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Chapter 1



The door clicked shut behind 18-year-old Bryan, the muffled sound of water cascading in the shower a floor below. He was alone in Angelina Mitchell’s bedroom – forbidden territory.



Carl – Angelina’s son and Bryan’s friend – had been insistent that his phone charger was around here somewhere.



Bryan had come over under the pretense of a gaming marathon with Carl. However, the true reason was to ogle Carl’s MILF mom. So when Carl had gone to the shower and asked Bryan to retrieve a charger from Angelina’s room, Bryan didn’t hesitate. Maybe he’d snatch one of her used panties.



Bryan’s gaze swept across the room, a place perfumed with the essence of femininity and secrets. His heart throbbed beneath the athletic chest that had won him more than admiring glances on the football field.



But it was not the sport that fueled him now; it was the thrill of the forbidden, the allure of the mature and unattainable. Angelina, the woman whose home he stood in, was the MILF object of many whispered locker room fantasies. Angelina’s son Carl – the very definition of a nerd – was oblivious to the smoldering tension that always seemed to flicker between his mother and Bryan.



Bryan stumbled upon a picture frame that lay casually on her dresser, nestled among an array of delicate perfume bottles. The image seized him – Angelina, clad only in a bikini that clung to her like a second skin, her body a testament to forbidden desires. The dirty blonde hair cascaded over her shoulders, wild and untamed, framing a face so beautiful it could have sparked wars in another era. Even at nearly forty-years-old, she was the fantasy of every red-blooded man and teenage boy.



Her tits were ample, defying gravity in their display, barely contained by the fabric that did nothing but accentuate her fullness. Blue eyes sparkled with life and mischief. Her waist dipped gracefully, curving into hips that promised sin, her skin glowing with the vitality of a college cheerleader, yet her poise screamed of a woman who knew every trick that could turn a man inside out.



His breath hitched. Heat coursed through his veins, his green eyes darkening with lust as he imagined the softness of her skin, the taste of her lips, the sensation of her experienced touch. The air felt heavier, charged with the erotic potential of what his young, agile body yearned to explore.



His gaze skittered across the room, landing on objects cast aside in haste – sex toys. Dildos, vibrators, beads, each one a testament to unquenched thirst, a symphony of satisfaction left unwritten. All damp… all still emitting warmth.



Bryan smiled. The toys lay scattered like secrets spilled open, revealing tales of neglect, of nights filled with the echo of longing rather than moans of fulfillment. They spoke of Angelina’s hunger, a craving untouched by the man she shared her bed with, an appetite that Bryan’s youthful vigor could satiate.



The air seemed to thrum with erotic energy, each beat of his heart sending ripples through the charged atmosphere. Bryan shifted, discomfort and desire warring within him, as he wrestled with the implications of what surrounded him – a treasure trove of pleasure denied, a siren’s call that beckoned him toward the rocks of temptation. Without thinking, he grabbed one of her panties off her bed and–



The door swung open. A rush of air, a slice of light, and then Angelina, glorious and barely clad. Her bra, red lace, cupped her full breasts, pushing them up into an inviting cleavage that seemed to mock the space between them. The panties, a matching set, clung to her hips, the fabric stretched over the curves that Bryan had only dared imagine. They dipped low in the front, teasing at what lay hidden. She was a vision of illicit dreams, a living, breathing fantasy.



Bryan’s heart hammered. Every inch of his skin tingled as though electric currents surged beneath. Desire roared, deafening; words lost their shape on his tongue. He stood frozen, caught in the act, eyes wide, drinking in the sight of her.



“Mrs. Mitchell!” he stammered as both their gazes drifted to the panties he held. “I-I didn’t–”



“Bryan,.” Angelina’s voice, a velvet caress, cut through the fog of his shock. “I’ve told you before, you can call me Angelina.”



Bryan nodded.



“And it’s fine,” she finished.



He swallowed, tried to find his grounding as she stepped closer. She was all the more magnificent up close – dirty blonde hair tumbling in loose waves over her shoulders, blue eyes bright and knowing. Her lips, full and painted a subtle shade of rose, pulled into a half-smile.



“Really,” she continued, brushing off the tension with a wave of her hand. “You’re a young man, I get it. And…” She looked down at herself, then back at him with a playful raise of her brow, “…I am quite the sight.”



She moved with a grace that belied her years, a confidence that came from knowing she could turn a man inside out with just a glance. There was no judgment in her tone, only an unspoken acknowledgment of the web of attraction spun tight around them.



“Angelina, I…” Bryan started, but words were clumsy things, tripping over the beat of his pulse.



“Shh,” she hushed him, one finger raised to her lips. Her laugh, a soft chuckle, held a note of darkness, an invitation to share in a secret sin. “Don’t worry about it. This isn’t the first time a man has found me… appealing. How do you think my husband keeps getting promotions?”



Bryan smiled as he sat down on her bed.



“Besides,” she added, stepping back but leaving a trail of her scent – a mix of jasmine and something more primal–in the air, “you’re an attractive young guy. It’s natural.”



Natural. The word echoed in Bryan’s mind, a mantra that fed the flames licking at his self-control. Natural to want, to ache, to yearn for the woman before him with the fierce longing of youth.



“Thanks,” he managed, his voice hoarse, betraying the storm within.



Angelina’s bare thighs brushed against the edge of the bed as she perched herself beside Bryan. The heat from her skin seemed to radiate, piercing the cool ambiance of the room. She leaned in close, her breath warm on his neck, her voice a sultry whisper.



“Bryan, you’ve become such a strong man,” she murmured, pride lacing her words. Her hand landed softly on his thigh, fingers casually tracing the contours of his muscles beneath the fabric of his jeans. Each gentle stroke sent a jolt through him, an electric current that coursed all the way to his groin.



