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Chapter 1: Rekindled Flames

Mia's eyes snapped open in the dim light of her bedroom, the clock on her nightstand glowing 2:17 AM. She groaned, rolling over, but sleep wasn't coming back easy. Not with the muffled voices drifting up from downstairs—her mom's laughter, light and flirtatious, mixed with a deeper, gravelly tone that sent a shiver straight to her core. Jake. That bastard was back.

She'd recognized his voice instantly, even through the walls. Her mom's ex-boyfriend, the tattooed bad boy who'd stormed into their lives two years ago like a hurricane, fucking her mom so loud the whole house shook. Mia had lain awake nights listening to those moans, her hand slipping between her legs, imagining it was her under him instead. His inked arms pinning her down, that rough beard scraping her thighs as he devoured her.

"Fuck," she whispered, her body already heating up. She kicked off the covers, her tank top riding up to expose her flat stomach, tiny sleep shorts barely covering her ass. The voices downstairs grew louder—an argument? No, just heated talk. Jake's laugh rumbled, and Mia's pussy throbbed in response. He was here, in her house, after all this time.

She strained to listen, creeping to her door and cracking it open. "...missed you, baby," her mom was saying, voice slurred from wine. "But we can't keep doing this."

Jake's reply was low, teasing. "Come on, Karen. You know you love it when I make you scream."

Mia's breath hitched. Screams she remembered all too well. Her hand drifted down, cupping her mound through the shorts. She was already wet, the fabric damp against her fingers. God, why did he have to sound so cocky? So fucking hot.

She padded back to her bed, flopping down and shoving her shorts aside. No panties tonight—perfect. Her fingers found her slick folds, dipping in easily. "Jake," she mouthed silently, circling her clit slowly. In her mind, he was bursting into her room, his broad shoulders filling the doorway, tattoos snaking up his arms like vines. "Heard you listening, little Mia. Want a taste of what your mom's getting?"

She plunged two fingers inside herself, thrusting shallowly, imagining his rough hands spreading her legs. "Look at this tight pussy. Bet it's sweeter than hers." His beard would tickle as he licked her, tongue flat and insistent, lapping up her juices like a man starved.

Downstairs, the voices escalated—her mom giggling, then a thud like bodies hitting the couch. Mia's imagination ran wild: Jake pinning her mom down, but in her fantasy, it was her. "Take it, you naughty girl," he'd growl, his cock—thick, veined, from the glimpses she'd stolen when he paraded around in towels—pressing against her entrance.

"Fuck me, Jake," she whispered, her fingers pumping faster, the wet squelch audible in the quiet room. She pinched her nipple through her tank, twisting hard, the pain spiking her pleasure. Her clit swelled under her thumb, throbbing with each stroke.

The argument downstairs turned playful, her mom's voice breathy. "Stop it, Jake—we can't. Mia's upstairs."

Mia's lips curled into a smirk. Oh, if only Mom knew. She sped up, curling her fingers to hit that spot inside, hips bucking off the bed. "Pound me harder," she imagined begging. "Make me scream louder than her."

Her orgasm built fast, coiling tight in her belly. She bit her lip to stifle the moans, but a few escaped—soft, desperate. "Yes, Jake... fill me up." She came hard, pussy clenching around her fingers, juices soaking her hand and the sheets. Waves crashed through her, leaving her panting, body limp.

But as the high faded, reality set in. He was down there with her mom. Again. After dumping her last year for some younger slut, he waltzes back? Mia's fire turned to something sharper—vengeance mixed with lust. She was eighteen now, legal, and hotter than her mom ever was. Time to make him pay... by making him beg.

She grabbed her phone from the nightstand, scrolling to his old number. She'd kept it, just in case. Fingers trembling with post-orgasm buzz, she typed: "Hey stranger, still making girls scream like you used to?"

Send. Her heart raced. Bold, dirty, but casual enough to play off if needed.

Downstairs went quiet—maybe they heard her moving? Then footsteps, the front door opening. Her mom's voice: "Jake, wait—"

But he was leaving, engine revving in the driveway. Mia's phone buzzed almost immediately.

Jake: "Who's this?"

She grinned, typing back: "Mia. Karen's daughter. Heard you downstairs. Sounded fun."

A pause, then: "Mia? Shit, you've grown up. What, eavesdropping?"

Mia: "Couldn't help it. Walls are thin. Remember?"

Jake: "Yeah, well, your mom's a screamer. What do you want?"

Mia's pussy twitched at the memory. She snapped a quick selfie—tank top low, cleavage on display, lips pursed innocently. Attach. Send: "Just saying hi. And wondering if you're still as loud."

His reply took longer. "Damn, kid. You're trouble. Cute pic."

Mia: "Not a kid anymore. Turned 18 last month. And trouble? Maybe I am."

Jake: "18, huh? Legal. What're you after, Mia?"

She bit her lip, fingers hovering. Go for it. "Payback. For breaking Mom's heart. But make it fun."

Jake: "Payback? How?"

Mia: "Come over tomorrow, while Mom's at work. I'll show you."

A long pause. Then: "You're playing with fire."

Mia: "Good. I like it hot."

Jake: "Alright. Noon. But if this is a prank..."

Mia: "No prank. Promise you'll scream too."

She set the phone down, heart pounding. Holy shit, she'd done it. Invited him over. Her mind raced with plans—wear something sheer, tease him till he cracks. Make him fuck her senseless, prove she's better than her mom.

The rest of the night, sleep evaded her. She tossed, fingers wandering back between her legs, edging herself to thoughts of tomorrow. Jake's tattoos under her nails, his cock down her throat, his groans in her ear. "Fuck, Mia—you're tighter than her. Cum for me, you vengeful little slut."

