’s movements intensified, and Bryan’s breaths came out in ragged pants, mirroring Scarlett’s own.



“Feels good, doesn’t it?” Scarlett panted between breaths, her voice dripping with lust.



“Hell, yes,” Bryan groaned, barely able to contain himself.



“Stay focused, Bryan,” Scarlett teased. “We wouldn’t want an... accident, now would we?”



“Of course not,” he replied, his voice strained. “Just making sure you’re safe.”



Bryan’s heart pounded like a drum in his chest, the rhythm matching the throbbing desire coursing through his veins. His hands, trembling with adrenaline, moved of their own accord towards the voluptuous swell of Scarlett’s breasts.



The thin fabric of her sports bra did little to mask the luscious mounds underneath. As he made contact, a jolt of pure lust shot through him, tingling from his fingertips all the way down to his groin. His hand groped either tit, squeezing gently at first but growing bolder with each passing second until his fingers dug into them.



Her breasts felt firm yet yielding beneath his touch. They were soft and supple like ripe peaches waiting to be devoured. He kneaded them with an urgency born out of raw desire. The texture of her nipples hardened against his touch through the sheer material, sending another surge of excitement coursing through him.



He dug into her flesh more insistently, eliciting subtle sighs from Scarlett. Each squeeze was met with a delicious friction against his palms – an intimate dance between skin and fabric that left him yearning for more.



“Ah,” Scarlett gasped, a wicked smile playing on her lips in the gym mirror. “You’ve got a firm grip, Bryan. I like that.”



“Sorry, I just…” Bryan stammered, feeling his face flush with embarrassment.



Scarlett shook her head, pressing her ass more firmly against his throbbing erection. “No need to apologize, stud. I don’t mind the extra motivation.”



Finishing her set, Scarlett set the bar back on the squat rack.



“Whew, that was intense,” Scarlett said breathlessly as she straightened up and stepped away from Bryan. “Though I couldn’t help but notice something…”



“Something?” Bryan asked, feigning innocence.



“It seems like you’ve got a nice big load yourself,” Scarlett teased, her brown eyes sparkling with mischief as they flicked to the prominent bulge in his shorts.



“Yeah. I’ve got a nice juicy snack for you whenever you’re hungry,” Bryan shot back flirtatiously, smirking at her.



Scarlett’s sultry gaze locked onto Bryan, her full lips curving into a devilish smile. “Well, maybe I’ll come looking for it after I’m done,” she purred, stepping closer to him. Their bodies were mere inches apart, the heat between them palpable.



In one bold, fluid motion, Scarlett leaned in, pressing her voluptuous body against Bryan’s muscular form. His breath hitched as her soft, pillowy lips kissed his cheek, leaving a searing trail of fire on his skin. The electrifying touch sent shivers down his spine.



“Thank you,” Scarlett whispered, her hot breath teasing his earlobe.



Bryan struggled to maintain control over his raging hormones. The thought of tasting her luscious lips and exploring her delectable body only fueled his lust.



“See you around, stud,” she whispered, her warm breath fanning across his face as she stepped away. Bryan watched her sashay across the gym floor, her hips swaying seductively with each step.



“Damn,” he muttered.









Chapter 2



The steam in the sauna hung thick and heavy, Bryan’s body slick with sweat as beads rolled down his taut muscles. Alone here, he couldn’t get the image of Scarlett out of his mind – her sultry smirk and the way her breasts strained against her tight sports bra. His breathing quickened, his hand instinctively reaching down to wrap around his growing arousal.



“Fuck,” he muttered under his breath, his thoughts consumed by the fantasy of Scarlett’s ass pressed against his cock, her soft moans filling his ears. Lowering his shorts, he began to stroke himself. It was slow at first, but his movements became faster, relishing the sensation of his own touch.



The door to the sauna creaked open, and Scarlett appeared like a vision through the steam. Her eyes widened, surprise giving way to lust as she took in the sight of Bryan pleasuring himself. Bryan’s eyes widened, but he didn’t stop stroking, the danger of being caught only heightening his excitement.



“Are you thinking of me?” Scarlett purred, stepping closer to him, her gaze fixed on his impressive cock. She licked her lips, her voice low and seductive. “I felt that monster in your pants.”



Bryan didn’t slow down, still stroking his throbbing cock. The air between them crackled with electricity, the heat of the sauna intensifying their desire. He watched Scarlett’s every move, waiting for her next reaction, his mind racing with the possibilities.



Instead of becoming embarrassed, Bryan smirked. His voice became low and seductive as he shot her a wink. “Well, then, why don’t you come over here and get a taste.”



Scarlett licked her lips, her brown eyes locked onto his throbbing length. Her lean body swayed seductively, her hips rocking back and forth as she walked toward him through the hot, humid air.



She hesitated only a moment before reaching out, her fingers wrapping around his shaft with a delicate touch. Bryan shuddered, the sensation of her hand sending shivers through his body. Scarlett gasped softly at the size of his dick before sliding her hand along its length, stroking him. Her touch sent waves of pleasure coursing through him like lightning bolts.



“Fuck,” he gasped, his hips involuntarily bucking forward. The heat of the sauna seemed to amplify each touch, making it all the more intoxicating.



As Scarlett’s grip tightened – her strokes slow but deliberate – she leaned in closer, her breath hot on his ear. “I saw you last night after the game,” she whispered, her voice coated with lust. “With that slutty cheerleader in your car.”



Bryan felt a thrill at her confession, his pulse quickening. “You did?”



“Couldn’t tear my eyes away as you fucked that little whore,” Scarlett admitted, still stroking him, each movement causing sparks of pleasure to shoot through his veins. “Seeing how big your cock was… seeing you stuff it into her tight pussy… shit, it left me craving for more.”



“Did it now?” Bryan’s heart hammered in his chest, the thought of Scarlett watching him, desiring him, only adding to his arousal.



“You have no idea what you do to me,” Scarlett replied, her voice breathy and filled with longing.



The heat of the sauna seemed to amplify the raw, animalistic desire that surged between them. Bryan couldn’t resist any longer; he grabbed Scarlett by the back of her neck and pulled her close, their lips crashing together in a passionate kiss.



As their lips met, a deep growl rumbled in Bryan’s chest, his tongue invading Scarlett’s mouth. She tasted like sweat and lust, her kiss fiery and hungry. His other hand found its way to her ass, pulling her body against him, grinding his rock-hard length against her hip.



Her moan vibrated against his lips, sending shudders of pleasure coursing through his cock. Scarlett’s hand never stopped stroking him, her grip firm yet gentle as she urged him on with each stroke. He could feel the head of his cock pushing against the satin fabric of her tight yoga pants – a fabric so thin that he could feel her hot skin underneath.



“Fuck, Scarlett,” Bryan murmured against her mouth. The scent of her arousal mixed with the steamy air, igniting a fire within him.



Scarlett broke away from the kiss, her eyes glazed with lust and her breath coming in sharp pants. “Bryan… I need to tell you something.”



He looked at her, his green eyes darkened with desire, waiting for her confession.



“Colin…” She hesitated, her voice trembling with longing. “My husband… he hasn’t fucked me properly in years. He can’t make me orgasm anymore. I’ve been so unsatisfied, and seeing you last night just made it worse.”



Bryan’s cock – still enveloped by her hand – pulsed at the thought of her need. The idea of her craving him made it throb harder.



“Is that so?” he managed to say, his voice thick with arousal.



“More than you can imagine.” With a mischievous smile, she reached behind her back, unhooking her sports bra and unveiling her perky breasts. The soft and smooth tits were better than Bryan could’ve imagined. They held no signs of sag and could have belonged to a college cheerleader. Her nipples were hard, begging to be touched.



She pushed him onto the sauna’s chair as she slipped down to her knees. Scarlett’s eyes smoldered with passion as she bit her lower lip.



“Show me what I’ve been missing, Bryan,” Scarlett whispered, breathing her words and her warm breath onto his cock.



Bryan stared down at her, captivated by her beauty and the wicked glint in her brown eyes. As she wrapped her full lips around his dick and took his throbbing cock into her mouth, he could hardly believe this was happening. But the sensations were too real – the feel of her warm tongue swirling around him and the gentle suction of her lips.



“Fuck, Scarlett,” he groaned, his hands gripping her blonde hair. The combination of the steamy heat and her expert ministrations was overwhelming, pushing him to the brink of ecstasy.



As Scarlett took him deeper into her mouth, Bryan’s eyes closed and his head fell back against the chair. She bobbed up and down on his shaft, taking more of him with every downward stroke, her lips sliding smoothly over the sensitive skin at the base. Her tongue danced around the head, teasing and tormenting him, driving him wild. His hips jerked involuntarily, craving more of her skillful touch as he thrust into her mouth.



Bryan’s fingers tightened the grip of her hair. He could feel himself about to lose control – his whole body tense with anticipation. She hollowed her cheeks, sucking his cock with the skills of a college sorority slut. It only added to his pleasure.



Scarlett moaned around him, encouraging him as she increased the speed of her bobs, sucking him in deep and then pulling off just enough to send shockwaves of pleasure through his groin. Every muscle in his body tightened in response to this exquisite torment. She looked up at him with hooded eyes, a hint of uncertainty flickering across her face for just a moment before she dove back down and took him deeper once again.



The blowjob was sloppy. Lewd. Loud. She slurped on his cock, the sound filling the entire sauna. His cock drove through her mouth and forced itself into her throat. Precum and saliva coated her chin the longer she sucked his cock.



Her naked breasts swayed as she worked him over, her nipples standing proud against the sultry air. Bryan reached out to cup one of her tits in his hand. He squeezed it. Hard. Scarlett’s moans increased. He grabbed her nipple and tweaked it between his fingers. She moaned louder, her lips still wrapped around his cock.



Scarlett’s breath came in hot pants against his sensitive skin, each gasp sending another wave of pleasure coursing through his veins.



“Fuck, you’re so good at this,” Bryan muttered, his gaze locked with Scarlett’s as her head continued to bob up and down his shaft.



Bryan’s world narrowed to the sensation of Scarlett’s mouth enveloping him, the slick wetness of her tongue driving him wild. He couldn’t help himself any longer. Gripping clumps of her blonde hair with either hand, he began to thrust into her, face-fucking her with abandon. Her moans and the wet slurping noises filled the steamy sauna, mingling with the hiss of the hot stones and creating a symphony of sin.



She gagged on his cock. Choked on his dick. With each thrust, he increased her gags and watched her face turn red. Bryan felt his cock spread her throat as the tip of his shaft reached the back of her throat. Her body shivered under him, but he didn’t stop. He thrusted his cock into her mouth until his balls slapped against her chin.



Again…



And again…



And again…



“Scarlett,” Bryan panted between thrusts, “you feel incredible.”



The sultry smile she gave him while maintaining eye contact only intensified the pleasure coursing through his body.



Bryan groaned and kept holding Scarlett’s head still, his hips slowing their thrusts. Her eyes watered as she looked up at him with lust and need, her lips swollen from his girth. Scarlett did not resist, her hands gripping his thighs tighter as she gulped, trying to take him all in. He held her in place for a moment longer, wanting to savor this unadulterated lust that filled the air between them.



Finally, he let go of her head. However, she kept his cock in her mouth and began to again bob her head up and down his dick. Each soft moan that escaped her throat vibrated against his shaft, sending shivers down his spine.



Bryan could feel his orgasm building, the pleasure coursing through him like lightning. His hands gripped the edges of the chair, fingers digging into the hardwood as he tried to steady himself. Every nerve in his body screamed for release as Scarlett worked him with her mouth. He could feel himself nearing–



The sauna door creaked open. A man entered… it was Colin – Scarlett’s husband. Bryan’s eyes widened when he saw Colin enter the sauna, but then he realized that Colin could not see Scarlett on her knees due to the thick steam. Bryan’s heart raced, adrenaline surging, but Scarlett’s mouth did not abandon his dick.



“Hey, Bryan,” Colin greeted, sitting down next to him. “How about that game last night?”



Fuck,
 Bryan thought, struggling to maintain composure.
 Can’t let Colin know what’s happening.



“Uh, yeah,” Bryan replied, forcing a casual tone. “Quite a game, huh?”



“Absolutely,” Colin agreed, completely unaware that his wife was inches away sucking another man’s cock. “You really did a number on those guys.”



“Thanks,” Bryan said, his voice strained as Scarlett continued to work her magic. His mind raced, torn between the mounting pleasure and the fear of being caught.



Scarlett’s eyes were lidden with desire while she looked up at Bryan from beneath heavy lashes. She bobbed her head up and down, taking more of him in each time, the wet smacking sounds filling the air of the sauna. A wicked smile formed on the edges of her lips as she winked at Bryan.



Her breath was hot against his tip as she teased it with quick flicks of her tongue. Her hands gripped the base of his cock tightly as she took him deeper, her throat working in tandem with her skilled mouth.



As Bryan’s conversation with Colin continued, he could barely focus on Colin’s words, the dark thrill of their secret encounter heightening the already intense sensations. He knew he couldn’t hold out much longer.



“Man, that final play was something else,” Colin remarked, completely oblivious to the scene unfolding beside him.



“Sure was,” Bryan replied, desperately focusing on keeping his voice steady. “We really… penetrated their defense.”



Scarlett’s eyes met Bryan’s, a wicked smile gracing her lips as she recognized the innuendo.



“Yep, you guys went in hard and came out on top,” Colin agreed, chuckling at the unintentional double entendre.



“Exactly. I love… cumming on top,” Bryan managed to say, feeling Scarlett’s tongue tease the sensitive head of his cock.



Fuck, I need to finish this before Colin catches on,
 Bryan thought, struggling to balance his concentration between the conversation and the incredible sensations Scarlett was providing.



Scarlett’s slurping grew the longer the blowjob went on, filling the room like never before.



“Do you hear that sound?” Colin asked.



“Sound?”



