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Chapter 1

Rain pelts down relentlessly as I approach Oliver’s house, the water soaking my clothes and plastering my black hair to my forehead. With Oliver’s family living next door to mine and both of us being 18 years old and on the football team, it is only natural that we’ve become best friends.

Walking up his driveway, the downpour leaves me drenched. I curse under my breath as the muddy ground shifts beneath me, causing me to falter. With a gasp, I slip, the cold mud enveloping me like a wet, icy blanket.

“Fuck,” I mutter, struggling to my feet, my body coated in rainwater and sludge.

Frustration bubbles within me, mixing with an edge of embarrassment. This is not how I imagined my entrance when coming over to play video games with Oliver.

Taking a deep breath, I knock on the door, steeling myself for what I imagine will be Oliver’s amusement at my state. Instead, it is his mother, his MILF mother – Mila Portman – who stands on the other side of the door when it opens.

I gulp. Hard. Mila – the MILF fantasy of every boy on the football team. A vision of sinful beauty, she greets me with a feigned look of surprise.

Clad only in a sheer, protective bra that barely conceals her massive, firm tits and matching panties that hug her curves, she looks like a bikini model who just stepped out of a magazine cover. Her open nightgown flirts with her voluptuous hips, leaving little to the imagination.

Mila’s brown hair frames her beautiful face, drawing attention to her soft, plump lips – lips that I dream of feeling wrapped around my cock. Her smooth, tanned skin shimmers with a tantalizing sheen. At nearly 40 years old, she is so much hotter than any college girl I’ve ever seen.

Oliver’s MILF mom is the main reason I always offer to come to Oliver’s house. The chance to ogle her ass whenever she bends over or take a nice view of her tits whenever she leans forward is a chance I never pass up. But seeing her standing here dressed in just a minimal bra and panties… I can’t help but feel something stirring in my pants.

“Goodness, Aaron! What happened to you?” she asks, her brown eyes roaming over my drenched form. Her voice drips with seductive concern, sending shivers down my spine.

“Uh, I-I slipped in the mud,” I stammer, my arousal growing, pulsing through my veins. Being so close to Mila, seeing her in such a vulnerable state, threatens to break down my composure.

“Come on in. Let’s get you cleaned up,” she purrs, stepping aside to allow me entrance.

Safe from the rain, I feel my throat dry as my gaze roams Mila’s tantalizing form. The sight of her voluptuous breasts, barely contained by the sheer bra, sends a jolt of arousal through me, intensifying my desire for this forbidden fruit.

I can’t help but admire her beautiful face, the seductive curve of her lips, and the lustful gleam in her brown eyes that seem to pierce my very soul. And her smooth, tanned skin – it calls out to me, begging to be touched. It’s practically glowing under the dim lights.

“Your clothes are filthy,” Mila says, her voice dripping with flirtation and desire. “You should take them off before you ruin my carpet. Come with me.”

With that, she turns and saunters down the hallway, swaying her hips in a deliberate tease.

My heart races as I follow her to the bedroom, my eyes focused on that round and perfect ass. What I’d give to trade places with this babe’s husband.

Once in the bedroom, she turns to face me. “Go ahead and get out of those clothes. I’ll bring you some to change into.”

“Thanks, Mrs. Portman.”

“Please,” she laughs. “Just call me Mila.”

“Okay… Mila. Is Oliver here?”

“He’s stuck at the gym with some car problems. But he’ll be back soon. My husband is not home yet, either.”

“Okay.”

“Until then,” she says. “You have me all to yourself.”

With a slow, seductive wink, she leaves and closes the door behind her.

Is she… flirting with me? It wouldn’t be the first time.

Now alone, I begin to strip off my wet garments, leaving me standing in only my underwear, my erection straining against the thin fabric.

Standing in her bedroom, I can’t help but imagine Mila – imagine her naked and bent over the bed. I visualize Mila’s bare body sprawled across her bed, her once-hidden flesh on full display. My mind paints a vivid picture of her perfectly rounded ass, raised up to meet me, and it’s enough to make my arousal throb with anticipation.

In my fantasy Mila turns around under me, her large breasts jiggling delightfully from the sudden movement. As I pump my cock into her pussy, her tits dance and shake as the bed creaks underneath us. Her tits are stiff and erect, her moans echoing across the room as she screams my name louder… and louder… and louder…

I can’t help but groan aloud at the thought, my cock twitching eagerly at the image in front of me.

The door suddenly opens, breaking my thoughts. Mila’s sultry silhouette fills the doorway, a towel draped over her arm as she sways into the room. Her graceful movements and seductive confidence capture my undivided attention. I swallow hard, my heart pounding in my chest.

Her night robe is gone, and all she wears are her bra and panties. My eyes widen, but she gives me a smile. It’s then that I notice her hardened nipples pressing through the thin fabric of her bra.