He felt himself harden, an involuntary response to her proximity, her touch. Bryan shifted, a vain attempt to conceal the proof of his arousal, but Angelina’s eyes were sharp, and nothing escaped her notice. Her lips curved into a knowing smile, and she let her fingers wander higher, grazing the bulge that strained against his zipper.



“My… you’ve
 really
 grown, haven’t you?” she continued, her tone dripping with innuendo.



The room seemed to shrink, the air growing thick with unspoken promises. Her hand rested on his leg, a mere breath away from where he ached for her touch.



“Bill… my husband… well, you’ve seen.” She nodded toward the scattered toys, a silent testimony to their bedroom’s failings. “He hasn’t been able to fulfill certain needs.”



Her blue eyes locked onto his, the depth of her gaze hinting at a hunger that matched the ferocity of his own. The revelation hung between them, a tantalizing thread pulling taut with desire. Every fiber of Bryan’s being screamed for him to weave that thread into a tapestry of forbidden pleasure.



“Needs?” His voice cracked, betraying his feigned composure.



“Desires,” she clarified, her fingertip now tracing idle circles over his denim-clad erection. “Needs that a vigorous young man like you could satisfy.”



Bryan’s breathing quickened, the reality of what was unfolding sending adrenaline pumping through his veins. He was lost in the labyrinth of his desires, every nerve ending screaming for release, for the touch of this goddess masquerading as his friend’s mother.



She leaned forward until her words were warm against his ear. “I just finished a session… a
 long
 session… and I still need more.”



The world outside this charged atmosphere ceased to exist. There was only Angelina, her scent, her touch, the explicit invitation written in her eyes – an invitation to cross a line from which there would be no return.



“I’m done!” The shout from Carl cleaved through the thick air, slicing the electric tension that had cocooned Bryan and Angelina in its intimate embrace.



Bryan jerked away as if scorched, the burning trails of Angelina’s fingers lingering on his skin like phantom caresses. His heart pummeled against his ribcage, each beat a discordant drum echoing Carl’s oblivious interruption.



“Uh – I gotta…” Words fumbled from his lips, incomplete thoughts grappling with the sudden intrusion of reality.



Angelina offered a knowing smile, the corners of her mouth tilting with secrets only they now shared. “Go,” she whispered, her voice velvet laced with sin. “We have all night.”



Stumbling to his feet, Bryan couldn’t peel his gaze from her. The image of her perched on the edge of the bed, scantily clad in lace that promised everything and concealed nothing, was seared into his mind.









Chapter 2



The shower steam swirled around Bryan like a sultry caress, clouding the air with an intoxicating warmth. He leaned against the cool tiled wall of the shower, allowing the water to cascade down his toned, athletic body. His emerald eyes closed as he reflected on his encounter with Angelina, her seductive blue gaze etched into his mind. The forbidden desires that consumed him threatened to boil over, igniting something primal within.



“Fuck, she’s so damn sexy,” he thought, his breath hitching as he pictured Angelina in her red lacy undergarments, her voluptuous breasts barely contained by the delicate fabric.



A shudder ran through him, heat pooling in his groin as he imagined the soft curve of her hips and the tantalizing glimpse of her thighs.



“Fuck it,” Bryan muttered to himself, unable to resist temptation any longer. He wrapped his hand around his throbbing cock, stroking himself as he envisioned Angelina’s naked tits enveloping his cock between them.



The bathroom door creaked open, but Bryan didn’t turn around, too lost in the erotic fantasy playing out in his head. The softness of the movement hinted at who was approaching, and Bryan felt his breath quicken.



The footsteps drew closer and entered the shower through its glass door, and Bryan’s pulse quickened. He tried to steady his breathing, but it was no use – his heart raced wildly in his chest. The steam thickened around him, disorienting him, heightening the anticipation.



The sudden sensation of a woman’s slender hand wrapping around his cock made him gasp. He snapped his eyes open and turned to find Angelina standing before him, clad only in her wet panties that clung to her like a second skin. Her full breasts swayed enticingly, water droplets glistening on her flushed skin. Her nipples were hard. Erect.



“Angelina,” he breathed, his voice heavy with lust. “What are you doing here?”



“Isn’t it obvious?” She breathed into his ear, and her fingers expertly stroked his erection, sending shivers through him as she tightened her grip.



“Fuck,” he groaned, unable to resist any longer. Their lips crashed together in a passionate kiss, tongues dancing as they explored each other’s mouths. Bryan’s hands found her tits, squeezing them firmly while Angelina continued her ministrations on his throbbing member.



The water ran tepid, leaving a film of sweat on their skin as they kissed. Bryan could feel her nipples poke into his chest, and he moaned into her mouth. Her fingers moved up and down his length, matching his rhythm with tiny jerks of her hand, and he thought he would lose it right there and then. He pushed her against the tiles, grinding his hips into her stomach, groaning at the wet sound it made. The warmth of her pussy soaked through her panties onto his thigh, and he couldn’t help but inhale deeply at the musky scent that filled the steamy bathroom.



She broke the kiss, gasping for air as he trailed kisses along her jawline and down to her neck. Angelina arched into him, inviting him further. His lips found one of her erect nipples he suckled hungrily, drawing it into his mouth and flicking his tongue over the nub, tasting the saltiness on her skin. Her other hand tangled in his dark hair, encouraging him to continue as she matched his movements with her own expert strokes.



“Tell me what you want, Bryan,” she purred between kisses, her blue eyes locked onto his, teasing and taunting him.



“Your tits… I want to touch them, taste them…”



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



The steam swirled around them like a sultry fog, heightening the tension between their bodies. Bryan’s eyes locked onto Angelina’s erect nipples, and he couldn’t resist any longer.



“Shit, I need to taste you,” he growled, burying his face in her plump tits. Angelina moaned as he licked, kissed, and sucked on her sensitive nipples, each flick of his tongue sending electric jolts through her body.