“Yeah. It sounds like… slurping?”



Bryan looked at Scarlett as she continued giving him the blowjob of a lifetime. “Uh… I think it’s just the sauna making that sound.”



“Really?” Colin asked.



“Positive.”



“If you say so.”



Scarlett’s tongue danced around the sensitive ridge underneath the head of his cock, teasing and tormenting him with delicious swirls that sent shockwaves of pleasure through his body.



“Uh, so, how are things with you and Scarlett?” Bryan asked, hoping to throw Colin off the scent.



“Good,” Colin responded, unaware of the irony in his words. “She’s been pretty busy lately, but we’re making it work.”



“Busy, huh?” Bryan smirked inwardly, feeling his climax approaching like a runaway train. He locked eyes with Scarlett once more, communicating his impending release without speaking a word. “I’m sure she has her mouth full – I mean… her hands full with something.”



“Yep,” Colin continued, still happily ignorant. “She’s always got something going on.”



‘Something’ was an understatement. With a soft grunt, Bryan could no longer hold back the torrent of pleasure within him. He felt the warm, wet walls of her throat massaging his cock as the first rope of thick cum shot out from the tip of his dick, hitting her palate. She swallowed without hesitation, looking up at him with hooded eyes, her lips glistening with his essence.



Scarlett’s chin was pressed against his balls as she continued to suck him off. Her cheeks hollowed, and then slowly filled again as he emptied into her mouth. His hips bucked involuntarily, his hands gripping her hair as she milked him dry. Bryan’s entire body tingled with pleasure as he watched Scarlett’s breasts bounce softly in the air.



Colin’s chatter faded into the background, and Bryan could only focus on the sight before him. Scarlett’s lips worked their magic; she took him deep and slow, massaging his shaft until she had milked every last drop from him. She looked up at him with a smirk.



Bryan watched as beads of sweat trickled down Scarlett’s flushed cheeks. Letting his cock leave her mouth with a loud ‘pop,’ her lips pursed in a knowing grin after their steamy encounter. The sauna air hung heavy with the scent of their lust.



“Alright, I’d better get going,” Colin said, standing up and stretching his arms above his head. “It was good catching up, Bryan.”



“Sure thing. See you around,” Bryan replied, his voice betraying no hint of his recent orgasm. He couldn’t resist one last innuendo as he added, “Stay busy.”



“Will do!” Colin chuckled, exiting the sauna without a second glance, leaving Bryan and Scarlett alone once more.



As the door closed behind him, their eyes locked, burning with unquenchable desire.



“That was… intense,” she whispered to Bryan, still catching her breath. “You’re incredible.”



“Anytime, baby.” Reaching up, he pulled her onto his lap. “Now how about I give you a stretch.”



Laughing, she wrapped her arms around him.









Chapter 3



The private yoga room was filled with the scent of jasmine and the soft rustling of the yoga mat as it unfurled beneath Scarlett’s feet. Bryan couldn’t help but admire her toned, voluptuous body, barely hidden by the thin fabric of her tight workout clothes. He felt his pulse quicken at the thought of what was about to happen between them.



“Alright, let’s see you stretch,” Bryan said, his growing arousal evident in his voice.



“Of course,” Scarlett purred, shooting him a sultry glance before positioning herself on the mat.



Bryan moved closer, watching her every movement with rapt attention. He knelt behind her, placing his strong hands on her shoulders, guiding her into a deep forward bend. His fingers grazed the smooth skin of her neck and collarbone, sending shivers down both their spines. Scarlett moaned as she felt the warmth of his touch gliding along her body.



“Feel that stretch, Scarlett?” Bryan asked, his voice thick with desire.



“Hell, yes,” she whispered, unable to suppress a shudder.



As Scarlett bent further forward, Bryan couldn’t resist the opportunity to press his clothed groin against her firm ass. The heat and tension between them became palpable, igniting an undeniable need within him.



“Let me help you go deeper,” he murmured, his breath hot against her ear as he pressed himself even more firmly against her. Scarlett whimpered with pleasure, feeling the outline of Bryan’s impressive erection through his pants.



“I definitely want you to go… as
 deep
 as possible,” she teased, her voice dripping with seduction.



“Now let me stretch another part of you,” Bryan replied, his own carnal desires rising to the surface. As he continued to guide Scarlett through the sultry stretches, his mind raced with fantasies of their bodies entwined in a heated, erotic embrace.



Scarlett let out a moan.



Bryan, unable to contain his feral desires any longer, grabbed the elastic waistband of Scarlett’s yoga pants. In a swift move, he lowered them, revealing her naked ass and pussy.



“No panties?” he asked.



“Not when I’m around you, baby,” she replied with a wink.



“You’re one slutty MILF,” Bryan growled, his green eyes darkening with lust as he admired her perfectly sculpted ass. His fingers dug into her flesh, gripping her as he positioned his cock at the entrance of her pussy.



“Fill me,” she whispered. “Make me scream your name.”



With a smirk, Bryan thrusted forward, his cock bursting into her tight pussy.



She gasped, feeling him filling her completely with each stroke. Her legs trembled, unable to support her weight as the sensations washed over her. The scent of sweat mixed with jasmine filled the air, intensifying the passionate ambiance. He fucked her from behind in slow but powerful thrusts, causing her to pant and beg for more.



“Ah! Bryan! Yes!” Scarlett cried out, her voice dripping with ecstasy as she surrendered to the powerful thrusts that penetrated her with forceful intensity. Their bodies moved in sync, their passion fueling them like a wildfire tearing through a forest.



“Take it, bitch!” Bryan demanded, his breath coming in short gasps.



“Yes! Ugh! Fuck me! Harder!” Scarlett begged, her moans filling the room as her nails dug into the yoga mat for support. The sounds of their moaning and skin slapping against each other only heightened the erotic atmosphere, driving them further into the depths of their forbidden lust. “Yes! Yes!”



His hands roamed over her supple body, caressing and pinching her sensitive nipples, sending shockwaves of pleasure through her system. Scarlett’s head fell back, exposing the vulnerable spot between her neck and shoulder blades just begging to be kissed.



With a growl of desire, Bryan obliged, sucking and nibbling at the tender flesh while continuing to pound into her from behind. The lewd noise of their intimate dance echoed throughout the room as they moved together in rhythm, lost in their primal desire. Their moans intertwined like a symphony of lust as sweat glistened on their skin under the dim light.



Bryan’s balls began to slap against her skin, his cock stretching her pussy to the limit. Pulling her long, blonde hair, Bryan forced her to moan louder with each thrust, her words mixing with the sound of skin slapping against skin in this private room.



One hand holding her ponytail, his free hand groped her perky tit. He squeezed it. Pulled it. Hard. With dominance. Combined with his cock thrusting into her, his abuse of her tits grew her moans.



“Yes!”



He thrusted harder.



“Make me!”



And harder…



“Your bitch!”



And harder…



“Your slutty little cum dumpster!”



And harder still.



Scarlett felt him pull out slightly before slamming back in again, his thick cock hitting her G-spot just right every time. She let out a whimper of delight at this new angle he was hitting her from.



His hands clawed at her hips possessively as he claimed every inch of her body as his own – marking his territory with each powerful thrust. Her juices flowed freely down onto the mat below them creating a slick sound effect on its texture.



“That’s it!” she cried. “That’s fucking it, baby!”



As Bryan continued to drive himself deeper into Scarlett, his grip on her hips tightening, he couldn’t help but think of the illicit nature of their encounter. It only served to heighten his own arousal, his body craving more of her with every passing moment.



The scent of sweat and lust hung heavy in the air, intoxicating Bryan as he drove himself deeper into Scarlett. Her sultry moans filled his ears, mingling with the rhythmic slapping of their bodies.



“Fuck, you’re so tight,” he groaned, eyes darkening as his grip on her hips tightened, fingers digging into her flesh to guide her movements. “I bet that small-dicked husband of yours never fucked you like this.”



“Harder, Bryan!” Scarlett panted, her voice dripping with desire. “Don’t stop! Yes!”



He thrusted with renewed force, his body aching with intensity. The wet heat surrounding him made rational thought all but impossible, his mind consumed by carnal hunger.



“Look at you,” Bryan growled, his gaze locked onto Scarlett’s flushed face. “Begging for more like a greedy little slut.”



She whimpered, her head thrown back in ecstasy.



As their pleasure mounted, Bryan could feel the familiar tightening deep within his core. This was it – his moment of pure, unadulterated dominance over the woman who had haunted his fantasies for so long.



Scarlett’s moans became louder, more insistent as he reached deep inside her, striking her G-spot with every thrust. He adjusted his hold on her hips, changing the angle of penetration to hit her just right. His muscular body flexed with each powerful movement. She felt him getting closer to his climax, the tightening of his body against hers a clear indication of what was about to happen. The tightness of Scarlett’s pussy around Bryan’s cock intensified, signaling that she too was nearing release.



Their breathing grew ragged, punctuated by gasps of pure sexual pleasure and the slapping of their flesh together. It drove them both further into their need for release. Their sweat-slickened bodies glistened under the dim light, friction creating an intoxicating aphrodisiac that heightened their senses even more.



“Scarlett,” he rasped, each word punctuated by another powerful thrust. “I’m gonna fucking cum… all over your pretty face.”



“Please, Bryan,” she pleaded, anticipation flickering in her eyes. “Mark me as yours.”



His climax roared through him like wildfire, tearing through every nerve as he pulled out of her warmth. With an animalistic growl, he released his hot seed onto Scarlett’s face. Ropes of cum splattered against her skin, smacking her chin, cheeks, lips, and nose. It painted her flushed skin with his claim of ownership.



Bryan’s chest heaved as he stared at the glistening evidence of their passion on Scarlett’s face, a feral satisfaction burning within him.



“Don’t you dare wipe my cum off your face, bitch,” Bryan commanded, his voice still raw with lust.



“Never, baby…” she panted. “Never.”



As he pulled up his shorts, she quickly put on her clothes. The tension hung heavy in the air, electric and undeniable.



“Maybe,” she began, “next time you try out my ass–”



The door burst open, revealing Colin with narrowed eyes and an expression that screamed suspicion.



“Scarlett? Bryan? What the hell is going on here?” Colin demanded, taking in the scene before him. “I heard screaming.”



Neither one replied.



Colin’s gaze fell on Scarlett’s cum-covered face, and then flicked back to Bryan, as if trying to piece together the puzzle laid out before him.



“Colin, it’s not what you think,” Scarlett said, her voice steady despite the lingering desires coursing through her veins. “We were just doing some stretches, and things got… messy.”



“Stretches?” Colin repeated skeptically, his eyes narrowing further.



“Yeah,” Bryan replied confidently. “You know how it is – working on flexibility and stuff. I was showing your wife some things I learned from football.”



“Flexibility, huh?” Colin’s stare was icy and unrelenting, but Bryan couldn’t back down now.



“Exactly. Nothing out of the ordinary,” Bryan insisted, hoping against hope that his bravado would be enough to convince Scarlett’s husband.



“Fine,” Colin finally relented, though doubt lingered in his eyes. He glanced at his wife’s cum-covered face. “But, Scarlett, what’s that white stuff on your face?”



The question hung in the air like a loaded gun, threatening to shatter the fragile façade they’d constructed. However, Scarlett didn’t miss a beat, the wicked gleam in her eyes only growing brighter.



“Vanilla protein shake,” she purred, licking her lips suggestively. “I spilled some on my face when I tried to open the bottle.”



“…okay,” Colin muttered, still eyeing her warily. “But, Scarlett, we need to get going.”



“Sure, baby,” she replied.



As Colin turned around, Scarlett began to follow him out, her hips swaying seductively –  her every movement an erotic invitation. However, before leaving, she paused at the door and turned to look at Bryan, his cum still staining her beautiful face.



“Later,” she mouthed, her full lips parting in a sultry smirk. A wink followed, accompanied by a sensual kiss blown his way.



***



That night, Bryan couldn’t sleep. His mind raced with thoughts of the tantalizing Scarlett and their passionate encounter in the gym.



In his imagination, her long legs and perky ass swayed as she moved toward him on the treadmill, her breasts bouncing in her sports bra. The heat radiated off her skin when she leaned down to whisper in his ear, her breath tickling his neck. The soft moans escaped her lips as he teased her nipples through the thin fabric of her shirt. The salty taste of her skin as they pressed against each other in an intense dance beneath the dim lights.



Around midnight, he received a notification… a text from Scarlett.



Meet me tomorrow at the gym. Same time,
 the text read.



The message on his screen was paired with a tantalizing image of Scarlett, draped in nothing but a provocative set of black lace lingerie. The bra and panties ensemble clung to her body like a second skin, leaving only the most intimate parts of her concealed. Bryan’s breath hitched at the sight, a guttural groan slipping past his lips.



Imagining what tomorrow had in store, Bryan smiled.









 



Satisfying My Friend’s Sexy  MILF Mom









Chapter 1



18-year-old Bryan Morgan’s fingers deftly danced across the controller, expertly maneuvering his character through the virtual world. Sweat glistened on his brow as he concentrated intently, oblivious to the world around him.



In the small room, tension and anticipation hung heavy in the air between Bryan and Jacob, their friendly competition reaching new heights with each round. The two football teammates bantered back and forth, egging each other on with competitive jabs.



“Damn, you’re good,” Jacob finally admitted, a grin spreading across his face.



Bryan smirked confidently in response. “Just wait until I beat you in the next round.”



“Hold up. I need to run to the bathroom real fast.”



As Jacob excused himself to use the restroom, Bryan’s fingers continued to tap against the controller in anticipation of their next showdown. The room was alive with electricity and adrenaline as they prepared for another intense battle.



No sooner had Jacob disappeared than his mother – Isabella – entered, her presence instantly captivating Bryan. She wore a sheer nightgown that barely covered her ample curves, leaving little to the imagination. The fabric clung to her full breasts, outlining her stiff nipples beneath the delicate material. It draped over her narrow waist before hugging the swell of her hips, the hemline teasingly short, revealing her toned, tanned legs. If the nightgown was any shorter, Bryan could have seen her panties.