Shit. Is… is she horny for me?

“Look at you. Look at those muscles,” purrs Mila, appraising my near-naked form.

As she speaks, I can’t help but imagine her full, luscious lips wrapped around my throbbing cock, the thought sending shivers of anticipation down my spine.

“You’re still all wet,” she purrs, stepping closer to me. “Let me dry you up.”

Her brown eyes lock onto my green ones.

“…before you get me wet,” she whispers.

Heat rushes through my body as she reaches out to dry my wet, mud-streaked skin. Her skilled movements trace suggestive patterns across my chest with the towel before moving down to my thighs. As she bends down, her cleavage spills over the top of her bra, inviting my gaze. I bite my lower lip, overwhelmed by thoughts of her body and the forbidden nature of our situation. I watch as she gently rubs the towel along my chest, feeling the cloth against my damp skin and sending shivers down my spine.

Her fingers dance across my abs before moving lower, teasing me as they graze just under the waistband of my boxers. I gasp at the soft touch, feeling myself grow even harder. The warmth from her hand sends a jolt through me, making me harder than I thought possible.

“Your muscles,” she whispers. “They’re so big.”

“Thanks,” I mutter.

As she works her way down, her breath fans against my skin in electric shockwaves. Her bra is barely any barrier between us now; I can feel every inch of her as she dries me off. My eyes fixate on her cleavage as she leans in close enough for me to feel her breath on my sensitive skin.

“Tell me,” she says in a low, seductive voice. “Do you have anything else that’s… hard and big?”

I gulp.

“Do you like my tits?” she asks.

“W-what?” I gasp as her soft hands move down to my boxers. She pulls them down slowly, revealing my throbbing erection to her gaze. Her eyes lock onto it.

“My tits,” she says, “are they big enough for you?”

“Yes… hell yeah.”

Her soft hand grips the base of my cock, sending a jolt up my body.

“And my lips,” she continues in a sultry tone, “do you think they’d look hot wrapped around a cock… a nice big cock… like yours?”

My cock is as hard as a rock as I reply, “Fuck yeah, Mila… hell fucking yes.”

She squeezes my cock, her touch hot and commanding. The pleasure is overwhelming, and I bite my bottom lip to stifle a moan. Her full, warm breasts press against me as she leans closer, her bra damp from my wet skin. She rises up on her tiptoes and places a small kiss on the corner of my mouth.

My body tingles with excitement as her soft, warm hands begin to stroke my throbbing cock gently, teasingly, drawing out my pleasure until it threatens to consume me.

“Shh, Aaron,” she whispers in a voice dripping with lust. “Just relax and enjoy.”

I can feel myself pulsing with every jerk of her hand.

“Like that?” she asks, stroking me more vigorously. Her gaze, filled with hunger, never leaves mine. “You like having your big ‘ole cock jerked off by a MILF like me.”

She steps back, revealing her full body. She unclasps her bra, freeing her perfect breasts. They bounce with each step toward me. Pausing for a moment, she pulls down her panties and stands before me completely bare except for a pair of high heels that make her even more alluring.

I can’t believe what I’m seeing – the woman of my fantasies standing before me. My mouth waters at the sight of her plump ass cheeks jiggling in those stilettos as she sways toward me. She dances closer until we are inches apart, our breaths mingling in the air.

Our lips meet in a fiery kiss, our tongues dancing together in a desperate attempt to quench our mutual thirst. Our moans echo in the bedroom, creating an intoxicating symphony of desire.

“Oh, Aaron,” she gasps between kisses, “you have no idea how much I’ve craved this. Every time I see you on that football field… I just get so horny.”

As our tongues entwine, waves of pleasure flood my body. Her soft taste sends shivers through me as she pulls me closer by my waist.

I can feel her warmth against my skin, her breasts pressed against me. She moans into the kiss and I explore further, running my hands up her back before cupping her large breasts and squeezing them together.

“I miss those days,” she sighs, “being bent over the hood of a car by the quarterback while still wearing my cheerleading outfit.”

Her words send excitement coursing through me. The thought of satisfying her insatiable lust where her husband has failed fuels my desire like nothing else.

“I’m tired of my small-dicked husband,” she whispers. “I’m tired of having to fake my orgasms when he fucks me. I need a real man, Aaron… I need you.”

“Fuck, Mila,” I groan, lost in her eyes, “you’re so hot.”

“Then take me,” she says, sinking to her knees before me with a sultry smile, “and show me what a real man can do.”

My gaze never leaves hers as she takes me into her mouth, eagerly and hungrily giving me pleasure. My body responds to every stroke of her gentle yet insistent tongue on my tip, sending shockwaves of ecstasy through me. I let out a deep moan as her hot mouth slides up and down my shaft, reveling in the soft warmth and delicious taste.

