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Satisfying My Friend’s Cheerleader MILF Mom


Chapter 1

The electric energy of the professional football stadium hits me like a tidal wave, adrenaline surging through my veins as I make my way through the roaring crowd. I can’t help but feel invigorated, alive even – this is where I belong.

Walking through the corridors of the professional stadium is a dream. As the quarterback of my high school’s football team, I can only fantasize about going pro one day.

Recently, Bryan – my teammate – and I turned 18 years old, so his mom bought us tickets to our first pro football game. However, coming with Bryan wasn’t the main motivation to join. Instead, it was his mother. Or, to be more precise, his MILF mother: Jessica. Jessica is the head cheerleader for this professional football team, and – damn it all to hell – she is the definition of a MILF fantasy.

With blonde hair, big tits, blue eyes, and a body to die for, she is one hot babe. Even in her late thirties, she possesses the face of a model and the body of a college cheerleader. And she loves wearing skimpy clothes around town, turning heads wherever she goes. Last time I saw her in a bikini at Bryan’s house I nearly blew my load on the spot. Jessica is the MILF fantasy of every guy in my high school, and I’ve lost count of the times I’ve jerked off to her pictures.

“Where the hell is Bryan?” I mutter under my breath, scanning the sea of faces for any sign of my friend.

Giving up for the moment, I pull out my phone and decide to enjoy one of my favorite pastimes: checking out Jessica’s social media page. Jessica, being the smoking hot MILF she is, never fails to post pictures that get my blood pumping.

As I swipe through her profile, my eyes widen at the provocative images she so shamelessly shares with the world. There she is, bent over the hood of a sportscar in a skintight cheerleading uniform, her perfect ass practically begging to be touched. With her head turned toward the camera, she gives the viewer a sultry wink.

Another photo shows her stretching before a game. She sits on the grassy field in her skimpy cheerleading outfit. With her long legs spread wide, she reveals the panties she’s wearing under her skirt. And her massive tits are spilling out of her top, leaving very little to the imagination. My cock twitches involuntarily, already imagining what it’d be like to have her lips wrapped around my cock.

Jessica’s posts are bombarded with comments from thirsty men clamoring for her attention, each one more explicit than the last.

Fuck, I’d love to bury my face in those Doulbe D tits – one commenter writes.

I bet she can deepthroat like a champ. She’s probably sucked off the entire football team – another chimes in.

The filthy comments keep pouring in, and I can’t stop reading them.

I’d spank that tight ass while taking you from behind. Then I’d have you slobber all over my cock – another follower writes, painting a picture that sends a shiver up my spine.

Why don’t you let me slide my cock between your big tits? – another commenter's posts.

“Fuck,” I curse under my breath, feeling a tightness in my pants as my cock strains against the fabric. The overwhelming urge to reach down and relieve this pressure becomes almost unbearable, but I know I must resist – at least for now.

The naughty remarks continue to flood my vision, and I feel my resolve crumbling, the desire to touch myself growing stronger by the second. Each explicit word wraps around my mind like a vice, drawing me deeper into the dark abyss of lust and passion.

Still reeling from the explicit comments and provocative images of Jessica, I walk into an empty corridor in the stadium. I spot a bathroom and quickly enter it to relieve myself. Slipping my phone in my pocket, I look up. Wait, this isn’t a bathroom. I’m…

…I’m in the cheerleader’s locker room. All around me is an empty locker room filled with pompoms, cheerleading outfits, and ribbons. The unmistakable scent of perfume and sweat fills my nostrils, alerting me to my mistake.

“Shit,” I mutter, realizing where I’ve walked into. I need to –

Footsteps. Approaching quickly.

Panic seizes me, and I quickly dart into a nearby closet, my heart pounding like a jackhammer in my chest.

The sound of the door opening cuts through the silence, and I hold my breath as I listen.

“Steven, I don’t know how many times we have to discuss this!” Jessica’s voice, laced with frustration, echoes throughout the locker room. “I need more from you, Steven – more passion, more excitement!”

Steven. That’s her husband’s name.

My eyes widen as I peer through the slats of the closet door, catching sight of Jessica standing there in her slutty cheerleader outfit. The clothing leaves little to the imagination. The tight fabric hugs her generous curves. Her top seems to only cover just enough of her tits to keep her nipples hidden, and her skirt does not even reach the bottom of her perfect ass. A ribbon is tied into her long, blonde locks. My cock throbs painfully at the sight.

“Every night it’s the same thing, Steven,” she says. With her hands on her hips, her tits thrust forward and strain against the thin fabric of her top. She paces back and forth, her words heavy with emotion. “I want to feel desired, not like some chore you have to perform.”

“Damn,” I whisper, my lust for her growing with each syllable she speaks. I can’t help but agree with those dirty comments on her profile – anyone who has this woman should be worshiping her body.

My breathing grows shallow as I listen, my arousal reaching unbearable heights. The sound of her voice, the raw honesty in her words – it sends shivers down my spine. Unzipping my pants, I release my throbbing erection, stroking myself in time with her heated argument.

“I’m trying my best,” Steven replies, his voice echoing from the phone speaker.

“Well, your best sure as hell isn’t making me orgasm!” she retorts.

I stroke myself faster…

“Steven, it’s pathetic,” she spits out.

And faster…

“Your cock is so small, I can barely feel it inside me.”

And faster still.

“You just pump two strokes, cum inside me, and then turn around and sleep. And I have to finger myself just to feel anything!”

From my hiding place, I watch as the anger in Jessica’s eyes intensifies. She continues to berate her husband, her words like poison, dripping with frustration.

“You don’t have to be so fucking condescending!” Steven yells back. “You’re the one who posts all those slutty pictures on the internet!”

“Because it’s the only way I feel alive, Steven!”

My hand moves faster as I imagine all the things I’d do to her. Pictures of her bound beneath me, begging for release, flash through my mind.

“Whatever! And if sex with me is so bad, maybe you should find someone else to satisfy you, then!”

“Maybe I will,” Jessica retorts, her voice cold and unyielding. With a huff, she ends the call.

My cock pulses in my hand, desperate for more.

The sound of her footsteps draws closer, and my breath catches in my throat. I struggle to maintain control over my heavy panting, terrified she’ll discover me. But at the same time, a part of me craves her discovery – the danger, the potential consequences only fueling my desire.

My strokes slow as Jessica nears the closet, each step echoing like a thunderclap in my ears. An electrifying mix of excitement and fear surges through me, leaving me on edge.

I’m so close… so close to –

The closet door swings open, light pouring in, and I freeze – caught, exposed.

“Aaron!”

“J-Jessica!” I exclaim, my cock in my hand and facing her.

“What the fuck are you doing in here?”

“I-I’m so sorry! I didn’t mean to…”

Jessica’s blue eyes widen as they lock onto my throbbing cock, her momentary shock giving way to a predatory smile.

“Looks like someone couldn’t help himself,” she purrs, her gaze flicking up to meet mine.

“Jessica, I… I’m so sorry,” I stammer, trying to cover myself up. But there’s no hiding it now; she knows what I’ve been doing – watching her, stroking myself, indulging in forbidden fantasies.

“Sorry?” She steps closer, her slutty cheerleader outfit hugging every curve of her flawless body. “I don’t think you’re sorry at all. In fact, I think you enjoyed listening to me.”

Her words send shivers down my spine.

“And,” she continues, “I think you’re enjoying the sight of my big tits in this tight outfit, aren’t you?”

I stand there, eyes wide. Is she flirting with me while my naked cock is in front of her?

“Don’t be shy now,” she says as she steps closer. “It’s not like I haven’t caught you jerking off to my pictures before.”

“You… really?”

She winks, and my expression turns into a smile.

“Can you blame me?” I confess, feeling my shame morph into raw desire. “You’re so fucking hot.”

“Good,” she breathes, her eyes flashing with lust. “I’m glad you’re here.”

I watch as her gaze drifts down to my cock.

“Because a cock like yours is just what I need right now.”

“Really?” I ask, barely able to believe it. Sure, we’d flirted before, but this? This was something else entirely.

“Really,” she confirms, stepping even closer, our bodies mere inches apart.

Her scent fills my nostrils, intoxicating and irresistible. My cock twitches, aching for her touch. Reaching out, she wraps her slender fingers around my shaft. The sensation is electric, sending jolts of pleasure coursing through me.

“Holy fuck,” I gasp, overcome by the intensity of her touch, my hips bucking forward in anticipation. My cock throbs with need as she gently strokes my dick with her soft fingers, massaging me with just the perfect amount of pressure.

But she doesn’t stop there. Instead, she leans in, pressing her plush lips against mine in a searing kiss. My heart races as Jessica’s soft lips crash into mine, our mouths open in a heated exchange of desire. Her tongue explores my mouth, dancing with mine, our breaths mingling in the close confines of the humid locker room.

Jessica’s tongue tangles with mine, and I can taste the sweetness of her cherry chapstick as she devours me. Her body presses against me, every curve locking into place as if we were made for each other. Her nipples harden against my chest, pushing through the thin fabric of our clothes.

My hands find their way to her soft skin, exploring every inch of her toned body. One hand groping her plump ass and squeezing her soft skin, my opposite hand grabs the back of her neck, deepening our kiss. She grinds her warm crotch against my naked cock, sending shivers down my spine. Her skin is warm and soft to the touch.

Her fingers grip my hair tighter as she also deepens the kiss, pulling me closer with a strength that surprises me. My cock throbs in her hand, leaking pre-cum onto the floor. She doesn’t seem to mind, though – in fact, it only seems to fuel her desire.

“Mmm,” she moans into my mouth. “Your cock is so fucking big.”

I groan in response, lost in the haze of lust and need. Her sweet scent envelops me, making it impossible to think straight. She feels so good – so right – against me.

“Shit, Aaron,” she moans, her hands gripping my shoulders, “Your cock is so fucking big. So much bigger than any of these football players I fuck around with.”

The thought of this married MILF bending over for other men excites me. Our bodies press together like magnets, the heat between us nearly unbearable.

My hand continues squeezing her ass. She moans into my mouth. My dick throbs, begging for attention, and it seems she can sense my need. She breaks our kiss, blue eyes smoldering with seductive intent.

“Let me take care of you,” she purrs into my ear.

She drops to her knees before me. My cock springs free, standing proud and throbbing with need. Her eyes widen as she takes in the sight.

“Such a beautiful cock,” Jessica marvels, her fingers wrapping around my girth, stroking me slowly.

She leans forward, her lips brushing against the sensitive tip, sending shivers down my spine. Instinctively, I let out a low moan, urging her on. Without further hesitation, she wraps her lips around my cock. Jessica’s warmth encases me as she eagerly takes my cock, her lips sliding up and down my length, and her tongue swirling around the head.

I can hardly believe this is happening – my best friend’s MILF mom is sucking my cock.

“Fuck, Jessica!” I gasp, my hands instinctively reaching for her blonde locks.

She gags at the intrusion, tears forming in her eyes, but doesn’t break her stride. Instead, she continues to work her magic, expertly deepthroating me, her tongue swirling around my shaft.

The warmth of her throat and mouth caresses my shaft, each sensation amplifying the pleasure coursing through my veins. My hips thrust forward instinctively, seeking more of her tantalizing mouth. Her lips and tongue work together in perfect harmony, sucking and licking every inch of my cock.

My mind races, consumed by the sensations of her skilled mouth and the intoxicating scent of her perfume. Jessica’s fingers gently massage my balls, rolling them in her teasing grip as she sucks harder on my shaft, taking me deeper into her warmth. My mind goes blank with each stroke of her tongue against my frenulum, every suckle sending shockwaves through my system.

Her hands grip my ass cheeks firmly and pull me deeper into her mouth, taking every inch of me inside before slurping noisily away. Up and down she bobs, driving me wild with pleasure as if she were born to do this. Her tongue swirls around the sensitive spot under the head while her fingers tighten on my ass. Jessica’s rhythm quickens, each movement accompanied by soft clicks against her throat echoing through the small space we occupy.

The intensity of her mouth on me, the sight of her blue eyes looking up at me with a mix of submission and desire, sparks something wild within me. Grasping fistfuls of her soft blonde hair, I take control and hold her head in place as I aggressively thrust into her mouth.

“Fuck, Jessica, you’re such a good cocksucker,” I growl, my voice dripping with lust, as I face-fuck her.

She moans in response, the vibrations sending shivers down my spine. Her lips wrap tightly around my shaft, and I push deeper into her throat, my balls slapping against her chin with each thrust. The sounds echo through the small room – slurps mixed with moans intertwining into one loud symphony of pleasure and desire.

“Take it all, you dirty slut,” I command, my hips driving forward.

She gags but continues to suck me off like a pro, her hands gripping my thighs for balance as I continue thrusting into her mouth. The wet sounds of her mouth on me fill the locker room, echoing off the walls, making it even more erotic.

My moans grow louder with every thrust, echoing off the steel lockers. She looks up at me with hooded eyes, challenging me to go faster or harder or deeper – anything but holding back. I grip her hair tighter and pound into that warmth, reveling in the wet sounds and smacking slaps against her face as she takes all eight inches without a struggle. With every thrust, I feel myself getting closer to the edge, our eyes locked onto each other’s.

My thoughts are consumed by the sinful act happening before me, unable to believe that Bryan’s mom, the gorgeous cheerleader MILF, is on her knees servicing me like no one else ever has. I can’t help but wonder how many football players she’s blown in this locker room.

“Your husband doesn’t know what he’s missing out on,” I taunt her, my words laced with a cruel satisfaction. “You were made for sucking cocks.”

Her eyes flash with a mixture of defiance and pride, urging me to continue. It’s clear that she enjoys being dominated, and I’m more than willing to fulfill her fantasies.

The heat of her breath on my cock, mingling with the droplets of saliva as they trail down my shaft, is almost unbearable. Her eyes lock onto mine, filled with a fiery determination as she takes me deeper and deeper into her throat.

“Fuck… I’m gonna cum,” I grunt, my grip tightening in her hair. She doesn’t falter, continuing to work her mouth around my throbbing length, eager for what’s coming.

My cock comes out of her mouth with a loud pop. Gasping for air, she positions her face right in front of my dick, her face ready for my load.

With a guttural moan, I reach my limit, releasing hot ropes of cum onto Jessica’s beautiful face. It splatters across her cheeks and forehead, dripping down onto her plump lips. The sight of her, marked by my own desire, sends a wild thrill through me – a sense of conquest that only heightens my lust.

“Look at you now,” I taunt, my voice laced with satisfaction. “Covered in my cum like the filthy slut you are.”

Jessica wipes the sticky mess from her face, a wicked smile playing on her lips. She licks her fingers clean, savoring the taste before finally speaking up.

“You’re a hell of a stud,” she purrs, her eyes glinting with scandalous intent. “But we’re far from done.”


Chapter 2

The taste of my cum still lingers on her lips as Jessica looks up at me, her slutty cheerleading uniform barely covering her voluptuous body. Having wiped my cum off her face, Jessica’s hand wraps around my cock, stroking it back to life with the skill of a seasoned seductress.

“Yeah, bitch… that’s it,” I moan, biting my lip as she strokes me.

Her touch is electric, sending waves of pleasure coursing through my veins. Her uniform clings to her drenched skin, emphasizing every curve and contour of her body. My heart races faster in anticipation as our eyes lock in a heated gaze. Jessica’s breasts bounce slightly with each stroke of my shaft, making a delightful sight. With every stroke, she drags out another moan from me that echoes through the room.

“Fuck, you’re so horny,” she purrs, her blue eyes locked onto mine.

“Can’t help it when I’m with a hot bitch like you,” I reply, feeling my erection grow under her experienced touch. As an 18-year-old high school quarterback, I’ve had my fair share of action, but nothing compares to this forbidden encounter with a married MILF like Jessica.

She grins wickedly, her hand moving faster now, and I can feel myself getting harder by the second. “What do you want to do to me, baby?” she asks, her voice dripping with lust.