By morning, she was a bundle of nerves and arousal. Mom bustled in the kitchen, oblivious. "Morning, sweetie. Sleep okay?"

Mia smiled sweetly, pouring coffee. "Yeah, great. You?"

Her mom blushed. "Jake stopped by late. Old flames, you know."

Mia nodded, hiding her smirk. "Heard a bit. Sounded intense."

Mom waved it off. "Anyway, work calls. I’ll be home late. Be good."

As the door shut, Mia dashed upstairs, stripping for a shower. She lathered up, fingers teasing her nipples, imagining Jake's hands. "Gonna deep-throat you first," she murmured. "Make you beg."

She chose her outfit: a sheer white top, no bra, nipples visible. Tiny satin shorts, thong underneath. Makeup light but sultry—red lips, smoky eyes.

Noon approached. Her phone buzzed: Jake. "On my way. This better be worth it."

Mia: "It will be. For both of us."

The doorbell rang. Showtime.


Chapter 2: Flirty Invitations

Mia's heart pounded like a drum as she stared at the front door, the doorbell's chime still echoing through the empty house. Jake was here—right on time, noon sharp. She smoothed her sheer white top, the fabric so thin it left little to the imagination, her hard nipples pressing against it like invitations. No bra, of course. Her tiny satin shorts hugged her ass, the thong underneath already damp from her morning fantasies. She took a deep breath, channeling her inner vixen. Payback time, but with a side of mind-blowing fuck.

She swung the door open, leaning against the frame with a sultry smile. There he was—Jake, in all his tattooed glory. Faded jeans slung low on his hips, a black t-shirt stretching over his broad chest, those inked arms flexing as he shoved his hands in his pockets. His beard was trimmed, eyes dark and appraising as they raked over her body. "Mia," he said, his voice that gravelly rumble she remembered. "You weren't kidding about growing up."

"Jake," she replied, stepping aside to let him in. "Come on in. Mom's at work—won't be back till late." She closed the door behind him, locking it with a click that felt final. Her pussy throbbed at the proximity, his cologne—spicy, masculine—filling her senses. God, she wanted to drop to her knees right there in the foyer, yank down his zipper, and deep-throat him until he groaned her name.

He turned, eyeing her up close. "So, this payback thing. You gonna slap me or what?" His lips quirked in a smirk, but there was heat in his gaze, lingering on her sheer top.

Mia laughed, light and teasing, brushing past him toward the living room. She made sure her hip grazed his thigh. "Slap you? Nah, that's too easy. I was thinking something more... intimate." She glanced over her shoulder, catching him staring at her ass. Good. "Want a beer? Or coffee? Make yourself comfortable."

"Beer sounds good," he said, following her into the kitchen. He leaned against the counter, arms crossed, watching her bend over to grab a bottle from the fridge. Mia took her time, arching her back just enough to make her shorts ride up, exposing the bottom curves of her cheeks. In her mind, his hands were on her already—gripping, spreading. "Bend over further, Mia. Let me see that wet pussy."

She straightened, popping the cap and handing him the bottle. Their fingers brushed, electric. "Here. To old times... and new ones." She clinked her water glass against it, her eyes locked on his.

Jake took a swig, his throat working as he swallowed. "New ones, huh? Spill it, kid. What's the game?"

"I’m not a kid," she corrected, stepping closer, her breasts nearly touching his chest. The sheer top did nothing to hide her arousal—nipples pebbled, begging for his mouth. "I'm eighteen, remember? And the game... well, you broke Mom's heart. Left her for some bimbo. But me? I've been thinking about you. A lot." Her hand trailed lightly down his arm, tracing a tattoo—a snarling wolf. "This ink... sexy. Bet they've been under a lot of girls since you left."

He didn't pull away, but his eyes narrowed. "Thinking about me? Like what?"

Mia bit her lip, her voice dropping to a whisper. "Like how loud you made her scream. Thin walls, Jake. I'd touch myself listening, imagining it was me you were fucking senseless." Her fingers danced lower, brushing his belt buckle. Raunchy thoughts flooded her: unzipping him, pulling out that cock she'd fantasized about—thick, curved just right. Sucking him deep, gagging on it while he face-fucked her.

Jake's breath hitched, the beer forgotten on the counter. "That's fucked up, Mia. Your mom's ex? And you were... what, sixteen back then?"

"Seventeen when you left," she said, pressing closer, her thigh slipping between his legs. She felt his growing bulge against her hip. "But now? Legal and ready. Payback means showing you what you missed. What Mom couldn't give you." She reached up, tracing his beard with her fingertip. "Wanna catch up... intimately?"

He grabbed her wrist, not hard, but firm enough to send a jolt to her clit. "You're playing a dangerous game, girl. I could walk out right now."

"But you won't," she challenged, grinding subtly against his thigh. Her shorts were soaked now, the friction making her whimper softly. "I felt how hard you're getting. Admit it—you want this tight pussy."

Jake's eyes darkened, his grip tightening. "Bold little thing. What makes you think I'd fuck my ex's daughter?"

Mia pulled her wrist free, only to place his hand on her breast. He didn't move it, his palm cupping her through the sheer fabric, thumb brushing her nipple. "Because I'm hotter. Younger. And I'll let you do things she wouldn't." She moaned at the touch, her inner slut cheering. Deep-throat him? Hell yes—take every inch down her throat, tears streaming, begging for his cum.

He squeezed, making her gasp. "Like what?"

"Like choke me while you pound me. Cum on my face. Fuck my ass if you want." The words tumbled out, raunchy and raw, her pussy clenching at the ideas. "Use me like a toy, Jake. Make me scream louder than her."