“Fuck,” I groan, my fingers gripping the sheets beneath me as I lean back against the wall.

Hollowing her cheeks, she increases the suction on my cock. Her talented tongue swirls around the head of my member, her soft moans vibrating against me as she sucks. The wet, arousing sounds fill the room, heightening our mutual desire.

Her skilled hands knead my ass cheeks, pulling me closer to her face as she takes more of my length into her hot mouth. Her skilled tongue dances around the head of my dick, eliciting more moans from me.

“Damn, you’re good at this,” I breathe out, unable to resist reaching down to tangle my fingers in her hair, guiding her movements while losing myself in the haze of pleasure she is creating.

A wicked grin flashes across her face as she looks up at me, our eyes locked together in passionate intensity. It’s all the encouragement I need.

Her lips move faster, sucking hard while maintaining eye contact with me through each bob of her head. The sound of wet flesh smacking against her lips and tongue lapping at me adds to the erotic symphony playing in the room.

She hums around me as she takes more of me down her throat with each bob of her head, causing my toes to curl when she reaches the base before taking me back up again. She grips my balls tightly, massaging them.

Caught up in my dominant nature, I grab a fistful of her hair, holding her head in place as I thrust my cock deeper into her throat. I face-fuck her as if her mouth is nothing more than a pleasure hole. She gags and chokes, but far from resisting, her eyes gleam with a mixture of pleasure and discomfort.

“You want to be a dirty slut,” I whisper. “Then I’ll treat you like one.”

With a deep, throaty moan, she accepts my harsh face-fucking with eager submission. Her lips stretch and her cheeks hollow as she swallows me deeper into her throat. She pumps her fist on my shaft, bobbing her head up and down in a throbbing rhythm that sends shockwaves of pleasure through me.

Her breasts wobble enticingly with each movement, the sight of them undulating in time with her mouth causing my desire to surge even higher. Her tits look sexier than ever. I want those plump mounds pressed against me, feel their softness, their weight on my chest.

The scent of her perfume and sweat fills my senses, drawing me in with an intoxicating lure. I crave more of it, all of it.

“Take it all, Mila,” I command, my voice deep and authoritative.

She mumbles a response as she struggles to breathe with my cock filling her mouth.

With each thrust, she swallows me deeper, her tongue expertly swirling around my sensitive head. Her hands grip my hips, urging me on as she milks me for every drop of precum.

I moan at the pleasure coursing through me, the sounds of our lovemaking growing more lewd and provocative with each passing second.

“Fuck…” I groan as my balls slap against her chin, my cock hitting the back of her throat. But she doesn’t pull back, instead moaning and sucking harder, driving me closer to the edge.

Her face is flushed with arousal as she continues to service me, her eyes locked on mine with a pleading look. She wants my cum, and I can feel myself getting closer to giving it to her.

As I reach my peak, our gazes never break. I erupt into her mouth, filling it with my release while she swallows eagerly. The rhythm of my balls slapping her chin increases. It grows louder. Lewder. Sloppier.

“You’re so fucking sexy,” I growl, unable to control myself.

Mila’s cheeks flush pink as she continues to blow me, her commitment to satisfying my every need evident in her lustful gaze. I feel my climax rapidly approaching like a freight train barreling down the tracks.

Her beautiful eyes – locked with mine – beg for my cum. They beg for me to fill her mouth and throat.

As I feel Mila’s soft lips and wet tongue continue to work on my cock, the sudden ringing of a phone shatters the erotic haze that envelops us. With a muffled moan, she reaches for the device, her eyes never leaving mine as she keeps my cock in her mouth.

“Hew-wo?” she murmurs into the phone, her words muffled by my cock. I can see the wicked glint in her brown eyes, a hint of mischief dancing within their depths.

“Hey, babe,” Her husband’s – Hayden’s – voice comes over the line, completely oblivious to the sinful scene unfolding before him. “Are you okay? Your voice sounds weird.”

I keep thrusting my cock into Mila’s mouth, my balls slapping against her chin.

“Just… bw-ad sew-wice…” she replies.

“Okay,” Hayden replies. “Just wanted to check in about dinner tonight. You still up for going to that new sushi place?”

I let Mila’s mouth off my cock. Strings of precum hang from her lips and chin, creating an erotic sight. She takes a gasp for air. Mila’s gaze flickers between my throbbing cock and the phone, an impish smile playing at the corners of her luscious lips.

“Mmm, I could definitely go for something raw and delicious,” she purrs, her words dripping with innuendo.

“Great! I’ll make the reservation for 8 PM then,” Hayden replies, his tone betraying no awareness of the double entendre.

“Perfect,” Mila coos, her free hand reaching out to stroke my length teasingly. Leaning forward, she gives my cock a wet kiss. “I can’t wait to have my mouth filled with succulent, tender… meat.”