Isabella’s face radiated with beauty, almost as if she was glowing. With her flawless skin and soft features, Bryan could not believe this woman was in her late thirties.



“Hey there, Bryan,” she purred, her brown eyes sparkling with mischief. He couldn’t help but notice her plump lips, painted a sultry red, begging to be kissed.



“Hi, Mrs. Pereira,” Bryan stammered, trying to regain his composure. He swallowed hard as his eyes roamed over her body, taking in every inch of her erotic beauty. He could feel his cock stirring to life in his pants, responding instinctively to Isabella’s undeniable allure.



Isabella laughed. “I’ve told you before, Bryan. Just call me Isabella.”



Bryan smiled.



“Couldn’t resist checking up on you boys,” she said, leaning against the doorframe, drawing attention to her cleavage. “Looks like you’re having fun.”



“Definitely,” Bryan managed to say, his voice strained as he fought to keep his arousal in check. His green eyes locked onto hers, the air between them crackling with desire.



Isabella bit her lip, a wicked smile playing on her face as she reveled in the effect she had on the young man. Bryan knew he should look away, but he found himself utterly entranced by the sultry MILF standing before him. Her smoldering gaze sent shivers down Bryan’s spine.



“So, Bryan,” she cooed, flicking a strand of her luscious brown hair over her shoulder, “you played a hell of a game last Friday night.”



“Well, it was a team win. Jacob caught the winning touchdown.”



“Yeah, but you threw him the ball.” She winked. “It was such a perfect pass. And you guys look
 so handsome
 in your uniforms.”



“Uh, well, it was a close game,” he replied, trying to focus on the conversation while his eyes involuntarily fixated on her cleavage. The way her nightgown hugged her ample breasts and hips made his mouth go dry.



“Close games can be so…
 exhilarating
 , don’t you think?” Isabella said, her voice dripping with sultry innuendo as she took a step closer. Her intoxicating scent filled Bryan’s nostrils, making his head spin.



“Y-yeah,” he stammered, feeling the heat rise in his cheeks. He could barely contain his desire for the sexy MILF standing before him. Why the fuck did Jacob have to take so long in the restroom?



“Sometimes, I find myself craving that adrenaline rush,” Isabella confessed, her brown eyes locked onto his green ones, holding him captive. “Don’t you ever just… want something
 so badly?”



Bryan swallowed hard, his heart pounding in his chest. “More than you know,” he whispered, his mind racing with erotic thoughts of what he’d do to this woman if given the chance.



“Is that so?” she teased, leaning in close enough for her soft breath to caress his ear. The sensation sent shudders through his body, his erection straining against his jeans.



“Isabella, I–” Bryan began, but the sound of the door opening cut him off.



“Hey, sorry about that,” Jacob announced, oblivious to the sexual tension that had been building between his mother and best friend.



“Perfect timing, sweetie,” Isabella said with a coy smile, stepping away from Bryan as if nothing had happened. “I’ll leave you boys to your games.”



Bryan watched her saunter out of the room, her hips swaying seductively with each step.



“Man, what’d I miss?” Jacob asked, picking up his controller and resuming their game.



“Nothing,” Bryan lied, trying to refocus on the screen as his heart continued to race.



As they played on, the sexual tension hung heavy in the air, leaving Bryan restless and eager for more. And though he tried to focus on the game, his thoughts remained entirely consumed by the erotic possibilities that awaited him just beyond his reach.



***



“Shit!” Bryan cursed, slamming his controller on the couch as it abruptly died mid-game.



“Looks like the battery’s dead,” Jacob said.



“Damn. And we were about to finish the level, too.”



“I’ll run to the store and grab some replacements,” Jacob offered, already heading for the door.



“Sure, man,” Bryan replied.



As soon as the door closed behind Jacob, Bryan found himself alone in the house. He stared at the clock for five minutes… and then five more… and then five more.



“Fuck it,” he muttered, unable to sit still any longer.



He began wandering the house, his mind a whirlwind of lustful thoughts and fantasies. Each room he entered held the faintest trace of Isabella, her enticing scent lingering like an aphrodisiac.



Bryan’s heart raced as he stumbled upon Isabella’s bedroom. She was in there with her husband: Chuck. Their low voices carried through the closed door. Forgetting his inhibitions, he pressed his ear against it, straining to hear their conversation.



“Chuck, we need to talk about… us,” Isabella said, her voice tinged with frustration.



“Is everything okay?” Chuck asked, concern evident in his tone.



Bryan could practically see Isabella rolling her eyes as she responded, “Not exactly. Our sex life is just… lacking lately. Your dick doesn’t get hard anymore… and it’s barely two inches long when it is.”



“Isn’t two inches enough? And I thought you said size doesn’t matter.”



“Are you fucking kidding me? I don’t even feel the fucking thing when you put it inside me,” she retorted.



Bryan’s cock throbbed at the mere mention of her dissatisfaction.



“Maybe we can try something new,” Chuck suggested, clearly grasping at straws.



“Like what?” Isabella scoffed, her tone drenched in skepticism.



“Maybe you can give me a blowjob to get me hard?”



“Last time I did that, you came in less than a second and ruined my make-up.”



“Roleplay, maybe? Or toys?” Chuck’s voice wavered, his insecurity all too apparent.



“Ugh, never mind,” Isabella groaned, disappointment clear in her voice. “It’s not worth the effort. I already use toys to get off.”



Bryan’s mind raced with erotic possibilities, his body aching for Isabella’s touch. He knew he should walk away, but the delicious temptation of eavesdropping on Isabella and Chuck’s conversation was too alluring to resist. He pressed himself against the door, his heart pounding in his chest as he listened to their intimate conversation unfold.



“Wait, Isabella, I–” Chuck started.



“Chuck, you just… don’t excite me anymore,” Isabella said, her frustration evident in her voice. “I need something more. Someone who can fill my pussy and make me cum.”



“Isabella, I’m sorry, I’ll try harder. Just tell me what you want,” Chuck pleaded, desperation dripping from every word. Bryan could almost see him fumbling, a pitiful sight that only aroused him more.



“Alright, let me show you,” Isabella replied with an exasperated sigh.



The rustling of sheets and soft moans captured Bryan’s full attention, his arousal growing as he imagined himself in Chuck’s place. He could picture Isabella’s smooth legs wrapped around his waist, her brown eyes staring deeply into his as she guided him to ecstasy.



“Is this what you want?” Chuck asked, uncertainty creeping into his voice.



“Is it in yet?” Isabella asked, irritation seeping into her words.



“Yeah, baby. It’s all the way in.”



“I can’t fucking feel a thing, Chuck.”



“Yeah, but let me just–” Chuck panted.



“Ugh, forget it, Chuck. Get the hell off me.” Isabella snapped, her frustration peaking. “I knew I should’ve fucked the pool boy when he was hitting on me. At least he had a big cock.”



Bryan's own arousal intensified as he listened to Isabella’s disappointment, his erection pushing against his pants.



“Shit, why can’t you just fuck me like I need?” Isabella lamented, her voice breaking with emotion.



“Baby, please–”



“Save it, Chuck. I’m done for today,” she said coldly. “I’ll just go and fucking finger myself.”



The silence that followed felt like a physical weight on Bryan’s chest, his body trembling with anticipation and desire. He knew he should leave, but the tantalizing image of Isabella’s sultry body sprawled across her bed left him unable to move.



Bryan’s heart pounded, his need for release growing unbearable. He retreated to the restroom, his fingers trembling as he locked the door behind him. The cold tiles beneath his feet did little to cool the fiery desire that coursed through his veins.



“Shit, Isabella…” Bryan muttered under his breath, his mind consumed with enticing thoughts of her lush curves and sultry voice.



Clutching his throbbing length, he began to stroke himself, each movement sending jolts of pleasure coursing through his body.



“Fuck, I could show you what real pleasure feels like,” he whispered, his fantasy taking hold as he imagined Isabella joining him in the small, steamy confines of the bathroom.



He imagined her lips wrapping around his cock as he grabbed her hair and thrusted into her mouth. He imagined bending her over the bathroom sink as he fucked her. She screamed his name, his balls slapping against her skin as he pounded into her again… and again… and again…



The door swung open suddenly, revealing a wide-eyed Isabella standing in the doorway. Wearing nothing but her nightgown, her surprise quickly morphed into fascination as her gaze locked onto Bryan’s impressive size. A flush crept up her cheeks, her own desires reignited by the sight before her.



“Like what you see?” Bryan asked, his voice low and flirtatious. His hand never stopped moving, maintaining the steady rhythm that drove him closer to the edge.



Isabella bit her lower lip, her eyes dark with lust. “I had no idea… you’re so… big.”



“Come on in, Isabella,” Bryan beckoned, his breathing ragged as he continued stroking himself. “I don’t mind an audience.”



Her chest heaved, her breaths shallow as she wavered between desire and indecision. Bryan’s heart pounded in anticipation, his body aching for the touch of her hand on him.



“Isabella,” he breathed, the name tasting like sin on his tongue. “Why don’t you have a little taste?”



She looked at him, her brown eyes filled with conflict, pupils dilated with lust. “Bryan, I…”



In a whirlwind of emotion, Isabella fled from the restroom, leaving Bryan panting and frustrated, his arousal still pulsating through him.



“Damn it,” he muttered, fighting the urge to chase after her.



 









Chapter 2



The buzzing of Bryan’s phone in his pocket jolted him out of his daydream.



He glanced at the screen, seeing a text from Jacob:
 Dude, I can’t find the right battery for the controller. This store sucks. Will have to check at another store.



“Damn,” Bryan muttered under his breath. His green eyes wandered around the house, taking in the luxurious surroundings as he contemplated how to pass the time.



Stepping out onto the sun-drenched patio, Bryan caught sight of Isabella lounging on a pool chair. The MILF fantasy of his entire football team was wearing a barely-there bikini, her voluptuous curves on full display, leaving little to the imagination. Her big tits strained against the fabric, threatening to spill out at any moment. She might as well have been naked. The sight made Bryan’s cock twitch with desire.



“Fuck, she’s so hot,” he muttered, his pulse quickening as he struggled to control his arousal. Isabella’s brown eyes met his, and she shot him a sultry smile that seemed to pierce straight into his core.



“Hey, Bryan,” she purred, her voice dripping with seduction. “Wanna come and keep me company?”



“Uh, sure,” Bryan stammered, unable to resist the temptress before him. As he approached, he couldn’t help but admire her body again, taking note of how her smooth skin glistened in the sunlight. Her shock from the bathroom seemed to have been replaced by something else.



“Jacob’s still out?” Isabella inquired, her eyes raking over Bryan’s muscular frame.



“Yeah,” Bryan stuttered, trying to focus on anything other than the erection that threatened to betray his lustful thoughts. “He’s having trouble finding the batteries.”



“Such a shame,” she sighed dramatically, shifting her position to better showcase her tits. “Well, we’ll just have to find something else to do, won’t we?”



“Or maybe…
 someone
 else to do,” he replied.



“I can’t stop thinking about it,” Isabella said as she winked at him, sending a shiver through Bryan’s spine. “What I saw in the bathroom.”



“Well,” he whispered. “Maybe you should take a second look.”



The sun cast a fiery glow over Isabella’s body, making her already tantalizing curves even more irresistible. Bryan couldn’t tear his eyes away from the sight, and he felt a hunger rise within him.



“Hey, Bryan,” Isabella said, her voice rich and sultry. “Would you be a dear and put some lotion on my back for me?”



“Of course,” Bryan replied.



He picked up the bottle of lotion, his hands trembling with anticipation. The cool liquid poured onto his palm, the sensation sending chills down his spine. He took a deep breath, trying to steady himself.



“Ready?” Isabella asked, her tone teasing and seductive. She stretched out on the pool chair, her back exposed and inviting.



Bryan’s heart pounded in his ears. He placed his hands on her smooth, sun-kissed skin, feeling the heat radiating from her body. With each stroke, he massaged the lotion into her flesh, his touch growing increasingly sensual.



“Feels good, doesn’t it?” Isabella purred, arching her back slightly to give him better access. Her breasts swayed gently with the motion, threatening to spill out of the already precarious bikini top. He couldn’t help but stare at the sight, mesmerized by their fullness.



“Fuck, yeah,” Bryan murmured, his arousal steadily building as he kneaded her supple flesh. His fingers danced along her spine, dipping into the curve of her lower back before gliding upward again.



The warmth of her skin under his fingertips made him crave more, the softness of it sending waves of pleasure through him. As his palms settled on her waist, he slowly slid them up and down, savoring the sensation of her heat. The smell of her perfume filled his nostrils, a sweet, floral scent that made him dizzy with want.



“Lower,” she whispered, her voice heavy with desire. Bryan complied, his hands moving closer to the tempting swell of her ass. She let out a soft moan.



“Keep going,” she encouraged, her breath coming in short gasps.



Bryan’s mind raced with erotic possibilities, every nerve in his body screaming for release. He felt as if he were teetering on the edge of a precipice, dangerously close to losing control.



His hands ventured lower, drawn to the tantalizing curves of Isabella’s hips. His fingers grazed the edge of her bikini bottoms, and he couldn’t resist the urge any longer. He slipped a hand around, cupping her full breast, feeling its firm weight in his palm.



“Ah,” Isabella gasped and arched her back as Bryan’s hands found their target, cupping her perfect breasts. Her nipples hardened under his touch, beads of sweat forming on his palms. She moaned softly, keeping her eyes closed and savoring the feeling. Her warm skin was intoxicating to him, the soft texture of her body making his heart race faster. She turned her head, locking eyes with him, a mischievous smile playing on her lush lips. “Bryan, you naughty boy.”



“Sorry, I couldn’t help myself,” he admitted, his voice husky with desire.