"Fuck," he muttered, his other hand sliding to her waist, pulling her flush against him. His erection pressed hard against her stomach—big, insistent. "You talk a big game. But can you back it up?"

Mia smirked, her hand dropping to cup his bulge through his jeans. He was thick, throbbing under her palm. "Try me. But first... help me with something." She nodded toward the living room. "The TV's acting up. Think you can fix it? While I... distract you."

Jake raised an eyebrow, but followed her lead. Natural enough—plausible deniability if things went south. In the living room, she pointed to the remote. "It won't connect or something. Bend over and check the cables?"

He chuckled, kneeling by the entertainment center. "This your idea of payback? Teasing me while I play handyman?"

Mia positioned herself behind him, then "accidentally" brushed her leg against his back. "Maybe." She sat on the coffee table, legs spread slightly, her shorts pulling taut against her mound. If he turned, he'd see the damp spot. Inner thoughts raced: Straddle his face right here. Grind on that beard till I cum all over it.

As he fiddled with wires, she leaned forward, her top gaping to show more cleavage. "You know, Mom always said you were good with your hands." Her foot trailed up his calf teasingly.

Jake glanced back, eyes flicking to her legs, then up. "Keep that up, and I won't finish fixing shit."

"Good. Maybe I don't want you to." She stood, moving closer, her hands on his shoulders, massaging lightly. "Oh, you’re tense here. Let me help."

He straightened, turning to face her. They were inches apart now, his height towering. "Mia..."

"What?" she whispered, her hand sliding down his chest, over his abs, back to his zipper. "Mom's not here—wanna catch up... intimately?" She tugged the zipper down slowly, her breath hot on his neck.

Jake groaned, his resolve cracking. "This is wrong."

"But feels right." Her fingers slipped inside, wrapping around his cock through his boxers—hot, hard, pulsing. "Fuck, you're huge. Let me suck it. Deep-throat you right here."

He grabbed her ass, pulling her against him. "You asked for it, slut."

Mia's triumph surged, her plan unfolding. Tease him more? Or dive in? The day was young, tension building like foreplay.


Chapter 3: Simmering Attraction

Mia's pulse thundered in her ears as Jake's hand dug into her ass, his fingers kneading the firm flesh through her tiny satin shorts. She had him—hook, line, and throbbing cock. Her palm was still wrapped around his bulge, feeling it twitch under her touch, hot and hard even through the fabric. The kitchen counter dug into her back, but she didn't care; all that mattered was the heat radiating from his body, the way his dark eyes bored into hers like he was already fucking her in his mind.

"You sure about this, Mia?" Jake growled, his voice rough like gravel, his beard brushing her cheek as he leaned in closer. "Once I start, I don't stop. And you... you're playing with a man who knows how to break a girl."

She squeezed his cock harder, stroking the length through his jeans, feeling the ridge of the head. "Break me? Promise?" Her voice was breathy, laced with challenge. Inside, her thong was a soaked mess, her pussy lips swollen and slick, begging for friction. Fantasies flashed: him ripping off her shorts, bending her over the counter, slamming into her from behind. "Take this tight cunt, Mia. Make it mine." His balls slapping her clit with each thrust, her screams echoing off the tiles.

Jake's other hand slid up her side, thumb grazing the underside of her breast through the sheer top. "Bold words for a girl who's probably never had a real dick." He pinched her nipple lightly, making her gasp. "Your mom's stories? She said you were all talk with those high school boys."

Mia arched into his touch, her free hand fisting his shirt. "Mom doesn't know shit. Those boys? Pathetic. Couldn't make me cum if they tried." She popped the button on his jeans, tugging the zipper down further, her fingers slipping inside to trace his shaft over the boxers. Hot, veiny skin peeked through the slit—fuck, he was commando? No, just the fly open. "But you... I heard how you made her beg. Walls are thin, remember? I'd finger myself listening, wishing it was my pussy you were stretching."

He groaned, his hips bucking into her hand. "Dirty little eavesdropper. Bet you got off hard to that." His hand left her ass, trailing up to cup her jaw, thumb pressing against her lower lip. "Open up. Show me that mouth."

Mia parted her lips, sucking his thumb in, swirling her tongue around it like it was his cock. Salty skin, rough pad—she moaned around it, her eyes locked on his. Graphic thoughts surged: on her knees, throat full of him, gagging as he face-fucked her. Spit dripping down her chin, his balls on her tongue. "Swallow it all, slut—every inch."

Jake pulled his thumb out with a pop, smearing her saliva across her cheek. "You've grown into a hot piece, Mia. All curves and attitude." His gaze dropped to her top, nipples poking through like bullets. "Bet those tits are perky as fuck. And down there?" His hand dipped between them, cupping her mound through the shorts. Heat seared through the satin, his palm pressing right against her clit. "Soaked already? You're tighter than your mom ever was, aren't you?"

She whimpered, grinding against his hand shamelessly. "Tighter and wetter. Feel it—I'm dripping for you." The pressure on her clit sent sparks up her spine, her thong wedged deep between her folds. Fantasies intensified: him yanking her thong aside, fingers plunging in knuckle-deep. "Three fingers, baby—stretch for my cock." Curling to hit her G-spot, making her squirt on the kitchen floor.

They moved like that for a moment—her stroking his cock through the fabric, him rubbing her pussy in slow circles. Natural banter flowed, masking the building fire. "Remember that time you fixed the sink?" she asked, voice husky. "Shirt off, all sweaty. I spied from the doorway, touching myself later to the memory."

