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Try as I might to resist was futile
for Shawn, my hot, young stallion. My single neighbor from across
the street must have been watching me earlier that morning as I
pretended to be sitting in the shade of my garage, all the while
watching him work in his yard, loving the dare, the erotic
awareness of being caught, while secretly touching myself with open
door of my garage. Tips of my fingers, driving into me across the
sides of my lace bikini bottom, as I sat legs spread in a lawn
chair; the warmth of the summer sun blazing down upon Shawn as I
worked myself to sexual frenzy all the while watching him sweat
fervently from across the way.

I know now, that he was secretly
glancing at me when I hadn’t noticed, waiting for his chance to
attack, his chance to come over and assist me in my true endeavor.
That hot, sweat-glazed man across the street, that hot piece of
delectable eye candy could tell that I wanted it, wanted him, just
as much, as I am sure he did me.

“Margo” He called out to me from his
front door, waking out from his garage in only a tight pair of torn
up jeans and a white towel around his shoulders, allowing me,
practically forcing me, to take in the full, hot view of his sexy
upper body.

“Looks like you’ve been enjoying the
morning breeze in the shade…,” he hissed walking into my garage,
his hips swaying roughly back and forth, as he swiped his fingers
through his short black hair. Tightening his upper body purposely,
forcing me to moan slightly to myself as my eyes locked on to his
taut muscular frame, the streams, the small beads of sweat pouring
down the hardened curves of his body.

“Damn that’s hot,” I whispered to
myself, instantly getting wet, secretly wanting to feel his hot
touch, the velvet brushing of his fingers over my body, I knew he
was going to bring me to that brink, to that breaking point
repeatedly, before forcing us to both snap into a frenzy to finish
the other off.

“So… I’ve been watching you today,”
Shawn hissed, walking up to me as I backed up to the far workbench,
watching him as he took a small roll of rope from the back of his
jeans. “I’ve been watching you do things…,” he added smacking his
lips, the heat inside me building. “Is there,” he paused, brushing
his hands down my arms and over my thighs, pushing me to sit up on
the table, before suddenly tying my hands together.

“What… what the hell are you…,” I
barked, never really trying to fight back as he pulled my hands up
into the air, tying them back around my head and securing my hands
against the brace of some upper shelving before undoing the my
bikini bottoms, letting the lacy fabric fall away from my
hips.

“I want to know…,” he hissed, his
hands roping down my body, fingers draping down over my shoulders
as he gazed deeply into my eyes, licking his lips with the tip of
his hot, lush tongue.

“I…I want,” I hissed, the heat of
his breath upon me as he leaned in closer to whisper into my ear, I
became flush, I became compliant.

“You want to feel my fingers
caressing your breasts,” he asked with a soft erotic roar, his
voice so deep, so hot that I could feel myself giving in, any
resistance I had left, melting away completely. “Or perhaps baby,
you want to feel the tip of my tongue licking between your tight
inner thighs, pushing deeply into your hot, moist insides,
devouring your sweet erotic nectar… or maybe, maybe still” he
hissed deeply, his fingers draping over my shoulders and down my
breasts tantalizing my nipples through my t-shirt.

“Just maybe” Shawn sighed, his lush
damp lips brushing over my own, the tip of his moist, sweet tongue
gliding over them as he continued to taunt me so. “Maybe you want
to feel me ramming deep inside you, fucking you hard and heavy, so
deep and rough that you won’t be able to walk for a week.” Shawn
growled, his lips running down my neck, crushing my soft, round
breasts firmly into my chest.

“I…I want you to,” I gasped unable
to finish my own sentence only to hear Shawn play with me and my
desires, my emotions.

“You want me to leave you here
alone. Tied up and unable to seek the gratification, the wanting
release you so desperately need.” He growled as one of his hands
slid down between my thighs, the tips of his fingers gliding over
the opening of my pussy, kneading my outer lips gently,
erotically.

“Fuck… fuck you Shawn, you leave me
like this now I swear when I get free I’ll hunt you down and cut
off your balls and use them as a keychain.” I hissed, the tips of
his fingers rushing over my opening, sinking inside me.

“Ever so the romantic,” he chuckled,
“odd that your threat has done nothing more than get me even harder
for you.” Shawn added before pulling his fingers out of me, licking
away the glistening nectar of my intoxicating juice before stabbing
them back into me rough and hard, deeper, so deep that I cringed to
the onslaught of pleasure tearing, ripping me open.

“Ugh… fuck… damn it Shawn… oh
dammit,” I panted out between thrusts. My pussy dripping wet as I
felt my own erotic juices glistening between my hot inner
thighs.