“Neither can I.” Isabella’s gaze lowered, focusing on the massive erection straining against Bryan’s jeans. Her brown eyes widened appreciatively at the sight. “My, my, what have we here? It looks bigger than what I saw in the bathroom.”



“Fuck, Isabella,” he muttered, unable to conceal his arousal any longer. The lust in her eyes fueled his own desire, and he knew there was no going back.



“Tell me, Bryan,” she purred, leaning closer, her breath hot against his ear, “do you think about me when you jerk off?”



“Every damn time,” he confessed, the words spilling from his lips like a prayer.



“Good,” she whispered, her voice dripping with seduction. “Because I can’t get your fucking cock off my mind.”



“Well then,” he breathed, his voice laden with passion, “let me show you what a real man can do.”



Bryan’s heart hammered in his chest, a feral hunger coursing through his veins as he leaned in to capture Isabella’s lips in a passionate kiss. Their tongues tangled in a heated dance, the intensity between them growing with each electrifying touch.



Isabella moaned into the kiss, her fingers deftly unbuttoning his jeans to free his throbbing member. The sensation of her soft, skilled hands on him sent shivers down his spine, and he couldn’t help but groan at the exquisite pleasure.



Her warm tongue traced Bryan’s lips before diving inside his mouth. She tasted irresistible. Her firm tits and warm pussy pressed against him, grinding against his rapidly hardening cock, and he let out a soft groan against her lips.



His hands wandered down her sides, tracing the lines of her body until they found the waistband of her bikini bottoms. With a gentle tug, he pulled them off, revealing her glistening pussy that was slick with anticipation.



They broke the kiss for a moment as he traced his fingers over the crease between her ass cheeks, finding her wet core. She was ready for him – so fucking ready. He slid a finger into her, feeling her hot walls grip around him as he made love to her entrance.



Isabella moaned, grinding her hips into his hand, driving him wild.



“So fucking tight,” he murmured before capturing her lips again in another deep, passionate kiss.



Isabella tasted sweet and salty on his tongue as she moaned into their kiss. She pulled away for a moment, taking his cock in her hand and stroking it. Her warm grip was tight as she jerked him off like a horny college slut.



“Why don’t you enjoy the snack I brought for you?” Bryan whispered, his voice thick with lust. His mind raced with thoughts of all the wicked things he wanted to do to her, his body aching for release.



“I thought you’d never ask,” Isabella purred, pushing him back onto the pool chair. She dropped to her knees, her brown eyes smoldering with desire as they locked onto his.



Isabella took his cock in both hands and gave it a few slow pumps, causing Bryan to lean against the lounge chair for support. Her eyes never left his, full of desire as she stared up at him with lust.



Bryan’s breath hitched as she licked it from base to tip like an ice cream cone before taking it deep into her throat with a loud moan around his shaft. Her lips and tongue worked in perfect harmony to pleasure him. Each teasing stroke sent waves of ecstasy crashing over him, and he fought to maintain control.



“Fuck, you’re incredible,” he gasped, his hands gripping the edges of the chair as he surrendered to the sensations flooding his senses.



Bryan’s vision blurred as waves of pleasure threatened to overtake him. Isabella’s warm, wet mouth worked his cock with skill and abandon, her tongue swirling around the head in a tantalizing dance. His fingers tangled in her lush brown hair, unable to resist the urge to guide her movements.



The sensation of Isabella’s mouth enveloping his cock was overwhelmingly good, sending electric shocks of lust coursing through him. She bobbed her head up and down, taking him deeper with each motion, and her hot tongue swirled around the crown while sucking on the shaft. Bryan couldn’t contain his moans as pleasure consumed him. His hips undulated in response to her ministrations, pistoning his hard length into her eager mouth.



“Isabella…” he moaned, feeling the coil of ecstasy tightening within him.



The blowjob was loud. Lewd. And sloppy. Her chin glistened with saliva as precum leaked from her mouth. As Isabella took his cock into her throat, her gags and slurps grew louder. Bryan’s thrusts ended with his balls slapping against her chin. Again…



and again…



and again…



Isabella choked on his cock. Her eyes watered. But she did not stop. The sounds of their lovemaking filled the air – the wet slapping of her eager lips against his length, the guttural moans of pleasure that escaped Bryan’s throat, and the sounds of her gagging and slurping. Every thrust sent waves of bliss coursing through him, leaving him reeling. She worked her magic on his cock like a seasoned pro, her fingers tracing over his thighs, adding to the sensual assault.



Her throat welcomed his cock in a velvety caress that sent shivers down his spine. Her hands gripped his flexed ass tightly, pulling him deeper into her mouth as she hummed around him. Bryan’s hips bucked uncontrollably at the exquisite pleasure coursing through his body, his back arching off the chair.



The sun beat down on both their bodies, and the smell of chlorine from the pool mixed with the salty taste of sweat and skin that lingered in the air. He closed his eyes for a moment, reveling in the sensation of Isabella’s talented mouth bringing him closer to the edge.



The feel of her mouth milking him with expert strokes was unlike anything he’d ever experienced before – so skilled and so hungry for him. Every nerve lit up with anticipation as she worked her magic on him. He clutched her hair and arched his back, grunting involuntarily as she took more of him down her throat than before. Her breast brushed against his thigh with every movement, leaving a trail of goosebumps forming along his skin from that sweet friction alone.



He felt ready to–



“Hey, Bryan!” Chuck’s voice shattered the erotic haze, and for a heart-stopping moment, panic clawed at Bryan’s chest.



However, instead of stopping, Isabella’s eyes flickered up to meet his with a wicked gleam, urging him to continue their risky game.



“Uh, hey… Mr. Pereira,” Bryan managed, his voice strained as he fought to maintain control. “What’s up?”



“Have you seen Isabella?” Chuck asked, oblivious to the fact that his wife was on her knees before Bryan, her lips wrapped around his throbbing cock.



Isabella took Bryan’s cock deeper into her mouth, her throat muscles flexing as she swallowed him down with practiced ease. Her gorgeous brown eyes remained locked on his, conveying the mix of lust and need that left him utterly spellbound. He watched, helpless, as she milked him with a skill that left him breathless. Her tongue swirled around the underside of his head, causing electric shudders to reverberate through his body.



“Y-yeah, I saw her…” Bryan stammered, barely able to focus on forming coherent sentences as Isabella continued her relentless assault on his senses.



“What was she doing?” Chuck pressed, still unaware of the illicit spectacle taking place just beyond his line of sight.



“Um, she was…” Bryan choked out, his thighs tensing as he struggled not to give in to the mounting pleasure. “Her mouth was full with something.”



“Ah, got it,” Chuck replied, none the wiser. “Whenever you see her, tell her I had to run an errand and I’ll be back soon, will you?”



“Sure thing,” Bryan gasped, relief flooding through him as Chuck turned to leave.



The moment he was gone, Bryan’s self-control shattered, and he let out a guttural groan.



“Fuck, Isabella,” he hissed through gritted teeth. “You’re so fucking hot.”



As Chuck’s footsteps faded into the distance, a wicked gleam ignited in Isabella’s eyes. Her gaze locked onto Bryan’s, her lips still wrapped around his pulsing cock. The silent communication was unmistakable: she wanted him to finish on her face.



“Fuck, Isabella,” Bryan groaned as he tightened his grip on her head.



“Give it to me,” she whispered as she popped her mouth off his cock, her voice dripping with lust. “Cover my face with your cum.”



Bryan couldn’t resist any longer. With a primal grunt, he let go of his restraint and thrust his hips forward, unleashing a torrent of his seed onto Isabella’s beautiful face. His cock pulsed again and again, painting her cheeks, lips, and forehead with hot, sticky ropes of his cum.



Isabella’s eyes widened in surprise at the sheer amount of cum he shot onto her face. She licked her lips greedily as she felt the last drops land on her skin. Her heart raced wildly in her chest as she looked up at him, their breaths coming out in ragged gasps.



“Fuck,” Bryan panted. He stumbled back a step, still caught up in the intense rush of pleasure that washed over him. He couldn’t believe he had shot his load all over the sexy face of Isabella Pereira – MILF fantasy of Bryan’s entire football team.



Isabella smiled widely at him, her brown eyes sparkling with desire. She licked her lips again, tasting the sweetness of his cum mixed with her own saliva. “That was amazing,” she murmured softly. “You really are everything they say you are.”



“Fuck, yes,” he replied.



Isabella moaned as she gave Bryan’s still-throbbing cock one last tender kiss. She wiped a strand of cum from her eye, smirking mischievously at Bryan. “Meet me in the bedroom in five minutes.”



As she sauntered away, Bryan could only watch with wide-eyed anticipation, his spent cock already starting to twitch back to life. He knew he was in for the ride of his life with Isabella, and he couldn’t wait to find out just how wild things were about to get.



 









Chapter 3



The dim lamp and pulled window curtains bathed Isabella’s bedroom in a sultry glow, casting shadows over her naked form as she stood before Bryan. The intoxicating scent of her perfume filled the air, heightening his desire even further.



As the star high school quarterback, Bryan was no stranger to attention from women, but the sight of Isabella – the MILF fantasy of his entire football team – rendered him speechless.



“Come here,” Isabella purred, her brown eyes sparkling with lust.



Their lips met in a passionate kiss, tongues dancing and exploring each other’s mouths hungrily. He could feel the heat radiating from her body, her soft skin a tantalizing contrast to his athletic build.



Without breaking the kiss, Bryan reached out with one hand to caress Isabella’s cheek, his fingertips tracing the line of her jawbone before dipping into her hair as he slid his hand down her back, feeling the smooth skin beneath his palm. She responded by grabbing his shirt and pulling him closer still, their bodies grinding against each other like two magnets drawn together. Her tongue darted into his mouth in a teasing dance that sent shivers down his spine, making him groan against her lips.



He could feel the heat between them. Bryan’s hands roamed over Isabella’s body, every curve and crevice a new discovery, a treasure trove of pleasure. Her full breasts felt heavy and firm in his grasp, nipples hardening beneath his touch. A moan escaped her lips, spurring him on as he continued his exploration, fingers trailing down her stomach to find the wetness between her thighs.



“You’re so fucking hot,” Bryan groaned, his voice thick with desire. He couldn’t believe how perfect Isabella was, her body defying her age like some erotic miracle. In response, she flashed him a wicked grin, her flirtatious personality shining through.



“Mama needs to fuck,” she whispered seductively, pushing Bryan onto the bed.



He fell back willingly, his cock throbbing with anticipation as Isabella straddled him, her smooth skin brushing against his hardness. She took control, assertive and powerful, grinding her wet pussy against his rigid length.



“Fuck, Isabella…” Bryan gasped, unable to contain himself. The sensation of her wetness teasing him drove him wild.



“Patience, baby,” she cooed, her sultry smile driving him even more insane. “We’re just getting started.”



Bryan’s heart raced as he focused on the sensations flooding his body, the sight of Isabella above him the most erotic thing he had ever experienced. His hands reached up to grip her hips, desperate to hold onto something as she continued her torturous teasing.



Isabella’s hips undulated as she lowered herself onto Bryan’s throbbing cock, taking him in inch by agonizing inch. The sensation of her tight, wet warmth enveloping him was intoxicating, and he couldn’t help but groan in ecstasy.



“Fuck, Bryan… you’re so big,” Isabella moaned, her brown eyes locked onto his green ones, daring him to look away.



Bryan’s hands found her plump ass, gripping it tightly as Isabella lowered herself onto his hard cock. She moaned deeply, her breasts bouncing slightly with the motion, and he could feel her pussy’s warmth enveloping him, slick with her juices. Her hips began to move in a sensual rhythm, grinding against him as he began to thrust into her.



Their bodies moved together in perfect harmony as if they had been doing this for years, their skin slipping against each other like silk on satin. Her breasts brushed against his chest with every thrust, sending electric shockwaves through his body. Isabella’s moans grew louder and more needy as she rode him harder, her breath hot against his neck as she arched her back.



His tongue traced the curve of her earlobe, tasting the sweetness there while he spoke softly into her ear, “That’s it, bitch. Ride me.”



“Take me…” she moaned. “Don’t hold back.”



He didn’t. His hands gripped her hips, guiding her movements as she began to ride him. The bed creaked beneath them, the sound echoing their rhythm as they moved together in perfect harmony. Isabella’s moans of pleasure filled the room, growing louder and more desperate with each thrust. Bryan’s eyes were locked on her beautiful face, watching as her pleasure intensified.



“Fuck me! Harder Bryan!” Isabella begged, her voice breathy and filled with lust.



Her movements became more urgent and desperate as she rode him. His strong hands gripped her generous breasts, kneading them firmly as he pounded into her from below.



The feeling of warm flesh against warm flesh was intoxicating, and the warmth that spread between her legs only heightened the sensation. She bounced up and down, meeting his thrusts with her hips as their bodies moved in perfect rhythm.



“Fuck! Yes!” she moaned.



Her breasts swayed back and forth with each motion, taunting him as he reached up to grab them. She could feel him sucking on one of her hardened nipples, sending shivers down her spine. The friction between their skin created a wet, slapping sound that filled the room with primal desire. Their breathing quickened as they lost themselves in the moment, consumed by their passion.



“Right there, baby! Yes! Yes!” she screamed. “Right fucking there!”



As she rode him harder, Isabella’s ass smacked against his skin with every thrust, causing his cock to slide in and out of her wetness with ease. She leaned forward so he could better reach her tits, feeling his hot breath against her neck making her shudder in delight. His fingers dug into her flesh as he pinched and played with her nipples while sucking hungrily at the other breast.



She threw her head back in ecstasy as she felt herself getting closer to climaxing. Her breasts bounced wildly against his chest now, begging for more attention from his eager mouth.



“Shits, your tits are incredible, Isabella,” he growled, his voice strained from arousal. She smirked devilishly, her flirtatious nature shining through even in their most intimate moments.