“I want to bend you over that bench.”

“Then what are you waiting for?” she teases, releasing my now rock-hard cock from her grasp.

Wasting no time, I grab her hips and guide her towards the locker room bench, positioning her so that her round ass is facing me. She bends willingly, her body eager for the passionate pounding that awaits us both.

My hands move with purpose, swiftly lifting her skirt to reveal lacey panties that barely conceal her swollen, glistening pussy.

“Fuck, you’re so wet,” I growl as I shift her panties to the side, my mind drifting to the countless fantasies I had imagined about this very moment.

“Stuff my slutty pussy with your cock,” Jessica begs, her voice desperate and needy.

“Hell, yeah,” I reply, positioning myself behind her, my cock throbbing with anticipation.

In one swift motion, I ram my hips forward, burying myself to the hilt inside her tight, warm pussy as she gasps in pleasure. The wet, sultry sound of our bodies meeting fills the room as I begin to move back and forth, my hands gripping her hips firmly. I can feel the heat emanating from her skin, and it only fuels my passion.

“Fuck!” she gasps, her fingers clawing at the bench as I fill her completely. Her tight, wet heat engulfs me, sending shivers down my spine. “Yes! Ugh!”

“Take it, bitch!” I growl. Leaning forward,

Her lush tits and ass jiggle with every thrust, and I groan in delight as I watch her uniform top stretch across her full breasts. Her nipples harden underneath, poking against the fabric as they grow slick with sweat from our intense lovemaking.

“Yes! Baby! You… feel… amazing! Yes!” she pants, looking back at me with lust-filled eyes.

“I’m going to mark your pussy forever,” I say, my voice low and husky.

I keep thrusting into her, each movement more powerful than the last. The slapping sound of our skin colliding echoes through the room, mingling with our heavy breaths and moans.

“Harder! Fuck!” she urges, her voice breathless as each word is capped by the sound of my balls slapping against her skin, “Pound me! Fuck me! Shit!”

My grip on her hips tightens as I give in to my basest instincts, fucking her with wild abandon, our moans echoing through the empty locker room.

“Y-yes!” she screams, her body arching in response to my unrelenting assault, “That’s it! Fuck me – yes! With that – shit! Big fucking cock!”

As I thrust into Jessica’s pussy, her uniform top clings to her sweaty skin. She leans back against me, moaning loudly, her fingernails scraping against the bench as she takes every inch of my cock.

“Fuck! Yes! Yes!” she pants between gasps, each syllable punctuated by the rhythmic slapping of our skin echoing through the locker room. Her words only fuel my desire, pushing me to fuck her harder, faster.

“You’re one slutty MILF,” I growl, my voice filled with primal hunger. I can’t get enough of her – every thrust drives me closer to the edge of oblivion, and I know she feels it, too.

The sounds of our bodies colliding echo throughout the locker room – the slap of skin on skin, the grunts and groans of pleasure. It’s like an erotic symphony playing just for us. I grip her hips tighter, holding her close as I drive deeper inside her with each thrust. Her wet heat surrounds me, clutching at my cock like a vice grip.

“Harder! Baby! Don’t stop!” she screams, nails digging into the bench beneath her. I oblige, relishing in the way her body responds to my every touch, every rough caress.

My hand snakes up her back, fingers tangling in her golden locks. I yank her head back, exposing the delicate curve of her neck, flushed with unrestrained passion.

“Fuck!” she screams. “That’s it! Baby! That’s it!”

“You like being my bitch?” I ask, breath hot against her ear.

“Yes – yes – yes!” she whimpers.

I keep pounding into her, her entire body trembling with anticipation. My other hand comes down on her ass, leaving a red imprint in its wake. She cries out in a mixture of pain and pleasure, the sound driving me wild.

“Again! More!” she begs, her voice desperate and needy.

I spank her once more, harder this time, eliciting another delicious moan from her lips.

“Please, baby,” she pleads, “I need you to fuck me until I can’t walk.”

My heart races, blood pounding in my ears as I give in to the raw, unbridled lust coursing through my veins. Our bodies collide with unrestrained force, a symphony of primal desire playing out in the empty locker room.

Her pussy squeezes around me like a fist repeatedly pulling on my cock; each contraction sending shockwaves of pleasure straight to my brain. Every so often she throws her head back in ecstasy as she moans, her screams rattling the lockers.

As we build towards our climaxes, Jessica reaches behind herself and starts rubbing at her clit vigorously. Her fingers dance across the sensitive nub while she whimpers and pants beneath me. Her body shudders as an orgasm washes over her, causing waves of pleasure to ripple through her.

The air is heavy with the scent of sweat and sex, Jessica’s gasps for breath a sweet melody to my ears. I revel in her pleasure, my cock buried deep inside her as she writhes beneath me. But just as I’m about to thrust deeper into her, a harsh buzzing interrupts our symphony.

“Fuck,” she breathes, glancing at her phone on a nearby bench. “It’s Steven.”

“Your husband?” I ask. My grip tightens on her hips, possessive and unyielding.

“Y-yeah,” she stammers, her cheeks flushed with desire. A wicked grin spreads across her face as she reaches for the phone. “I have an idea…”

I see the temptation dance in her eyes, and I find myself unable to resist.

“Don’t stop fucking me,” she orders with a coy smile, lifting the phone to her face.

The screen lights up as the call begins. On the other side of the call is her husband, oblivious to the sin being committed right under his nose.

“Hey babe,” Jessica purrs, biting her lip to suppress a moan as I slide back inside her, careful not to reveal my presence.

“Hey honey, how’s the preparation for the game?” Steven asks.

I can’t help but smirk, thrusting harder into Jessica, drawing stifled cries from her lips.

“Amazing, babe,” she replies, maintaining eye contact with me, fighting to keep her voice steady. “I’m really giving it my all tonight.”

“Good to hear,” he says, completely unaware of the fact that his wife has another man’s cock buried in her pussy.

My pace quickens, each thrust a testament to my dominance over this woman who belongs to another man. Jessica’s eyes start to glaze over as I continue to pound into her. The sound of our bodies colliding rises above the conversation, and I know Steven must be straining to hear every word.

“I’m sorry about our earlier argument, babe,” Stevens says. “I… I just want to be enough for you.”

“No… no worries! Fuck!” she hisses as my balls slap against her skin, my cock plowing deep into her pussy. “I think I’ve found – shit! A way to manage – yes!”

“That’s great, babe,” Steven replies, oblivious to the double entendre. Meanwhile, I continue pounding into his wife, my balls slapping against her skin, sending shivers of ecstasy coursing through our bodies.

Pulling my cock out of her pussy, I waste no time yanking Jessica away from the bench and slamming her against a nearby locker. The cold metal bites into her back, but she doesn’t care – she craves more. My grip on her waist is firm and unyielding as she wraps her legs around me and locks her ankles behind my back.

“Yeah, baby!” she purrs in my ear. “Fuck me.”

One hand holding her up by her ass, my free hand gropes her perfect tits. They’re soft in my hands. Thrusting into her with renewed vigor, our bodies collide against the unforgiving locker, creating a cacophony of lustful sounds that fill the empty room. I can’t help but devour her mouth in a passionate kiss. Every thrust ends when my balls slap against her skin.

“Yes! Yes!” she moans into my ear.

Still groping her tits as I kiss her jawline, my cock throbs at her words, driving me to plow into her with even more intensity. Her moans into my ear grow louder, echoing off the walls and mingling with the sound of our skin slapping together.

“Are you okay?” Steven asks, concerned by the tone of her voice. “You sound weird.”

“Everything’s fine, babe… fuck!” Jessica replies, biting back a moan as I hit a particularly sensitive spot. Her breath comes out in short pants as the phone call continues, her voice quivering. “Just a little out of breath – shit! From my stretch – yes!”

“Stretch, huh?” Steven said. “You don’t usually sound this… breathless.”

“It’s this… this new damn stretch!” Jessica counters, her voice laced with innuendo as she struggles to keep up the façade. “The equipment I’ve got… it’s long… and hard… fuck!

My heart pounds in my chest at the thrill of our secret sin. Her skin slaps against me with each thrust, driving me wild with lust. Every stroke of my cock against her G-spot sends shockwaves of pleasure through her body that threaten to shatter her world.

“Alright,” Steven concedes. “By the way, I’ve got to tell you something that happened at work today.”

Jessica mutes her phone as Steven drones on. She looks back at me, her eyes burning with desire, begging me to keep thrusting into her.

“Show me who I really belong to,” she whispers, her voice filled with longing. “Pound my pussy! Give me a dicking I won’t forget!”

“So today I ate breakfast with my friend, Mike” Steven says.

“Fuck! Yes! Fuck me!” Jessica cries.

“And Mike and I got talking…”

“Harder! Yes! Yes!”

“I was telling him about how lucky I am to have a loyal wife like you…”

“Make me your bitch! Make me your whore!”

“You’re always so caring. So dutiful.”

“Treat me like a cheap hooker!”

“Always having my back.”

“Fuck me! Yes! Yes! Yes!”

I continue pounding her pussy, my balls slapping against her skin.

“Make me–”

I pound harder.

“Your little–”

And harder.

“Slutty–”

And harder still.

“Cum dumpster – yes! Yes! Mother fucking yes!”

My muscles tense, my body trembling with the need for release. Jessica’s tightness grips me like a vice, urging me closer to the edge with every powerful thrust. The sight of her like this, flushed and panting, fuels my desire even more.

Her back arches, as she throws her head back with a primal scream. “Fuck! Shit! Fuck!”

Her pussy’s walls clamp down on my cock as a powerful orgasm overtakes her, sending shockwaves through her body that even I feel. The locker room echoes with our rhythmic groans and grunts, amplifying the intensity of our fucking.

I continue slamming into her pussy relentlessly, feeling my balls smack against her skin with every stroke. I dig my fingers into those soft globes of flesh that quiver under my touch. The world around us is reduced to our dirty dance against the dumpster.

“Fuck, Aaron… you’re so… so fucking… good…” Jessica moans, her voice dripping with lust.

Hearing her words, I can’t help but feel victorious, knowing that I have conquered this horny MILF.

My grip on her hips tightens, the urgency in my movements escalating. “You ready for my cum, bitch?” I growl, my voice rough with arousal.

“Give it to me, baby… cover my slutty little face,” she begs, her eyes filled with sinful anticipation.

With one final, powerful thrust, I pull out of her, my cock throbbing as I unleash a hot torrent of cum onto her beautiful face. I watch, my chest heaving with each ragged breath, as my seed marks her as my own. It is a primal, possessive act that sends a shiver down my spine.

“And anyway,” Steven finishes, still droning on about his day. “That was my day.”

“Wow, honey,” Jessica says into the phone as she leans forward and gives my cock a wet kiss. “That’s so…”

I watch the MILF – her face drenched in my cum like a cheap hooker – kiss my cock and suck on my balls.

“…interesting,” she finishes before opening her mouth and wrapping her lips around my cock.

“Thanks, babe. Well, I’ll let you get back to your… uh, stretching. Love you.”

“Wuv… woo… too…” Jessica mumbles into the phone, her words muffled as my cock stuffs her mouth. Seeing this slutty babe tell her husband she loves him while she is covered in my cum and sucking on my cock almost makes me hard again.

A wicked smile plays on her lips as she ends the call. Her husband, none the wiser, will never know how thoroughly his wife has just been fucked by another man right under his nose.

“Damn, bitch,” I say. “You’re one horny MILF.”

“You’re right,” she nuzzles her cheek against my cock. “And you’re just the bull to break me in.”

Panting, chests heaving, we collapse against each other, the cold metal of the lockers pressing into our sweat-slicked skin. Jessica’s eyes sparkle with mischief and satisfaction, her fingers tracing lazy circles on my chest.

“Fuck, Aaron,” she whispers, her voice sultry and breathless, “that was… incredible.”

“Hell yeah,” I agree, grinning as I brush a stray blonde hair from her face.

Her blue eyes fix on mine, dancing with a newfound hunger. “You know what? This is going to be our new pre-game ritual.”

“Damn right,” I say, smirking at the thought of indulging in this forbidden pleasure again and again.

“Exactly,” she purrs, running her fingers through my hair. “Every game day, we’ll meet here… just like this. You’ll fuck me senseless, and nobody will ever know.”

A shiver runs down my spine, the thrill of our secret pact sending waves of excitement coursing through me. I lean in, my lips brushing against her ear as I whisper, “I can’t fucking wait.”


Fun with My Girlfriend’s MILF Mom


Chapter 1

The dim light casts shadows across Olivia’s body as we kiss on the car hood, our desires consuming us. Her soft lips taste like sin, and I can’t get enough.

“Aaron,” she whispers breathlessly, her voice dripping with lust.

I groan in response, my hands gripping her waist.

She’s a vision of beauty, with her blonde hair cascading down her back like a golden waterfall. Her perky tits strain against the fabric of her tight top, begging to be touched. She’s a gymnast, and it shows in every curve of her toned body – slender yet powerful. A goddess.

I’m the star football player at our school, my athletic build honed through countless hours on the field. My muscles tense as I press myself against her, feeling the heat radiate from her body.

Our bodies meld together, our make-out session mirroring the two horny 18-year-olds we are. In this dimly lit parking lot, I relish the feeling of her soft lips entwined with mine. My heart races as I devour her mouth, my hands tracing down her sides and exploring every inch of her body, seeking out her curves. She responds with equally passionate fervor, her fingers raking through my hair and digging into my scalp as she pulls me closer. Her moan escapes into my mouth.

The night air is cool against my skin, but Olivia’s body pressed against mine sends a jolt of heat through me. My hands roam her body, exploring every curve and contour, fingertips tracing the outline of her toned stomach. Her breath hitches as I cup her perky tits, feeling the undeniable hardness of her nipples beneath my touch.

My free hand moves down to cup her ass, squeezing gently before sliding upward to rest on her lower back. She arches into my touch, pushing herself even closer against me. Her lips part wider as I explore her neck with gentle nibbles that send shivers down both our spines.

“Shit, you’re so fucking hot,” I growl, my lust growing with each passing second.

“Aaron,” she moans, the sound sending a shiver down my spine. “I want to feel you inside me.”

As we break apart for air, she looks deep into my eyes. Her eyes flash with desire, urging me to push further. I can’t resist the temptation; her body is a playground I can’t wait to explore. As my hand slips beneath the waistband of her shorts, she bites her lip, anticipation coursing through her veins.

“Please,” she pants, her voice thick with need. “Fuck me, Aaron. I want to feel you in my pussy.”

I bend Olivia over the hood of my car, her hands gripping the edges as she arches her back in anticipation. Reaching under her skirt I rip her panties off, revealing her wet pussy. She looks back at me, a wicked grin spreading across her face.

“Fuck me like a horny slut,” she challenges, her voice dripping with seduction.

The night breeze caresses my skin, heightening the electric anticipation coursing through my veins. Unzipping my jeans, I pull out my throbbing cock and give it a few quick strokes. I position myself behind Olivia, her perfect ass on full display before me. The scent of her arousal fills the air, driving me to the brink of madness.

“Stuff it right in my tight pussy,” she breathes, her hips swaying teasingly as she arches her back, inviting me in.

With a predatory growl, I thrust into her, our bodies colliding in perfect harmony. She gasps at the sensation, her moans mixing with the whisper of the wind around us. We move together, our rhythm primal and urgent.

“Fuck, Aaron… yes,” Olivia hisses between gritted teeth, her hands gripping the car hood even tighter. Her muscles clench around me, urging me deeper.

“Shit, you feel incredible,” I pant, lost in the intoxicating heat of her body. My mind swims with carnal thoughts, each thrust igniting a fire within me that threatens to consume us both.

“Harder! Yes! Ugh!” she moans, her voice pleading and desperate. “That’s it! Yes! Yes!”

