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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



Bryan chuckled, feeling his cheeks get flushed.



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



vage.



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



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



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



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



“Sure,” Bryan responded.



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



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



“Where do you want these?” Bryan asked.



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



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



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



Her phone suddenly rang.



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



Bryan watched her start to leave the room.



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



“Take your time,” he replied.



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



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



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



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



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



“Isn’t two inches enough?”



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



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



“Maybe we can try something new.”



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



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



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



“Roleplay, maybe? Or toys?”



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



“What are you doing here?” she asked.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



“Your hands are so rough,” she gasped.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



“Yes! Ugh! Oh, yes!” she screamed.



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



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



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




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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



“Yes!”



He thrusted harder.



“Make me!”



And harder…



“Your bitch!”



And harder…



“Your slutty little cum dumpster!”



And harder still.



“Shit!”



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



“Trust me,” he replied. “It won’t–”



The bedroom door suddenly opened.



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



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



“A… stretch?” Mike repeated.



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



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



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



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