“They’re yours, baby!” she screamed, her body bouncing on top of him.



Their moans filled the room, a cacophony of pure ecstasy. Isabella felt alive, her body electrified by Bryan’s skillful thrusts, making her feel things her husband never could make her feel.



“Yes! Yes! Harder, baby! Fuck me like you mean it! Shit!” she screamed, her fingers digging into his muscular chest.



He obliged, pounding into her with a ferocity that sent waves of pleasure coursing through both their bodies.



“Yes – yes! Make me your bitch! Make me your slut!”



“Shit, Isabella, you’re so fucking tight,” Bryan groaned, his mind racing with thoughts of conquest, of possessing this mature goddess that writhed above him.



“More! Don’t stop!” Isabella cried out, her breaths coming in short gasps as she felt her orgasm building. With a shudder and a scream, she climaxed. Her pussy clamped down on his cock as her body quaked with the force of it.



But Bryan didn’t stop. He kept fucking her, reveling in the feeling of her pulsating around his cock. She let out a low growl of pleasure and leaned down, capturing his lips in a deep, hungry kiss. Their tongues tangled together as they both rode out the high.



“Fuck! Bryan… you’re amazing,” Isabella panted, sweat glistening on her smooth skin as they continued their primal dance.



The air was thick with the scent of their raw passion, sweat glistening on their bodies as Bryan stared into Isabella’s lust-filled eyes. With a quick motion, he flipped her onto her back, their bodies shifting seamlessly like two puzzle pieces locking together. He positioned himself between her legs, entering her once more and continuing their carnal dance.



“Shit! Yes!” Isabella moaned as she felt Bryan’s cock sliding in and out of her wetness, his muscular thighs gripping hers with each powerful thrust.



Their skin slapped together in a rhythmic symphony, punctuated by their desperate moans. His muscular chest smashed into her soft pillowy breasts as he moved above her, his strong arms flexing with every thrust, accentuating the play of muscles beneath his smooth skin.



Isabella’s eyes rolled back in her head as she felt him driving deeper and deeper inside her with each powerful stroke. Her inner walls clenched tight around him, milking his cock for every last drop of pleasure it could give her. She bit her lip hard, grunting at the intensity of it all. Their hips slapped together, creating a wet slap against Bryan’s washboard abs and a deep sucking sound from within her core.



With one hand on his neck, she pulled him down for a messy kiss filled with saliva and lust, hungrily devouring each other’s lips. A low growl rumbled from Bryan’s throat as he broke away from their kiss, his eyes glazed over with desire.



“Fuck me! Harder, Bryan! Harder, baby!” Isabella begged, her brown eyes locked onto his, urging him to give her what she craved. He complied, thrusting into her with renewed force and speed.



“Isabella… you feel so fucking good,” Bryan grunted, his focus entirely on the woman beneath him – the MILF who had haunted his fantasies for months, now finally submitting to his desires. Her legs wrapped around him, pulling him deeper, surrendering herself completely.



“More!” she screamed, her voice strained with yearning and need. “Don’t hold back!”



He couldn’t help but smirk at her insatiable appetite, feeling a surge of power course through him. Bryan reveled in the knowledge that he was giving her something she couldn’t get from anyone else. The thought fueled him to increase his pace, his thrusts becoming more forceful.



“Y-yes! Just like that… oh, Bryan!” Isabella cried out, her nails digging into his muscular arms.



How many times had he dreamed of this moment – of hearing her scream his name in ecstasy?



“Tell me how much you want it, Isabella,” Bryan demanded, his voice dripping with authority.



“Fuck! I need you – shit! I need your cock inside me, pounding me like this!” she confessed through gritted teeth, her eyes wild with passion. “Please, don’t stop! Yes! Yes!”



“Say my name,” he ordered, never breaking his rhythm as he drove into her, each thrust bringing them both closer to the edge.



“Fuck! Bryan!” she screamed as another orgasm tore through her, her body shaking violently beneath him.



As Isabella’s second climax washed over her, Bryan pounded into her pussy even harder. He could feel the tension building deep within him, his need for release growing more desperate with each thrust into Isabella’s eager and willing body.



“Fuck… I can’t hold back much longer,” he grunted, feeling the pressure mounting.



“Then don’t,” she whispered breathlessly, her eyes locking onto his with an intensity that sent shivers down his spine. “Cum inside my slutty little pussy. I want to feel you explode inside me.”



Her words were like gasoline on the fire raging within him, pushing him past the point of no return. He gripped her hips tightly, driving himself as deep as he could, seeking some form of solace in the depths of her heat.



“Fuck, here it comes!” Bryan cried out, stars exploding behind his eyelids as his climax tore through him like a freight train. He felt the waves of pleasure crash over him as he emptied himself into her, filling her with everything he had.



As the last remnants of his orgasm faded, Bryan’s body went limp, exhaustion overtaking him. With great effort, he rolled off of Isabella and collapsed onto the bed beside her, their breathing ragged and heavy.



As their breathing slowed, the sheets beneath them soaked with sweat and evidence of their lustful encounter. The room was heavy with the scent of sex, a testament to their animalistic passion.



“Come here,” Isabella purred, pulling Bryan close for a passionate kiss. Their lips locked, tongues dancing in a lingering embrace. Her nails trailed down his chest, leaving tingling trails in their wake.



“Shit, Bryan,” she whispered in his ear, her voice sultry and filled with desire, “you sure know how to fuck a gal. You need to come over more often.”



As her words ended, they heard the front door open. Jake’s voice cut through the house. “Bryan! I’m back. Where are you?”



“I’m in your mom’s room!” Bryan called out.



“My mom’s room? What are you doing in there?”



“Just,” Bryan replied as he winked at Isabella. “Helping her with a stretch.”









 



Pounding My Girlfriend’s Arabian MILF Mom







Chapter 1



The dim glow of the evening sun streamed through the blinds of Dena’s bedroom, casting a warm light on Bryan and Dena as their bodies entwined on her bed. He was the high school’s star quarterback, a young man with chiseled features and broad shoulders that carried the weight of his team’s victories. In contrast, Dena was the captain of the cheerleading squad, a seductive siren of Lebanese descent who commanded the attention of everyone around her. Dressed in her cheerleading outfit that was a size too small, her tits threatened to burst out of her tight top.



“Shit, you’re so hot,” Dena purred as his hands roamed over her curvaceous body, gripping her ass and breasts possessively. Her skin was like sun-kissed bronze, smooth and slightly flushed from their passionate embrace. Her dark eyes, framed by thick lashes, held a sultry gaze that beckoned him to explore her further.



“And you’re one sexy bitch,” he replied, unable to resist the intoxicating combination of her scent and taste that filled his senses. Their lips met again, the two 18-year-olds kissing like the horny teenagers they were.



Their tongues wrestled playfully, their bodies grinding together in sync as they lost themselves in the heat of the moment. Dena let out a soft moan into the kiss as Bryan’s hands squeezed her ass cheeks, pulling her closer to him.



Dena’s body arched into Bryan’s touch, pressing herself closer as their kisses deepened. Her fingers dug into his broad shoulders. The warmth of his strong hands on her skin sent shivers down her spine, making her moan softly against his lips.



Their kisses turned hungry, more urgent now as they explored each other’s mouths with renewed desperation. Without breaking the kiss, Bryan rolled over onto his side so that he was now on top of Dena, pinning her beneath him. His hard length ground against her and she gasped at the sensation.



He trailed hot kisses down her neck and collarbone, nipping lightly at the tender skin with his teeth while one hand dipped beneath their entangled bodies to find the warmth between her legs. As he slid a finger inside her wet folds, she groaned loudly, bucking up against him in response. The sound filled the room and made both of them even more primal, heightening their desire for each other.



With a mischievous glint in her eye, Dena pulled away long enough to begin undressing. She peeled off her tight top, revealing the lacy black bra that barely contained her ample cleavage. She then unhooked her bra and let it fall to the ground, leaving her perky tits bare. The sight of her exposed flesh sent a shiver down Bryan’s spine, anticipation building within him.



“Like what you see?” she teased. His hungry nod only spurred her on as she pushed the denim down her hips, revealing a matching set of panties. The last pieces of her clothing to remain were her cheerleader skirt and hair ribbon.



“You’re one hot Lebanese slut,” he growled. “Bend over.”



Dena knelt on the bed, wearing nothing but her cheerleader skirt and hair ribbon. Her Lebanese features, from her olive-toned skin to the delicate curve of her cheekbones, only added to her allure.



Bryan unzipped his jeans and pulled out his erect cock, giving it a few firm strokes before positioning himself behind her.



“Fuck me, baby,” Dena moaned, anticipation dripping from her words as she removed her panties, leaving her skirt hiked up around her waist. She bit her lower lip, waiting in breathless anticipation. “Make me scream like a whore.”



“Such a dirty little cheerleader,” Bryan taunted as he entered her from behind, thrusting deep inside her. Dena’s cries of pleasure grew louder with each rough stroke. She felt his strong grip on her hips, guiding her movements to meet his own.



Dena gasped and panted, her soft moans mingling with Bryan’s grunts as he pounded into her from behind. Her long, dark hair draped over her slender shoulders, swaying slightly with every movement of their bodies against the mattress. His broad chest pressed against her back, sending a pleasant shiver down her spine. She arched her back, meeting his thrusts with eager motions of her own. Their coupling was a primal dance, erotic and raw.



“Yes! Ugh! Fuck, yes!” she moaned, submitting to his dominance. As he obliged, pounding into her with renewed vigor, she couldn’t help but revel in the power dynamic between them.



Dena’s skin glistened with sweat as she felt him fill her up completely, his powerful body moving in an animalistic rhythm. He kissed along her neck, nibbling softly as he reached around to grab one of her plump breasts, squeezing it between his fingers. She let out a moan that echoed in the room while biting her lip hard enough to stifle any other sound. They were lost in the moment, caught up in desire and lust for each other’s touches.



Her cries of pleasure and pain mixed together as Bryan drove his cock into her relentlessly. The bedroom echoed with their primal grunts and moans, mingled with the sound of leather on metal, and the rhythmic clapping of skin on skin.



“Yes! Fuck! Yes – yes – yes!” she screamed.



Dena rocked back against him, pushing herself onto his invading length like a hungry animal seeking its prey. His strokes were hard and powerful, filling her to the brim with his massive girth.



The darkness within Bryan surged forth, a relentless tide of lust and dominance. His hands roamed over her body possessively, cupping large breasts that bounced with each thrust, squeezing them roughly before pinching and rolling her nipples between his fingers. He bit down on her shoulder hard, leaving love bites that stung but only added to the excitement.



Dena yelped in surprise and pleasure as it sent jolts of electricity through her pussy.



She clenched around him, desperate for more, feeling his cock pressed against her G-spot with every forceful thrust. Her breath came in short gasps as she clung to the mattress for support.



“Fuck me! Yes! Yes!” she moaned, “Fuck me harder! Shit – yes – yes!”



Bryan obliged, slamming into her over and over again as their hips slapped together in unison. Dena’s moans filled the air, a symphony of ecstasy that only served to fuel Bryan’s relentless pounding.



“Whose bitch are you?” Bryan growled, yanking her ponytail back so that she was forced to arch her spine, further exposing herself to his relentless assault. Dena’s vision swam with stars as she screamed in ecstasy, her body trembling beneath him.



“Y-yours! Shit! Fuck!” she stammered, unable to form any other coherent thoughts as he continued to drive her toward her climax. The room seemed to pulsate with the intensity of their passion, both completely lost in the moment.



One hand holding her ponytail, his free hand groped her perky tit. He squeezed it. Pulled it. Hard. With dominance. Combined with his cock thrusting into her, his abuse of her tits grew her moans.



“Yes!”



He thrusted harder.



“Make me!”



And harder…



“Your bitch!”



And harder…



“Your slutty little cum dumpster!”



And harder still.



“Shit!”



As Dena’s orgasm ripped through her, she surrendered herself to the euphoria, allowing Bryan’s dominance to carry her away on a wave of indescribable pleasure. They moved together, their bodies now in perfect sync as they dared to explore the depths of their desire.



Bryan’s muscles tensed, his body on the brink of release as he continued to pound into Dena. Her moans grew louder, her voice hoarse from the intensity of their passionate encounter.



“Fuck,” Bryan growled, his breathing ragged as he felt the familiar pull of ecstasy building within him. “I’m gonna cum all over that pretty face of yours.”



“Please do it,” Dena panted, her eyes filled with eagerness and submission.



With a final, powerful thrust, Bryan pulled out of Dena, his cock throbbing as he positioned himself in front of her flushed face. Her dark eyes stared up at him with hunger, anticipating the hot rush of his seed.



“Take it,” Bryan commanded, his hand gripping his shaft as he stroked himself to completion.



In an instant, thick ropes of cum splattered across Dena’s face, his orgasm washing over him like a tidal wave. The sight of her now-glistening skin sent shivers down his spine – a testament to their raw, primal connection.



“Shit, that was amazing,” Dena breathed, her chest heaving as she tried to catch her breath.



“Clean me up, bitch,” Bryan instructed, his tone laced with authority.



Without hesitation, Dena leaned forward, her tongue darting out to taste the remnants of Bryan’s climax. It was a mixture of salty and musky flavors, a potent reminder of their intense coupling.



As Dena’s tongue continued to lap at the last drops of Bryan’s cum from his cockhead, she stared up at him with a mix of lust and submission. Her body was still humming from their explosive union, every inch of her skin tingling with desire. She purred softly, feeling the afterglow of their passion seeping into her very core. The taste of him was addictive, a heady mix of salt and musk that made her mouth water for more. She couldn’t get enough of his essence on her tongue as she cleaned him off, reluctant to let go even for a moment.



“Good bitch,” Bryan praised, a smirk tugging at the corners of his lips. He knew he had her wrapped around his finger, and that knowledge only fueled his desire for more.