I push into her with renewed vigor, my instincts taking over as we lose ourselves in the raw passion of the moment. Sweat beads on our skin, glistening in the faint light of the moon above.

As I slam into her harder, Olivia’s grip on the car hood tightens. She cries out in pleasure, a mix of pain and ecstasy that echoes through the parking lot. Her skin glistens in the dim light, her cheeks flushed with desire. Her breathing becomes ragged as I pick up the pace, my muscles tense beneath her touch. Her piercing eyes lock onto mine, full of trust and lust.

“Yes! Yes! Yes! Shit!” she cries out.

My lips find her neck again as my hands explore every inch of her body, tracing patterns on her back and ass while I plunge deeper inside her warmth. The slap of our flesh against the car hood fills the air as I fuck her.

Her moans become sloppy and uninhibited now. She throws her head back as if lost in a trance as our bodies sync like two well-oiled machines made for this very moment. The sound of skin slapping against skin mingles with heavy breaths filling the night air; it’s hotter than an inferno now.

“Aaron, I’m so close,” Olivia whimpers, her body trembling with anticipation. I can feel her impending climax, her muscles tightening around me with each thrust.

Olivia’s moans grow louder, more intense, until she finally shatters beneath me, her orgasm crashing through her like a tidal wave. She screams my name, her head thrown back in ecstasy.

“Aaron! Fuck! Yes!”

Our movements become erratic, our bodies slick with sweat as we chase the blissful edge of our shared pleasure. Our breaths and moans become one with the night breeze. Together, we drown in the intoxicating depths of our passion, the raw intensity of our connection pushing us further and further into uncharted territory.

The moon casts a silvery glow over Olivia’s face, her cheeks flushed and lips parted as she pants for breath. My hands move to her hips, steadying her as I lean in for one last searing kiss.

“I'm going to blow my load all over your slutty face,” I say, the words barely above a whisper.

“Do it, Aaron,” she murmurs, her eyes locked onto mine with a fiery intensity that sends a shiver down my spine.

With a final, guttural groan, I pull out and release myself onto her beautiful face. My hot essence splatters across her porcelain skin, leaving a primal mark of ownership that makes my heart race with exhilaration.

“Fuck, Aaron… that was…” Olivia trails off, her voice filled with awe as she reaches up to touch the warm streaks on her cheeks.

“Amazing,” I agree, my chest heaving as I struggle to catch my breath. The taste of victory mingles with the salty tang of sweat, and I can’t help but feel a sense of pride at our carnal conquest.

“I’m going to wear your cum all night,” she replies.

“Fuck, that’s hot,” I breathe. “You–”

A flicker of movement catches my eye. There, lurking in the shadows, is…

Angelina – my girlfriend’s mom. My girlfriend’s sexy MILF mom, to be precise. Her eyes are fixed on the erotic scene unfolding before her, and I can see the mix of desire and curiosity that dances within their depths. Olivia doesn’t notice her, too lost in her post-orgasmic haze to register anything beyond our entwined bodies.

My heart hammers in my chest as Angelina’s eyes pierce mine, and I feel a renewed surge of pleasure course through my veins. The rush of being watched, the thrill of the forbidden, grips me tighter than any lover ever could.

“Aaron, what’s wrong?” Olivia asks, her concern punctuating the night air.

“Nothing,” I lie, still looking at Angelina.

Angelina’s lips curl into a wicked smile as she watches us both with an unmistakable twinkle in her eyes. She licks her lips slowly, savoring the memory of our encounter while brushing her long brown hair away from her bare shoulder. Her tanned skin glistens, her plump breasts swaying enticingly with every move she makes.

A low-cut, crimson dress adorns her voluptuous figure, delicately tracing the curves of her body and ending just above her knees. Over this dress, a sheer black shawl drapes around her slender shoulders, creating an aura of mystique that only enhances her seductiveness. Her black stilettos are silent against the marble floor, a testament to the grace she possesses.

Her fingers dance along the hem of the shawl, fingers moving like a pianist playing an unseen symphony. I’m entranced, and the heat rises in my face as I feel Olivia’s breath against my skin, obliviously lost in her own world of pleasure while my eyes remain locked with Angelina’s.

Angelina raises a hand and slowly brings a finger to her lips, her nails painted a deep red that matches her sultry dress. Closing her eyes for a moment, she pouts her luscious lips and then blows me a sultry kiss.

With one last suggestive wink, Angelina turns on her heel and walks away from us. The swaying of her hips is almost hypnotic in nature as I watch her retreat into the shadows from which she came.

“…holy shit,” I whisper.

“Hey, baby,” Olivia pants.

I look back at my girlfriend.

“You’re coming over tonight, right?” she asks.

“Hell yeah, babe.”


Chapter 2

The low hum of conversation washes over me as I sit at the dinner table. Olivia and her dad – Brett – sit across the table. Meanwhile, Angelina – my girlfriend’s MILF mom sits next to me. A soft glow from the chandelier above illuminates her face, her piercing eyes locked on mine.

I haven’t said a word to Angelina since she saw me fucking Oliva earlier today, and neither has she. I’ve barely made eye contact with her. I thought she would tell Brett or say something – anything – to me to let me know why she was watching me pound Olivia. However, she’s been completely silent.

But here she is… sitting next to me at the dinner table.

“Great game tonight, Aaron,” Brett says, pulling me from my thoughts. “You really nailed that touchdown.”

“Thanks, Brett.” I can’t help but glance at Angelina, catching her seductive smirk.

“Your skills were impressive out there, Aaron,” she says, her voice like a siren’s call. “I couldn’t keep my eyes off you.”

“Really?” I try to sound casual, but my pulse quickens under her intense gaze.

“Absolutely,” she purrs, her hand slowly inching toward my lap under the table.

What is she trying to–

My eyes widen when her hand slips into my shorts. I feel her soft skin wrap around my cock before she takes my cock out of my shorts.

Angelina – my girlfriend’s mom… she is holding my cock.

I freeze, feeling the heat radiating from her touch as she boldly tightens her grip of my cock. My breath hitches in my throat as she teasingly strokes my growing erection.

Her fingers glide up and down over the length of my shaft slowly, teasingly, as if she’s conducting an invisible symphony of pleasure. Her eyes never leave mine, challenging me to say something or stop her.

“Uh… yeah, Brett, th-thanks,” I stammer, trying to maintain eye contact with Brett while his wife’s deft fingers work their magic beneath the tablecloth.

“Is everything okay?” Olivia asks, concern etching her features.

“Y-yeah, just… excited about the win,” I manage to croak out, beads of sweat forming on my brow.

“Of course, of course,” Brett nods, returning to his meal. “We’re all proud of you, Aaron.”

I take another bite of my food, trying to suppress the moans that threaten to escape my lips as Angelina’s hand continues its teasing movements. Under the table, she increases her pace now, rubbing me faster and harder as if daring me to protest. Every brush of her fingers against my sensitive skin sends shivers down my spine, and I can feel my arousal growing stronger by the second.

My father talks about work while Angelina continues to stroke me; her touch sends delicious chills through my body. I shift uncomfortably in my seat, struggling not to moan out loud from the feeling alone. She must sense my discomfort because it only makes her squeeze my dick tighter.

Angelina’s grip tightens around my cock, her thumb circling my sensitive tip as her fingers dance along my length. The waves of pleasure are volcanic, and I almost ejaculate right there.

Gasping for breath, I bite the inside of my cheek to keep quiet. Angelina’s touch sends jolts through me, her flirtatious grin promising more than just a simple handjob under the table.

“Aaron, did you see that new training facility they’re building?” Brett asks, oblivious to the illicit act happening under the table.

“Uh, yeah,” I reply, struggling to form coherent thoughts. “Looks great.”

Angelina glances down at her spoon as if struck by a sudden idea. With a wicked smile, she lets it slip from her grasp. It falls to the floor, the clatter drawing Brett’s attention. “Oh, clumsy me,” she giggles. “I’d better get that.”

Before anyone can object, she slides gracefully under the table. My heart hammers in my chest. What is she planning? Surely she wouldn’t dare…

“Babe, did you know that Coach Johnson is considering a scholarship offer for Aaron?” Brett continues. “Isn’t that great news?”

“Absolutely,” she murmurs from under the table, her voice muffled but still audible.

I look down and see Angelina. She’s on her knees right in front of me. Eyes locked with mine, she’s so close now – so close to my cock. Her hands gripping the base of my cock, her plump lips hover just inches away from my desperate need. My body quakes with anticipation, aching for her touch. She gives me a provocative wink, eyes filled with lust.

“Aaron, you should really take advantage of this opportunity,” Brett advises, unaware of the dangerous game we’re playing. “A scholarship could open so many doors for you.”

“Definitely,” I manage, praying he doesn’t notice the tremor in my voice. “I’ll give it my all.”

“Good, good,” he says, nodding approvingly. “Hard work always pays off.”

If only he knew what kind of hard work was happening right now…

Heat floods my face as Angelina’s mischievous smile makes my heart beat fast. In one swift movement, she takes me into her mouth, her plump lips warm and wet as they envelop me in a cocoon of sinful pleasure.

Her tongue dances around the head of my cock, teasing and taunting me as she takes me deeper into her mouth. I gasp and moan, grabbing the table to steady myself. I can feel her wetness against my shaft as she sucks and licks and nibbles in perfect rhythm.

My cock throbs in response, pre-cum dripping into her mouth as she takes me deeper into her mouth. Her tongue swirls around the sensitive head, sending shockwaves of pleasure through my body. She looks up at me with hooded eyes, taking more of me inside her wet heat with each smooth movement.

“Aaron, did you hear about the new quarterback transfer?” Brett asks, blissfully unaware of the sloppy blowjob unfolding beneath the table.

“Uh, yeah,” I stammer, my voice cracking under the weight of ecstasy coursing through my veins. Her every lick, every flick of her tongue, sends waves crashing against the shores of my sanity. “Heard he’s pretty good.”

“But not as good as Aaron,” Olivia says with a wink.

My body tightens like a coiled spring, desperate to conceal the torrential storm brewing within. My fingers dig into the table, knuckles white with the effort to stifle my moans of pleasure. I can feel her breath hot against my skin and hear the soft smacking sounds of her lips as she sloppily suckles me off under the table.

“Your dedication to football is really paying off,” Brett says, pride lacing his words. “Keep it up!”

“Thanks,” I gasp, struggling to keep my composure as Angelina’s expertise threatens to unravel me. My thoughts race, guilt and desire braided together in a twisted knot that both repels and enthralls me.

“Hard work always pays off,” Brett repeats, eyes locked on mine. I bite my lip to silence the groan threatening to escape.

“Absolutely,” I agree, tension mounting as I teeter on the edge of oblivion. “I’ll keep giving it my all.”

Angelina’s skilled tongue flicks in rapid circles around my tip. She hums around me before pulling back, revealing only the tip of my cock from her soft mouth before pushing it back inside again. Her chin glistens with a mix of saliva and precum.

Her mouth descends further, my world narrowing to the exquisite sensation of her tongue swirling around me. My breath comes in ragged gasps, and I force my gaze to remain steady. The heat of her mouth engulfs me, every stroke pushing me closer to the brink.

Every time she swallows me whole, I can feel her plump cheeks hollowing out and then filling up again as she takes more of me inside her mouth. Her long, slim teeth graze the sensitive skin at the base of my cock, sending shockwaves coursing through my veins. It’s like nothing I’ve ever experienced before.

“Aaron, do you think the team has a shot at winning state this year?” Brett asks, cutting through my haze of lust.

“Uh… yeah, definitely,” I manage to spit out between shallow breaths, my focus splintering under the relentless assault of Angelina’s skillful cocksucking.

“Excellent,” Brett replies. “You’re doing great.”

“Thanks,” I choke out, my voice barely above a whisper. Each expert swipe of her tongue threatens to shatter my resolve, and I know I can’t hold back much longer.

The feel of Angelina’s soft lips on my cock threatens to send me over the edge. She takes me deeper into her warm, wet mouth, licking the underside of my shaft as she goes. My hips buck involuntarily, seeking more of her warm mouth.

The smooth surface under her tongue feels amazing against my throbbing member. Her slender fingers begin to stroke my inner thighs from beneath the tablecloth, sending chills racing through my body.

Her breath washes over me in hot waves as she looks up at me with hooded eyes filled with wanton need. More precum and saliva coat her lips and chin, making her look like some college slut giving a sloppy blowjob.

With a final surge of pleasure, my body betrays me, trembling with the force of my release as I shoot my hot load into Angelina’s waiting mouth. Desperately clinging to the last shreds of my composure, I bite my lip to stifle the ecstatic moan.

The tremors of my climax subside, leaving me panting and drained. I blink the sweat from my eyes, barely processing Brett’s words as they continue to discuss football. Suddenly, Angelina emerges from under the table, her sultry eyes meeting mine for a brief moment before she takes her seat. A satisfied smirk plays across her lips as she discreetly wipes them with her hand.

“Ah!” Angelina says. “Finally got that spoon.”

“That’s great, babe,” Brett says.

“Aaron,” Angelina purrs, her voice dripping with seduction. “You really should try this gravy. It’s amazing.”

“Sure,” I mumble, struggling to regain my composure as I reach for the serving spoon. My hand trembles, betraying the lingering effects of our illicit tryst. Fuck, that was intense.

“Here, let me help you,” she offers, her fingers brushing against mine as she steadies the spoon. The warmth of her touch reignites the embers of my desire.

“Thanks,” I force out, my voice cracking.

“Is everything alright, Aaron?” Brett asks, concern furrowing his brow.

“Y-yeah,” I stutter, my mind a whirlwind of lust and remorse. “I’m just… tired. Long day.”

“Alright,” he concedes, giving me a sympathetic smile. “Just make sure to get some rest tonight.”

“Will do,” I promise, my gaze drifting back to Angelina. She continues eating, her every movement an intoxicating dance.

“We all need our rest,” Angelina adds, her eyes locking onto mine once more. Her smile is a deadly weapon, aimed straight at my heart.

Angelina smirks, her full lips still glistening from our forbidden encounter. My pulse races as I try to focus on the food in front of me, the taste of it dull and uninteresting compared to the memory of her mouth.

After dinner, Olivia and her dad excuse themselves to go to the living room, leaving just me and Angelina here.

“Aaron, could you help me clear the table?” Angelina asks.

I nod, trying to ignore the stirring in my shorts as we stand and gather the dishes together.

As I reach for the last plate, she leans in close, her breath hot on my ear. “You’ve got a nice cock.”

“What the fuck are you doing, Angelina?”

“I saw you screwing my slutty daughter. I’ve never seen a cock like yours – as big as yours,” she whispers, her voice sultry and commanding. “I need it.”

“This is wrong.”

“I’m tired of my small-dicked husband and having to fake orgasms. I need a real man – a man with a real cock – to satisfy me.” She leans closer. “And either you fuck me, or I’m going to let the entire football team take turns with me after next week’s game.”

Her eyes remain filled with lust. She’s not lying.

Letting out a defeated sigh, I reply, “Fine. I guess I’d rather I screw you than let you embarrass Olivia.”

“Don’t say it like that. I’ve seen you jerking off to my pictures,” she says with a smile.

I can’t deny that. She’s a damn babe.

“Come to my bedroom tonight when Olivia is asleep.”

I watch her turn and start to depart.

“And when you fuck me,” she finishes, “you better call me Mommy.”

As she walks away, a thought crosses my mind. You know what… fuck it. If she wants to act like a slut, I’m going to treat her like one.


Chapter 3

The full moon’s silver light seeps through the sheer curtains, casting a haunting glow on the master bedroom. I leave Olivia asleep in her bedroom as I slink into the room with the stealth of a practiced predator, my piercing eyes fixed on my prey. My heart races in anticipation, fueling my desire for control and revenge.

Brett lays beside Angelina, snoring softly, oblivious to what is happening under his roof. My lips curl into a smile.