“Say it Margo… say it.” Shawn
growled evilly, his voice calm and steady. “Tell me what you want;
what you need me to do. Ask me for it, no beg me for it, and plead
with me to do what it is you need.” He roared once more as he moved
his left hand around my neck, holding me in place while the tips of
his finger from his right hand continued to devour my insides,
ravaging me hard and heavy, tormenting my pussy with the sharp ends
of his nails, hooking his fingers deep inside me with each deep
thrust.

“Fuck… Shawn… you know… what I want,
what I need,” I hissed softly, as if whispering, thrusting my hips
up to his hand, trying with all I could to get his fingers to go
deeper inside me.

“No, Margo I dare say I don’t, why
don’t you elaborate a little more for me, just so we are both
clear,” Shawn smirked as he narrowed his eyes.

“BASTARD…,” I growled at his
response, knowing then that I would have to give in to get what I
wanted, what my body needed; to say what he knew I needed from him,
what I desired out right while gazing deeply into his shimmering
dark eyes.

“Damn you Shawn… damn you,” I
barked, panting for breath as his hand around my neck tightened
ever so slight, intensifying my pleasure. “Do it to me, fuck me,
touch me, bone me, do what a man, a stud like you is created to do
and stick that rock hard cock of yours into my hot, wet pussy; fuck
me raw and blow that hot creamy load of yours deep into this tight
little hole.” I quipped, narrowing my eyes, giving in to his lust,
as my need for him continued to build.

 

“Hell yeah, it always turns me on
when I hear a woman say such naughty, nasty things to me,” Shawn
growled, his fingers thrusting roughly back into me, sinking down
to the last knuckle, twisting, scissoring and curling his long
rigid fingers into me while at the same time spreading my legs
apart with his arms.

“Fuck… fuuuuccckkk!” I gasped, my
heart beating, thumping so loud, so hard I could feel it pulsating
through me, his thumb brushing, grazing across my exposed, aroused
clitoris.

“Mmmm Margo your so wet baby… so
moist and hot right now,” Shawn moaned. “Your pussy feels like
soft, hot velvet around my fingers.” He added, only to thrust a
third finger deep inside me, stretching me more, forcing me to cry
out, instinctively slamming my hips upward to meet his fingers.
Needing, wanting, and demanding to feel as much of him as possible
inside me.

Dropping down on his knees, he
spread my legs wider across the workbench, burying his face between
my hot thighs, I could feel him all around me, feel the warm of his
breath passing over my entire opening; his tongue slithering across
my clit as he continued to drive his fingers deep inside my
pussy.

“Fuck… FUCK YES SHAWN,” I cured his name
loudly, my pants, my cries echoing through the garage as I clamped
my thighs around his head, wanting, needing to feel my of his
mouth, his lips and tongue devour my insides.

“MMM…,” Shawn moaned, the vibrations
of his deep hiss drilling through me as I twisted my fingers into
his dark black mane, his fingers thrusting harder into me widening
like scissors as my body gave into him. My insides widening to the
continued spreading, all the while he continued to attack my pussy
lips, kissing them gently with his lips before attacking, draping
the tip of his hot, wet tongue across my clit, again and
again.

“Fuck....
“Fuck! Fuck yes! There! Harder! More!” I moaned
and yelled at him. I was close. So close to a hard building orgasm
only to feel him push away from me, pulling his fingers out with
him, stopping the passion, the building desire to cum as hard and
wild, as I wanted.

“No… No… Fucking bastard NOOOOO! I
yelled. Only to watch as Shawn smirked at me standing up on his
feet, he smiled evilly, before removing his tight blue jeans and
boxer in one fluid movement. Exposing his rock hard beast to my
eyes, forcing me to grimace, by entire body shaking with
excitement, at the shear length and girth of his rock hard cock the
beast he had been hiding from me all this time now ready to feast
upon my insides. Fuck how I wanted to feel it so bad, to feel that
cock of his ramming me, breaking, tearing open my cunt hard and
fast.

Leaning forward Shawn smiled at me,
before widening my thighs a bit further on the workbench, my cunt
was slick and burning up inside. I could feel my own lubricated
juices pouring out of me and down the crack of my ass, I was so
fucking aroused, so fucking ready and wanting to feel that hot
piece of man meat impaling me from deep inside.

. “Mmm, you’re everything I imagined
you’d be,” Shawn hissed, stepping closer towards me before pulling
my ass closer towards the edge of the workbench, the wide head of
his cock less than an inch from my dripping opening. “I’m going to
love fucking you raw,” he hissed trailing his fingers, still slick
with my own juices over my breasts, pinching my pierced nipples,
before the aroused ends between his fingers, tugging them
harshly.