I feel a surge of arousal shoot through me as I listen to her skillfully weave her desires into the conversation. The audacity of it all only heightens my lust, the danger of possibly being caught adding a layer of excitement I can’t deny.

Mila again wraps her lips around my cock as I thrust deep into the confines of her throat. She chokes on it, her eyes watering as she gags.

“Sounds like you’re really looking forward to it,” Hayden chuckles, none the wiser. “Alright, I’ll see you later, babe. Love you.”

“Wuv… woo… too…” Mila moans, my cock again muffling her words as she surrenders to it.

The phone is tossed carelessly aside, and in one swift motion, Mila’s mouth is back on me, her lips enveloping my cock with renewed fervor. The taste of my pre-cum mixed with the lingering remnants of our conversation only serves to inflame my desire.

“You’re so fucking dirty,” I rasp, biting back a moan as her tongue swirls around the head of my cock.

My heart hammers in my chest as I watch Mila’s sultry eyes lock with mine, her tongue teasing the sensitive underside of my throbbing cock. The lustful gaze, coupled with our daring conversation, sends me spiraling toward the edge of release.

“Fuck, Mila… I’m gonna cum,” I pant, my voice strained with urgency.

With one final thrust, I surrender to my climax, my body tensing as hot pleasure courses through my veins.

“Give it to me, baby,” she gasps between thrusts. “Fill my mouth.”

Every muscle in my body tenses from the extreme pleasure. I feel like a king as my cock erupts. Hot and thick streams of cum fill her eager mouth.

Mila’s throat ripples around my cock with each shot, preventing a drop from escaping as she sucks me dry. Her lips tighten around me, milking every last drop while I moan and grip her hair in blissful agony. Her hands hold onto my hips as if refusing to let go.

She swallows every drop I give her, looking up at me with adoration and gratitude in her eyes before pulling back slowly. My softening cock slips out of her mouth, leaving a string of saliva and precum behind.

“Fuck,” I pant, leaning against the wall for support. “That was unreal.”

Mila smiles up at me, her eyes sparkling with lust and excitement. She opens her mouth to show me that there’s not a drop of cum left anywhere.

She gives my spent cock a final, loud, and lingering kiss before pulling away, her eyes dark with unspoken promises.

“Go clean yourself up in the shower, baby,” she instructs me, her voice throaty and sensual. “We’re far from finished here.”


Chapter 2

The steam swirls around me like a sultry caress, clouding the air with an intoxicating warmth as I lean against the cool tiled wall of the shower. The water cascades down my toned, athletic body and I close my emerald eyes, reflecting on my encounter with Mila. Her seductive gaze is etched into my mind, igniting forbidden desires that threaten to boil over.

“Fuck, she’s so damn sexy,” I whisper to myself, feeling my breath hitch at the thought of Mila on her knees with her lips wrapped around my cock.

A shudder runs through me as I imagine the soft curve of her hips and the tantalizing glimpse of her thighs.

“Shit… did that really happen?” I mutter, unable to resist temptation any longer. I wrap my hand around my throbbing cock, stroking myself as I envision Mila’s naked tits enveloping it between them.

The bathroom door creaks open, but I don’t turn around. Too lost in the erotic fantasy playing out in my head. The softness of the movement hints at who is approaching, and my breath quickens.

The footsteps draw closer and my pulse quickens with anticipation. I try to steady my breathing, but it’s no use – my heart races wildly in my chest. The steam thickens around me, disorienting me even more.

Suddenly, a woman’s slender hand wraps around my cock and I gasp. Opening my eyes, I see Mila standing before me, clad only in her wet panties that cling to her like a second skin. Her full breasts sway enticingly and water droplets glisten on her flushed skin.

“Mama needs a snack,” she breathes into my ear and expertly strokes my erection with her fingers, sending shivers through me as she tightens her grip.

“Fuck,” I groan.

Our lips crash together in a passionate kiss, our tongues dancing as we explore each other’s mouths. My hands find her tits, squeezing them firmly while Mila continues her ministrations on my throbbing member.

The water runs tepid, leaving a film of sweat on our skin as we kiss. I can feel her nipples harden against my chest and I moan into her mouth. Her fingers move up and down my length, matching my rhythm with tiny jerks of her hand, and I think I might lose it right there and then. Pushing her against the tiles, I grind my hips into her stomach, groaning at the wet sound it makes. The warmth of her pussy soaks through her panties onto my thigh and I can’t help but inhale deeply at the musky scent that fills the steamy bathroom.

She breaks the kiss, gasping for air as I trail a string of kisses along her jawline and down to her neck. Mila arches into me, inviting me further.