Angelina sleeps soundly, her chest rising and falling beneath her delicate night blouse. I approach her side of the bed, my muscular body tense with excitement. Reaching down, I carefully unbutton her blouse, revealing her voluptuous breasts and toned body.

Holy fuck. Her tits are damn big – the kind you only see in the best pornos.

“So fucking sexy,” I whisper, drinking in the sight of her nudity.

“Who’s there?” Brett mumbles, stirring in his sleep.

I freeze, holding my breath, but Brett soon slips back into unconsciousness.

Staring at the topless MILF, I can’t help but admire Angelina’s beauty. Her hair frames her face in soft waves, and her eyes hold the promise of hidden depths. The moonlight paints Angelina’s body with an ethereal glow, beckoning me to indulge in her forbidden flesh. Leaning down, my lips find the curve of her breast, and I begin to taste her, enveloping her nipple in the heat of my mouth.

“Ah,” Angelina moans softly as she stirs from her sleep.

I slide my hand up Angelina’s thigh, her soft skin warm beneath my touch. “Shh, Mommy,” I whisper against the curve of her neck. “Let’s not wake your husband.”

Angelina’s breath grows heavier as I lavish kisses across her chest, her breasts rising and falling with each ragged inhale. I take her nipple into my mouth and she arches her back, pressing herself further into my eager lips.

“More,” she pants, giving herself over to me completely. I can feel her heart racing beneath my fingertips as I move to her other breast, determined to drive her wild.

“Greedy bitch,” I tease, my breath hot against her ear as my hands continue to roam every curve and crevice. “You’ll have to stay quiet if you want me to continue.”

Angelina bites her lip and nods, reveling in the thrill. I can see the desire burning in her eyes as my fingers find her most sensitive spots. Brett sleeps mere inches away, oblivious to the erotic scene unfolding right beside him.

“Aaron,” she gasps, struggling to keep silent as ecstasy threatens to overwhelm her. The room seems to close in around us, our breaths mingling as we lose ourselves in each other.

“Here’s your midnight snack, Mommy,” I growl, my voice low and dangerous.

Moonlight spills through the thin curtains, casting an ethereal glow on Angelina’s flushed skin. My green eyes burn with a feral intensity as I lower my gym shorts, freeing my throbbing cock from its confines.

Angelina gazes at me, her eyes wide with lustful anticipation as she bites her lip.

The bed creaks softly as I slide between the sheets. I pause, taking in the sight of Angelina’s naked body beneath me, her breasts rising and falling with each ragged breath. Her hair is a halo around her face, framing it like a crown, and her beautiful eyes are alluring as they flutter shut with sleep.

My hand trails down her side, stopping just above where her panties meet her thighs. Slowly, ever so slowly, I trace my fingers along the delicate lace until I reach her moist folds. She’s fucking wet as hell. My breath catches in my throat at the warmth that greets me there. She is already aroused. With one swift move, I slip her panties down to her knees and then off entirely.

The smooth material glides easily over her legs as if eager to reveal all of those secret places I want to explore.

I lean over her again, pressing my lips to the soft skin of her inner thigh and inhaling deeply. She smells of lavender and womanhood – sweet and intoxicating. My tongue darts out to taste her, lapping at the nectar that coats her folds. Angelina gasps, shuddering beneath me as she feels my hot breath against her sensitive skin. She can’t help but arch up into it, allowing more access for me to taste her fully.

“Ah… Aaron,” she whispers.

Without further ado, I climb on top of her, grip her hips, and position my cock at her pussy’s entrance. Thrusting forward, I enter the MILF with a swift and forceful motion. She gasps in pleasure as I thrust deep inside her, filling her completely.

“Fuck! Yes,” my girlfriend’s mom moans, her nails digging into my muscular arms. The sensation of me stretching her tight walls sends shivers down my spine.

I grin wickedly, relishing in the power I hold over this once untouchable beauty queen. “You like that, don’t you, Mommy? Lying next to your sleeping husband while being fucked by your daughter’s boyfriend?”

Her pulse races, her breath coming in short, shallow gasps as she struggles to find words. “Yes! Yes! Ugh! That’s it! Yes!”

I chuckle, my thrusts growing more insistent. “I wonder what Brett would think if he woke up and found his precious wife getting her brains fucked out?”

“You think it’d be the first time he found me with another man’s cock inside me?” Angelina moaned with a wink.

“Fucking slut.”

Our bodies move together in a rhythmic dance of passion, fueled by the same twisted desires and hidden yearnings. I pummel into Angelina, each thrust echoing through the silent room. Sweat beads on our skin as the heat of our secret encounter intensifies. My cock pumps in and out of her tight folds, filling her completely with my hard length. She mirrors the growing intensity with her moans and gasps. The sounds of our lovemaking bounces off the walls, amplifying the forbidden thrill as the bed beneath us creaks with our movements.

“Fuck me!” she moans into my ear.

Skin slapping against skin, I pound her harder.

“Make Mommy your bitch!”

And harder.

“Make Mommy your whore – your cum dumpster!”

And harder still.

My hands roamed her body possessively, cupping her breasts and pinching her nipples hard enough to make her cry out, her back arching further into his touch. I groan against her neck, my lips leaving trails of fire on her skin. Angelina’s fingers dig deep into my shoulders as I take control, pushing her further down into the mattress with every powerful stroke.

Angelina’s hips buck up to meet me, urging for more as she loses herself in my masterful moves. Her walls clench around me, milking him for every drop of pleasure they can get. My rough hands grip her hips tighter as I thrust harder, claiming her body as my own. The scent of sweat and desire fills the air around them; it is intoxicating, heady with lust and power.

The thought of Brett waking up beside us, discovering our sordid tryst, makes my heart pound even faster.

“Please,” she whispers again, her voice a broken plea. “Harder. Deeper. Mark me.”

My thrusts grow more forceful as I drive her toward the edge of ecstasy. Our moans harmonize in the dark room. The scent of sweat and lust hangs heavily in the air as we move together, a forbidden dance of desire.

“You’re so tight,” I growl, my hands gripping her hip with bruising force. I revel in her vulnerability, the way she opens herself to me completely.

“Harder,” Angelina pants, her eyes locked on mine, begging for more. “Make me your bitch!”

I smirk, increasing the intensity of my thrusts, making her cry out in pleasure.

“Y-yes… just like that. Yes! Oh, yes!” Her fingers dig into my back, leaving behind crimson crescents as she holds on for dear life.

I lean down, my breath hot against her skin. My heart races as I piston into her, the coil inside me tightening, pulling me closer and closer to the edge.

“Shit, don’t stop!” she gasps, her legs wrapping around my waist, clinging to me desperately as the pressure builds.

“Cum for me, Mommy,” I snarl, driving into her relentlessly, taking her right up to the brink.

She shudders and gasps as her orgasm crashes over her in violent waves, her nails raking down my back. She clings to me, riding out the pleasure until she is left shaking and breathless beneath me.

My lips brush her sweat-slicked skin. A wicked glint sparks in my eyes as I continue to claim her body.

My powerful thrusts shake the bed beneath us, the headboard knocking against the wall in a rhythmic cadence. Sweat glistens on our entwined bodies as I drive her closer and closer to the brink.

Our hips slap together in a rhythm that echoes through the room, muffled by the thin walls but present nonetheless. The sound of skin on skin fills the air – erotic and raw. Each thrust deepens the connection between us, our sweat mingling on our bodies as we move together in perfect harmony.

I stare down at her, watching her gasp for air as I pound into her wetness. Her breasts bounce with each forceful entry. My own heart pounds in my chest like a drum, matching the pace of our lovemaking.

“Are you ready to cum again, Mommy?” I growl, my voice dripping with lust as I watch her writhing beneath me.

“Y-yes,” she gasps, her eyes glazed over with pleasure, barely aware of her surroundings. “Please, Aaron… make Mommy cum again.”

With a wicked grin, I slam into her with renewed fervor, her moans rising in pitch as the coil within her threatens to snap once more. Her mind is a whirlwind of ecstasy, unable to focus on anything but the intoxicating pleasure coursing through her veins.

Finally, Angelina’s second orgasm rips through her like a tidal wave, her body convulsing around my cock as she screams my name, lost in her own hedonistic bliss. The sound of her pleasure echoes through the room, shattering the fragile silence that had enveloped us.

“Fuck, yes,” I hiss, my own arousal spiking at the sight of her completely undone before me.

Suddenly, Brett stirs beside us, his sleep-addled brain struggling to process the salacious scene unfolding mere inches away. He squints, trying to clear his blurry vision as he attempts to comprehend what is happening. However, without his glasses, he is all but blind.

“Wha… what’s going on? What’s that noise?” he mumbles, still half-asleep.

I don’t miss a beat, continuing to fuck my girlfriend’s mom with ruthless determination, my fingers digging into her flesh as I move within her. Skin slaps against skin. My balls slap against her cunt. My heart hammers in his chest, the thrill of the risk only serving to fuel my lustful desires. Fucking my girlfriend’s mom next to her husband as he unknowingly watches pushes me to the edge.

“Shh,” Angelina whispers urgently, her eyes wide with panic as she clutches my shoulders. “Brad… go back to sleep.”

“Wha… what are you two doing?” Brett mumbles, his voice groggy and disoriented from sleep.

“Exercise, darling,” Angelina replies breathlessly, her eyes locked on mine, pleading for me to continue even as she lies to her husband. “Aaron’s helping – oh! Me with – ah! A new – oh! Exercise routine!”

The dim moonlight filtering through the curtains casts an eerie glow over Angelina’s sweat-slicked body, her chest heaving with each thrust from me. My hips slam into hers, my cock burying deep inside her.

My lips curl into a wicked grin, my fingers tightening around Angelina’s breast as I continue to fuck her. I lean in to capture her lips in a searing kiss, drowning out her moans.

Brett furrows his brow, still half-asleep and struggling to make sense of the situation. “At… at this hour?” he asks, his voice wavering with uncertainty.

“Couldn’t sleep – oh! And I thought it would – ah! Help me relax…” Angelina lies, her voice trembling with the effort of maintaining her composure under my relentless assault. “Go back to sleep, baby. We’ll be done soon.”

I can’t believe Brett is buying this, the absurdity of the situation only adding fuel to my lustful fire.

“Alright,” Brett mutters, rolling over and allowing himself to be lulled back to sleep by the steady rhythm of my thrusts, utterly oblivious to the carnal pleasure being shared mere inches away.

As Brett’s breathing deepens once more, my green eyes blaze with dark desire. “You’re such a whore, Mommy,” I whisper huskily, my voice dripping with lust.

Angelina bites her lip to stifle a moan as I drive into her with renewed vigor.

“Keep taking it, bitch,” I say.

A bead of sweat trickles down Angelina’s flushed cheek as I pause, withdrawing my cock from her pussy. With a wicked grin, I adjust myself, moving up her trembling body until my throbbing cock finds its new resting place between her ample breasts.

“Press those tits together for me,” I command in a low growl, the dark hunger in my eyes impossible to ignore. Angelina obeys without hesitation, her hands guiding her breasts to embrace my thick member, providing me with the tight space I crave.

“Like this?” she asks, her voice barely more than a whisper. Her wide eyes look at me, filled with a mix of trepidation and excitement, like a moth drawn to a flame.

“Perfect,” I reply, my voice dripping with lust as I begin to slide myself between her soft, welcoming mounds. The sensation of her warm flesh enveloping me is intoxicating, each movement sending shivers up my spine as I fight to maintain control over my mounting desire.

“Look at me,” I demand. As she meets my piercing gaze, I continue to thrust between her breasts, my movements becoming more urgent, more primal. “You’re mine now. Remember that.”

“Y-yes,” she stammers.

“Good girl,” I praise, my voice dark and seductive as I continue to use her body for my pleasure.

As our passion escalates, the risk of discovery only amplifies the intensity of our encounter. With each thrust, I am pushing the boundaries, daring fate to intervene.

“Kiss my cock, Mommy,” I command, my voice thick with arousal. Angelina obeys, eagerly pressing her soft lips against my slick cockhead as I continue to titty fuck her. Each wet kiss leaves a tantalizing trail of precum dripping from her lips.

Angelina’s lips glisten with saliva and precum as she looks up at me, her eyes full of lust and submission. As I thrust my throbbing cock between her ample breasts, the sound of skin on skin echoes in the room.

“Fuck, you’re so good at this,” I growl, my hips picking up speed as I sense my climax approaching.

“Give it to me, baby,” she whispers, her words barely rising above the sound of skin slapping against skin. “Give it to Mommy.”

“Get ready for it, Angelina,” I warn, my breath hitching as I near my orgasm.

With a final, powerful thrust, I groan in ecstasy, releasing my hot load onto Angelina’s face. The sticky strings of cum splatter across her cheeks, her forehead, and drip down onto her lips. It is a mark of possession, a symbol of our forbidden passion.

As Angelina stares at me, her face coated in my cum, the edges of her lips curl into a smile. She has submitted to me, allowed herself to be used and degraded, yet she has never seemed more alive.

“Remember who you belong to,” I whisper, my eyes ablaze with triumph. “Never forget the taste of my cum on your lips.”

Angelina pants, her eyes still locked with mine as she reaches for the corner of the bedsheet to wipe away my cum.

“Leave it,” I command. “Sleep next to your husband with my cum on your face.”

“But… your father,” she whispers, glancing fearfully at Brett, who remains blissfully unaware just inches away from them.

“Let it remind you of what we’ve done tonight,” I say, my eyes filled with lust. “You’re mine now, Angelina.”

Swallowing her apprehension, Angelina nods in submission. She leans forward and presses her lips to the head of my cock, giving him a tender goodnight kiss.

“Good girl,” I murmur, a wicked smile playing on my lips. “You’re a hell of a lay, Mommy.”

“Thanks,” she replies with a win. “Maybe this weekend when Brett is gone for work, you can stick that big cock up my ass!”


Pounding My Friend's Horny MILF Mom


Chapter 1

With my friend, William, in the shower, I linger in his mom’s room, peering through the window. My eyes fixate on Kylie – William’s mom – as she lounges by the pool in a skimpy bikini that leaves little to the imagination. The sun glistens on her smooth, tanned skin, quickening my pulse. An intense desire for her grips me. I know these thoughts are forbidden, but I can’t help myself. I’m an 18-year-old man… and with the banging body she possesses, Kylie has no problem turning heads.

“She’s so fucking hot,” I mutter under my breath, unable to tear my gaze from her voluptuous body. Her big tits push tightly against the bikini top, barely containing them. Kylie’s nipples clearly imprint through the fabric. Her perfect boobs look so inviting, so irresistible.

Her amazing ass, round and firm, is enough to drive me wild. I salivate at the thought of driving my cock into it. I know it’s wrong but… damn, I want her more than anything.

Kylie’s face is equally stunning. Piercing blue eyes seem to see through me, like she knows my thoughts. Her full lips are slightly parted, begging to be kissed. What would they feel like wrapped around my cock? Erotic thoughts race through my mind and I struggle to maintain control.

Every inch of her body calls to me, beckoning me to take what I desperately crave. My dark, seductive thoughts only fuel my desires, making it harder to resist.

When William invited me for a sleepover tonight, I canceled every other plan I had. Because I’d be a damn fool to pass up a chance to spend an entire evening ogling William’s MILF Mom. She’s the wet dream of the entire basketball team, and her social media pictures are the perfect jerk off material.

Tearing my gaze away from the window, I pull out my phone and open up Kylie’s social media profile. My thumb glides over the screen, scrolling through her provocative pictures that only serve to fuel my desire for her. Her bikini pictures have earned her hundreds of thousands of followers.

“Damn,” I breathe, staring at a selfie she took wearing tight yoga pants that emphasize her amazing ass. Her sports bra all but shows her big tits. The comments below are filled with men expressing their lust for my Kylie, their words dark and explicit. My heart races as I read them, feeling the heat rise in my chest.