“You mean I’m going to enjoy fucking you
Shawn,” I growled deeply, loudly, as I arched my back pushing my
breasts even closer towards him, feeling him cupping my breasts
fully into his hands, crushing them against my chest, as I quickly
leaned my head forward. Catching him by surprise, my lips brushed
roughly across his as I bit deep into his lip, tasting the sweet
tang of his lips.

“Fuck,” Shawn moaned, breaking away from me,
his hands rolling up my shoulders and across my throat, squeezing
it slightly once again. ‘Damn you’re a fucking wild chick aren’t
you?” he asked.

“I just know what I want and how I
want it,” I barked, “Now I think it’s about time you got that hard
monster of yours inside your neighbor, and fuck me like the bitch
you want me to be; like the bitch I am,” I hissed, widening my
thighs as I growled darkly. “Fuck this bitches pussy raw!” I
growled again, my entire body shaking with anticipation, wanting,
needing to know how it was going to feel being fucked by such I
hard thick cock.

“Mmmm,” he growled, quickly grabbing my legs
from behind my knees, widening me even further, as he placed them
up over his shoulders. “Fuck yeah,” Shawn, snarled thrusting hard
into me, sheathing himself inside my scorching hot pussy in one
fast, hard slam.

“FUCK! We both breathed
deeply.

I could feel him inside me, feel my
own pussy tighten and contraction around him as I felt a multiple
of mini-orgasms blasting through me, into me, inside me. The tip of
his fat mushroomed cock fully hitting against my g-spot as he
slammed hard into me, only to feel him slowly pulling out, as the
ridges of his cockhead scraped unevenly across my inner walls
before slamming back into me again, and again.

“Fuck you feel so good,” I panted, unable to
think, my mind clocking faster than ever before, trying its best to
take in every feeling of pleasure, every spark of desire and
passion that continued to slam into.

“Mmm…,” Shawn grunted hard, as he
started a harsh pace that I knew would us both coming hard and
fast.

“Fuck,” I growled, taking a deep
breath only to feel the pleasures of his cock tearing me up from
the inside as the sounds of our fuck filled the half empty garage I
could hear the slapping of his balls against my dripping cunt.
Shawn’s harsh, heavy breathing and the explicit wet sounds of his
cock fucking my pussy rough, hard and deep, while the table I was
sitting on shook violently.

Yes, babe, yes Shawn,” I gasped, “Fuck! Harder!
Deeper! More, damn you,” I yelled, clamping my pussy hard around
his cock as he continued to ravage me, thrusting, hitting my
special spots with every inward thrust.

“FUCK YEAH,” He grunted like a dog, moaning
vulgarities as he pushed harder and faster into me, his hands
tightening behind my knees, as I tried to move my hips to meet him
on every thrust, yet he continued to keep his own pace fucking me
into a frenzy of orgasmic pleasure.

“Fuckkkkkkkkkkk Yesss,” I came
repeatedly, as he continued on, never stopping never relenting as
my insides became slicker and tighter around his girth until the
pleasure I was feeling almost became painful.

“Come on Shawn cum inside, burst that load
you’re working on deep into my pussy,” I cried, coming hard one
last time as I felt him thrust deep and hard into me, holding
himself inside me as he came, moaning, screaming out my
name.

“FUCK MARGO… FUCK!” Shawn cried out,
thrusting load after load of his hot sperm inside me, allowing me
to feel the hot fluid of our fuck filling me up insides before
bursting out around his cock and my pussy, quickly saturating the
workbench between my thighs.

“Fucking… Fucking hell,” Shawn panted stepping
back from me, letting go of my thighs just before cutting away my
bindings, allowing me to rope my arms around his sweat-laced body
for the first time.

“Damn it babe,” I hissed, pushing myself up and
away from the workbench, standing up only to feel my legs buckle
from shear weakness, forcing me to fall down against the hard
cement flooring.

“Damn it woman,” Shawn hissed, “Didn’t know you
wanted to suck it too,” he hissed, running his hands through the
stands of my long blond hair.

“Wasn’t going to,” I hissed gazing
at the half erect best in front of me, “But it does look tasty,” I
jeered, the fire inside me burning still as I took him quickly into
my mouth, gaging on his cock as it pressed against the back of my
throat before pulling it out.

“Tomorrow I get to play the alpha,”
I hissed, smiling slightly before running the tip of my tongue down
the underside of his shaft.

“You’re funny babe… I think the mail man saw us
just as I came,” he added tilting his head she looked out the
garage door only to see a passed out old man dressed in a United
States Postal Service uniform just outside her open garage
door…
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