Their bodies moved together, slicking with the water from the shower. Bryan’s hands grabbed both of her ass cheeks, squeezing them hard as he plunged his tongue into her nipples, tasting her skin, sucking on her areolae and lapping up the sweet nectar that flowed from her tits.



He moaned loudly, relishing the taste and feel of her flesh against his lips and tongue. Angelina’s fingers dug into his scalp, urging him to suck harder, and he complied eagerly, growling in pleasure as she squirmed under his ministrations. Her other hand ventured down to stroke him in perfect time with her rhythm, sliding up and down his length.



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



His own lust escalated as a warm rush filled him, making him even harder as she teased him beneath the running water. His fingers left her full breasts to trace the edge of her panties, working their way down to her core. He could feel the wetness seeping through her panties, soaking him as he slipped his hand beneath them and found her pussy lips.



Her scent was intoxicating, a mix of her feminine musk and steamy water. Her hips bucked against his touch as he pressed a finger into her wet heat, stretching her opening. She gasped and threw her head back with delight at the intrusion, her nails digging deeper into his shoulders.



His mind raced with a mix of lust and guilt, but her moans only fueled the fire within him. His hands roamed over her wet, slippery body, exploring every curve, every hidden crevice.



“Your mouth feels so good on my tits,” Angelina breathlessly whispered, her voice trembling. “But I want to taste you too.”



With that, she sank to her knees while still holding his throbbing erection. Her eyes glistened with desire as she tenderly pressed kisses along its length, her full lips leaving a trail of heat in their wake.



“Last time I gave a blowjob in the shower…” she murmured, pausing to look up at Bryan, her blue eyes filled with a wicked gleam, “I was sucking off Bill’s boss to save his job. He came all over my face.”



Bryan’s heart pounded in his chest at the thought of Angelina on her knees for another man, her mouth wrapped around his cock. The illicit image sent a thrill down his spine, mingling with his own arousal.



“Show me what you did to him,” he commanded, his voice rough with lust.



The sound of water cascading around them created an intimate, sultry ambiance, steam rising and clinging to their entwined bodies. As Angelina wrapped her lips around Bryan’s cock, he couldn’t help but gasp in sheer ecstasy, his fingers tangling in her wet hair.



Angelina’s warm, moist lips slid down his shaft, her tongue swirling around the head and circling the sensitive underside. The sensation only intensified as her lips slid down further, taking him deeper into her mouth. Every lick and flick of her tongue against the sensitive ridge sent shivers through him. She bobbed her head back up, taking just the tip into her mouth and sucking lightly before sliding back down again, groaning softly around him. Her fingers dug into his hips, urging him closer even as she took him deeper into her throat.



Bryan let out a long moan, unable to hold back as she teased him. He was panting now, his chest heaving with every breath as she pleasured him. His hands tangled in her wet hair, holding onto it tightly as if losing grip would stop this unbelievable pleasure. Her soft sighs of pleasure filled the steamy room, and he could feel her body shiver in anticipation whenever he pushed his cock deeper into her mouth.



As she looked up at him with those seductive blue eyes from beneath tousled locks, he couldn’t help but feel a thrill of dominance wash over him. She grasped his ass cheeks firmly, pulling him closer before letting go to run her hands down his thighs.



“Fuck, Angelina,” he moaned, his green eyes locked onto hers as she took him deeper, teasing him with the skilled flicks of her tongue. He had never experienced anything quite like this – a woman who knew exactly how to make him lose control.



“Your cock is so big,” Angelina mumbled between mouthfuls, pausing for a moment to catch her breath. Her blue eyes sparkled with mischief as she continued, “Bigger than any of those football players I sucked off in college. Bigger than my husband’s… bigger than my pool boy’s…”



“Shit… you’re fucking your pool boy, too? Damn slut,” Bryan grunted.



A primal surge of pride coursed through Bryan, fueling his lust even further. He wanted Angelina to worship every inch of him, to take him into her warm, inviting mouth until he couldn’t think straight.



“Damn, you know how to use that mouth,” Bryan panted, his body trembling from the intensity of the pleasure she was giving him. His mind raced with images of Angelina on her knees, submitting to him completely, her full lips sliding up and down his length.



“Keep going,” he urged, desperate for more of her heated touch. He could feel himself nearing the edge, and he wanted nothing more than to release himself into her eager mouth.



With each tantalizing stroke of her tongue, each gag as she took him deeper, Bryan found himself slipping further into the realm of sin and desire.



A wicked grin spread across Angelina’s face as she stared up at Bryan through lustful eyes, her pink tongue teasing the tip of his throbbing cock. Her enthusiasm fueled his desire, pushing him to take control.



“Put your hands behind your back,” Bryan commanded, his voice low and authoritative.



Angelina obeyed without hesitation, her blue eyes never leaving his.



“Good bitch,” he murmured, grabbing a fistful of her wet, golden hair. With a firm grip, Bryan guided her mouth back to his waiting erection.



“Take it all,” he growled, thrusting into her mouth with newfound aggression. Holding her hair like handlebars, he face-fucked her. Angelina’s eyes widened in surprise but soon closed as she surrendered herself completely, allowing him to drive his cock deeper and deeper down her throat.



“Fuck,” Bryan gasped as her warm, wet cavern enveloped him. He could feel her throat constricting around his girth, her gagging only serving to heighten his pleasure. The sensation was intoxicating, and he found himself unable to resist the urge to fuck her face with reckless abandon.



“Choke on it,” he demanded, watching with dark satisfaction as tears welled in Angelina’s eyes. A mixture of saliva and precum dribbled down her chin, forming an erotic cascade that splattered against her bouncing breasts. Her choking sounds filled the steamy air, creating a symphony of debauchery that echoed through the bathroom.