Jake chuckled darkly, his fingers unbuttoning her shorts now, easing the zipper down. "Knew you were watching. Little tease even then." He slipped his hand inside, brushing her thong. "Fuck, you're shaved smooth. Mom never did that."

"Mom's old school," Mia shot back, her hand finally freeing his cock from the boxers. It sprang out, thick and curved upward, the head purple and leaking pre-cum. She wrapped her fingers around it, stroking slow and firm. "This? Bigger than I imagined. Bet it hits all the right spots."

He hissed, thrusting into her fist. "It does. Your mom could vouch." His fingers pushed her thong aside, dipping into her wetness. One finger circled her entrance, teasing without entering. "So fucking slick. You always this ready?"

"Only for you," she moaned, her head falling back against the cabinet. The cool air hit her exposed pussy, making her shiver. Inner monologue screamed: Shove it in—finger-fuck me till I cum. Then bend me over, ram that cock deep. "Pound my hole, Jake—make it gape."

But he teased, sliding just the tip of his finger in, then out. "Tell me more about those nights. What'd you hear that got you off?"

Mia tightened her grip on his shaft, thumbing the slit, smearing pre-cum. "You calling her names—slut, whore. Slapping her ass. Her begging for more." She bucked against his hand, desperate for deeper. "I'd imagine you doing it to me. Choking me while you fucked hard."

Jake added a second finger, pushing in halfway, scissoring them. "Like this? Stretching you open?" He curled them slightly, brushing her walls.

"Yes! Deeper—fuck," she cried, her strokes on his cock speeding up. The kitchen filled with wet sounds—her pussy squelching, his cock slick in her hand.

He leaned in, lips brushing her ear. "You're a natural, Mia. Hand like a vice. Bet your mouth's even better."

"Want to find out?" she challenged, dropping to her knees before he could respond. Eye level with his cock now—veins pulsing, head glistening. She licked her lips, inhaling his musky scent. Fantasies peaked: deep-throating him, balls deep, tears streaming as he used her throat. "Fuck my face, Jake—make me choke."

But Jake hauled her back up by her arms, pinning her against the counter. "Not yet. Tease deserves teasing." His fingers plunged fully inside her now, three thick fingers stretching her wide. "Feel that? Prep for my dick."

Mia screamed softly, her walls clenching around him. "Oh god, yes—finger me hard!" She jerked him faster, her thumb circling the head.

They chatted through the haze—old times twisted dirty. "That barbecue last summer," he said, thrusting his fingers in rhythm. "You in that bikini. I jerked off thinking about peeling it off."

"I knew," she panted. "Flashed you on purpose. Wanted you to see my tits." Her free hand yanked her top up, exposing her breasts—full C-cups, nipples hard and pink.

Jake's eyes feasted, then his mouth descended, sucking one nipple hard. "These are perfect. Bite-sized." He nipped it, making her yelp.

The tension simmered, boiling under the surface. Mia's orgasm built, her pussy fluttering around his fingers. "I'm close—make me cum, Jake!"

He pulled his fingers out abruptly, leaving her empty and whining. "Not yet, slut. Earn it." He licked his fingers clean, groaning at her taste. "Sweet as candy. Better than her."

Mia growled, shoving him back toward the living room. "Couch. Now. Let's see how long you last with my mouth."

He grinned, zipping up halfway as they moved. "Bring it, baby. But remember—you started this."

On the couch, Jake sat, legs spread, cock out again. Mia straddled his lap, grinding her exposed pussy against his shaft. "You've grown into a hot piece—bet you're tighter than ever," he echoed, hands on her hips.

"Tighter and hornier," she replied, the banter turning explicit as she rocked. Her soaked panties—thong still askew—slid against him, coating his cock in her juices.

The attraction simmered, ready to ignite. Mia's fantasies screamed for release, but she held back, building the fire higher.


Chapter 4: Heated Foreplay

Mia's world narrowed to the heat of Jake's body beneath her as she straddled his lap on the couch, her exposed pussy grinding shamelessly against his rock-hard cock. The slick slide of her juices coated him, making every rock of her hips a filthy, wet tease. Her sheer top was hiked up over her tits, nipples aching from his earlier suck, and her shorts were off, thong pushed aside like an afterthought. Jake's hands gripped her hips, guiding her movements, his fingers digging in hard enough to leave marks. "Fuck, Mia—you're soaking my dick already," he growled, his beard scratching her neck as he nipped at her skin. "That tight little cunt's begging for it."

She moaned, her hands braced on his shoulders, nails scraping over his tattoos. "Then give it to me, Jake. Stop teasing and fuck me senseless." Her inner thoughts were a whirlwind of raunch: Bend me over the armrest, ram that cock deep—make my pussy gape with how hard you pound. But she held back, savoring the build, the way his shaft throbbed against her clit with each grind.

Jake's laugh was dark, vibrating through her. "Not yet, slut. You think you can just invite me over and call the shots?" One hand slid up her back, fisting her hair and yanking her head back, exposing her throat. He latched onto her pulse point, sucking hard, marking her with a hickey that would bruise purple by morning. "I'm gonna make you earn every inch."

Mia's breath hitched, the pull on her hair sending jolts straight to her core. She ground harder, her clit catching the ridge of his cockhead. "Earn it? I've been wet for you since last night. Heard you flirting with Mom—made me finger myself twice." She reached down, wrapping her hand around his shaft again, stroking from base to tip, twisting at the head. Pre-cum beaded, slicking her palm. "Feel how hard you make me, slut? Spread those legs wider."

He bucked up into her fist, groaning. "Copying my lines now? Cheeky bitch." His free hand slapped her ass, the sting making her yelp and clench. Then he shoved her thong down her thighs, leaving her bare from the waist down. Cool air hit her soaked folds, but Jake's fingers were there instantly, tracing her slit. "Look at this mess. Dripping like a faucet."