As Dena licked Bryan’s cock clean, her eyes locked onto his with a mix of submissive devotion and carnal satisfaction. Bryan reveled in the sight of her flushed face, her eyes glazed over with post-orgasmic bliss.



“Keep going,” he ordered her, his voice low and commanding.



Lost in the moment, Bryan hadn’t noticed the faint sound of approaching footsteps or the slight creak of the bedroom door. It was only when he saw movement from the corner of his eye that he turned to see a woman standing in the doorway. It was Dena’s stepmother… Jasmin.



Jasmin was the epitome of a Lebanese MILF fantasy. She had long, wavy dark hair that cascaded down her back and framed her sultry, hazel eyes. Her lips were full and lush, a deep shade of red that stood out against her flawless, sun-kissed skin. Clad in a black lace bra and matching panties, her curves were accentuated in all the right places, with ample breasts and a round, firm ass that demanded attention.



Jasmin seemed to be enjoying the show – her fingers softly massaging her clothed breasts, her gaze fixated on Bryan’s massive cock as Dena continued to suck him clean.



“Looks like we have an audience,” Bryan murmured to himself, smirking at Jasmin’s unashamed lust.



Seeing that she had his attention, Jasmin gave him a wink. She raised her hand to her lips and blew Bryan a sultry kiss before turning and leaving.









Chapter 2



Bryan’s muscles flexed as he descended the stairs, his body still sizzling from a steamy rendezvous with Dena. Each step Bryan took was deliberate and confident, his athletic build on full display. His green eyes locked onto Yazid – Dena’s father. Yazid sat in the living room, sipping on tea as he watched the Arabic news channel.



“Hey, Mr. Kassim,” he greeted, voice dripping with charm.



“Ah, Bryan, how was your study session with Dena?” Yazid asked, eyebrows raised in curiosity.



A wicked smirk tugged at the corners of Bryan’s mouth, lascivious thoughts flooding his mind. “It was quite educational,” he replied, leaning against the banister. “We really learned about… human anatomy.”



“Sounds interesting,” Yazid responded, his gullible nature shining through. “Did you learn anything new?”



“Definitely,” said Bryan, chuckling darkly. “I taught Dena a thing or two.”



“Good to know,” Yazid said, his attention returning to his tea. “By the way, I think I heard screaming. Was everything alright?”



“The screaming? I was just making sure we
 pounded
 the information into our brains. And Dena…” Bryan ran a hand through his black hair, green eyes glinting with mischief. “She’s just really
 passionate
 about human anatomy.”



“That’s my Dena,” Yazid replied. “Such a good and innocent girl.”



“She’s definitely a well-trained girl.”



Before Yazid could respond, Bryan’s attention was stolen away. His gaze drifted toward the open bedroom door, where Jasmin stood, her voluptuous body barely concealed by her bra and panties. Her dark hair framed her beautiful face, brown eyes locking onto Bryan with a predatory intensity.



A mischievous smile danced on her full lips, and Bryan’s pulse quickened, his cock twitching with renewed desire. His heart skipped a beat as he took in her voluptuous form clad only in her undergarments; her breasts straining against the lace fabric, nipples hardening under his intense perusal. He couldn’t help but allow his eyes to trail down her body, taking in the outline of her curvy hips and her long legs. She was every bit as stunning as her daughter Dena, but she had an extra air of sexiness around her.



“Excuse me, Mr. Kassim,” Bryan said, his voice strained as he tore his eyes away from Jasmin. “But I probably need to head out.”



“Of course,” Yazid replied, oblivious to the charged atmosphere between his wife and their young guest.



As Bryan moved toward the foyer, he could feel Jasmin’s eyes on him, burning into his very soul. The intensity of her gaze sent shivers down his spine and ignited a fire deep within him.



When he opened the front door, the heavens opened, unleashing a torrential downpour. Raindrops hammered against the windows, their persistent rhythm only heightening the charged atmosphere inside.



“Damn,” Bryan muttered, watching the rain thrash against the glass.



Jasmin joined him in the foyer, and Bryan turned to look at her. She wore a silky night robe; however, the top was loose enough to give him a perfect look at her thin bra.



“Looks like you might be stuck here a while,” Jasmin said, her voice seductive as she moved closer to him, the scent of her intoxicating perfume filling his nostrils.



“I don’t see a problem in that,” Bryan replied, his gaze never leaving hers. His mind raced with thoughts of what they could do to pass the time, each idea more depraved than the last.



“Good.” Jasmin leaned in, her breath warm against his ear, whispering forbidden promises that made his cock ache with anticipation. “Because I could use some entertainment tonight… and I wouldn’t want you to get wet.”



With a sly smile, Bryan moved closer to her, their bodies dangerously close. “I don’t think I’m the only one here at risk of getting wet.,” he said, his words laced with unspoken intent.



“Why don’t you find out, big boy,” she breathed, her lips mere inches from his.



The rain cascaded down the windows, streaking the glass as the storm outside raged. The drumming of the rain against the windowpane seemed to grow louder, a chorus of desire urging them to surrender to their basest instincts.



Yazid appeared behind them, breaking the moment. He remained completely unaware of the tension between his wife and Bryan.



“Why don’t you stay here tonight, Bryan,” Yazid offered. “You don’t want to be caught in this weather.”



“Thanks, Yazid.” Bryan’s mind was already preoccupied with thoughts of Jasmin, her sultry gaze still burning in his memory. He imagined her body pressed against his, their limbs entwined, as they gave in to their carnal desires.



“I’ll help you get settled,” Yazid said, gesturing toward the living room. “You can sleep on the couch.”



Or maybe I’ll sleep with your wife,
 Bryan thought.



 









Chapter 3



The moonlight spilled through the window, casting a seductive glow over the living room. Bryan’s eyelids fluttered open as his body responded to an intense carnal urge, his erection straining against the confines of his shorts, tenting the fabric and the blanket.



“Fuck,” he whispered, the weight of his own desire stealing his breath. “I hate midnight wood.”



“Hey, sleepyhead,” a voice called.



Bryan turned in its direction. From across the room, Jasmin watched him with predatory eyes, her fingers slipping beneath her silky robe to caress herself. Her eyes were fixated on his erection.



“Damn,” he said as he sat up on the couch and let out a yawn. “You’re one horny MILF.”



She smiled, her hand continued its exploration beneath the robe, her fingers deftly stroking her most sensitive areas. The sight was intoxicating, and Bryan felt the magnetic pull of her unspoken invitation.



“I can’t stop thinking about it,” she said. “Just how big of a cock you have.”



She rose to her feet and moved closer as Bryan’s eyes roamed over Jasmin’s flawless form.



“Why does my slutty stepdaughter get to enjoy a big, fat cock while I’m stuck with my small-dicked husband who can’t even get an erection? Why does she get to be fucked by a man while I have to finger myself every night just to orgasm?”



“Then come here,” he commanded, his voice laced with raw hunger.



With deliberate grace, Jasmin closed the distance between them. Each measured step sent a shiver down Bryan’s spine. As she drew near, her fingers danced expertly along his waistband, deftly undoing the button and zipper of his shorts.



“Shit, Bryan…” she breathed, her voice sultry and seductive. “I can’t stop thinking about how big you are. Yazid… that old man can’t satisfy me anymore. I need you.”



The words were like molten lava, scorching their way through Bryan’s veins and igniting a firestorm of lust within him. His arousal throbbed painfully, straining against its confines.



“Show me,” she whispered, her breath hot against his ear. “Show me what I’ve been missing.”



Bryan’s breath hitched as Jasmin’s tantalizing smile played on her full lips. With a flick of her wrist, she swept open her robe, the fabric parting like curtains to reveal the masterpiece beneath. Her body was a living work of art, smooth olive skin glistening under the dim light, curves sculpted by desire itself. Her breasts stood proud and inviting, nipples hardened with anticipation.



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



Their bodies collided, lips crashing together in a passionate kiss that threatened to consume them both. Jasmin’s tongue darted into his mouth, teasing and taunting, only fueling the fire that burned within him.



With every inch of his body tingling and his heart racing, Bryan couldn’t help but deeply kiss Jasmin back, his hands exploring her supple, warm skin as they traced along her back and slid down to cup her perfect ass. He pulled her against him, their bodies pressed tightly together, feeling the heat radiating off each other in the cool night air.



Her fingers dug into his hair as he slipped one hand underneath the silky robe she wore and kneaded her firm ass cheeks before sliding up between them, cupping her soft mound. She moaned into the kiss, her hips grinding against his hand subconsciously seeking out the pleasure she craved. He broke the kiss to pepper kisses along her jawline and neck. She tasted sweet yet exotic, like a forbidden fruit he couldn’t get enough of.



Jasmin’s lips left his, her breath ragged and hot as she looked up at him with smoldering eyes. She arched into his touch as he nuzzled between her breasts and took a warm pebbled nipple into his mouth. He flicked it with his tongue before suckling gently, feeling the hardened nub pulse under his tongue. Jasmin gasped at the new sensation as he continued to explore every inch of smooth flesh he could reach while still holding onto her ass. She tasted even better than he imagined as lust clouded his thoughts and made him lose control over reason.



She dropped to her knees, the soft carpet caressing her legs. Bryan gulped, his pulse racing.



“Are you ready for this, Bryan?” Jasmin purred, her brown eyes locked on his as she reached for the waistband of his jeans. Bryan could only nod, his throat suddenly dry.



With a wicked smile, Jasmin pulled down his jeans, releasing his throbbing erection. Her eyes widened in admiration. “Shit, it’s even bigger than I thought,” she breathed, her fingers wrapping around his shaft.



Bryan smirked, unable to suppress his pride.



In one swift motion, her lips enveloped his cock, her tongue swirling around the head. The sensation sent shivers down Bryan’s spine, his entire body tingling with pleasure.



“Fuck, Jasmin…” he gasped, his hands instinctively grabbing her hair as she took him deeper into her mouth. The wet warmth of her tongue teased and tantalized him, driving him wild with need. “You’re a better cocksucker than your stepdaughter.”



Pulling her mouth off his cock, she replied, her breath warm against his dick. “Where do you think she learned how to suck a cock from?”



Bryan’s chest heaved as he watched Jasmin take him into her mouth, his eyes rolling back in his head with pleasure. Her soft lips wrapped around the head, her tongue swirling around the sensitive skin just below the crown, sending shockwaves of ecstasy through his body. She bobbed her head up and down on his shaft, taking more of him in each time, her moans of delight only fueling his lust.



The warmth of her mouth felt heavenly against his sensitive skin. Bryan gripped the back of her hair, lost in the sensation as she took him deeper into her throat. His thumbs dug into her supple flesh, relishing the feel of her softness against his calloused hands.



Her moist heat traveled up and down his length, each suckle forcing a groan from his lips. She looked up at him with hooded eyes, a mischievous smile playing on her full lips as she continued to pleasure him. Their gazes locked as she took more of him into her mouth, her hand stroking his shaft in time with each thrust of her tongue. The couch dipped under their weight as Jasmin leaned forward, pressing their bodies together as one. The sensation was too much for Bryan to handle – the taste of her sweetness on his tongue, the sounds of wet flesh smacking together – it was all too much.



His breathing became erratic as she continued to work her magic. He tightened his grip on her hair, gently guiding her movements as she took him in and out of her mouth. Each stroke of her tongue sent waves of ecstasy coursing through him, each moan from her lips only adding to the carnal symphony that filled the room.



Bryan’s world blurred with lust, his heart pounding in his chest as Jasmin popped his cock out of her mouth and rose from her knees, a wicked smile playing on her lips.



“Ride me, bitch,” he growled, guiding her body onto his lap, her silky skin against his throbbing erection. She complied, her legs parting to reveal her glistening center, a testament to her own desire.



Bryan’s heart raced as he focused on the sensations flooding his body, the sight of Jasmin above him the most erotic thing he had ever experienced. His hands reached up to grip her hips, desperate to hold onto something as she continued her torturous teasing.



Jasmin’s hips undulated as she lowered herself onto Bryan’s throbbing cock, taking him in inch by agonizing inch. The sensation of her tight, wet warmth enveloping him was intoxicating, and he couldn’t help but groan in ecstasy.



“Fuck, Bryan… you’re so big,” Jasmin moaned, her brown eyes locked onto his green ones, daring him to look away.



Bryan’s hands found her plump ass, gripping it tightly as Jasmin slowly lowered herself onto his hard cock. She moaned deeply, her breasts bouncing slightly with the motion, and he could feel her pussy’s warmth enveloping him, slick with her juices. Her hips began to move in a sensual rhythm, grinding against him as he began to thrust into her.



Their bodies moved together in perfect harmony, their skin slipping against each other like silk on satin. Her breasts brushed against his chest with every thrust, sending electric shockwaves through his body. Jasmin’s moans grew louder and more needy as she rode him harder, her breath hot against his neck.



His tongue traced the curve of her earlobe, tasting the sweetness there while he spoke softly into her ear, “That’s it, bitch. Ride me like a slutty Arabian cowgirl.”



“Take me…” she moaned. “Don’t hold back.”



He didn’t. His hands gripped her hips, guiding her movements as she began to ride him. The bed creaked beneath them, the sound echoing their rhythm as they moved together in perfect harmony. Jasmin’s moans of pleasure filled the room, growing louder and more desperate with each thrust. Bryan’s eyes were locked on her beautiful face, watching as her pleasure intensified.



“Fuck me harder, Bryan,” Jasmin begged, her voice breathy and filled with lust.



Her movements became more urgent and desperate. His strong hands gripped her generous breasts, kneading them firmly as he pounded into her from below.



The feeling of warm flesh against warm flesh was intoxicating, and the warmth that spread between her legs only heightened the sensation. She bounced up and down, meeting his thrusts with her hips as their bodies moved in perfect rhythm.



“Fuck! Yes!” she moaned.