You’re one hot bitch. Would love to bend you over and fuck your tight pussy – one comment reads. My mind floods with images of doing just that, the thought of touching her body in all the ways these strangers fantasize about.

Imagine those lips wrapped around my cock – another follower writes, and I can’t help but picture it. It’s wrong, it’s so fucking wrong, but I can’t help it.

My arousal intensifies, and I feel like a moth drawn to a flame, unable to resist. My body aches with need, my mind consumed by filthy fantasies.

“Fuck,” I whisper to myself, trying to regain control. “I have to stop this.”

But even as I say it, my thumb continues to scroll.

Damn, bitch, I’d love to bury my face between those tits – one user comments on a picture of her ample cleavage. I can feel my pulse quicken as I imagine myself in that position, the softness of her breasts pressed against my cheeks.

Spread those legs for me, you MILF slut – another writes beneath a photo of her posing in a tight dress. The thought of her parting her thighs for me, revealing her most intimate secrets, sends a shiver down my spine.

Got any room for me in that bikini? – a third comment asks, accompanied by a winking emoji. My mind races with fantasies of joining her in the pool, our wet bodies pressed together as we give in to our desires.

The erotic comments continue to pour in, fueling my arousal and clouding my judgment. My breathing becomes heavier, my heart pounding in my chest.

I grab her panties that lay on her bed. They’re delicate and silky, their scent intoxicating. I can’t help but press them against my nose, inhaling deeply as I imagine her wearing them, her body wrapped in this flimsy fabric.

“Fuck, I need this,” I groan, surrendering to my desires. Pulling my cock out of my shorts, I wrap her panties around my throbbing erection. The sensation is electric, the silky material gliding against my sensitive skin as I begin to stroke myself.

My mind fills with visions of Kylie’s seductive curves, the sway of her hips, and the way she bites her lip when she thinks no one is watching. I lose myself in the fantasy, my hand moving faster and more urgently as the sensations build.

I know this is wrong, that I shouldn’t be jerking off with her panties, but the urge to find release is too strong to resist.

Kylie is on her knees, her lips enveloping my cock. My hand grips my cock tighter as the fantasy consumes me. I imagine her sucking my dick as she looks at me with those sultry eyes, her cheeks hollowing around my dick.

I groan and stroke myself harder, losing control as the mental image of Kylie’s mouth enveloping me becomes more vivid. My heart races, pounding in my chest as my arousal reaches new heights.

Panting, I feel myself nearing the edge of ecstasy. My vision blurs as I succumb to the pleasure, the world around me fading away as I focus solely on the intoxicating mental image of her body and the feel of her soft panties against my skin.

“Fuck,” I grunt, feeling the pressure building within me. I can almost feel her tongue swirling around the tip of my cock, her warm breath teasing my sensitive skin.

“Aaron…” she whispers in my mind, encouraging me to let go, to give in to the pleasure she can provide.

I’m teetering on the edge, close to release when the door suddenly opens.

“Aaron!” Kylie exclaims, her eyes wide in shock as she catches me mid-stroke, her panties still wrapped around my cock. Time seems to freeze as we lock eyes, both of us caught in an unexpected and compromising situation.

“Shit!” I exclaim. My heart drops into my stomach. The burning sensation of embarrassment floods my body, replacing the lustful haze that had consumed me moments ago. I scramble for something to say, anything that might defuse the tension in the room.

Words become caught in my throat as I struggle to comprehend the reality of what’s happening. My chest heaves as I stare into Kylie’s eyes, the room thick with tension. She’s going to be so pissed. What if–

Wait, she’s not upset. No, she… she’s…

Kylie’s gaze focuses on my cock – my erect and hard cock. Her eyes are wide, but she’s not angry. She takes a moment to assess the situation before her lips curl into a seductive smile.

“Wow, Aaron,” she purrs as her focus rises to meet mine, “I had no idea you were so… gifted. Your cock is three times bigger than my husband’s.”

Heat surges through my face. Can’t think. What’s happening? Her words send shivers down my spine.

“Uhh, I-I…” I stammer, unable to form a coherent sentence.

She steps closer, eyes roaming over me, desire evident in her gaze.

“Aaron, don’t be shy,” she says, reaching out and brushing her fingers against my throbbing erection. I shudder at her touch, torn between wanting more and knowing it’s wrong.

“Kylie… I…” I manage to mutter. Thoughts race, heart pounds. This is insane.

“Relax“ she whispers, inching closer, her body now mere inches from mine. “It’s not the first time I’ve seen you jerking off with my panties.”

The scent of her perfume fills my senses, intoxicating me further. She leans in, her lips hovering just above my ear.

“Are you tired of just fantasizing about me?”

“W-what?”

“I haven’t seen a cock this big since I let myself get fucked by that professional football player last year.”

What… the hell… is happening?

“Imagine how good it would feel,” she breathes, her voice sultry and tempting. “To have my lips wrapped around your big, hard cock.”

I groan internally, trying to resist the urge to give in. My body betrays me, responding to her words with renewed arousal. She notices and smirks.

“See?” she teases, “Your body wants this, Aaron.”

My mind races. The temptation is overwhelming. Can’t think straight. But… it’s wrong. We can’t. I force myself to step back, breaking the spell.

“Kylie, I can’t,” I say, my voice trembling. She watches me, her eyes filled with desire and disappointment.

“Such a shame,” she purrs, running her fingers through her hair. “I thought you’d be more adventurous, Aaron. I guess I’ll just be masturbating by myself tonight. God knows your father’s small dick can’t please me.”

“Shit,” I whisper, my breath shaky as I try to regain control.

As I catch my breath, I watch Kylie saunter towards her vanity, hips swaying seductively. She knows the effect she has on me. Glancing over her shoulder, she bites her lip – a sultry invitation to keep watching.

She sighs, feigning disappointment. But I can see the glint in her eyes – she’s enjoying this game. She sits down at her vanity and begins applying lipstick, slowly and deliberately, never breaking eye contact with me.

“See something you like?” she teases, puckering her lips. My cock twitches in response, still throbbing from our earlier encounter.

“Stop it,” I whisper, but the words lack conviction. In my head, I know this is wrong, but my body craves her touch.

“Aaron,” she murmurs, her voice laced with desire, “you don’t have to be afraid. Nobody will ever know.”

I swallow hard, my heart pounding. The temptation is unbearable.

“Kylie,” I stammer, my resolve crumbling. “I… I need to go.”

With that, I leave her room, my pulse racing.


Chapter 2

The dim glow of the TV screen flickers across my face as I sit next to my William on the long couch. We’re both absorbed in the film, barely saying a word to each other. The tension in the air is palpable, and I can’t help but feel a rush of adrenaline every time a suspenseful moment occurs.

“Damn, this movie’s intense,” William mutters, his eyes glued to the screen. I nod in agreement.

The door behind us opens, and I turn to see Kylie. She enters the room like a goddess, her body glistening with sweat from her recent yoga session. She’s wearing tight leggings that cling to her toned legs and a sports bra that showcases her ample cleavage. Her blonde hair frames her beautiful face perfectly, and her seductive smile sends shivers down my spine.

“Hey, you two,” she purrs as she walks over to the couch. “What are you watching?”

“A thriller,” William replies, not even glancing away from the screen. “It’s pretty good.”

“Mind if I join you?” she asks, her flirtatious gaze meeting mine for a brief moment. My cheeks redden as I remember our encounter from this morning.

“Of course not,” I say, trying to sound casual, but my heart races as she saunters over and takes a seat on the couch between us. My mind races with the image of her smiling as she stared at my erect cock as I jerked off in front of her.

The glistening beads of sweat on Kylie’s skin catch the flickering glow of the TV, making her body seem to shimmer as she slides onto the couch beside me.

“Such a cozy spot,” she purrs, her voice dripping with sultry sweetness. My pulse quickens as her thigh brushes against mine, the heat of her touch igniting a fire within me.

“Y-yeah,” I stammer, struggling to keep my focus on the film. But it’s impossible – her intoxicating scent fills my nostrils, and all I can think about is how close she is to me.

Kylie’s fingers play idly with the hem of my gym shorts, teasing me, testing me. What the hell is she–

Without warning, her hand slips inside, deftly finding my rapidly hardening cock.

I gasp softly, my eyelids fluttering shut as her fingers stroke my throbbing length. The sensation is unbearably intense and unreal, sending bolts of pleasure burning throughout my body.

“Holy fuck!” I breathe.

“Seems like you’re enjoying this more than the movie,” she whispers, her breath hot against my ear. A shudder runs down my spine, and I bite back a moan.

“What are you doing?” I whisper. “Jesus Christ!”

Her breath is hot against my ear, sending shivers down my spine. It smells faintly of strawberries and mint. She gives a soft moan that makes my toes curl.

“Don’t worry, baby,” she murmurs, her skilled fingers wrapping around my throbbing length. “Mommy will take good care of you.”

As she begins to stroke me with tantalizing precision, the film plays on, a mere backdrop to our forbidden encounter.

The sensation of Kylie’s hand wrapped around my cock sends shivers down my spine, the thrill of this illicit act magnifying each delicious touch. She strokes me with deliberate precision, her fingers dancing over my length.

“You like that, don’t you?” she whispers seductively into my ear, her hot breath sending goosebumps across my skin. “You want more?”

I groan, the sound barely escaping my throat before being swallowed by the lustful haze enveloping me.

William doesn’t seem to notice what Kylie is doing. He’s too engrossed in the movie, his jaw clenched and eyes wide as he watches the unfolding drama on screen. The TV crackles slightly as we hear a high-pitched scream echo through the room.

“Tell me your dirtiest fantasy,” she purrs, her voice low and sultry as she continues to work her magic on my throbbing member.

“Fuck… I…”

She strokes me harder. Faster.

“Bend you over the kitchen counter and fuck you doggy style,” I admit.

Her strokes intensify.

“I’ll hike your tight little skirt off.”

And intensify…

“And pound my cock into your tight pussy.”

And intensify…

“And make you moan like a whore.”

“Naughty boy,” she teases, her strokes becoming firmer, quicker. “Maybe one day, if you’re lucky…”

As her fingers dance over my length, her lips begin kissing my neck, making me gasp. I feel the warmth of her full lips on my skin as her hand continues to stroke me. She licks and kisses down to my neck, trailing hot breath that tingles all over my skin, while still jerking me off with the intensity of a horny college slut.

My hips start to buck instinctively against her touch, seeking more friction. The film on the screen becomes a blur as she teases and strokes me, our eyes locked on each other’s.

Her breasts bounce slightly with every movement she makes. I reach out to touch them, and she lets out a low moan. As I grope her boobs over the soft fabric of her sports bra, they feel like warm pillows underneath. Her hardened nipples press into my palm. Kylie nibbles on my earlobe playfully while continuing to stroke me with long strokes that make me ache for more contact.

The couch squeaks under the pressure of our bodies moving closer together.

“Oh fuck,” I whisper under my breath.

As the film drones on, Kylie deftly frees my cock from the confines of my shorts, her eyes never leaving the screen, but her intentions crystal clear. She lays her head in my lap without William noticing. Her hand guides my pulsating length towards her eager lips, and I can’t help but hold my breath in anticipation.

“Be quiet,” she murmurs against my cock, her hot breath crashing against my skin. “We wouldn’t want my son to catch us now, would we?”

The warmth of Kylie’s breath ghosts over the tip of my cock, every fiber of my being tensed in anticipation. She flashes me a devilish grin before her full lips part, and she wraps them around my throbbing length.

“Fuck…” I whisper under my breath, feeling her talented tongue swirl and tease along my shaft.

William remains completely oblivious to our sordid actions, his eyes glued to the screen. Her tongue swirls around the head of my cock, teasing and tormenting it as she begins to slowly slide her mouth down my length. I let out a moan, trying my best to muffle it.

Kylie’s warm and skilled lips feel like heaven on my dick as she takes me deeper and deeper into her mouth, her nose rubbing against my sensitive skin. The sensation is indescribable, electricity shooting up my spine – every nerve ending lit up with bliss. I close my eyes, lost in the feeling of her tongue and lips moving in perfect synchronization.

My MILF’s cheeks hollow out as she sucks me deeper into her mouth, bobbing her head up and down in perfect rhythm. Each motion sends waves of ecstasy through my body, leaving me desperate for more.

I gasp, clutching the armrest to ground myself in reality. The sensation of her warm, wet mouth engulfing me intensifies with each passing second. My fingers dig into the cushions, trying to suppress the urge to thrust into her.

I grit my teeth as she continues her tantalizing ministrations. The delicious pressure builds within me, threatening to overtake my senses. Kylie’s gag reflex kicks in, but she pushes through it. Nonetheless, I hear her choking on my cock, her slurps loud and lewd.

Her lips slide further down, reaching the base of my shaft as she takes me deeper into her throat. I can’t help but moan softly, the sound blending seamlessly with the background noise of the movie. Kylie expertly deep throats me with every bob of her head, driving me closer and closer to the edge. The saliva from her mouth drips down onto my thighs, tickling them as she continues to suck me off expertly.

My vision blurs with pleasure. I start to thrust into Kylie’s welcoming mouth, her lips wet and warm, enveloping me completely. My hips buck against her face instinctively, seeking more contact, but she holds me down with a firm grip and urges me to be still. She slurps on my cock greedily, saliva and precum pooling around her chin. My hips move in sync with her bobbing head, our rhythm passionate and wild.

The wet sounds of her eager lips smacking against my cock fill the room as she takes more of me in each time she pulls back up, revealing only the tip before descending again. My balls slap against her lips again… and again… and again. Each time is louder than the last.

“Kylie,” I groan, feeling the pressure build as her skillful tongue teases and torments. “You’re so fucking hot…”

She takes her mouth off my cock, leaving it glistening and throbbing. Trails of precum hang from her lips as she gasps for air. Giving me a wink, she starts kissing my cock tenderly, her lips trailing along every inch of my swollen flesh. She looks up at me, her eyes filled with lust and desire, continuing to jerk me off with slow, deliberate strokes.

“Tell me how much you want me, Aaron,” she whispers seductively, her voice barely audible above the movie’s audio. “Tell me all the filthy things you’d do to me if we were alone right now.”

“Shit, Kylie… I’d fuck you so hard,” I confess, my voice trembling with need. “I’d spread those ass cheeks and shove my cock up your ass until you were screaming.”

“Keep going,” she urges, her stroking of my cock quickening and her kisses becoming hornier.

“I’d fuck your tits,” I continue, my breathing ragged and uneven. “Then I’d flip you onto your back and fuck you again, deeper and harder than before.”

“Such a naughty boy,” she purrs, her grip tightening around my cock as she continues to stroke me.

The combination of her touch and her words has me teetering on the edge, my body craving release. But I know we can’t risk discovery just yet; not with William so close by.

The room feels like it’s spinning as Kylie’s hand moves faster, her grip expertly coaxing me toward the edge. My heart races, and all I can focus on is her hot breath on my skin and the sultry words escaping her lips.

“Cum for me, Aaron,” she whispers, her voice dripping with desire. “I want to feel you explode. Cum all over my face.”

I can’t hold back any longer. My body tenses up, muscles straining under the weight of my lust. I let out a primal groan, unable to contain myself as ecstasy floods my senses.

“Fuck, Kylie!” I exclaim, my voice barely audible above the dying sounds of the movie.

My cock throbs in her hand, releasing a torrent of cum that splatters across her beautiful face. Her eyes sparkle with mischief as she gazes at me, her tongue darting out to taste my seed. She looks so goddamn sexy, covered in the evidence of our forbidden tryst.

“Good boy,” she purrs, wiping a strand of cum from her cheek with a delicate finger. “You taste delicious.”

The film comes to an end, the credits rolling across the screen as we struggle to regain our composure. My friend stirs beside us, completely oblivious to what just transpired mere inches from him.