"Finger me," she demanded, her strokes on his cock speeding up. She leaned in, capturing his mouth in a brutal kiss—tongues clashing, teeth nipping. He tasted like beer and sin, his beard rough against her chin. The kiss deepened, sloppy and urgent, as his fingers finally plunged inside her—two thick digits, curling immediately to hit her G-spot.

"Oh fuck, yes!" Mia broke the kiss, throwing her head back. Her walls fluttered around him, sucking him deeper. He pumped them slow at first, then rougher, his thumb finding her clit and rubbing in tight circles. "Harder—stretch me like you did her."

Jake added a third finger, scissoring them wide, the burn delicious. "Tighter than her, that's for sure. Your mom's pussy was loose compared to this vice." He twisted his wrist, thrusting deeper, the wet squelch obscene in the quiet living room. "Gonna make you squirt before I even fuck you."

Mia's hips rode his hand, her tits bouncing with the motion. She yanked her top off completely, tossing it aside, now fully naked except for the thing tangled at her knees. "Do it—finger-bang me till I soak the couch." Her hand on his cock matched his rhythm, stroking firm and fast, her thumb smearing his pre-cum over the head. "This dick's gonna split me open. Can't wait to feel it balls-deep."

He released her hair, both hands now focused—one fucking her pussy relentlessly, the other grabbing her tit, pinching the nipple hard. "Beg for it, Mia. Tell me how bad you want my cock."

"Please, Jake—shove that fat dick in me. Pound my slutty hole till I can't walk." She gasped as his fingers curled harder, hitting that spot over and over. Pressure built in her belly, her clit throbbing under his thumb. Fantasies overloaded: him flipping her onto all fours, spanking her ass red while he railed her. "Cum inside—fill me like you never did her."

Jake's eyes were feral, sweat beading on his forehead. "You're a filthy upgrade, baby. Mom's vanilla compared to you." He pulled his fingers out suddenly, making her whine, then shoved them into her mouth. "Taste yourself. Sweet, huh?"

Mia sucked greedily, tongue swirling around his digits, moaning at her own tangy flavor. "Mmm, yeah—now let me taste you." She slid off his lap, knees hitting the carpet, her face level with his cock. It stood proud, veiny and slick from her grinding, the head flushed and leaking. She licked a stripe from base to tip, savoring the salty pre-cum. "Fuck, you're delicious."

Before she could take him fully, Jake hauled her back up by her arms. "Clothes off— all of 'em." He stood, shoving his jeans and boxers down, kicking them away. His t-shirt followed, revealing his inked chest—tribal designs swirling over pecs and abs, down to his V-line. Fully naked now, he was a god—muscular, tattooed, cock jutting out like a weapon.

Mia wriggled out of her tangled thong, standing bare before him. "Like what you see?" She cupped her tits, pinching her nipples, then turned, bending slightly to show her ass. "This body's all yours today."

Jake growled, pulling her against him, skin on skin. His cock nestled between her ass cheeks, hot and insistent. "Damn right." He kissed her again, hands roaming— one squeezing her breast, the other dipping back to her pussy, fingering her roughly from behind. Three fingers now, pounding in and out, his palm slapping her clit with each thrust.

"Yes! Rougher—make it hurt," Mia cried, her hand reaching back to stroke him again. She twisted in his arms, their bodies slick with sweat. Natural dialogue flowed amid the moans: "Remember that fight you had with Mom? I heard you storm out—I masturbated thinking about angry-fucking you."

He laughed breathlessly, biting her shoulder. "Angry sex is the best. Should've come to your room instead." His fingers curled, hitting her G-spot relentlessly. "Cum on my hand, slut. Show me how wet you get."

The command pushed her over. Mia's orgasm hit hard, her pussy spasming around his fingers, juices gushing down her thighs. "Fuck, Jake—I'm cumming!" She shook in his arms, knees buckling, but he held her up, fingering her through it.

"Good girl," he praised, pulling out and smearing her cum on his cock. "Now, stroke me while I recover. Tell me what's next in your payback plan."

Mia turned, dropping to her knees again, her hand wrapping around his slick shaft. She stroked slow and teasing, her other hand cupping his balls, rolling them gently. "Next? I deep-throat you till you beg. Then you eat me out—make me scream like she never did."

Jake's head fell back, groaning as she pumped him. "Deal. But first... more of this." He guided her hand faster, his hips thrusting into her fist.

The foreplay heated, bodies entwined, the air thick with their scents. Mia's mind raced ahead: oral obsession incoming, his tongue buried in her folds, her mouth full of him. The simmer boiled over, ready to explode.


Chapter 5: Oral Obsession

Mia's knees dug into the plush carpet as she knelt before Jake, her naked body humming with anticipation. His cock stood tall in her grip, slick from her earlier strokes and her own juices, the head glistening like an invitation she couldn't resist. She licked her lips, eyes locked on his—dark, commanding, promising the rough ride she craved. "Time to show you what this mouth can do," she purred, her voice husky from the heated kisses. Her pussy still throbbed from her orgasm, cum trickling down her inner thighs, but she ignored it, focused on him. Inner raunch: Gag on that dick, Mia—take it deep till your throat bulges. Make him forget Mom ever existed.

Jake leaned back on the couch, legs spread wide, his tattooed arms draped over the backrest like a king on his throne. "Go on, slut. Deep-throat me. Let's see if you choke like a pro." His hand tangled in her hair, not pulling yet, just guiding. "And don't forget the balls—lick 'em clean."