Her breasts swayed back and forth with each motion, taunting him as he reached up to grab them. She could feel him sucking on one of her hardened nipples, sending shivers down her spine. The friction between their skin created a wet, slapping sound that filled the room with primal desire. Their breathing quickened as they lost themselves in the moment, consumed by their passion.



“Right there, baby! Yes! Yes!” she screamed. “Right fucking there!”



As she rode him harder, Jasmin’s ass smacked against his skin with every thrust, causing his cock to slide in and out of her wetness with ease. She leaned forward so he could better reach her tits, feeling his hot breath against her neck making her shudder in delight. His fingers dug into her flesh as he pinched and played with her nipples while sucking hungrily at the other breast.



She threw her head back in ecstasy as she felt herself getting closer to climaxing. Her breasts bounced wildly against his chest now, begging for more attention from his eager mouth.



“Shits, your tits are incredible,” he growled, his voice strained from arousal. She smirked devilishly, her flirtatious nature shining through even in their most intimate moments.



“They’re yours, baby!” she screamed, her body bouncing on top of him.



Their moans filled the room, a cacophony of pure ecstasy. Jasmin felt alive, her body electrified by Bryan’s skillful thrusts, making her feel things her husband never could.



“Yes! Yes! Harder, baby! Fuck me like you mean it! Shit!” she screamed, her fingers digging into his muscular chest.



He obliged, pounding into her with a ferocity that sent waves of pleasure coursing through both their bodies.



“Yes – yes! Make me your bitch! Make me your slut!”



“Shit, Jasmin, you’re so fucking tight,” Bryan groaned, his mind racing with thoughts of conquest, of possessing this mature goddess that writhed above him.



“More! Don’t stop!” Jasmin cried out, her breaths coming in short gasps as she felt her orgasm building. With a shudder and a scream, she climaxed. Her pussy clamped down on his cock as her body quaked with the force of it.



Bryan kept fucking her hard, reveling in the feeling of her pulsating around his cock. She let out a low growl of pleasure and leaned down, capturing his lips in a deep, hungry kiss. Their tongues tangled together as they both rode out the high.



“Fuck! Bryan… you’re amazing,” Jasmin panted, sweat glistening on her smooth skin as they continued their primal dance. “You’re fu–“



A voice from the adjacent bedroom broke into the living room: Yazid’s voice. His weary words cut through their gaze of pleasure. “Jasmin, what’s going on? All this noise… are you okay?”



“Y-yes, honey,” she stammered, trying to catch her breath as she continued to ride Bryan, her movements barely faltering. “It’s just the TV show me and Bryan are watching – fuck! Yes! It’s got some loud… action scenes. Shit!”



“Alright,” Yazid replied, his voice tired. “Just keep the volume down, please.”



“Of course,” she purred, her eyes locked on Bryan’s as he kept pounding into her. “Love you – fuck!.”



Hearing this MILF goddess tell her husband that she loved him while she rode Bryan’s cock like a whore nearly sent him over the edge.



“Good night,” Yazid said before his footsteps retreated.



Bryan continued to feel her slick heat enveloping him, her nails digging into his shoulders, the taste of her still lingering on his lips.



“Fuck that old man,” Jasmin whispered, her voice sultry and defiant. She leaned down to capture his lips in a searing kiss, her tongue dancing with his, teasing and tantalizing him.



Bryan groaned, his hands sliding up her back to pull her flush against him, feeling every curve and contour of her body melding against his own. Her breasts pressed against his chest, the peaks hard and sensitive, begging for his touch.



Jasmin’s hips set a rhythm that had them both gasping and moaning. Her eyes filled with lustful fire as she gazed down at him, urging him to find the strength for one final push.



“Jasmin… I’m close,” he warned, his body tensing as pleasure built inside him, threatening to overwhelm him completely.



“Give it to me, baby,” she purred, her movements becoming more frantic, driving him ever closer to the edge. “I want to feel you fill my pussy.”



“Fuck!” Bryan cried out, his world narrowing down to the two of them, their bodies entwined in a dance of animalistic passion. With one final thrust, he let go, surrendering to the ecstasy that consumed him as he released himself inside her, their bodies trembling with the intensity of their shared climax.



“Yes! Baby, yes!” Jasmin sighed, a satisfied smile playing across her lips as she leaned down to tenderly kiss him.



Bryan kissed her back, both their chests heaving.



“Let me taste you again,” she whispered, her hands moving to his still-hard cock, slick with their combined passion. Slowly, deliberately, she lowered her head, her tongue flicking out to expertly clean him, leaving no trace of their illicit encounter.



As Bryan lay there, spent and exhilarated, he knew that this moment would be forever etched in his memory – the taste of her on his tongue, the feel of her body against his, the sound of their moans mingling in the air.



The room bathed in shadows, Bryan’s heart still raced, his chest heaving with each labored breath as the afterglow of their passionate encounter lingered. Jasmin’s brown eyes met his, a sultry glint sparkling within them.



As her fingers trailed over his chest, Bryan felt a shudder ripple through him. The mix of pleasure and pain, the fiery imprint of her nails on his skin, sent a thrill down his spine.



“You’re a hell of a lay,” he said.



“Yeah, and next time,” she replied as she leaned in to whisper into his ear, “I’ll let you stuff that cock up my ass!”







Satisfying My Friend’s MILF Mom On Mother’s Day







Chapter 1



18-year-old Bryan Morgan found himself waiting on the doorstep of his teammate’s home, a wave of eager anticipation flooding his veins. Larry had promised him a long-awaited video game that he’d been itching to get his hands on for weeks. Still wearing his football jersey, Bryan had come straight from practice.



However, when the door swung open, it was not Larry on the other side. Instead, it was his mother: Hannah. Dressed only in her bra and panties, her voluptuous body left nothing to the imagination. Bryan’s breath hitched; her intoxicating presence engulfed every fiber of his being.



Hannah’s appearance was the epitome of eroticism – a vision of lustful desire. Her lacy black bra barely contained her ample breasts, straining against the delicate fabric. The matching panties clung to her shapely hips, accentuating the curve of her ass. Her black hair cascaded over her shoulders, framing a face that oozed sensuality – full lips, smoky eyes, and a knowing smile. Her smooth skin glowed, begging to be touched.



The MILF fantasy of the entire team, the nearly 40-year-old Hannah Wright had the body of a college cheerleader and the face of a bikini model. That’s probably why images of Hannah had been Bryan’s jerk-off material for years… and he wasn’t the only one.



“Hey there, Bryan,” she purred, biting her lip seductively.



“H-hey, Mrs. Wright,” Bryan replied, his eyes fixated on her nearly naked frame.



“Sorry for being dressed like this. My husband is taking me out for a Mother’s Day dinner when he gets home from work, and I was getting ready when you rang the doorbell.”



However, as she said those words, she made no attempt to cover up.



“Oh, that… uh… that’s fine,” Bryan replied, his gaze focused on her ample cleavage as he felt his cock stir.



“I didn’t realize that our star quarterback would be dropping by today,” she said.



“Larry said… he had a…” Bryan still couldn’t look away from her perfect tits. “…video game for me.”



“He’s not home right now, but come on in.”



“Thanks, Mrs. Wright,” he said, stepping inside and trying to maintain some semblance of composure.



“Please, call me Hannah,” she insisted, her voice dripping with carnal intent.



“Alright… Hannah,” he replied, his green eyes lingering on her body, taking in every sinful detail.



“You played a hell of a game yesterday. That game-winning pass was perfect.”



“Thank you, Mrs. Wright – I mean, Hannah.”



“And you looked so handsome in that football uniform. Seeing it just got me…” She winked at him.
 “Excited.”



Bryan chuckled, feeling his cheeks get flushed.



“Looking for the video game, huh?” she asked, one hand resting on her hip while the other casually traced the outline of her clea



vage.



“Uh… yeah,” he stammered, feeling his cock harden at the sight of her provocative display. “By the way, happy Mother’s Day.”



“Aww, you’re sweet,” she replied with a wink. “You can probably find the game in Larry’s room.”



“Thanks,” he replied, trying to keep his voice steady as he felt the heat radiating between them.



“By the way, since you’re here, can I ask you for a favor? There are some boxes in the living room.” Her eyes sparkled with mischief. “Could you help me move them?”



“Sure,” Bryan responded.



Together, they walked down the hallway. Hannah’s body swayed seductively with each step, drawing Bryan’s gaze to her enticing curves. Her ass was just as perfect as her tits, and the thought of her full lips wrapped around his cock filled his mind’s eye. His dick pulsed with desire, making it difficult to concentrate on anything but the thought of taking this lonely housewife.



As they reached the living room, Bryan saw the boxes.



“Where do you want these?” Bryan asked.



“Over there, in the dining room,” she gestured with a sultry smile “Thank you so much, Bryan. A young and strong man like you is exactly what I need.”



“Is there anything else I can help you with?” he asked, his voice barely a whisper. He searched her eyes for any sign of vulnerability, hoping she would give in to their mutual craving.



“Let me think about it,” she said, biting her lip seductively. “Maybe you could help me fill a tight–”



Her phone suddenly rang.



“Shit,” Hannah muttered under her breath as she looked at her phone screen. “It’s my husband.”



Bryan watched her start to leave the room.



“Give me a moment, okay?” she said before disappearing into another room.



“Take your time,” he replied.



As Bryan started moving boxes, the muffled sound of an argument filtered through the walls. He knew he shouldn’t listen, but his curiosity got the better of him. He leaned closer, straining to hear the heated exchange.



“Hannah, I’ll be home soon. What’s so important that we need to talk right now?”



“Mike, we need to talk about… us,” Hannah said, her voice sultry but tinged with frustration.



“Is everything okay?” Mike asked, concern evident in his tone.



“No, Mike. Our sex life is just… lacking lately. Your dick doesn’t get hard anymore… and it’s barely two inches when it is.”



“Isn’t two inches enough?”



“I don’t even feel the damn thing when you put it inside me,” she retorted.



Bryan’s cock throbbed at the mere mention of her dissatisfaction.



“Maybe we can try something new.”



“Something new? Like what?” Hannah scoffed, her tone drenched in skepticism.



“Maybe you can give me a blowjob before we fuck? It’ll help me get hard.”



“Last time I did that, you came in my mouth before I even started sucking your cock. I couldn’t get the taste out for a week.”



“Roleplay, maybe? Or toys?”



“Mike, I can’t take it anymore!” Hannah’s voice rang out, laced with frustration. “You’re just not satisfying me sexually!”



“What do you want me to do about it, Hannah?”
 Mike snapped back defensively.



“Your small cock is just pathetic! I can’t feel it when we fuck!” she exclaimed, her voice trembling with anger. “Don’t you know what that’s doing to me?”



Bryan’s heart raced at her words, his arousal intensifying. He couldn’t help but imagine Hannah’s naked body writhing beneath him, her moans of pleasure filling the air as he fucked her senseless.



“Fuck, Hannah, what do you want me to say? I’m doing my best!”
 Mike sounded defeated.



“Your best isn’t good enough!” she spat. “I haven’t had an orgasm in five years unless I masturbate! I go to sleep horny every night.”



The confession sent a jolt of electricity through Bryan’s veins. The thought of Hannah touching herself, seeking solace in her own fingers as her husband failed to satisfy her, ignited a primal need within him. He craved her more than ever, desperate to prove that he could give her what she so desperately needed.



“Whatever, Hannah,”
 Mike grumbled before the call cut off abruptly.



Bryan’s heart hammered in his chest, the sound of Hannah’s frustrated voice echoing in his ears. He couldn’t take it anymore – he needed to relieve himself, and he needed it now. Pretending to search for the video game, he slipped into the hallway. Ensuring that she was not watching him, he entered her bedroom.



The scent of Hannah’s perfume hung heavy in the air, intoxicating him as he scanned the room. His eyes fell upon a pair of her panties tossed carelessly on the bed, and he couldn’t resist. Bryan picked them up, feeling the silky fabric against his fingers. Unbuckling his jeans, he unzipped his pants to free his throbbing cock. He wrapped the soft panties around his shaft and began stroking himself through his pants.



“Fuck,” he muttered under his breath, his arousal spiraling out of control as he imagined Hannah writhing beneath him, begging for his touch.



Bryan continued stroking himself through the silky fabric of Hannah’s panties, his mind consumed by the thought of being inside her. He could almost feel her lips around his cock, her tongue swirling around the head before she took him deep into her warmth. The noise of his own breathing filled the room as he grew closer to his release, the image of those full hips grinding against him driving him wild with desire. His fingers gripped tighter on the panties as his hips bucked involuntarily, his groans echoing around the room.



“Show me how much you need me,” he whispered to the empty room, envisioning Hannah’s sultry brown eyes staring back at him. His hand moved faster, his breathing growing ragged as he lost himself in the fantasy.



Just as Bryan was about to hit the point of no return, the door swung open, revealing a wide-eyed Hannah, her face flushed with surprise and lust. He expected her to scream or slap him, but instead, she just stood there, taking in the erotic scene before her.



“What are you doing here?” she asked.



“What does it look like?” Bryan asked boldly, his green eyes locked on hers as he continued stroking himself. He turned so she could get a better view of his cock. “Like what you see?”



Hannah didn’t respond, not right away at least, but her gaze never wavered from his cock. Slowly, almost imperceptibly, she licked her lips, her body language betraying her desire. Hannah bit her lower lip, her eyes dark with lust. “I had no idea… you’re so… big.”



“Why don’t you get a better look?” Bryan coaxed, his voice thick with lust. “I bet I can fuck you better than that small-dicked husband of yours. Think of it as a Mother’s Day gift.”



Hannah’s eyes grew wide, her breath catching as she took in the size of Bryan’s throbbing cock. Her initial shock gave way to curiosity, and then lust, as she stepped forward, closing the distance between them.



“Screw it,” she murmured, her voice sultry and low. “I need a good fucking.”