My lips find one of her erect nipples and I hungrily suckle on it, drawing it into my mouth and flicking my tongue over the nub. I can taste the saltiness of her skin. Her other hand tangles in my dark hair, encouraging me to continue as she matches my movements with her own expert strokes.

“Tell me what you want, Aaron,” she purrs between kisses, her eyes locked onto mine, teasing and taunting me.

“Your tits… I want your fucking tits.” My thoughts are a tangled mess, desire overriding everything else.

“Then do it,” Mila urges, her voice filled with lust. “Take what you want.”

The steam swirls around us like a sultry fog, heightening the tension between our bodies. My eyes lock onto Mila’s erect nipples, and I can’t resist any longer.

“Shit, I need to taste you,” I growl, burying my face in her plump tits. Mila moans as I lick, kiss, and suck on her sensitive nipples, each flick of my tongue sending electric jolts through her body.

Our bodies move together, slick with water from the shower. My hands grab both of her ass cheeks, squeezing them hard as I plunge my tongue onto her nipples, tasting her skin, sucking on her areolae, and lapping up the sweet nectar that flows from her tits.

I moan in pleasure as I relish the taste and feel of her flesh against my lips and tongue. Mila’s fingers dig into my scalp, urging me to suck harder, and I comply eagerly, growling with pleasure as she squirms under my ministrations. Her other hand ventures down to stroke me in perfect time with her rhythm, sliding up and down my length.

“Fuck, yes… just like that,” she pants, tightening her grip on my cock in response to the pleasure coursing through her veins.

My own lust escalates as a warm rush fills me, making me even harder as she teases me beneath the running water. My fingers leave her full breasts to trace the edge of her panties, working their way down to her core. I can feel the wetness seeping through her panties, soaking me as I slip my hand beneath them and find her pussy lips.

Her scent is intoxicating, a mix of her feminine musk and steamy water. Her hips buck against my touch as I press a finger into her wet heat, stretching her opening. She gasps and throws her head back with delight at the intrusion, her nails digging deeper into my shoulders.

My mind races with lust, and Mila’s moans only fuel the fire within me. My hands roam over her wet, slippery body, exploring every curve, every hidden crevice.

“Your mouth feels so good on my tits,” Mila breathlessly whispers, her voice trembling. “But it’s my turn to taste you.”

With that, she sinks to her knees while still holding my throbbing erection. Her eyes glisten with desire as she tenderly presses kisses along my length, her full lips leaving a trail of heat in their wake.

“Last time I gave a blowjob in the shower…” she murmurs, pausing to look up at me, her eyes filled with a wicked gleam, “I was sucking off my husband’s boss.”

My heart is pounding in my chest at the thought of Mila on her knees for another man, her mouth wrapped around his cock.

“Show me what you did to him,” I command, my voice rough with lust.

The sound of water cascading around us creates an intimate, sultry ambiance, steam rising and clinging to our entwined bodies. As Mila wraps her lips around my cock, I can’t help but gasp in sheer ecstasy, my fingers tangling in her wet hair.

Mila’s warm, moist lips slide down my shaft, her tongue swirling around the head and circling the sensitive underside. The sensation only intensifies as her lips slide down further, taking me deeper into her mouth. Every lick and flick of her tongue against the sensitive ridge sends shivers through me. She bobs her head back up, taking just the tip into her mouth and sucking lightly before sliding back down again, groaning softly around me. Her fingers dig into my hips, urging me closer even as she takes me deeper into her throat.

I let out a long moan, unable to hold back as she teases me. I am panting now, my chest heaving with every breath as she pleasures me. My hands tangle in her wet hair, holding onto it tightly as if losing grip would stop this unbelievable pleasure. Her soft sighs of pleasure fill the steamy room, and I can feel her body shiver in anticipation whenever I push my cock deeper into her mouth.

As she looks up at me with those inviting eyes from beneath tousled locks, I can’t help but feel a thrill of dominance wash over me. She grasps my ass cheeks firmly, pulling me closer before letting go to run her hands down my thighs.

“Fuck, Mila,” I moan, my green eyes locked onto hers as she takes me deeper, teasing me with the skilled flicks of her tongue.

“Your cock is so big,” Mila mumbles between mouthfuls, pausing for a moment to catch her breath. Her eyes sparkle with mischief as she continues, “Bigger than any of those football players I sucked off in college. Bigger than my husband’s…”

A primal surge of pride courses through me, fueling my lust even further. I want Mila to worship every inch of me, to take me into her warm, inviting mouth until I can’t think straight.

“Damn, you know how to suck a cock,” I pant, my body trembling from the intensity of the pleasure she is giving me. “I bet a slut like you has had plenty of practice sucking cocks.”

My mind races with images of Mila on her knees, submitting to me completely, her full lips sliding up and down my length.

“Keep going,” I urge, desperate for more of her heated touch. I can feel myself nearing the edge, and I want nothing more than to release myself into her eager mouth.