His balls slapped against her chin with a lustful collision. She continued gagging around his cock, her body shuddering as she tried to pull away, but Bryan held tightly, his hands in a vice grip around her hair. Angelina’s eyes watered as he thrust into her mouth, his hips snapping back and forth in time with the sensual sounds they made together. The slap of their bodies against the tiles rang out through the room, echoing off the walls. His thighs trembled, muscles straining under the weight of his desire.



Moans and whimpers filled the room, mingling with the sounds of their heavy breathing and splashing water. The scent of warm skin and steam filled Bryan’s nostrils, driving him further into lustful madness. Her breasts bounced with each movement, slapping against his legs  as he dominated her mouth with his hard length.



“Take it all,” he grunted between clenched teeth, pushing her head forward until his tip grazed the back of her throat. The grip on her hair tightened as he felt his climax approaching – a primitive desire taking over every nerve ending in his body.



Angelina’s cheeks hollowed, milking his precum drop by drop. She looked up at him with pleading eyes, lipstick smeared on his manhood from their previous exchanges. It was almost too much for Bryan to bear – the sight of this woman beneath him, submitting so completely to his touch and taste.



“You’re so fucking sexy,” Bryan muttered, his mind overwhelmed by the sight of Angelina’s submission.



Angelina’s eyes glazed with lust. She craved his dominance, the feeling of being utterly consumed by his desire.



“Such a greedy little slut,” Bryan mused, feeling the delicious friction of her throat as he continued to face-fuck her. He could feel his climax building, and the thought of painting her beautiful face with his seed only drove him closer to the edge–



The bathroom door again opened… and Angelina’s husband walked in. Bill was dressed in his pajamas as he stepped onto the tiled floor.



Angelina’s eyes widened, but Bryan didn’t stop, his balls slapping against her chin as he rammed his cock into her throat again… and again… and again. The sound of skin slapping against skin echoed through the restroom.



The steam from the shower was thick, obscuring Bill’s vision as he entered the bathroom. He squinted, his mind preoccupied with finding his toothbrush in this haze. As he rummaged through the cabinet, a soft gagging sound reached his ears – but he was too absorbed in his quest to pay it any heed.



“Angelina?” he called out, suddenly remembering that his wife often took showers at this hour. “Have you seen my toothbrush?”



“Umph… mmm… hmm,” came Angelina’s muffled reply, her full lips stretched around Bryan’s hard cock. She looked up at Bryan, her lust-filled eyes begging him to pause for just a moment. But the feverish young man only smirked and held her head in place, thrusting his hips forward.



“I’ll take that as a ‘no’,” Bill grumbled, frustration coloring his tone. He walked past the shower, still searching for his damned toothbrush. His poor eyesight and absent-mindedness provided them with a veil of safety, but the risk was palpable. He walked right past the shower’s glass door – walked right past his naked wife on his knees with another man’s cock in her mouth as he punished her throat.



Bryan continued pumping his cock in and out of Angelina’s throat, his hips snapping back and forth until he could feel the pressure building in his loins. Her cheeks hollowed with each thrust, her lips stretched wide around his girth. The warm water ran down their bodies, mixing with their sweat and saliva, creating a slippery film that clung to their skin.



“Love you, babe,” Bill murmured over his shoulder as he left the bathroom, none the wiser.



“Ughhh… I… wuv… woo… too,” Angelina managed to moan, her words barely audible with Bryan’s cock jammed down her throat.



Seeing this MILF confess her “love” for her husband with another man’s cock in her mouth brought Bryan to the edge.



“I should come over more often,” he whispered. The thrill of almost getting caught sent a wave of adrenaline through him, quickening the pace of his impending orgasm. “I love fucking you in front of your husband.”



The click of the bathroom door filled Bryan’s ears, signaling Bill’s departure. Bryan let out a shaky breath, his green eyes ablaze with desire as he tightened his grip on Angelina’s damp hair. Her saliva-covered lips quivered around his cock, her fingers digging into his athletic thighs.



“Fuck… you’re amazing,” he growled, each word punctuated by another deep thrust into her skilled mouth. The primal urge to dominate overwhelmed him, driving him closer to the edge.



“Mmm… hmmm…” Angelina hummed in agreement, the vibrations sending shivers down Bryan’s spine. At Bryan’s allowance, she pulled back slightly, allowing herself a moment to breathe before diving back down, gagging herself on his length.



“Shit,” Bryan panted, his hips involuntarily bucking forward as he felt the pressure building inside him. Every inch of his body tensed, anticipation coursing through his veins like fire.



“Ready for me?” he asked, his voice laced with lust. Angelina’s response was a muffled moan, her eyes locked onto his as she sucked him harder, faster. The blatant submission in her gaze only fueled his determination to claim her.



The steam from the shower seemed to thicken around them, heightening their senses and intensifying their illicit connection.



“Take it,” he rasped as the dam finally broke, his orgasm rushing forth like a tidal wave. He pulled out of her mouth just in time, ropes of hot cum splattering across her tits. The sight of her glistening skin coated in his essence sent a fresh surge of arousal through him.



“Delicious,” Angelina purred, scooping up a dollop of his cum with two slender fingers. She raised them to her lips, slowly licking them clean with a seductive smile. “You taste incredible.”



“Fuck,” Bryan breathed, watching in awe as she continued to savor the remnants of his climax. He knew he’d never be able to forget this moment, the intoxicating mix of pleasure and danger that had brought them together in the steam-filled shower.









Chapter 3



With a deep breath, Bryan slid into his seat at the dinner table, doing his best to maintain an air of nonchalance. Across from him, Carl chattered away about the latest video game he’d been playing, while Bill nodded along with a vague smile, his glasses slipping down his nose. Beside Bryan, Angelina’s blue eyes sparkled provocatively, her full lips curved in a knowing smile.