Mia started slow, teasing the head with her tongue, swirling around the slit to lap up his pre-cum. Salty, musky—addictive. She sucked the tip into her mouth, cheeks hollowing, her hand stroking the base in rhythm. "Mmm, tastes so good," she mumbled around him, the vibration making him twitch. She took more, inch by inch, her jaw stretching to accommodate his girth. Fuck, he was thick—her lips strained, saliva already pooling.

"That's it, baby—suck harder," Jake groaned, his hips shifting subtly. "Use that tongue on the underside. Yeah, like that."

She obliged, flattening her tongue against the veiny bottom, bobbing her head deeper. Halfway now, her throat relaxing as she pushed further. A gag built, but she swallowed it down, tears pricking her eyes. The fullness was intoxicating—her pussy clenched in sympathy, imagining this cock buried there instead. She pulled back with a gasp, strings of spit connecting her lips to his shaft, then dove in again, faster this time.

Jake's grip tightened in her hair. "Deeper, Mia. Take it all—fuck your own face on my dick." He thrust up gently, meeting her descent, the head hitting the back of her throat.

She gagged audibly, the sound wet and obscene, but it only spurred her on. Tears streamed down her cheeks, mascara smudging, but she didn't stop—pushing until her nose pressed against his pubic hair, his cock fully sheathed in her throat. "Holy shit," Jake hissed, his abs flexing. "You're a natural cock-swallow. Better than your mom—she always tapped out halfway."

Mia hummed in response, the praise fueling her. She held there, throat convulsing around him, then pulled off slowly, gasping for air. Spit dripped from her chin onto her tits, making them glisten. "Fuck my face harder—use me like a toy," she begged, her voice raspy, echoing her raunchy pleas from fantasies.

Jake's eyes flashed with lust. "You asked for it." He stood, pulling her head back by her hair, then fed his cock back into her mouth. This time, he controlled the pace—thrusting deep, holding her in place as she gagged and sputtered. "Take it, slut—choke on this dick." His balls slapped her chin with each pump, heavy and full.

Mia's hands gripped his thighs, nails digging into the inked skin, as she surrendered to the face-fuck. Her throat burned, spit bubbling at the corners of her mouth, but the degradation was pure bliss. Pussy dripping, clit aching—she reached down, rubbing herself furiously, two fingers plunging in to match his rhythm. "Mmmph!" she moaned around him, the vibrations traveling up his shaft.

"Play with my balls while you suck," Jake commanded, his free hand guiding hers to his sac. "Lick 'em—get 'em wet."

She cupped them, rolling the heavy orbs in her palm, then pulled off his cock with a pop. Gasping, she ducked lower, tongue lapping at his balls—salty skin, musky scent overwhelming. She sucked one into her mouth, humming, her hand stroking his slick shaft above. "These are gonna empty down my throat," she murmured, switching to the other ball, nipping gently.

"Fuck yes—worship those balls, baby." Jake stroked himself while she worked, his breaths ragged. "Now back on the dick. Make me cum."

Mia obeyed, taking him deep again, her head bobbing frantically. Gags mixed with moans, spit everywhere—dripping down his balls, onto the floor. She fingered herself harder, her walls clenching, another orgasm building from the sheer filth of it all.

Jake's thrusts grew erratic. "Gonna blow—swallow every drop, you greedy whore."

She nodded eagerly, sucking harder, her tongue flicking the head on each upstroke. With a roar, he came—hot ropes shooting down her throat, thick and endless. Mia swallowed greedily, milking him with her mouth, not spilling a bit. Some overflowed, trickling from her lips, but she licked it up, savoring the taste.

"Damn, Mia," Jake panted, pulling out slowly. His cock softened slightly, glistening with her saliva. "Best head I've had in years. Your mom's got nothing on that throat."

Mia wiped her mouth, grinning up at him, her face a mess of tears and spit. "Told you—upgrade." She stood on shaky legs, pushing him back onto the couch. "Now, your turn. Devour this pussy. Make me cum on your face."

Jake licked his lips, pulling her forward until she straddled his chest. "Bring it here, slut. Sit on my beard—grind till you squirt."

She scooted up, hovering over his mouth, her dripping folds inches from his lips. "Eat me like you mean it. Tongue-fuck my hole."

He grabbed her ass, yanking her down onto his face. His tongue dove in immediately, flat and broad, lapping from her entrance to her clit in long strokes. "Tastes like honey," he mumbled against her, the beard scratching her inner thighs deliciously.

"Oh god, yes!" Mia rocked her hips, riding his face, her hands bracing on the couch back. His tongue plunged inside her, thrusting deep, while his nose bumped her clit. The sensations were overwhelming—rough beard, skilled mouth, strong hands spreading her cheeks.

Jake sucked her clit into his mouth, humming, the vibrations shooting through her. One hand left her ass, two fingers sliding into her pussy alongside his tongue. "So fucking wet—gush for me, Mia."

She ground harder, tits bouncing, her moans turning to screams. "Suck harder—bite my clit!" He nipped gently, then soothed with his tongue, fingers curling to hit her G-spot.

The build was rapid, her body coiling tight. "I'm gonna cum—fuck, Jake!" She exploded, pussy spasming around his fingers, juices squirting onto his chin and beard. He lapped it up ravenously, prolonging her climax with relentless suction.

Mia collapsed forward, panting against the couch. "Holy shit... that tongue."

Jake eased her off, his face shiny with her cum. He wiped it with the back of his hand, grinning. "You squirt like a pro. Sweeter than your mom too."

She laughed breathlessly, sliding down to straddle his lap again. His cock was hardening beneath her, ready for more. "Good. Now, fuck me for real. Wild penetration—make me scream."