With each tantalizing stroke of her tongue, each gag as she takes me deeper, I slip further into the realm of sin and desire.

A wicked grin spreads across Mila’s face as she stares up at me through lustful eyes, her pink tongue teasing the tip of my throbbing cock. Her enthusiasm fueled my desire, pushing me to take control.

I command her, my voice low and authoritative. She obeys without hesitation, her eyes never leaving mine.

“Good girl,” I murmur, grabbing a bigger fistful of her hair. With a firm grip, I guide her mouth back to my waiting erection.

“Take it all,” I growl, thrusting into her mouth with newfound aggression. Holding her hair like handlebars, I face-fuck her. Her eyes widen in surprise but soon close as she surrenders herself completely, allowing me to drive my cock deeper and deeper down her throat.

“Fuck,” I gasp as her warm, wet cavern envelopes me. I can feel her throat constricting around my girth, her gagging only serving to heighten my pleasure. The sensation is intoxicating, and I find myself unable to resist the urge to fuck her face with reckless abandon.

“Choke on it,” I demand, watching with dark satisfaction as tears well in her eyes. A mixture of saliva and precum dribbles down her chin, forming an erotic cascade that splatters against her bouncing breasts. Her choking sounds fill the steamy air, creating a symphony of debauchery that echoes through the bathroom.

She continues gagging around my cock, her body shuddering as she tries to pull away, but I hold her tightly, my hands in a vice grip around her hair. Her eyes water as I thrust into her mouth, my hips snapping back and forth in time with the sensual sounds we make together.

The slapping of our bodies against the tiles rings out through the room, echoing off the walls. My thighs tremble, muscles straining under the weight of my desire.

Moans and whimpers fill the room, mingling with the sounds of our heavy breathing and splashing water. The scent of warm skin and steam fills my nostrils, driving me further into a lustful madness. Her breasts bounce with each movement, slapping against my legs as I dominate her mouth with my hard length.

“Take it all,” I grunt between clenched teeth, pushing her head forward until my tip grazes the back of her throat. The grip on her hair tightens as I feel my climax approaching – a primitive desire taking over every nerve ending in my body.

Her cheeks hollow, milking my precum drop by drop. She looks up at me with pleading eyes, lipstick smeared on my manhood. It’s almost too much for me to bear – the sight of this woman beneath me, submitting so completely to my touch and taste.

“You’re so fucking sexy,” I mutter, my mind overwhelmed by the sight of her submission.

Her eyes glaze with lust. She craves my dominance, the feeling of being utterly consumed by my desire.

I feel the delicious friction of her throat as I continue to face-fuck her. I can feel my climax building, and the thought of painting her beautiful face with my seed only drives me closer to the edge. I’m going to –

The bathroom door opens… and Mila’s husband – Hayden – walks in.

Mila’s eyes widen as I continue to thrust my cock into her mouth, the sound of skin slapping against skin filling the steamy restroom. Hayden steps onto the tiled floor, squinting through the thick haze as he looks for his toothbrush. Mila’s muffled reply can be heard as I hold her head in place, fully enjoying her lips stretched around my hard cock.

“Hey, babe. Have you seen my toothbrush?” Hayden calls out, obviously thinking that his wife is in the shower alone.

“Mmm… umph… hmm,” Mila replies before looking up at me with lust-filled eyes, silently begging for me to pause. But I only smirk and keep thrusting my cock into her mouth.

“I’ll take that as a ‘no’,” Hayden grumbles in frustration, his tone colored with annoyance. He walks past the shower, still searching for his toothbrush. His poor eyesight and absent-mindedness provide us with a veil of safety, but the risk is palpable. He walks right past the shower’s glass door – right past his wife on her knees with another man’s cock in her mouth as I punish her throat – without missing a step.

I continue pumping my cock in and out of Mila’s throat, my hips snapping back and forth until I can feel the pressure building in my loins. Her cheeks hollow with each thrust, her lips stretch wide around my girth. The warm water runs down our bodies, mixing with our sweat and saliva, creating a slippery film that clings to our skin.

“I need to go run another errand,” Hayden murmurs over his shoulder as he leaves the bathroom, none the wiser. “Love you, babe.”

“Ughhh… I wuv… woo… too,” Mila manages to moan, her words barely audible with my cock jammed down her throat.

Seeing this MILF confess her ‘love’ for her husband with my cock in her mouth brings me to the edge.

“I should come over more often,” I whisper. The thrill of almost getting caught sends a wave of adrenaline through me, quickening the pace of my impending orgasm.

The click of the bathroom door fills my ears, signaling Hayden’s departure. I let out a shaky breath, my green eyes ablaze with desire as I tighten my grip on Mila’s damp hair. Her saliva-covered lips quiver around my cock, her fingers digging into my athletic thighs.