“Bryan, would you like some more potatoes?” she asked sweetly, her voice tinged with a hint of sultriness that sent shivers down his spine.



“Uh, sure, thanks,” he managed to say, trying to ignore the lingering tension between them as she passed the dish. The smell of the rich and savory meal wafted through the air, but it was Angelina’s intoxicating perfume that truly captivated his senses. “What are you going to eat?”



“I’m not hungry. After all…” she winked at him. “I just had a nice juicy cucumber in my mouth.”



As they continued to eat, Bryan could feel the heat radiating from Angelina’s body. With each passing moment, it became increasingly difficult to focus on anything other than the voluptuous woman seated so tantalizingly close.



Then, just as he was about to take another bite, Bryan felt a soft, warm hand brush against his thigh under the table. His heart raced in his chest, and his breathing hitched as he realized what was happening. Angelina’s fingers trailed teasingly up his leg, her touch electrifying as she slowly reached for his crotch.



Bryan’s eyes widened, and he tried to suppress a gasp as Angelina deftly slipped her hand into his gym shorts. Her fingers encircled his cock, gripping gently yet firmly, and Bryan couldn’t help but let out a low groan. Angelina’s hand began to jerk him off in quick movements. He quickly glanced around the table, relieved to find both Carl and Bill oblivious to their secret tryst.



“Are you okay, Bryan?” Carl asked, his voice full of genuine concern.



“Y-yeah,” Bryan stammered, forcing a smile. “Just got a bit of a cramp in my leg.”



“Ah, I hate when that happens,” Carl sympathized, returning to his previous conversation about video games.



With a gasp, the warmth of Angelina’s hand continued to stroke him underneath the table, her fingers finding every sensitive nerve ending and sending shockwaves of pleasure through his body. Her lips stretched into a smirk as she watched Bryan struggle to maintain his composure while his hips rocked against her hand in secret, their dinner companions blissfully unaware of the lustful exchange taking place under the table.



As Angelina continued her covert ministrations, Bryan struggled to keep up with the discussion and maintain his composure. Every stroke of her hand sent jolts of pleasure through him, making it nearly impossible to form coherent thoughts or words.



Meanwhile, Angelina’s eyes never left his, her gaze intense and filled with unspoken promises. In that moment, Bryan knew that their passionate encounter was far from over – but for now, he had to endure the torturous pleasure she so skillfully administered beneath the dinner table, hidden just out of sight from the watchful eyes of Carl and Bill.



Bryan’s pulse raced as beads of sweat formed on his brow, the heat of the moment almost too much to bear. He could feel Angelina’s fingers expertly working him beneath the table, her touch igniting a firestorm of desire within him.



“Hey, Bryan,” Bill said, drawing his attention away from the tantalizing sensations. “What do you think of the new sports car I got? Took it for a spin today.”



“Uh, yeah, it’s great, Bill,” Bryan replied, struggling to keep his voice steady. His heart pounded in his chest, echoing the rhythm of Angelina’s relentless motions. “You’ve got a real beauty on your hands.”



“Can’t wait for you to take a ride with me, kiddo!” Bill added, oblivious to the erotic scene unfolding beneath the table.



“I feel like I’ll definitely be riding something soon,” Bryan managed, gritting his teeth as he struggled to focus on Bill’s words and not the skilled fingers that teased him closer to the edge.



She squeezed his cock, milking some precum, and he arched his back in response, biting his bottom lip to stifle another groan.



The sound of silverware clanking against plates and Bill’s voice chatting amiably about cars faded into the background as Angelina’s touch became more insistent, her fingers moving faster and more confidently on his cock.



“Carl, what about you?” Bill asked, turning to his son. “You ready to leave those video games behind and hit the road?”



“Sure thing, Dad,” Carl agreed, smiling at the prospect. “I can’t wait to see how fast it goes.”



“I’m sure it goes fast,” Angelina whispered to Bryan. “And hard.”



As conversation flowed around him, Bryan’s thoughts were consumed by the tantalizing caresses of Angelina’s hand. His entire body tensed, his breaths coming in shallow gasps as he attempted to maintain some semblance of normalcy.



“Bryan, are you sure you’re okay?” Carl asked again, his concern evident in his voice. “You seem really… distracted.”



“Yeah, Bryan,” she whispered. “You seem like you’re dealing with a big load.”



“Really, I’m fine,” Bryan insisted, forcing a grin. “Just been a long day, is all.”



“I love
 long
 things,” she again whispered.



The dinner reached its conclusion, and Bryan could barely contain his anticipation. The need to be alone with Angelina, to explore the depths of their shared desires, was an unquenchable thirst that consumed his every thought. As they all stood to leave the table, Bryan felt the tension between them reach a fever pitch, a potent undercurrent of lust that promised an explosive encounter in the chapters yet to come.



“See you tomorrow, Bryan,” Carl said as he retreated towards his room, leaving Bryan and Angelina alone in the dimly lit dining area.



“Goodnight, Carl,” Bryan replied, his voice barely audible over the pounding of his own heart. His eyes locked onto Angelina’s, and in that moment, their unspoken desires became a tangible force, setting the stage for a night of unparalleled passion.



As Bryan teetered on the precipice of his climax, every sinew in his athletic body tightened, coiling like a spring. His release was potent and forceful, hot cum spilling onto Angelina’s hand with an intensity that mirrored his own raw pleasure. She leaned into him, her full lips grazing his cheek in a whisper of a kiss that ignited sparks beneath his skin.



Her blue eyes twinkled with a playful yet predatory gleam as she lifted her cum-stained hand to her mouth. Her tongue darted out, tracing over her fingers in slow, deliberate strokes. The taste of him lingered there – salty and uniquely male – an intoxicating blend that was both familiar and novel to her seasoned palate.