Jake flipped her onto her back, positioning between her legs. "You got it, baby. This couch is about to break."

As he lined up, Mia's body ached for the fill, the tension peaking toward the wild ride ahead.


Chapter 6: Wild Penetration

Mia's breath came in ragged gasps as Jake flipped her onto her back on the couch, the soft cushions cradling her sweat-slicked body. Her legs fell open wide, pussy throbbing and exposed, still pulsing from the aftermath of his tongue devouring her. Juices glistened on her inner thighs, her clit swollen and sensitive, begging for more. Jake knelt between her thighs, his tattooed body looming over her like a predator, his cock—thick, veiny, and slick from her saliva—poised at her entrance. The head nudged her folds, parting them slightly, teasing her with the promise of fullness. "Ready for the real thing, slut?" he growled, his voice low and commanding, beard still shiny with her cum. "I'm gonna pound this tight pussy till you can't think straight."

"Fuck yes—ram it in, Jake," Mia begged, her hands clutching the couch arms, tits heaving with each breath. Her inner thoughts were a storm of raunch: Stretch me wide, you beast—make my cunt gape with that fat dick. Pound me harder than you ever did Mom, leave me dripping your load. She lifted her hips, grinding against his tip, her wetness coating him instantly.

Jake chuckled darkly, pinning her hips down with one hand. "Eager little whore. Let's see how you take it." He thrust forward in one powerful motion, burying himself halfway inside her. The stretch was intense—burning, filling, her walls clenching around his girth like they were made for him. "Fuck, you're tight—vice grip on my cock."

"Oh god—deeper! Fill me up!" Mia screamed, her nails digging into his forearms. He was huge, the curve of his shaft pressing against her inner spots, sending sparks through her core. She wrapped her legs around his waist, heels spurring him on like a rider urging a stallion.

Jake pulled back slowly, his cock dragging against her sensitive walls, then slammed in fully, balls slapping her ass. "Take every inch, Mia—feel me owning this cunt." He set a brutal rhythm, thrusting deep and hard, the couch rocking with each impact. Wet slaps echoed in the room, her juices squelching around him.

"Yes! Harder—you beast, destroy me!" Mia's body jolted with every pound, tits bouncing wildly. Sensations overwhelmed her: his cock hitting her cervix, the friction on her G-spot building pressure like a dam about to burst. Her clit ground against his pubic bone, adding electric jolts. "Pound my slutty hole—make it yours!"

Jake's hands roamed, one grabbing her tit, squeezing roughly, thumb flicking her nipple. "These tits are perfect—bouncing like that while I fuck you senseless." His other hand slid to her throat, applying light pressure, just enough to make her head spin. "Better than your mom? She never screamed like this."

"Fuck yes—rougher than her! Choke me while you rail me!" The taboo comparison sent her higher, her pussy fluttering around him. She bucked up to meet his thrusts, the rhythm frantic, bodies slick with sweat.

Jake released her throat, flipping them effortlessly. "Your turn—cowgirl. Ride this dick like you mean it." He sat back, cock standing proud, glistening with her arousal.

Mia straddled him eagerly, gripping his shaft and sinking down slowly. The angle was deeper, his head nudging her G-spot immediately. "Oh shit—it's hitting right there!" She bottomed out, ass flush against his thighs, grinding in circles to feel every inch.

"Bounce on it, baby—ride me hard," Jake commanded, his hands on her hips, lifting her up and slamming her down. He slapped her ass sharp, the crack echoing, her cheek stinging hot.

"Yes! Slap me again—make my ass red!" Mia bounced faster, tits jiggling, her moans turning to wails. The control was intoxicating—she angled to hit her sweet spot with each drop, her clit rubbing against his base. "Fuck, your cock's perfect—stretching me so good!"

Jake's slaps alternated cheeks, leaving handprints that burned deliciously. "Look at that ass jiggle—perfect for pounding." He thrust up to meet her, their bodies colliding with force. "You're a wild ride, Mia—tighter and hornier than her."

Mia's pace quickened, her walls clenching rhythmically. "I'm close—oh fuck, don't stop!" She ground deep, circling her hips, the pressure on her G-spot exploding into stars.

"Cum on my cock, slut—milk me with that pussy!" Jake growled, slapping her ass harder, the pain pushing her over.

She shattered, pussy spasming wildly around him, juices squirting onto his abs. "Yes! Pound me, you beast—don't stop!" Orgasmic screams ripped from her throat, her body shaking, but she kept riding, waves crashing through her.

Jake didn't let up, flipping her again mid-climax onto her hands and knees. "Reverse now—ass up high." He positioned behind her, slamming back in doggy-style, his hands gripping her hips like vices.

"Fuck—deeper in this position!" Mia pushed back, ass jiggling with each thrust. The angle was brutal, his cock hammering her G-spot relentlessly, building another peak fast. "Slap my ass—make me scream!"

Jake's palm cracked against her cheek, over and over, the slaps syncing with his pounds. "This red ass is mine—jiggles so fucking hot." His balls slapped her clit, adding shocks of pleasure. "Take it, vengeful whore—scream for me."

Mia's arms buckled, face in the cushions, muffling her wails. "Harder—destroy my pussy! Cum inside—fill me up!" Her walls fluttered, another orgasm coiling tight.

Jake's rhythm faltered, his groans deepening. "Gonna flood this cunt—take my load!" With a final, deep thrust, he erupted, hot spurts painting her insides, triggering her climax.

"Yes—fill me, you beast!" Mia came again, pussy milking him, juices mixing with his cum as she screamed.

They collapsed, panting, his cock softening inside her. Cum leaked out as he pulled free, dripping down her thighs. "Addictive pussy, Mia. We're hooked now."