“Fuck… you’re amazing,” I growl, each word punctuated by another deep thrust into her skilled mouth. The primal urge to dominate overwhelms me, driving me closer to the edge.

“Mmm… hmmm…” Mila hums in agreement, the vibrations sending shivers down my spine. She pulls back slightly, allowing herself a moment to breathe before diving back down, gagging herself on my length.

“Shit,” I pant, my hips involuntarily bucking forward as I feel the pressure building inside me. Every inch of my body tenses, anticipation coursing through my veins like fire.

“Ready for me?” I ask, my voice laced with lust. Mila’s response is a muffled moan, her eyes locked onto mine as she sucks me harder, faster. The blatant submission in her gaze only fuels my determination to claim her.

The steam from the shower seems to thicken around us, heightening our senses and intensifying our illicit connection.

“Take it,” I rasp as the dam finally breaks, my orgasm rushing forth like a tidal wave.

I pull out of her mouth just in time, ropes of hot cum splattering across her tits. The sight of her glistening skin coated in my essence sends a fresh surge of arousal through me.

“Delicious,” Mila purrs, scooping up a dollop of my cum with two slender fingers. She raises them to her lips, slowly licking them clean with a seductive smile. “You taste incredible.”

“Fuck,” I breathe, watching in awe as she continues to savor the remnants of my climax. I know I’ll never be able to forget this moment, the intoxicating mix of pleasure and danger that has brought us together in the steam-filled shower.

“Now,” she whispers. “How about you stuff my tight pussy?”

“Hell, yeah.”


Chapter 3

The bedroom is dimly lit, a playground of shadows and desire. I stand, naked and proud, my black hair tousled and green eyes burning with lust.

Mila, also naked, smirks before pushing me onto the bed. The soft thud of my body hitting the mattress resounds in the confined space like an overture to our carnal symphony.

“Ride me,” I demand, my voice dripping with arrogance and anticipation.

Mila climbs on top of me – on top of a man half her age – her eyes heavy with need. My hands find purchase on her voluptuous breasts, gripping them firmly as she straddles me, wasting no time mounting my throbbing cock.

“Fuck, you make me so horny,” she breathes heavily, her movements becoming more urgent and desperate as she rides me.

I grip her generous breasts with my strong hands, kneading them firmly as I pound into her from below.

The feeling of warm flesh against warm flesh is intoxicating, and the warmth that spreads between my legs only heightens the sensation. She bounces up and down, meeting my thrusts with her hips as our bodies move in perfect rhythm.

“Fuck! Yes!” she moans.

Her breasts sway back and forth with each motion, taunting me as I reach up to grab them. I suck on one of her hardened nipples, sending shivers down her spine. The friction between our skin creates a wet, slapping sound that fills the room with primal desire. Our breathing quickens as we lose ourselves in the moment, consumed by our passion.

“Right there, baby! Yes! Yes!” she screams. “Right fucking there! Shit!”

As she rides me harder, Mila’s ass smacks against my pelvis with every thrust, causing my cock to slide in and out of her wetness with ease. She leans forward slightly so I can better reach her tits, feeling my hot breath against her neck. My fingers dig into her flesh as I pinch and play with her nipples while sucking hungrily at the other breast.

She throws her head back in ecstasy as she feels herself getting closer to climaxing. Her breasts bounce wildly against my chest now, begging for more attention from my eager mouth.

“Shits, your tits are incredible, Mila,” I growl, my voice strained from arousal. She smirks devilishly, her flirtatious nature shining through even in our most intimate moments.

“Only the best for the star quarterback,” she taunts, her body bouncing on top of me.

Our moans fill the room, a cacophony of pure ecstasy. I feel her pussy stretching to take my cock, her body trembling with every thrust.

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

I oblige, pounding into the MILF with a ferocity that sends waves of pleasure coursing through both our bodies.

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

“Shit,” I groan, my mind racing with thoughts of conquest, of possessing this mature goddess that writhes above me.

“More! Don’t stop!” Mila cries out, her breaths coming in short gasps as her orgasm builds. With a shudder and a scream, she climaxes. Her pussy clamps down on my cock as her body quakes with the force of it.

I don’t stop fucking her. I keep going, relishing in the feeling of her pulsating around my cock. She lets out a low growl of pleasure and leans down, capturing my lips in a deep, hungry kiss. Our tongues tangle together as we both ride out the high.

“Fuck! You’re so – shit! Amazing – yes!” Mila pants, sweat glistening on her smooth skin as we continue our primal dance.

The air is thick with the scent of our raw passion, sweat glistening on our bodies as I stare into Mila’s lust-filled eyes. With a quick motion, I flip her onto her back, our bodies shifting seamlessly like two puzzle pieces locking together. I position myself between her legs, entering her once more and continuing our carnal dance.