She suckled on each finger gently but greedily, savoring every drop of Bryan’s essence like a fine wine. The act was carnal and intimate, sending electric shivers coursing through her voluptuous frame as she reveled in their shared secret under the oblivious gaze of Carl and Bill across the dinner table.



“Thanks for the snack, stud,” she said. “Come see me when Carl is asleep. I think I’ll like to enjoy a
 long
 and
 hard
 banana.”







Chapter 4



The full moon’s silver light seeped through the sheer curtains, casting a haunting glow on the master bedroom. Bryan slinked into the room with stealth, his piercing eyes fixed on his prey. His heart raced in anticipation, fueling his desire for control and revenge.



Bill lay beside Angelina, snoring softly. Bryan’s lips curled into a sinister smile.



Angelina slept soundly, her chest rising and falling beneath her delicate night blouse. Bryan approached her side of the bed, his muscular body tense with excitement. He reached down to carefully unbutton her blouse, revealing her voluptuous breasts and toned body.



“So fucking sexy,” he whispered, drinking in the sight of her nudity.



“Who’s there?” Bill mumbled, stirring in his sleep.



Bryan froze, holding his breath, but Bill soon slipped back into unconsciousness.



“Too easy,” Bryan smirked.



Staring at the topless MILF, Bryan couldn’t help but admire Angelina’s beauty. Her dirty blonde hair framed her face in soft waves, and her eyes held the promise of hidden depths. She was the perfect canvas for his nefarious desires.



The moonlight painted Angelina’s body with an ethereal glow, beckoning Bryan to indulge in her forbidden flesh. He leaned down, his lips finding the curve of her breast, and began to taste her, enveloping her nipple in the heat of his mouth.



“Ah,” Angelina moaned softly, a shiver running through her as she stirred from her sleep.



“Shh,” Bryan whispered against her skin, his smirk growing wider. “Let’s not wake your husband.”



Angelina’s breath grew heavier, her chest rising and falling as Bryan kissed and groped her tits. The darkness of their shared desire made the sensations all the more intoxicating. She arched her back, pressing herself further into Bryan’s eager mouth.



“More,” she panted, unable to resist the pull of his special touch. Her heart raced in her chest, thundering in her ears as she gave herself over to him completely.



Bryan moved to her other breast, lavishing it with the same attention. His skilled fingers trailed down her abdomen, grazing her navel before dipping lower still.



“Please,” Angelina begged, her voice a desperate whisper. Despite the danger of their tryst, she couldn’t help but crave the pleasure only Bryan could provide.



“Greedy girl,” he teased, his breath warm against her ear as he continued his exploration of her body. “You’ll have to be silent if you want me to continue.”



Angelina bit her lip, nodding her agreement. The thrill of being caught only heightened her arousal, and she reveled in the knowledge that her husband slept mere inches away, blissfully unaware of the erotic display unfolding beside him.



Bryan’s hands roamed her curves as his lips sought out her most sensitive spots.



“Ah… Bryan,” she panted, struggling to keep quiet as her desire threatened to overwhelm her. The room seemed to close in around them, their breaths mingling as they lost themselves in each other.



“Good slut,” Bryan praised, pausing to admire the sight of Angelina writhing beneath him.



Moonlight spilled through the thin curtains, casting an ethereal glow on Angelina’s flushed skin. Bryan’s green eyes burned with a feral intensity as he lowered his gym shorts, freeing his throbbing cock from its confines.



Angelina gazed at him, her eyes wide with lustful anticipation. She bit her lip, feeling the dampness between her thighs, the heat of their secret encounter saturating the air around them.



The bed creaked softly as Bryan slid between the sheets, his muscular frame pressing against the silk material, making it crackle. He paused, taking in the sight of Angelina’s naked body beneath him, her breasts rising and falling with each ragged breath. Her hair was a halo around her face, framing it like a crown, and her beautiful eyes were alluring as they fluttered shut with sleep.



Bryan’s hand trailed down her side, stopping just above where her panties met her thighs. Slowly, ever so slowly, he traced his fingers along the delicate lace until he reached her moist folds. His breath caught in his throat at the warmth that greeted him there; she was already aroused. With one swift move, he slipped her panties down to her knees and then off entirely. The smooth material slid easily over her legs as if eager to reveal all of those secret places he wanted to explore.



He leaned over her again, pressing his lips to the soft skin of her inner thigh and inhaled deeply. She smelled of lavender and womanhood – sweet and intoxicating. His tongue darted out to taste her, lapping at the nectar that coated her folds greedily. Angelina gasped softly, shuddering beneath him as she felt his hot breath against her sensitive skin. She couldn’t help but arch up into it, allowing more access for him to taste her fully.



“Ah… Bryan,” she moaned softly, unable to resist his touch or hide the growing desire in her voice.



Without further ado, Bryan climbed on top of her, gripped her hips, and entered Angelina with a swift and forceful motion. She gasped in pleasure as he thrust deep inside her, filling her completely.



“Here’s your midnight snack, bitch,” he growled, his voice low and dangerous.



“Ah, Bryan,” she moaned, her nails digging into his muscular arms. The sensation of him stretching her tight walls sent shivers down her spine.



Bryan grinned wickedly, relishing in the power he held over this once untouchable beauty queen. “You like that, don’t you? Lying next to your sleeping husband while being fucked by another man?” he taunted, leaning closer to whisper dark promises in her ear. “Tell me how much you need me.”



Angelina’s pulse raced, her breath coming in short, shallow gasps as she struggled to find words. “I… I need you so much, Bryan. Please, don’t stop.”



“Such a greedy little slut,” he chuckled, his thrusts growing more insistent. “I wonder what your husband would think if he woke up and found his precious wife begging for my cock?”



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



“Fucking slut.”