…but then he sees Kylie’s face. He sees his wife’s face covered in another man’s cum – my cum. The room pulses with tension as William’s eyes narrow, fixated on the glistening remnants smeared across Kylie’s face. My heart pounds, my breath hitching in my throat.

“Mom,” he asks, his voice laden with curiosity, “what’s that on your face?”

“Oops!” she exclaims, her seductive smile never faltering. “I must have spilled some milk earlier. Silly me.”

With a practiced grace, she dabs at the evidence of our forbidden encounter, removing any trace of suspicion from William’s mind.

“Ah, I see,” he says, nodding as he accepts her explanation.

Holy fuck. Is he going to believe that?

William rises from the couch, stretching his legs. “Well, I’m going to get some fresh air.”

As soon as he exits the room, Kylie leans in close, her hot breath teasing my ear. “Mommy’s not done with you yet, big boy,” she whispers, her words wrapping around me like silk.

My cock throbs in response, craving more of her touch, her taste. She grins wickedly, the knowledge of our little secret heightening her desire.

“Get ready, Aaron,” she continues, her voice dripping with lust. “Tonight, you’re mine.”


Chapter 3

I blink open my eyes, still groggy from sleep, and suddenly I feel it – the weight of Kylie’s body on top of mine. My heart races as my mind scrambles to make sense of the situation. I feel her soft, full breasts pressing against my bare chest, barely contained by the delicate lace of her sexy bra. The matching panties do little to hide the warmth of her womanhood, making my cock twitch with excitement.

I see her illuminated in the dim light of the lamp. And Kylie looks as hot as ever dressed in nothing but her lacey underwear.

“Kylie?” I ask, my voice hoarse and uncertain.

“Shhh,” she whispers, placing a finger against my lips. Her eyes are dark and mischievous, filled with lustful intent. “Just enjoy this, Aaron. And call me Mommy tonight.”

Her mouth finds mine, and we begin to make out passionately, our lips locked in a heated embrace. The taste of her lips is intoxicating, sweet, and tangy like ripe fruit. Our tongues dance together, exploring and caressing, each touch sending shivers down my spine. The urgency in our movements grows, fueled by the knowledge that what we’re doing is forbidden.

As our kisses deepen, I can’t help but think about how wrong this all is. She’s my friend’s mom, for fuck’s sake. But my body doesn’t care, craving more and more of her. And damn, I want her so bad right now.

I let out a moan, lost in the sensation as her tongue swirls around mine, exploring every crevice of my mouth. She rubs herself against me, teasing my arousal, causing it to grow harder against her stomach. I can feel the heat radiating off her body and it’s driving me wild. Her fingers trace down my chest, then snake around to stroke my erection over my boxers. I gasp at the sensation, arching into her touch.

As we kiss, my hands find their way to her naked back. They trace gentle circles around her skin before moving up to cup her ass cheeks. She groans into my mouth and grinds against me more fervently, sending shockwaves of desire coursing through me.

Our kisses become more desperate as we both lose control, our breathing heavy and ragged. Her hips buck against mine in a rhythm that speaks to our primal instincts. Our kiss breaks apart for air and she looks down at me with hooded eyes, biting her bottom lip suggestively.

“You feel so good, baby,” she whispers hoarsely. “So fucking perfect.”

I growl in approval before trailing kisses down her jawline to the supple skin of her neck while slipping a hand to cup one soft breast over the lace bra.

As Kylie’s lips continue to devour mine, I feel her hand confidently snake down my body, reaching for the waistband of my shorts. She expertly frees my aching cock, teasing it with her delicate touch. The sensation sends a jolt through me, making me moan into her mouth.

“Kylie, fuck,” I gasp as she frees my cock from my boxers and begins to stroke me slowly, each movement sending waves of pleasure coursing through me. Her fingers dance up and down my shaft, applying just the right amount of pressure, building my arousal higher and higher.

“Like that?” she purrs, looking me straight in the eye. The intensity of her gaze, filled with lustful desire, is almost too much to handle. “You like when Mommy jerks off your big cock?”

“Fuck, yes,” I reply, unable to form any other words.

With a wicked smile, Kylie peels off her bra, revealing her full, round breasts. Each one is a perfect handful, topped with a pink, pert nipple that begs to be touched – or tasted. My eyes nearly roll back in my head at the sight.

“Here’s your midnight snack,” she says, her voice dripping with seduction. I watch as she hooks her thumbs into the sides of her panties and slides them down her legs, exposing her perfectly shaved pussy. It’s like something out of a dream, so beautiful and enticing that it almost doesn’t seem real.

Her lingerie had only accentuated her amazing curves, but now that she’s completely naked, I’m left speechless. Her hips flare out from her slender waist, drawing my attention to the tantalizing space between her thighs. The sight of her body, laid bare before me, only fuels the fire raging within me.

“See something you like?” she teases, biting her lip and giving me a sultry grin.

“You’re so fucking hot,” I manage to stammer out. The hunger in my voice is palpable, and even I can hear the desperation lacing my words.

“Good,” she purrs, her eyes never leaving mine. “Because I want you. And I always get what I want.”

My eyes lock onto my the MILF’s sultry grin as she positions herself above me, straddling my waist. Her wetness leaves a tantalizing trail of heat against my throbbing cock, teasing me with the promise of what’s to come.

“Are you ready to fuck me?” She purrs. “To fuck Mommy?”

The way she says that final word nearly makes me blow my load right there.

“Fuck,” I moan, gripping her hips firmly.

She lowers herself inch by agonizing inch. The sensation of her tight, warm pussy enveloping my cock is almost too much to handle. She takes her time, allowing me to savor every moment of our forbidden connection.

“Shit, Aaron…” Kylie gasps as she finally settles down onto me, our bodies pressed intimately together. “You’re so fucking big.”

She grinds against me, causing my cock to throb even harder within her.

“Feels so good… Mommy,” I pant, my fingers digging into her hips. “Ride me like a horny slut.”

She smirks and begins to move, her body undulating in a hypnotic rhythm. Each thrust causes her tits to bounce enticingly, and I can’t resist reaching up to grab them. Grope them. Squeeze them.

Kylie throws her head back in pleasure, her golden locks cascading around her shoulders. Her hips rock against mine, her moans filling the air as I thrust up to meet her movements.

“Yes! Give it to me! Give it to Mommy! Fuck!” she screams.

Her pussy is tight – tighter than any pussy I’ve fucked. My hands move from her hips to her ass cheeks as I grip them. The feeling of her warm, soft skin against my fingers only heightens my arousal.

“That’s it! Fuck! Fuck! Ugh! Shit!” Kylie moans as she rides my cock.

She grinds down on me harder, taking control of the rhythm as we move together in perfect sync. My cock slides in and out of her wetness, creating a slick sound that ignites the flames between us. Her breathing becomes labored as she pumps up and down on my cock faster and faster, each thrust sending waves of pleasure through both of us.

“Yes! Tell me! Tell me – shit! How much you want to – ugh! Fuck me – yes! Fuck Mommy!” she demands, her voice husky with arousal.

“I wanna fuck you all night long,” I confess, the words spilling from my lips without a second thought as I thrust into her until her hips meet mine. “You’re the sexiest woman I’ve ever seen.”

She leans forward to capture my lips in a passionate kiss, our moans intensifying as she rides me harder. Our skin slaps together in a primal rhythm that reaches the darkened corridor. Her hair tumbles over our entwined bodies like a waterfall of fire that only fuels our passion further.

“Keep talking dirty to me, baby,” she moans. “It just makes me want you even more.”

“Mommy is such a slut! Such a horny little whore!” I groan, feeling the pressure building inside me. “I can’t wait to fill your slutty pussy with my cum.”

She grinds against me harder, biting her bottom lip as she climbs higher and higher towards her peak. My hands move up to cup those perfect tits, kneading them gently as I lose myself in the sensation of her rocking hips against mine. Our rhythm increases until it’s almost painful how fast we’re moving together, but neither of us can slow down.

“Shit! Keep going!” she cries. “Yes – yes – yes!”

I groan loudly as Kylie rides me, my hands gripping her hips tightly, feeling every inch of firm ass cheek moving up and down my shaft. This is insane, this is wrong, but it feels so damn good. I can’t believe I get to experience this forbidden pleasure with this MILF.

Her full breasts bounce wildly with each thrust, slapping against my chest as she moves faster and faster. The friction builds inside her, the slick sounds of our wet bodies slapping together filling the room with an erotic music.

Kylie’s tight, wet pussy clenches around my throbbing cock as she rides me like a wild animal. Her body moves in perfect rhythm with mine, our bodies colliding as we surrender to the powerful lust that consumes us both. My hands grip her hips, guiding her movements to match my own desperate thrusts.

“Fuck! Keep going – shit!” she breathes out, panting heavily as her eyes lock onto mine. “Keep fucking me! Yes! Keep! Fucking! Mommy!”

“You’re such a slut,” I groan, unable to tear my gaze from her bouncing tits and flushed face. The room is filled with the sounds of our heavy breathing and moans of pleasure, creating an intoxicating atmosphere.

My cock throbs inside her, ready to explode at any moment. Our hips collide as we both reach our peaks together – her nails dig into my shoulders, driving me further into the mattress beneath us. My mouth finds one of her supple nipples and sucks hard.

“Aaron, I’m I-I’m going t-to…” she stammers, biting her lip as her body trembles with anticipation.

Her body shudders as her climax crashes over her like a tidal wave, her walls gripping my cock tightly, milking every last drop of pleasure from me. She lets out a guttural moan, her eyes rolling back in ecstasy.

“Fuck… fuck… that was amazing, baby,” she pants, her body starting to go limp.

But I’m not done yet.

Before she can recover, I summon the strength to flip us over, positioning my friend’s MILF mom on her back beneath me. My determination to dominate her takes control as I thrust into her missionary style, my balls slapping against her cunt with each powerful thrust. Her legs wrap around my waist, pulling me deeper inside her.

“Yes!” she cries out, her nails digging into my back as she arches into my every thrust. “Don’t stop! Don’t! Fucking! Stop!”

I drive into her relentlessly, the lewd slapping of skin-against-skin growing with each thrust. The room echoes with Kylie’s moans and gasps, her pleasure filling every corner of the space. Her legs still wrapped around me, our bodies collide in a symphony of lustful sounds.

“Fuck! Yes, Aaron! Fuck Mommy!” she groans as the bed creaks beneath us. “Fuck Mommy harder!”

Her words spur me on, the erotic tension between us growing with each thrust. I lean down, my lips brushing against her ear as I whisper my own filthy desires to her.

Kylie’s body shudders beneath mine, matching my desperate motions. The slapping of our skin meeting reverberates through the air, our connection primal and raw. My hands roam down her toned stomach and cup her ass cheeks, pulling her closer to meet each thrust. She moans loudly, surrendering to my strength as we move together in a frenzy of passion.

Her scent fills my nose – a mix of sweat and desire that only makes me harder. Her lips part in an ‘o’ shape as she stares at me with hooded eyes, lost in the moment. The taste of her mouth is addicting when I capture it between our lips once more, our tongues dancing hungrily. Our kisses grow deeper, more urgent as we both let go completely to the primal lust consuming us.

“Take it all, you whore!” I growl into her ear. “You slutty MILF.”

Her breasts bounce enticingly with every thrust, their weight pressing into my chest deliciously. My cock slides in and out of the wet heat of her pussy with such force that it’s almost painful how good it feels. The slap of our skin echoes through the room like thunder, reverberating off the walls. The sound alone is enough to send shivers down my spine.

“You’re my bitch,” I whisper. “My cum dumpster.”

One hand over her throat, my other hand gropes Kylie’s perky tit. I squeeze it. Pull it. Hard. With dominance. Combined with my cock thrusting into my her, my abuse of her tits grow her moans.

“Yes!” she screams.

I thrust harder.

“Make me!”

And harder…

“Your bitch!”

And harder…

“Your slutty little cum dumpster!”

And harder still.

I pull out slightly before slamming back in again, my thick cock hitting her G-spot just right every time. She lets out a whimper of delight at this new angle I am hitting her from.

My hands claw at her hips possessively as I claim every inch of her body as my own – marking his territory with each powerful thrust.

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

Her tight warmth envelops me completely, my senses overtaken by this forbidden experience. As I continue to drive himself deeper into her, my grip on her hips tightening, I can’t help but think of the illicit nature of their encounter. It only serves to heighten my own arousal, my body craving more of her with every passing moment.

Our movements become more frantic and desperate. I can feel the pressure building within me. The erotic tension hangs heavy in the air, an electric current running between our sweat-slicked bodies.

The sound of our bodies colliding is intoxicating, driving me wild, as I pound into her with feverish abandon. Her moans and gasps fill the room, urging me on.

“Aaron! I’m so close… don’t… stop…” Kylie begs, her voice strained with pleasure.

“Then cum for me, bitch,” I pant, my thrusts growing more powerful as we approach the precipice together.

“Fuck, yes!” she screams, her body tensing beneath me.

With one final, powerful thrust, we’re catapulted into ecstasy. Kylie’s second orgasm crashes through her, her body convulsing around my cock as she cries out in bliss. The feeling of her clenching around me sends me over the edge, my hot seed filling her, marking her as mine.

Her name is on my lips as hot cum shoots into her womb while she milks every last drop from me with expert movements that leave us both panting heavily afterward.

As the waves of pleasure subside, we collapse onto the bed, our bodies still intertwined, trying to catch our breath. Our chests heave in unison, the lingering heat of our orgasms keeping us connected in this intimate moment.

“Aaron,” Kylie whispers softly, her fingers tracing delicate patterns on my chest. “That was… incredible.”

She smiles tenderly at me, her eyes shining with a mixture of love and desire.

“Come here,” Kylie murmurs, pulling me in for a slow, sensual kiss. Our lips meld together, sealing the memory of this night as we snuggle close, entwined in each other’s arms.

The lingering heat of our orgasms still pulsing through us, we cling to each other. Kylie’s breath tickles my ear as she speaks, her voice sultry and alluring.

“Next weekend,” she whispers, “when my husband and William are gone, you and I are going to have a fuck-fest all weekend.”

Fuck, that’s hot. My cock twitches at her words, already craving more of her enticing touch. The thought of spending an entire weekend fucking this beautiful woman sends shivers down my spine.

“Count me in,” I say, grinning like a fool. “I’m going to fuck you in every damn room.”

Kylie laughs softly, her eyes dancing with mischief. “Oh, I plan on it,” she promises, sealing the pact with another mind-blowing kiss.


Fun with My Girlfriend’s MILF Mom


Chapter 1

The dim light casts shadows across Olivia’s body as we kiss on the car hood, our desires consuming us. Her soft lips taste like sin, and I can’t get enough.

“Aaron,” she whispers breathlessly, her voice dripping with lust.

I groan in response, my hands gripping her waist.

She’s a vision of beauty, with her blonde hair cascading down her back like a golden waterfall. Her perky tits strain against the fabric of her tight top, begging to be touched. She’s a gymnast, and it shows in every curve of her toned body – slender yet powerful. A goddess.

I’m the star football player at our school, my athletic build honed through countless hours on the field. My muscles tense as I press myself against her, feeling the heat radiate from her body.

Our bodies meld together, our make-out session mirroring the two horny 18-year-olds we are. In this dimly lit parking lot, I relish the feeling of her soft lips entwined with mine. My heart races as I devour her mouth, my hands tracing down her sides and exploring every inch of her body, seeking out her curves. She responds with equally passionate fervor, her fingers raking through my hair and digging into my scalp as she pulls me closer. Her moan escapes into my mouth.

The night air is cool against my skin, but Olivia’s body pressed against mine sends a jolt of heat through me. My hands roam her body, exploring every curve and contour, fingertips tracing the outline of her toned stomach. Her breath hitches as I cup her perky tits, feeling the undeniable hardness of her nipples beneath my touch.