“Shit! Yes!” Mila moans as she feels my cock sliding in and out of her wetness, my muscular thighs gripping hers with each powerful thrust.

Our skin slaps together in a rhythmic symphony, punctuated by our desperate moans. My muscular chest smashes into her soft pillowy breasts as I move above her, my strong arms flexing with every thrust, accentuating the play of muscles beneath my smooth skin.

Mila’s eyes roll back in her head as she feels me driving deeper and deeper inside her with each powerful stroke. Her inner walls clench tight around me, milking my cock for every last drop of pleasure it can give her. She bites her lip hard, grunting at the intensity of it all. Our hips slap together in a syncopated rhythm, creating a wet slap against my washboard abs and a deep sucking sound from within her core.

With one hand on my neck, she pulls me down for a messy kiss filled with saliva and lust as we devour each other’s lips. A low growl rumbles from my throat as I break away from our kiss, my eyes glazed over with desire.

“Fuck me! Harder, Aaron! Harder, baby!” Mila begs, her brown eyes locked onto mine, urging me to give her what she craves. I comply, thrusting into her with renewed force and speed.

“Mila… you feel so fucking good,” I grunt, my focus entirely on the woman beneath me – the MILF who has haunted my fantasies for months, now finally submitting to my desires. Her legs wrap around me, pulling me deeper, surrendering herself completely.

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

I can’t help but smirk at her insatiable appetite, feeling a surge of power course through me. I revel in the knowledge that I am giving her something she can’t get from anyone else, especially not her husband. The thought fuels me to increase my pace, my thrusts becoming more forceful.

“Y-yes! Just like that… oh, Aaron!” Mila cries out, her nails digging into my muscular arms.

How many times have I dreamed of this moment – of hearing her scream my name in ecstasy?

“Tell me how much you want it, Mila,” I demand. I grip her generous breasts with my strong hands, kneading them firmly as I pound into her from below.

The feeling of warm flesh against warm flesh is intoxicating, and the warmth that spreads between my legs only heightens the sensation. Her tits jiggle with my thrusts as each thrust ends with my balls slapping her cunt. Loudly. Lewdly. Sloppily.

“Fuck! Yes!” I moan.

I grab her tits and squeeze them. Roughly. I suck on one of her hardened nipples, sending shivers down her spine. The friction between our skin creates a wet, slapping sound that fills the room with primal desire. Our breathing quickens as we lose ourselves in the moment, consumed by our passion.

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

As she rides me harder, Mila’s ass smacks against my pelvis with every thrust, causing my cock to slide in and out of her wetness with ease. She arches her back so I can better reach her tits, feeling my hot breath against her neck. My fingers dig into her flesh as I pinch and play with her nipples while sucking hungrily at the other breast.

She throws her head back in ecstasy as she feels herself getting closer to climaxing. Her breasts bounce wildly against my chest now, begging for more attention from my eager mouth.

“Shits, your tits are incredible, Mila,” I growl, my voice strained from arousal. She smirks devilishly, her flirtatious nature shining through even in our most intimate moments.

“Only the best for the star quarterback,” she pants.

Our moans fill the room, a cacophony of pure ecstasy.

“Yes! Yes! Harder, baby! Fuck me like you mean it! Shit!” she screams, her fingers digging into my muscular chest. “Yes – yes! Make me your bitch! Make me your slut!”

“Say my name,” I order, never breaking my rhythm as I drive into her, each thrust bringing us both closer to the edge.

“Fuck… Aaron!” she screams as another orgasm tears through her, her body shaking violently beneath me.

As Mila’s second climax washes over her, I revel with pride and keep pounding into her pussy. I can feel the tension building deep within me, my need for release growing more desperate with each thrust into Mila’s eager and willing body.

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

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

Her words are gasoline on the fire raging within me, pushing me past the point of no return. I grip her hips tightly, driving myself as deep as I can, seeking some form of solace in the depths of her heat.

“Fuck!” I cry out, stars exploding behind my eyelids as my climax tears through me like a freight train. I feel the waves of pleasure crash over me as I empty myself into her, filling her with everything I have.

As the last remnants of my orgasm fade, my body goes limp, exhaustion overtaking me. With great effort, I roll off of Mila and collapse onto the bed beside her, our breathing ragged and heavy.

“Jesus Christ, Aaron,” Mila pants, her chest heaving as she tries to catch her breath. “I’ve never experienced anything like that before.”

A small, satisfied smile plays on my lips as I glance over at her, her body glistening with perspiration and evidence of our passion.

“Your cock…” she breathes, “…is amazing.”

“Shit,” I say. “I’ll have to come over more often.”

“Yeah…” Mila replies as she brings her lips to my ear. “And next time, I’ll let you fuck me in the ass!”
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