Their bodies moved together in a rhythmic dance of passion, fueled by the same twisted desires and hidden yearnings. Bryan pummeled into Angelina, each thrust echoing through the silent room. Sweat beaded on their skin as the heat of their secret encounter intensified.



His cock pumped in and out of her tight folds, filling her completely with his hard length. She could feel his gradual increase in speed, mirroring the growing intensity of her moans and gasps. The sounds of their lovemaking bounced off the walls, amplifying the forbidden thrill as the bed beneath them creaked with their movements.



Bryan’s 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. He groaned against her neck, his lips leaving trails of fire on her skin. Angelina’s fingers dug deep into his shoulders as he took control, pushing her further down into the mattress with every powerful stroke.



Her hips bucked up to meet him, urging for more as she lost herself in his masterful moves.



Her walls clenched around him, milking him for every drop of pleasure they could get. His rough hands gripped her hips tighter as he thrust harder, claiming her body as his own. The scent of sweat and desire filled the air around them; it was intoxicating, heady with lust and power.



The thought of Bill waking up beside them, discovering their sordid tryst, made Angelina’s heart pound even faster. But there was no denying the thrill it brought, the illicit pleasure of being taken by this young, powerful man while her husband slumbered mere inches away.



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



Bryan’s thrusts grew even more forceful as he drove her towards the edge of ecstasy. Their moans harmonize in the dark room. The scent of sweat and lust hung heavily in the air as they moved together, a forbidden dance of desire.



“Fuck, you’re so tight,” Bryan growled, his hand gripping her hip with bruising force. He reveled in her vulnerability, the way she opened herself to him completely.



“Fill me,” Angelina panted, her eyes locked on his, begging for more. She couldn’t get enough of him, this young man who had awakened a hunger within her that she never knew existed. “Make me your bitch!”



He smirked, increasing the intensity of his thrusts, making her cry out in pleasure.



“Y-yes… just like that.” Her fingers dug into his back, leaving behind crimson crescents as she held onto him for dear life.



Bryan leaned down, whispering filthy promises in her ear. “You’re mine now, Angelina. I’m going to fuck you so good you’ll forget your husband’s name.”



Angelina’s heart raced. As he pistoned into her, she felt the coil within her tightening, pulling her closer and closer to the edge.



“Shit, Bryan, don’t stop!” Her legs wrapped around his waist, desperately clinging to him as the pressure built.



“Come for me, you dirty slut,” he snarled, his thrusts relentless, driving her to the brink.



With a shuddering gasp, Angelina’s orgasm crashed over her in violent waves, her nails raking down Bryan’s back. She clung to him, riding out the pleasure until she was left shaking and breathless.



“Good slut,” he murmured, his lips brushing against her sweat-slicked skin. “But we’re far from done.”



A wicked glint sparkled in his green eyes as he continued to claim her body, their forbidden desires consuming them both. Bryan’s powerful thrusts shook the bed beneath them, springs squeaking and the headboard knocking against the wall in a rhythmic cadence. Sweat glistened on their entwined bodies as he drove her closer and closer to the brink, his hands gripping her hips with bruising force.



Their hips slapped together in a rhythm that echoed through the room, muffled by the thin walls but present nonetheless. The sound of skin on skin filled the air – erotic and raw. Each thrust deepened the connection between them, their sweat mingling on their bodies as they moved together in perfect harmony.



He stared down at her, watching her gasp for air as he pounded into her wetness. Her breasts bounced with each forceful entry. His own heart pounded in his chest like a drum, matching the pace of their lovemaking.



“Are you ready to come again, Angelina?” he growled, his voice dripping with lust as he watched her writhing beneath him.



“Y-yes,” she gasped, her eyes glazed over with pleasure, barely aware of her surroundings. “Please, Bryan… make me come again.”



“Such a greedy whore,” he purred, his green eyes darkening with desire. “Beg for it.”



“Please, Bryan,” she pleaded, her voice shaking as she felt another orgasm building within her. “I need it. Make me come… make me scream your name.”



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



Finally, Angelina’s second orgasm ripped through her like a tidal wave, her body convulsing around Bryan’s cock as she screamed his name, lost in her own hedonistic bliss. Her eyes rolled back as her back arched. The sound of her pleasure echoed through the room, shattering the fragile silence that had enveloped them.



“Fuck, yes,” Bryan hissed, his own arousal spiking at the sight of her completely undone before him.



Suddenly, Bill stirred beside them, his sleep-addled brain struggling to process the salacious scene unfolding mere inches away. He squinted, trying to clear his blurry vision as he attempted to comprehend what was happening. However, without his glasses, he was all but blind.



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



Bryan didn’t miss a beat, continuing to fuck Angelina with ruthless determination, his fingers digging into her flesh as he moved within her. Skin slapped against skin. His balls slapped against her cunt. Bryan’s heart hammered in his chest, the thrill of the risk only serving to fuel his lustful desires. Fucking Angelina next to her husband as he unknowingly watched pushed Bryan tot he edge.



“Shh,” Angelina whispered urgently, her eyes wide with panic as she clutched Bryan’s shoulders, praying that Bill would not fully awaken. “Bill… go back to sleep.”



“Wha… what are you two doing?” Bill mumbled, his voice groggy and disoriented from sleep. “Is that Bryan?”



“Exercise, darling. Bryan’s a – oh! He’s a personal trainer,” Angelina replied breathlessly between moans, her eyes locked on Bryan’s, pleading for him to continue even as she lied to her husband. “Bryan’s helping – oh! Me with – ah! A new – oh! Exercise routine!”



The dim moonlight filtering through the curtains cast an eerie glow over Angelina’s sweat-slicked body, her chest heaving with each thrust from Bryan. His hips slammed into hers, his cock buried deep inside her, as he savored the delicious risk of their forbidden encounter.