She grinned, turning to face him. "Damn right. Secret meets from here on out."


Chapter 7: Addictive Bond

Mia's body slumped against Jake's sweat-slicked chest, her breaths coming in heavy pants as the aftershocks of her orgasm rippled through her. The couch was a wreck—cushions askew, wet spots from her squirting staining the fabric, the air thick with the musky scent of sex. Jake's cock, still semi-hard, slipped from her pussy with a wet pop, a thick trail of his cum leaking out, dripping down her ass crack and onto the upholstery. She clenched her walls experimentally, feeling the warmth of his load sloshing inside her, a filthy reminder of how thoroughly he'd claimed her. "Fuck, Jake," she murmured, her voice hoarse from all the screaming. "That was... addictive. Your cock wrecked me good."

Jake chuckled, a deep rumble that vibrated through her as he wrapped his tattooed arms around her waist, pulling her closer. One hand lazily traced the red handprints on her ass, soothing the sting he'd left there. "Wrecked? Baby, you're the one who rode me like a damn porn star. That tight pussy milked every drop out of me." He nuzzled her neck, his beard scratching her skin in that rough way she loved, planting a kiss on the hickey he'd sucked earlier. "Never came that hard with your mom. She was vanilla— you? You're pure fire."

Mia grinned, shifting to straddle his thigh, her dripping pussy leaving a slick trail on his skin. She ground against him subtly, already feeling the stirrings of arousal again despite the ache between her legs. Inner thoughts swirled raunchy: God, I could go again—ride his face while he fingers my ass, make him taste his own cum leaking out of me. But she played it cool, trailing her fingers over his inked chest, tracing a dragon tattoo that snaked down to his abs. "Vanilla, huh? Spill it—what kinks did she shut down that I won't?"

Jake's eyes darkened with mischief, his hand sliding down to cup her mound, fingers dipping into the mess of cum and arousal. He smeared it over her clit, rubbing lazy circles that made her whimper. "Anal, for one. She'd freak at the mention. But you? Bet you'd beg for it—spread that ass for my cock, take it deep while I choke you."

Mia's clit throbbed under his touch, her hips rocking into his hand. "Hell yes—train me for it. Start with your fingers, then a plug. Make me your anal slut." She leaned down, capturing his mouth in a sloppy kiss, tasting herself on his lips—tangy, mixed with his cum from earlier. The kiss deepened, tongues tangling, her tits pressing against his chest. She pulled back, biting his lower lip. "What else? Bondage? Toys?"

He groaned, his cock twitching against her thigh, hardening again. "All of it. She'd never let me tie her up—too 'weird.' But imagining you bound, wrists to the headboard, legs spread wide... I'd edge you for hours, vibe on your clit till you beg to cum." His fingers plunged inside her now, two thick digits scooping his cum out, then bringing it to her mouth. "Taste us, baby—swallow like the greedy whore you are."

Mia sucked his fingers clean, moaning at the salty-sweet mix. "Mmm, delicious. Tie me up next time—use your belt, make it hurt. And toys? Bring 'em. Dildos, vibes—fuck me with one while I suck you off." Her hand wrapped around his reviving cock, stroking slow and firm, thumb circling the head. "I'll make you cum buckets, Jake. Drain those balls dry."

Jake's free hand smacked her ass lightly, reigniting the burn. "Deal. Secret meets only—can't let your mom catch on. Text me when she's out, I'll sneak over. Quickies in the garage, full sessions like this." He curled his fingers inside her, hitting her G-spot, making her gasp. "And public shit? Risky fucks where we might get caught—that thrill gets me hard."

Mia's pussy clenched around his digits, fresh wetness coating them. "Public? Fuck yes—bend me over in the park, finger me in the car while driving. Make me cum quietly so no one hears." She sped up her strokes on his cock, feeling it throb fully hard now. The afterglow talk was turning her on again, kinks spilling out like confessions. "And roleplay? You as the bad ex, me as the vengeful daughter—punish me for teasing."

Jake laughed, pulling his fingers free and flipping her onto her back again. He hovered over her, cock pressing against her entrance. "Roleplay? You're on. 'You little tease—time to pay with that tight hole.'" He thrust in shallowly, just the head, teasing her. "But for now... round two. Can't get enough of this addictive pussy."

"Yes—fuck me slow this time, make it last," Mia moaned, her legs wrapping around him. He slid in fully, the mix of cum and arousal making it slick and easy. They moved together, lazy but deep, his thrusts grinding against her clit.

As they fucked, the conversation flowed natural, filthy whispers between moans. "Remember that pool party?" Jake panted, nipping her earlobe. "You in that bikini— I wanted to drag you to the bathroom, bend you over the sink."

Mia arched into him, nails scratching his back. "I fingered myself in the shower after, thinking of you doing just that. Slamming into me while everyone chatted outside."

His pace picked up, hips snapping harder. "Next meet—bring toys. I'll vibe your clit while I fuck your ass. Make you cum buckets, screaming my name."

"Fuck—yes! Toys, plugs, everything. Own every hole." Mia's hand slipped between them, rubbing her clit furiously. The build was slower this time, but intense, her walls fluttering around him.

Jake's hand joined hers, pinching her clit. "Cum with me, slut—squeeze that pussy."

They climaxed together, her screams mingling with his groans, another load flooding her. "Take it all—drip for days."

Spent again, they cuddled, bodies entwined. "This bond? Addictive," Mia whispered. "Secret forever."

Jake kissed her forehead. "Teaser: next round, bring toys—I'll make you cum buckets."

Mia grinned. "Can't wait."
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