My free hand moves down to cup her ass, squeezing gently before sliding upward to rest on her lower back. She arches into my touch, pushing herself even closer against me. Her lips part wider as I explore her neck with gentle nibbles that send shivers down both our spines.

“Shit, you’re so fucking hot,” I growl, my lust growing with each passing second.

“Aaron,” she moans, the sound sending a shiver down my spine. “I want to feel you inside me.”

As we break apart for air, she looks deep into my eyes. Her eyes flash with desire, urging me to push further. I can’t resist the temptation; her body is a playground I can’t wait to explore. As my hand slips beneath the waistband of her shorts, she bites her lip, anticipation coursing through her veins.

“Please,” she pants, her voice thick with need. “Fuck me, Aaron. I want to feel you in my pussy.”

I bend Olivia over the hood of my car, her hands gripping the edges as she arches her back in anticipation. Reaching under her skirt I rip her panties off, revealing her wet pussy. She looks back at me, a wicked grin spreading across her face.

“Fuck me like a horny slut,” she challenges, her voice dripping with seduction.

The night breeze caresses my skin, heightening the electric anticipation coursing through my veins. Unzipping my jeans, I pull out my throbbing cock and give it a few quick strokes. I position myself behind Olivia, her perfect ass on full display before me. The scent of her arousal fills the air, driving me to the brink of madness.

“Stuff it right in my tight pussy,” she breathes, her hips swaying teasingly as she arches her back, inviting me in.

With a predatory growl, I thrust into her, our bodies colliding in perfect harmony. She gasps at the sensation, her moans mixing with the whisper of the wind around us. We move together, our rhythm primal and urgent.

“Fuck, Aaron… yes,” Olivia hisses between gritted teeth, her hands gripping the car hood even tighter. Her muscles clench around me, urging me deeper.

“Shit, you feel incredible,” I pant, lost in the intoxicating heat of her body. My mind swims with carnal thoughts, each thrust igniting a fire within me that threatens to consume us both.

“Harder! Yes! Ugh!” she moans, her voice pleading and desperate. “That’s it! Yes! Yes!”

I push into her with renewed vigor, my instincts taking over as we lose ourselves in the raw passion of the moment. Sweat beads on our skin, glistening in the faint light of the moon above.

As I slam into her harder, Olivia’s grip on the car hood tightens. She cries out in pleasure, a mix of pain and ecstasy that echoes through the parking lot. Her skin glistens in the dim light, her cheeks flushed with desire. Her breathing becomes ragged as I pick up the pace, my muscles tense beneath her touch. Her piercing eyes lock onto mine, full of trust and lust.

“Yes! Yes! Yes! Shit!” she cries out.

My lips find her neck again as my hands explore every inch of her body, tracing patterns on her back and ass while I plunge deeper inside her warmth. The slap of our flesh against the car hood fills the air as I fuck her.

Her moans become sloppy and uninhibited now. She throws her head back as if lost in a trance as our bodies sync like two well-oiled machines made for this very moment. The sound of skin slapping against skin mingles with heavy breaths filling the night air; it’s hotter than an inferno now.

“Aaron, I’m so close,” Olivia whimpers, her body trembling with anticipation. I can feel her impending climax, her muscles tightening around me with each thrust.

Olivia’s moans grow louder, more intense, until she finally shatters beneath me, her orgasm crashing through her like a tidal wave. She screams my name, her head thrown back in ecstasy.

“Aaron! Fuck! Yes!”

Our movements become erratic, our bodies slick with sweat as we chase the blissful edge of our shared pleasure. Our breaths and moans become one with the night breeze. Together, we drown in the intoxicating depths of our passion, the raw intensity of our connection pushing us further and further into uncharted territory.

The moon casts a silvery glow over Olivia’s face, her cheeks flushed and lips parted as she pants for breath. My hands move to her hips, steadying her as I lean in for one last searing kiss.

“I'm going to blow my load all over your slutty face,” I say, the words barely above a whisper.

“Do it, Aaron,” she murmurs, her eyes locked onto mine with a fiery intensity that sends a shiver down my spine.

With a final, guttural groan, I pull out and release myself onto her beautiful face. My hot essence splatters across her porcelain skin, leaving a primal mark of ownership that makes my heart race with exhilaration.

“Fuck, Aaron… that was…” Olivia trails off, her voice filled with awe as she reaches up to touch the warm streaks on her cheeks.

“Amazing,” I agree, my chest heaving as I struggle to catch my breath. The taste of victory mingles with the salty tang of sweat, and I can’t help but feel a sense of pride at our carnal conquest.

“I’m going to wear your cum all night,” she replies.

“Fuck, that’s hot,” I breathe. “You–”

A flicker of movement catches my eye. There, lurking in the shadows, is…

Angelina – my girlfriend’s mom. My girlfriend’s sexy MILF mom, to be precise. Her eyes are fixed on the erotic scene unfolding before her, and I can see the mix of desire and curiosity that dances within their depths. Olivia doesn’t notice her, too lost in her post-orgasmic haze to register anything beyond our entwined bodies.

My heart hammers in my chest as Angelina’s eyes pierce mine, and I feel a renewed surge of pleasure course through my veins. The rush of being watched, the thrill of the forbidden, grips me tighter than any lover ever could.

“Aaron, what’s wrong?” Olivia asks, her concern punctuating the night air.

“Nothing,” I lie, still looking at Angelina.

Angelina’s lips curl into a wicked smile as she watches us both with an unmistakable twinkle in her eyes. She licks her lips slowly, savoring the memory of our encounter while brushing her long brown hair away from her bare shoulder. Her tanned skin glistens, her plump breasts swaying enticingly with every move she makes.

A low-cut, crimson dress adorns her voluptuous figure, delicately tracing the curves of her body and ending just above her knees. Over this dress, a sheer black shawl drapes around her slender shoulders, creating an aura of mystique that only enhances her seductiveness. Her black stilettos are silent against the marble floor, a testament to the grace she possesses.

Her fingers dance along the hem of the shawl, fingers moving like a pianist playing an unseen symphony. I’m entranced, and the heat rises in my face as I feel Olivia’s breath against my skin, obliviously lost in her own world of pleasure while my eyes remain locked with Angelina’s.

Angelina raises a hand and slowly brings a finger to her lips, her nails painted a deep red that matches her sultry dress. Closing her eyes for a moment, she pouts her luscious lips and then blows me a sultry kiss.

With one last suggestive wink, Angelina turns on her heel and walks away from us. The swaying of her hips is almost hypnotic in nature as I watch her retreat into the shadows from which she came.

“…holy shit,” I whisper.

“Hey, baby,” Olivia pants.

I look back at my girlfriend.

“You’re coming over tonight, right?” she asks.

“Hell yeah, babe.”


Chapter 2

The low hum of conversation washes over me as I sit at the dinner table. Olivia and her dad – Brett – sit across the table. Meanwhile, Angelina – my girlfriend’s MILF mom sits next to me. A soft glow from the chandelier above illuminates her face, her piercing eyes locked on mine.

I haven’t said a word to Angelina since she saw me fucking Oliva earlier today, and neither has she. I’ve barely made eye contact with her. I thought she would tell Brett or say something – anything – to me to let me know why she was watching me pound Olivia. However, she’s been completely silent.

But here she is… sitting next to me at the dinner table.

“Great game tonight, Aaron,” Brett says, pulling me from my thoughts. “You really nailed that touchdown.”

“Thanks, Brett.” I can’t help but glance at Angelina, catching her seductive smirk.

“Your skills were impressive out there, Aaron,” she says, her voice like a siren’s call. “I couldn’t keep my eyes off you.”

“Really?” I try to sound casual, but my pulse quickens under her intense gaze.

“Absolutely,” she purrs, her hand slowly inching toward my lap under the table.

What is she trying to–

My eyes widen when her hand slips into my shorts. I feel her soft skin wrap around my cock before she takes my cock out of my shorts.

Angelina – my girlfriend’s mom… she is holding my cock.

I freeze, feeling the heat radiating from her touch as she boldly tightens her grip of my cock. My breath hitches in my throat as she teasingly strokes my growing erection.

Her fingers glide up and down over the length of my shaft slowly, teasingly, as if she’s conducting an invisible symphony of pleasure. Her eyes never leave mine, challenging me to say something or stop her.

“Uh… yeah, Brett, th-thanks,” I stammer, trying to maintain eye contact with Brett while his wife’s deft fingers work their magic beneath the tablecloth.

“Is everything okay?” Olivia asks, concern etching her features.

“Y-yeah, just… excited about the win,” I manage to croak out, beads of sweat forming on my brow.

“Of course, of course,” Brett nods, returning to his meal. “We’re all proud of you, Aaron.”

I take another bite of my food, trying to suppress the moans that threaten to escape my lips as Angelina’s hand continues its teasing movements. Under the table, she increases her pace now, rubbing me faster and harder as if daring me to protest. Every brush of her fingers against my sensitive skin sends shivers down my spine, and I can feel my arousal growing stronger by the second.

My father talks about work while Angelina continues to stroke me; her touch sends delicious chills through my body. I shift uncomfortably in my seat, struggling not to moan out loud from the feeling alone. She must sense my discomfort because it only makes her squeeze my dick tighter.

Angelina’s grip tightens around my cock, her thumb circling my sensitive tip as her fingers dance along my length. The waves of pleasure are volcanic, and I almost ejaculate right there.

Gasping for breath, I bite the inside of my cheek to keep quiet. Angelina’s touch sends jolts through me, her flirtatious grin promising more than just a simple handjob under the table.

“Aaron, did you see that new training facility they’re building?” Brett asks, oblivious to the illicit act happening under the table.

“Uh, yeah,” I reply, struggling to form coherent thoughts. “Looks great.”

Angelina glances down at her spoon as if struck by a sudden idea. With a wicked smile, she lets it slip from her grasp. It falls to the floor, the clatter drawing Brett’s attention. “Oh, clumsy me,” she giggles. “I’d better get that.”

Before anyone can object, she slides gracefully under the table. My heart hammers in my chest. What is she planning? Surely she wouldn’t dare…

“Babe, did you know that Coach Johnson is considering a scholarship offer for Aaron?” Brett continues. “Isn’t that great news?”

“Absolutely,” she murmurs from under the table, her voice muffled but still audible.

I look down and see Angelina. She’s on her knees right in front of me. Eyes locked with mine, she’s so close now – so close to my cock. Her hands gripping the base of my cock, her plump lips hover just inches away from my desperate need. My body quakes with anticipation, aching for her touch. She gives me a provocative wink, eyes filled with lust.

“Aaron, you should really take advantage of this opportunity,” Brett advises, unaware of the dangerous game we’re playing. “A scholarship could open so many doors for you.”

“Definitely,” I manage, praying he doesn’t notice the tremor in my voice. “I’ll give it my all.”

“Good, good,” he says, nodding approvingly. “Hard work always pays off.”

If only he knew what kind of hard work was happening right now…

Heat floods my face as Angelina’s mischievous smile makes my heart beat fast. In one swift movement, she takes me into her mouth, her plump lips warm and wet as they envelop me in a cocoon of sinful pleasure.

Her tongue dances around the head of my cock, teasing and taunting me as she takes me deeper into her mouth. I gasp and moan, grabbing the table to steady myself. I can feel her wetness against my shaft as she sucks and licks and nibbles in perfect rhythm.

My cock throbs in response, pre-cum dripping into her mouth as she takes me deeper into her mouth. Her tongue swirls around the sensitive head, sending shockwaves of pleasure through my body. She looks up at me with hooded eyes, taking more of me inside her wet heat with each smooth movement.

“Aaron, did you hear about the new quarterback transfer?” Brett asks, blissfully unaware of the sloppy blowjob unfolding beneath the table.

“Uh, yeah,” I stammer, my voice cracking under the weight of ecstasy coursing through my veins. Her every lick, every flick of her tongue, sends waves crashing against the shores of my sanity. “Heard he’s pretty good.”

“But not as good as Aaron,” Olivia says with a wink.

My body tightens like a coiled spring, desperate to conceal the torrential storm brewing within. My fingers dig into the table, knuckles white with the effort to stifle my moans of pleasure. I can feel her breath hot against my skin and hear the soft smacking sounds of her lips as she sloppily suckles me off under the table.

“Your dedication to football is really paying off,” Brett says, pride lacing his words. “Keep it up!”

“Thanks,” I gasp, struggling to keep my composure as Angelina’s expertise threatens to unravel me. My thoughts race, guilt and desire braided together in a twisted knot that both repels and enthralls me.

“Hard work always pays off,” Brett repeats, eyes locked on mine. I bite my lip to silence the groan threatening to escape.

“Absolutely,” I agree, tension mounting as I teeter on the edge of oblivion. “I’ll keep giving it my all.”

Angelina’s skilled tongue flicks in rapid circles around my tip. She hums around me before pulling back, revealing only the tip of my cock from her soft mouth before pushing it back inside again. Her chin glistens with a mix of saliva and precum.

Her mouth descends further, my world narrowing to the exquisite sensation of her tongue swirling around me. My breath comes in ragged gasps, and I force my gaze to remain steady. The heat of her mouth engulfs me, every stroke pushing me closer to the brink.

Every time she swallows me whole, I can feel her plump cheeks hollowing out and then filling up again as she takes more of me inside her mouth. Her long, slim teeth graze the sensitive skin at the base of my cock, sending shockwaves coursing through my veins. It’s like nothing I’ve ever experienced before.

“Aaron, do you think the team has a shot at winning state this year?” Brett asks, cutting through my haze of lust.

“Uh… yeah, definitely,” I manage to spit out between shallow breaths, my focus splintering under the relentless assault of Angelina’s skillful cocksucking.

“Excellent,” Brett replies. “You’re doing great.”

“Thanks,” I choke out, my voice barely above a whisper. Each expert swipe of her tongue threatens to shatter my resolve, and I know I can’t hold back much longer.

The feel of Angelina’s soft lips on my cock threatens to send me over the edge. She takes me deeper into her warm, wet mouth, licking the underside of my shaft as she goes. My hips buck involuntarily, seeking more of her warm mouth.

The smooth surface under her tongue feels amazing against my throbbing member. Her slender fingers begin to stroke my inner thighs from beneath the tablecloth, sending chills racing through my body.

Her breath washes over me in hot waves as she looks up at me with hooded eyes filled with wanton need. More precum and saliva coat her lips and chin, making her look like some college slut giving a sloppy blowjob.

With a final surge of pleasure, my body betrays me, trembling with the force of my release as I shoot my hot load into Angelina’s waiting mouth. Desperately clinging to the last shreds of my composure, I bite my lip to stifle the ecstatic moan.

The tremors of my climax subside, leaving me panting and drained. I blink the sweat from my eyes, barely processing Brett’s words as they continue to discuss football. Suddenly, Angelina emerges from under the table, her sultry eyes meeting mine for a brief moment before she takes her seat. A satisfied smirk plays across her lips as she discreetly wipes them with her hand.

“Ah!” Angelina says. “Finally got that spoon.”

“That’s great, babe,” Brett says.

“Aaron,” Angelina purrs, her voice dripping with seduction. “You really should try this gravy. It’s amazing.”

“Sure,” I mumble, struggling to regain my composure as I reach for the serving spoon. My hand trembles, betraying the lingering effects of our illicit tryst. Fuck, that was intense.

“Here, let me help you,” she offers, her fingers brushing against mine as she steadies the spoon. The warmth of her touch reignites the embers of my desire.

“Thanks,” I force out, my voice cracking.

“Is everything alright, Aaron?” Brett asks, concern furrowing his brow.

“Y-yeah,” I stutter, my mind a whirlwind of lust and remorse. “I’m just… tired. Long day.”

“Alright,” he concedes, giving me a sympathetic smile. “Just make sure to get some rest tonight.”

“Will do,” I promise, my gaze drifting back to Angelina. She continues eating, her every movement an intoxicating dance.