Bryan’s lips curled into a wicked grin, his fingers tightening around Angelina’s breast as he continued to fuck her. He leaned in to capture her lips in a searing kiss, drowning out her moans while taunting her unsuspecting husband.



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



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



Bryan couldn’t believe Bill was buying this, the absurdity of the situation only adding fuel to his lustful fire.



“Alright,” Bill muttered, rolling over and allowing himself to be lulled back to sleep by the steady rhythm of Bryan’s thrusts, utterly oblivious to the carnal pleasure being shared mere inches away.



As Bill’s breathing deepened once more, Bryan pulled back from their heated kiss, his green eyes blazing with dark desire. “You’re such a naughty little liar,” he whispered huskily, his voice dripping with lust.



Angelina’s heart raced, her mind reeling from the high-stakes deceit, and she bit her lip to stifle a moan as Bryan drove into her with renewed vigor.



“Keep quiet, my slut,” he commanded, his voice low and dangerous. “Remember, we have a sleeping husband beside us.”



A bead of sweat trickled down Angelina’s flushed cheek as Bryan paused, withdrawing from her slick heat. His cock was wet with her juices. She could feel the dampness on her skin, the result of their forbidden passion. With a wicked grin, he adjusted himself, moving up her trembling body until his throbbing cock found its new resting place between her ample breasts.



“Press them together for me,” Bryan commanded in a low growl, the dark hunger in his eyes impossible to ignore. Angelina obeyed without hesitation, her hands guiding her breasts to embrace his thick member, providing him with the tight space he craved.



“Like this?” she asked breathlessly, her voice barely more than a whisper as she sought to please him. Her wide brown eyes looked up at him, filled with a mix of trepidation and excitement, like a moth drawn to a flame.



“Perfect,” he replied, his voice dripping with lust as he began to slide himself between her soft, welcoming mounds. The sensation of her warm flesh enveloping him was intoxicating, each movement sending shivers up his spine as he fought to maintain control over his mounting desire.



“Look at me,” Bryan demanded, his fingers tightening around her wrists as he held her in place. As she met his piercing green gaze, he continued to thrust between her breasts, his movements becoming more urgent, more primal. “Don’t you dare look away.”



“Y-yes,” she stammered, unable to tear her gaze away from his intense stare. The knowledge that she was submitting to this man, allowing him to claim her in the most intimate of ways, sent a shiver down her spine.



“Good girl,” he praised, his voice dark and seductive as he continued to use her body for his pleasure. Angelina could feel the heat radiating from him, the raw power that seemed to emanate from his very core.



As their passion escalated, the risk of discovery only amplified the intensity of their encounter. With each thrust, they were pushing the boundaries, daring fate to intervene. But for now, at least, the shadows remained their ally, concealing their illicit tryst from the world beyond.



“Kiss it,” Bryan commanded, his voice thick with arousal. Angelina obeyed, eagerly pressing her soft lips against his slick cockhead as he continued to titty fuck her. She reveled in the taste of him, each wet kiss leaving a tantalizing trail of precum dripping from her lips.



Angelina’s lips glistened with saliva and precum as she looked up at Bryan, her eyes full of lust and submission. The forbidden nature of their encounter only served to heighten the pleasure coursing through their bodies. As Bryan thrust his throbbing cock between her ample breasts, the sound of skin on skin echoed in the dimly lit room.



“Fuck, you’re so good at this,” Bryan growled, his hips picking up speed as his climax approached. Angelina could feel the heat radiating from his body, the intensity of his desire threatening to consume them both.



She had never imagined herself in such a position, yet the depravity of it excited her. Her heart raced, and her thoughts were a whirlwind of conflicting emotions.



“Get ready for it, Angelina,” Bryan warned, his breath hitching as he neared his orgasm. Driven by a mixture of excitement and fear, Angelina braced herself for what was to come.



With a final, powerful thrust, Bryan groaned in ecstasy, releasing his hot load onto Angelina’s face. The sticky warmth splattered across her cheeks, her forehead, and dripped down onto her lips. It was a mark of possession, a symbol of their forbidden passion.



As Angelina stared up at Bryan, her face coated in his cum, she couldn’t help but feel a perverse sense of pride. She had submitted to him, allowed herself to be used and degraded, yet she had never felt more alive.



“Remember who you belong to,” Bryan whispered, his green eyes ablaze with triumph. And in that moment, Angelina knew that she would never forget the taste of his cum on her lips or the thrill of their secret passion.



Angelina panted heavily, her eyes still locked with Bryan’s as she reached for the corner of the bedsheet to wipe away the evidence of their encounter. However, before she could clean Bryan’s cum from her face, Bryan stopped her.



“Leave it,” he commanded, his voice husky and authoritative. A shiver raced down Angelina’s spine at the sound of his words, a newfound excitement coursing through her veins. “Sleep next to your husband with my cum on your face.”



“But… Bill…” she whispered, glancing fearfully at her husband, who remained blissfully unaware just inches away from them.



“Let it remind you of what we’ve done tonight,” Bryan said, his piercing green eyes filled with lust and determination. “You’re mine now, Angelina.”



Swallowing her apprehension, Angelina nodded in submission, accepting her new role as Bryan’s plaything. She leaned forward and pressed her lips to the head of his cock, giving him a tender goodnight kiss, tasting herself and their shared passion on his skin.



“Good bitch,” Bryan murmured, a wicked smile playing on his lips. With that, he slipped out of the master bedroom.



Bryan prowled down the dimly lit hallway, his heart pounding with adrenaline and satisfaction. Despite the risk, the thrill of taking Angelina right under her husband’s nose had fueled his desire like never before. He knew he’d crave more, and soon enough, he would have it.







Thank you for reading! If you enjoyed this book, please
 
SUBSCRIBE TO MY NEWSLETTER

 to get exclusive updates on future books!
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