Their lips met in a fiery, passionate kiss, tongues dancing and exploring each other’s mouths. All pretense of resistance had evaporated; they were two people consumed by their carnal desires, and nothing else mattered.



Hannah’s warm, soft lips met Bryan’s, and he felt her hands slide up his jersey, tracing every inch of his skin as she pulled him closer. Her body pressed against him like velvet over steel, sculpted and round against his chest and abdomen. Her tongue danced against his, exploring his mouth in a way that made his heart race and his blood boil. She tasted sweet, her tangy breath sending electric shockwaves through his system. His cock twitched against her stomach, aching to be inside of her even as she stroked it.



Feeling emboldened by her touches and the soft gasps that escaped Hannah’s lips, Bryan grabbed her waist and pulled her against him harder. He could feel the heat from her body seeping into his own, their hearts beating in tandem as he began to undo her bra clasp. The sound of it snapping echoed through the room like a gunshot before he pulled it away and let it fall to the ground. Hannah gasped softly as he cupped one perky breast in his hand, feeling its fullness and weight before gently squeezing it. She moaned softly in pleasure at this simple touch.



“Your hands are so rough,” she gasped.



“I’ll show you what’s rough,” he replied.



His free hand trailed down toward Hannah’s ass cheek which he squeezed firmly before sliding underneath to caress her moist panties – they were now damp with desire – over her supple ass cheek.



“Let’s get these off,” Bryan growled, his fingers grazing her thin panties. He didn’t hesitate, gripping the sides of her panties and tearing them off her body. The sound of ripping fabric only served to heighten their arousal.



Hannah let out a quick yelp, but she didn’t resist.



“Bend over the dresser,” he ordered, his voice husky with lust.



Hannah obeyed without question, bending over and presenting herself to him like an offering. Her brown eyes locked onto a photo of her husband, guilt briefly flickering across her face before being replaced by pure, unadulterated need.



“Fuck, you’re so sexy,” she whispered, her voice trembling with anticipation.



“I’m going to make you scream like a whore,” Bryan replied, his green eyes blazing with excitement as he positioned himself behind her.



With one swift thrust, he buried himself deep inside her, eliciting a gasp of pleasure from them both. His hands gripped her hips, using them for leverage as he began to pound into her. The wet slap of skin against skin filled the room, accompanied by their heavy breathing and barely-contained moans.



“Yes! Ugh! Oh, yes!” she screamed.



Wearing his football jersey with his jeans pooled around his ankles, Bryan fucked her against the dresser like he was fucking a cheap hooker in an alley over a dumpster. The world around Bryan fell away as he lost himself in the feeling of penetrating Hannah’s wet, warm pussy. He thrust into her relentlessly, tearing through her sopping wet walls, pounding into her with each stroke. Her ample ass cheeks flared with every impact, beckoning him closer.



He slammed into her rhythmically, his muscular frame grinding against her plump thighs as she gasped and moaned beneath him. His body felt immense between her thighs, filling her up completely, stretching her in ways no one else could.



“You little slut,” he growled. “You fucking little cocksucker. How do you like getting fucked like a bitch?”




“Yes – yes! Make me your bitch! Make me your slut!”



Hannah was pounded into the dresses as Bryan took complete control, his hardness pressing deeply against a sensitive spot on the inside of her pussy that sent waves of pleasure coursing throughout her body.



Her body was hot and slick with sweat, smelling of sweet perfume and need. She rocked back against him, pushing herself onto his invading length like a hungry animal seeking its prey. His strokes were hard and powerful, filling her to the brim with his massive girth.



“Fuck me! Yes! Yes!” she moaned, “Fuck me harder! Shit – yes – yes!”



She arched her back in ecstasy as he began to move faster, his pelvis slapping against hers in a primal rhythm that echoed through the room. He grabbed a clump of her hair and yanked it back as he pistoned into her. Her fingernails dug into the dresses as she gritted her teeth, feeling the burn building inside of her. Every inch of him rubbed against every inch of her, their skin slick with sweat and desire.



“Harder,” Hannah begged, her voice strained with ecstasy. “Please! Fuck me harder!”



Bryan obliged, increasing his pace as he watched her body quiver with each powerful stroke. The sight of her beautiful face, contorted with pleasure, only served to drive him wilder.



“I want to hear your scream, bitch,” he whispered.



“So – shit! Fucking – yes! Good – fuck!” she screamed.



Each plunge sent shockwaves of delight through her core; each withdrawal left an aching void that he filled again immediately. Their bodies moved together like two lovers who had known each other forever, lost in a haze of lust and need.



“Fuck, you feel so good,” he groaned, feeling his climax approaching like a freight train.



“Fuck, Bryan! Yes! Yes! Yes!” she panted, struggling to catch her breath between the aftershocks of her climax.



One hand holding her ponytail, his free hand groped her perky tit. He squeezed it. Pulled it. Hard. With dominance. Combined with his cock thrusting into her, his abuse of her tits grew her moans.



“Yes!”



He thrusted harder.



“Make me!”



And harder…



“Your bitch!”



And harder…



“Your slutty little cum dumpster!”



And harder still.



“Shit!”



Hannah’s body convulsed in ecstasy, her muscles clenching around Bryan’s cock as a powerful orgasm tore through her. The sight of her pleasure sent another surge of arousal coursing through him. He watched as Hannah’s eyes rolled into the back of her head, and her moans grew louder and deeper.



As Bryan pulled out of her pussy, he noticed her tight, untouched asshole. “Have you ever taken a cock up your ass before?” he asked, his green eyes flickering from her glistening pussy to her puckered hole.



“N… never,” she replied, her voice quivering with anticipation. “But I want it, Bryan. I want to feel all of you.”



Bryan couldn’t help but smirk at her horniness. With one hand, he guided his cock to her waiting entrance, wetting the tip with her juices. Using his other hand, he spread her ass cheeks wide, exposing her tight, virgin hole.



“Relax, baby,” he murmured, pressing the head of his cock against her entrance. “Just breathe.”



He pushed forward, feeling her resistance give way as he breached her forbidden depths. Hannah gasped, her fingers gripping the edge of the dresser so tightly that her knuckles turned white.



“Fuck… it’s so big,” she moaned, her voice trembling with a mix of pain and pleasure.



Grabbing her discarded panties, Bryan stuffed them into her mouth to muffle her moans. With a firm grip on her hips, he pushed forward, relentlessly stretching her ass until she let out a gasp of pain mixed with pleasure.



Her tight anal ring gave way with a popping sound, widening under the force of his cock as he slowly sank inside her. She gripped the dresser tightly, her knuckles turning white from the effort while her body trembled under the onslaught of sensations. The feeling of being filled with every inch of him was unlike anything she’d ever experienced. Heat radiated from his body against hers, causing her flesh to tingle everywhere they touched.



Bryan gripped her hips firmly as he began to thrust slowly but powerfully into her plush rear end, his muscular ass flexing with each drive deep inside her. She felt so full and stretched; it was almost too much for her to handle. His hands found their way up her sides and around to cup her breasts, squeezing them roughly as he pounded into her from behind. Their hips slapped against each other in perfect harmony as they moved together, creating a rhythmic smacking sound that echoed throughout the empty house.



Hannah moaned into her damp panties, her face turning red. She leaned forward, almost collapsing under the intensity of the sensations coursing through her body. Her fingers clutched at the dresser beneath her hands, leaving tiny marks behind as she struggled to keep herself upright under the weight of his body pushing against hers. Her breath came out in short little gasps that mingled with their ragged breath.



“Fuck! Fuck! You’re! So… big!” she panted into her panties, her body trembling as Bryan filled her completely. Her nails dug into the wooden surface, searching for stability as her world narrowed down to the sensations coursing through her body.



“Take it, slut,” Bryan commanded, his voice dark and menacing. He began thrusting into her, each powerful stroke sending waves of pleasure through both of them.



Bryan’s eyes locked onto the reflection of their carnal union in the bedroom mirror, his cock buried deep within Hannah’s ass. The sight of their sweat-slicked bodies entwined, her big tits swaying with each thrust, sent shivers down his spine.



“Fuck!” Hannah gasped, biting her lip to stifle a moan as Bryan drove himself deeper into her forbidden depths. Their breaths came in ragged gasps, filling the room with the intoxicating scent of sex.



Just then, they heard the front door creak open, followed by the jangling of keys. Panic shot through Bryan, but Hannah’s lust-glazed eyes flashed with excitement as she spat out her panties.



“Shit, your husband’s back!” Bryan whispered urgently, preparing to pull out. Hannah pressed her hand against his abs, halting him, her gaze never leaving his.



“Keep going,” she breathed, a wicked smile spreading across her face. “I’ll handle it.”



Her husband’s voice came from the hallway. “Hannah, I’m home.”



“Hey, babe,” Hannah purred, her voice laced with pain. “You’re back early!”



“Traffic was light,” came the response. “What are you doing? You sound... flushed.”



“Just taking care of a – fuck! An itch! Yes!” she lied smoothly.



“Okay. By the way, where do you want to go for Mother’s Day dinner?



“Mike, do you – ah! Remember that – oh! Restaurant we went to – ah! Last week – oh!” Hannah asked, her voice quivering as Bryan continued his relentless assault. “The one with the – ah! Spicy dish – oh!”



“Uh, yeah, I remember,” Mike replied from the hallway, oblivious to the debauchery unfolding just a few feet away. “You really seemed to enjoy it.”



“Maybe we need – shit! More spice in – fuck! Our life – oh!” she suggested, her face flushed from both arousal and the thrill of their forbidden tryst. Her words only served to stoke Bryan’s lust further as he drove into her without mercy.



“Is that what you want, slut?” Bryan hissed, his breath hot on her neck. “To be fucked in the ass like a cheap hooker while your husband is in the next room?”



“Y-yes,” she gasped, her body arching under his touch. “I’ll be your filthy whore, Bryan. Please, don’t stop.”



“Good girl,” he praised, his thrusts reaching a feverish pace, the sound of skin against skin echoing throughout the bedroom, drowned out only by Hannah’s moans.



“Okay,” Mike answered, his footsteps retreating down the corridor. “We’ll go there. I need to take a shower first.”



Bryan couldn’t believe they were getting away with this. It only served to heighten his arousal. His cock continued thrusting into her ass. Their moans mingled with the sound of running water from the bathroom, creating a symphony of desire that filled the room.



“Fuck, Bryan!” Hannah cried out, her composure finally cracking under the relentless assault of pleasure.



“Keep quiet, bitch,” Bryan warned her, his voice dark with lust. “He’s just down the hall.”



“I know,” she panted, biting her lip to suppress another moan. “But it’s so… fucking… hot.”



“You’re such a dirty girl,” Bryan replied, his heart pounding in his chest as he continued to fuck her forbidden depths, knowing full well that her husband could walk in at any moment. The risk only fueled their passion, propelling them closer to the precipice of ecstasy.



“Harder, Bryan,” she begged, her voice a whispered plea. “I can feel you throbbing inside me.”



He grunted, his grip on her hips tightening as he continued to thrust with unyielding determination. He could hardly believe how perfectly her body accepted him, like a key fitting into its designated lock.



“Make me yours, baby. Mark me,” Hannah whispered, her eyes pleading for release. “Fill me up with your hot cum.”



Bryan’s eyes gleamed with wicked satisfaction as he continued to drive his massive cock into Hannah’s ass, her moans a testament to the mixture of pain and pleasure she was experiencing. He felt his control slipping away.



With a final surge of effort, he slammed into her one last time, burying himself deep within her forbidden depths. His climax surged through him like a tidal wave, overwhelming him with pleasure as he ejaculated inside her ass.



“Fuck!” he gasped, his entire body trembling from the force of his release. As the waves of ecstasy began to subside, he slowly pulled out of her, leaving them both breathless and spent.



“Look at me, baby,” she cooed, her tone sultry and seductive as she dropped to her knees before him. Her brown eyes sparkled with desire, never once leaving his as she took his still-hard cock into her mouth.



“Shit, Hannah… you’re one hell of a lay,” Bryan moaned, his fingers tangling in her hair as she licked and sucked him clean. The sensation was electrifying, sending shivers down his spine as she savored every inch of him, their forbidden connection growing stronger with each sensual caress.



Bryan’s chest heaved, still catching his breath from their explosive encounter. He began to get dressed, and she did the same. Hannah, flushed and glowing with satisfaction, leaned in to whisper into his ear, her warm breath sending shivers down his spine.



“Best Mother’s Day gift ever,” she purred, her voice dripping with lust. Bryan couldn’t help but grin at her sultry words, his heart pounding with the thrill of their secret rendezvous. “This better not be the last time you fuck my brains out.”



“Trust me,” he replied. “It won’t–”



The bedroom door suddenly opened.



“Shit!” a voice boomed, cutting through the air like a knife. “What the hell is going on here?”



Startled, Bryan’s eyes darted to the doorway where Mike – Hannah’s husband – stood, a mix of confusion and anger etched across his face. Thinking quickly, Hannah coolly responded, “Bryan was just helping me with a stretch.”



“A… stretch?” Mike repeated.



“Uh, yeah,” Bryan stammered, scrambling to fasten his belt and regain his composure. He could feel the heat rising in his cheeks, but he forced himself to maintain eye contact with her husband, feigning innocence. “Mrs. Wright had a tight muscle I needed to give a
 nice
 and
 long
 stretch to.”



“Alright then,” her husband grumbled, still seeming suspicious but apparently appeased by Hannah’s explanation. “Thanks for the help, kid.”



“Anytime,” Bryan replied, trying to keep his voice steady as he turned to leave. His legs felt like jelly beneath him, the lingering effects of their passionate tryst making it difficult to walk away.



As he reached the door, he felt a burning gaze on his back. Turning, he caught Hannah’s eyes locked onto his, a sultry smile playing on her lips. She raised one hand to her mouth and, without breaking eye contact, blew him a sultry kiss.
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