“We all need our rest,” Angelina adds, her eyes locking onto mine once more. Her smile is a deadly weapon, aimed straight at my heart.

Angelina smirks, her full lips still glistening from our forbidden encounter. My pulse races as I try to focus on the food in front of me, the taste of it dull and uninteresting compared to the memory of her mouth.

After dinner, Olivia and her dad excuse themselves to go to the living room, leaving just me and Angelina here.

“Aaron, could you help me clear the table?” Angelina asks.

I nod, trying to ignore the stirring in my shorts as we stand and gather the dishes together.

As I reach for the last plate, she leans in close, her breath hot on my ear. “You’ve got a nice cock.”

“What the fuck are you doing, Angelina?”

“I saw you screwing my slutty daughter. I’ve never seen a cock like yours – as big as yours,” she whispers, her voice sultry and commanding. “I need it.”

“This is wrong.”

“I’m tired of my small-dicked husband and having to fake orgasms. I need a real man – a man with a real cock – to satisfy me.” She leans closer. “And either you fuck me, or I’m going to let the entire football team take turns with me after next week’s game.”

Her eyes remain filled with lust. She’s not lying.

Letting out a defeated sigh, I reply, “Fine. I guess I’d rather I screw you than let you embarrass Olivia.”

“Don’t say it like that. I’ve seen you jerking off to my pictures,” she says with a smile.

I can’t deny that. She’s a damn babe.

“Come to my bedroom tonight when Olivia is asleep.”

I watch her turn and start to depart.

“And when you fuck me,” she finishes, “you better call me Mommy.”

As she walks away, a thought crosses my mind. You know what… fuck it. If she wants to act like a slut, I’m going to treat her like one.


Chapter 3

The full moon’s silver light seeps through the sheer curtains, casting a haunting glow on the master bedroom. I leave Olivia asleep in her bedroom as I slink into the room with the stealth of a practiced predator, my piercing eyes fixed on my prey. My heart races in anticipation, fueling my desire for control and revenge.

Brett lays beside Angelina, snoring softly, oblivious to what is happening under his roof. My lips curl into a smile.

Angelina sleeps soundly, her chest rising and falling beneath her delicate night blouse. I approach her side of the bed, my muscular body tense with excitement. Reaching down, I carefully unbutton her blouse, revealing her voluptuous breasts and toned body.

Holy fuck. Her tits are damn big – the kind you only see in the best pornos.

“So fucking sexy,” I whisper, drinking in the sight of her nudity.

“Who’s there?” Brett mumbles, stirring in his sleep.

I freeze, holding my breath, but Brett soon slips back into unconsciousness.

Staring at the topless MILF, I can’t help but admire Angelina’s beauty. Her hair frames her face in soft waves, and her eyes hold the promise of hidden depths. The moonlight paints Angelina’s body with an ethereal glow, beckoning me to indulge in her forbidden flesh. Leaning down, my lips find the curve of her breast, and I begin to taste her, enveloping her nipple in the heat of my mouth.

“Ah,” Angelina moans softly as she stirs from her sleep.

I slide my hand up Angelina’s thigh, her soft skin warm beneath my touch. “Shh, Mommy,” I whisper against the curve of her neck. “Let’s not wake your husband.”

Angelina’s breath grows heavier as I lavish kisses across her chest, her breasts rising and falling with each ragged inhale. I take her nipple into my mouth and she arches her back, pressing herself further into my eager lips.

“More,” she pants, giving herself over to me completely. I can feel her heart racing beneath my fingertips as I move to her other breast, determined to drive her wild.

“Greedy bitch,” I tease, my breath hot against her ear as my hands continue to roam every curve and crevice. “You’ll have to stay quiet if you want me to continue.”

Angelina bites her lip and nods, reveling in the thrill. I can see the desire burning in her eyes as my fingers find her most sensitive spots. Brett sleeps mere inches away, oblivious to the erotic scene unfolding right beside him.

“Aaron,” she gasps, struggling to keep silent as ecstasy threatens to overwhelm her. The room seems to close in around us, our breaths mingling as we lose ourselves in each other.

“Here’s your midnight snack, Mommy,” I growl, my voice low and dangerous.

Moonlight spills through the thin curtains, casting an ethereal glow on Angelina’s flushed skin. My green eyes burn with a feral intensity as I lower my gym shorts, freeing my throbbing cock from its confines.

Angelina gazes at me, her eyes wide with lustful anticipation as she bites her lip.

The bed creaks softly as I slide between the sheets. I pause, taking in the sight of Angelina’s naked body beneath me, her breasts rising and falling with each ragged breath. Her hair is a halo around her face, framing it like a crown, and her beautiful eyes are alluring as they flutter shut with sleep.

My hand trails down her side, stopping just above where her panties meet her thighs. Slowly, ever so slowly, I trace my fingers along the delicate lace until I reach her moist folds. She’s fucking wet as hell. My breath catches in my throat at the warmth that greets me there. She is already aroused. With one swift move, I slip her panties down to her knees and then off entirely.

The smooth material glides easily over her legs as if eager to reveal all of those secret places I want to explore.

I lean over her again, pressing my lips to the soft skin of her inner thigh and inhaling deeply. She smells of lavender and womanhood – sweet and intoxicating. My tongue darts out to taste her, lapping at the nectar that coats her folds. Angelina gasps, shuddering beneath me as she feels my hot breath against her sensitive skin. She can’t help but arch up into it, allowing more access for me to taste her fully.

“Ah… Aaron,” she whispers.

Without further ado, I climb on top of her, grip her hips, and position my cock at her pussy’s entrance. Thrusting forward, I enter the MILF with a swift and forceful motion. She gasps in pleasure as I thrust deep inside her, filling her completely.

“Fuck! Yes,” my girlfriend’s mom moans, her nails digging into my muscular arms. The sensation of me stretching her tight walls sends shivers down my spine.

I grin wickedly, relishing in the power I hold over this once untouchable beauty queen. “You like that, don’t you, Mommy? Lying next to your sleeping husband while being fucked by your daughter’s boyfriend?”

Her pulse races, her breath coming in short, shallow gasps as she struggles to find words. “Yes! Yes! Ugh! That’s it! Yes!”

I chuckle, my thrusts growing more insistent. “I wonder what Brett would think if he woke up and found his precious wife getting her brains fucked out?”

“You think it’d be the first time he found me with another man’s cock inside me?” Angelina moaned with a wink.

“Fucking slut.”

Our bodies move together in a rhythmic dance of passion, fueled by the same twisted desires and hidden yearnings. I pummel into Angelina, each thrust echoing through the silent room. Sweat beads on our skin as the heat of our secret encounter intensifies. My cock pumps in and out of her tight folds, filling her completely with my hard length. She mirrors the growing intensity with her moans and gasps. The sounds of our lovemaking bounces off the walls, amplifying the forbidden thrill as the bed beneath us creaks with our movements.

“Fuck me!” she moans into my ear.

Skin slapping against skin, I pound her harder.

“Make Mommy your bitch!”

And harder.

“Make Mommy your whore – your cum dumpster!”

And harder still.

My hands roamed her body possessively, cupping her breasts and pinching her nipples hard enough to make her cry out, her back arching further into his touch. I groan against her neck, my lips leaving trails of fire on her skin. Angelina’s fingers dig deep into my shoulders as I take control, pushing her further down into the mattress with every powerful stroke.

Angelina’s hips buck up to meet me, urging for more as she loses herself in my masterful moves. Her walls clench around me, milking him for every drop of pleasure they can get. My rough hands grip her hips tighter as I thrust harder, claiming her body as my own. The scent of sweat and desire fills the air around them; it is intoxicating, heady with lust and power.

The thought of Brett waking up beside us, discovering our sordid tryst, makes my heart pound even faster.

“Please,” she whispers again, her voice a broken plea. “Harder. Deeper. Mark me.”

My thrusts grow more forceful as I drive her toward the edge of ecstasy. Our moans harmonize in the dark room. The scent of sweat and lust hangs heavily in the air as we move together, a forbidden dance of desire.

“You’re so tight,” I growl, my hands gripping her hip with bruising force. I revel in her vulnerability, the way she opens herself to me completely.

“Harder,” Angelina pants, her eyes locked on mine, begging for more. “Make me your bitch!”

I smirk, increasing the intensity of my thrusts, making her cry out in pleasure.

“Y-yes… just like that. Yes! Oh, yes!” Her fingers dig into my back, leaving behind crimson crescents as she holds on for dear life.

I lean down, my breath hot against her skin. My heart races as I piston into her, the coil inside me tightening, pulling me closer and closer to the edge.

“Shit, don’t stop!” she gasps, her legs wrapping around my waist, clinging to me desperately as the pressure builds.

“Cum for me, Mommy,” I snarl, driving into her relentlessly, taking her right up to the brink.

She shudders and gasps as her orgasm crashes over her in violent waves, her nails raking down my back. She clings to me, riding out the pleasure until she is left shaking and breathless beneath me.

My lips brush her sweat-slicked skin. A wicked glint sparks in my eyes as I continue to claim her body.

My powerful thrusts shake the bed beneath us, the headboard knocking against the wall in a rhythmic cadence. Sweat glistens on our entwined bodies as I drive her closer and closer to the brink.

Our hips slap together in a rhythm that echoes through the room, muffled by the thin walls but present nonetheless. The sound of skin on skin fills the air – erotic and raw. Each thrust deepens the connection between us, our sweat mingling on our bodies as we move together in perfect harmony.

I stare down at her, watching her gasp for air as I pound into her wetness. Her breasts bounce with each forceful entry. My own heart pounds in my chest like a drum, matching the pace of our lovemaking.

“Are you ready to cum again, Mommy?” I growl, my voice dripping with lust as I watch her writhing beneath me.

“Y-yes,” she gasps, her eyes glazed over with pleasure, barely aware of her surroundings. “Please, Aaron… make Mommy cum again.”

With a wicked grin, I slam into her with renewed fervor, her moans rising in pitch as the coil within her threatens to snap once more. Her mind is a whirlwind of ecstasy, unable to focus on anything but the intoxicating pleasure coursing through her veins.

Finally, Angelina’s second orgasm rips through her like a tidal wave, her body convulsing around my cock as she screams my name, lost in her own hedonistic bliss. The sound of her pleasure echoes through the room, shattering the fragile silence that had enveloped us.

“Fuck, yes,” I hiss, my own arousal spiking at the sight of her completely undone before me.

Suddenly, Brett stirs beside us, his sleep-addled brain struggling to process the salacious scene unfolding mere inches away. He squints, trying to clear his blurry vision as he attempts to comprehend what is happening. However, without his glasses, he is all but blind.

“Wha… what’s going on? What’s that noise?” he mumbles, still half-asleep.

I don’t miss a beat, continuing to fuck my girlfriend’s mom with ruthless determination, my fingers digging into her flesh as I move within her. Skin slaps against skin. My balls slap against her cunt. My heart hammers in his chest, the thrill of the risk only serving to fuel my lustful desires. Fucking my girlfriend’s mom next to her husband as he unknowingly watches pushes me to the edge.

“Shh,” Angelina whispers urgently, her eyes wide with panic as she clutches my shoulders. “Brad… go back to sleep.”

“Wha… what are you two doing?” Brett mumbles, his voice groggy and disoriented from sleep.

“Exercise, darling,” Angelina replies breathlessly, her eyes locked on mine, pleading for me to continue even as she lies to her husband. “Aaron’s helping – oh! Me with – ah! A new – oh! Exercise routine!”

The dim moonlight filtering through the curtains casts an eerie glow over Angelina’s sweat-slicked body, her chest heaving with each thrust from me. My hips slam into hers, my cock burying deep inside her.

My lips curl into a wicked grin, my fingers tightening around Angelina’s breast as I continue to fuck her. I lean in to capture her lips in a searing kiss, drowning out her moans.

Brett furrows his brow, still half-asleep and struggling to make sense of the situation. “At… at this hour?” he asks, his voice wavering with uncertainty.

“Couldn’t sleep – oh! And I thought it would – ah! Help me relax…” Angelina lies, her voice trembling with the effort of maintaining her composure under my relentless assault. “Go back to sleep, baby. We’ll be done soon.”

I can’t believe Brett is buying this, the absurdity of the situation only adding fuel to my lustful fire.

“Alright,” Brett mutters, rolling over and allowing himself to be lulled back to sleep by the steady rhythm of my thrusts, utterly oblivious to the carnal pleasure being shared mere inches away.

As Brett’s breathing deepens once more, my green eyes blaze with dark desire. “You’re such a whore, Mommy,” I whisper huskily, my voice dripping with lust.

Angelina bites her lip to stifle a moan as I drive into her with renewed vigor.

“Keep taking it, bitch,” I say.

A bead of sweat trickles down Angelina’s flushed cheek as I pause, withdrawing my cock from her pussy. With a wicked grin, I adjust myself, moving up her trembling body until my throbbing cock finds its new resting place between her ample breasts.

“Press those tits together for me,” I command in a low growl, the dark hunger in my eyes impossible to ignore. Angelina obeys without hesitation, her hands guiding her breasts to embrace my thick member, providing me with the tight space I crave.

“Like this?” she asks, her voice barely more than a whisper. Her wide eyes look at me, filled with a mix of trepidation and excitement, like a moth drawn to a flame.

“Perfect,” I reply, my voice dripping with lust as I begin to slide myself between her soft, welcoming mounds. The sensation of her warm flesh enveloping me is intoxicating, each movement sending shivers up my spine as I fight to maintain control over my mounting desire.

“Look at me,” I demand. As she meets my piercing gaze, I continue to thrust between her breasts, my movements becoming more urgent, more primal. “You’re mine now. Remember that.”

“Y-yes,” she stammers.

“Good girl,” I praise, my voice dark and seductive as I continue to use her body for my pleasure.

As our passion escalates, the risk of discovery only amplifies the intensity of our encounter. With each thrust, I am pushing the boundaries, daring fate to intervene.

“Kiss my cock, Mommy,” I command, my voice thick with arousal. Angelina obeys, eagerly pressing her soft lips against my slick cockhead as I continue to titty fuck her. Each wet kiss leaves a tantalizing trail of precum dripping from her lips.

Angelina’s lips glisten with saliva and precum as she looks up at me, her eyes full of lust and submission. As I thrust my throbbing cock between her ample breasts, the sound of skin on skin echoes in the room.

“Fuck, you’re so good at this,” I growl, my hips picking up speed as I sense my climax approaching.

“Give it to me, baby,” she whispers, her words barely rising above the sound of skin slapping against skin. “Give it to Mommy.”

“Get ready for it, Angelina,” I warn, my breath hitching as I near my orgasm.

With a final, powerful thrust, I groan in ecstasy, releasing my hot load onto Angelina’s face. The sticky strings of cum splatter across her cheeks, her forehead, and drip down onto her lips. It is a mark of possession, a symbol of our forbidden passion.

As Angelina stares at me, her face coated in my cum, the edges of her lips curl into a smile. She has submitted to me, allowed herself to be used and degraded, yet she has never seemed more alive.

“Remember who you belong to,” I whisper, my eyes ablaze with triumph. “Never forget the taste of my cum on your lips.”

Angelina pants, her eyes still locked with mine as she reaches for the corner of the bedsheet to wipe away my cum.

“Leave it,” I command. “Sleep next to your husband with my cum on your face.”

“But… your father,” she whispers, glancing fearfully at Brett, who remains blissfully unaware just inches away from them.

“Let it remind you of what we’ve done tonight,” I say, my eyes filled with lust. “You’re mine now, Angelina.”

Swallowing her apprehension, Angelina nods in submission. She leans forward and presses her lips to the head of my cock, giving him a tender goodnight kiss.

“Good girl,” I murmur, a wicked smile playing on my lips. “You’re a hell of a lay, Mommy.”

“Thanks,” she replies with a win. “Maybe this weekend when Brett is gone for work, you can stick that big cock up my ass!”
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