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Chapter 1



 



As the sun set the sky ablaze with hues of fiery orange, 18-year-old Ethan Blackwood lounged against his sleek car in the grocery store parking lot. His arms folded over his chiseled chest, he casually scrolled through his phone, momentarily captivated by a headline detailing insurance-mogul’s Tom Mitchell’s ruthless business tactics – stories of obliterating competition in the city and exploiting unsuspecting clients for every last cent.



Seeing Tom’s face reminded Ethan of his father. He remembered what had happened to Dad, what had happened to his family, and it was all because of Tom. Ethan restrained his anger from showing, but he felt it nevertheless.



Ethan smirked as he muttered to himself, “It’s high time Tom faces the consequences,” his piercing green eyes glinting with resolve. “And mark my words, it’s just a matter of time.”



With a purposeful air, Ethan reached into his jacket pocket and retrieved a leather-bound notebook. Flipping it open, a meticulously curated list of names greeted him. At the very top was inscribed the name that fueled his desire for retribution: Tom Mitchell.



Ethan had been planning his revenge for months, and everything was set up. Step one was getting into the private high school where Tom’s son was a senior. Step two was to kick that kid’s ass. And step three was this meeting he’d arranged with Tom’s wife…



A faint smirk played on Ethan’s lips as he absorbed the information.



Sensing something, Ethan looked up from his notebook. A woman was marching across the parking lot toward him. She looked just like the pictures. His intense gaze roved over her, taking in every inch of her voluptuous body as she sauntered toward him.



Her long legs were showcased by a scandalously short skirt that barely covered the swell of her rounded hips. The low-cut top she wore hugged her ample bosom, tempting him with glimpses of creamy skin and enticing cleavage. As she neared, he could feel the heat radiating from her body, stirring a primal desire within him. At forty years old, Kourtney Mitchell – the wife of Tom – was still a goddess, her curves and sensuality unmatched by anyone else.



She stopped right in front of him, anger behind her eyes. “Alright, Ethan,” she said, her voice sharp, “I’m here now. William told me what you’ve been doing to him in school. I’m here to put an end to it.”



Ethan smirked, unfazed by her protective motherly fury. His gaze danced over her body appreciatively before meeting her eyes again. “Mrs. Mitchell,” he began, his voice smooth and confident, “Why don’t we sit in my car and discuss this privately?”



Kourtney hesitated for a moment, clearly weighing her options. As much as she distrusted Ethan, she knew that her priority was protecting William. With a curt nod, she agreed to join him in the car.



As they sat side by side in the confined space, Ethan could feel the tension mounting between them. It was intoxicating as his power started to affect her. He relished the idea of manipulating her, breaking down her resistance, and bending her to his will.



The warm summer air was thick with tension as Kourtney clenched her fists, trying to maintain her composure. She stared hard at Ethan, attempting to pierce through his confident façade.



“Alright, I’ll get straight to the point,” she said, her voice wavering slightly despite her best efforts. “I want you to stop bullying William. Yesterday, he came home with a fucking black eye. You have no right to make his life miserable.”



Ethan’s lips curled into a devilish grin, his green eyes flashing with amusement. “I’ll consider it, Kourtney, but everything comes at a price.”



“Okay,” she snapped, her patience wearing thin. “I can pay you whatever you want. Just leave my stepson alone.”



“Money?” Ethan scoffed, shaking his head dismissively as his gaze traveled to her cleavage. “That doesn’t interest me. No, Kourtney, what I want is something far more… intimate.”



Her brow furrowed in confusion, and before she could process what was happening, she felt his hand on her bare thigh. A shiver ran up her spine, a mix of fear and unexpected desire. As his fingers trailed higher, she struggled to suppress a gasp.



“Twenty-four hours, Kourtney,” he whispered, his touch electrifying her skin. “Give yourself to me for just one day, and I promise I’ll leave William alone.”



She recoiled from his touch, repulsed by the indecent proposal. “Fucking asshole! I’m old enough to be your mother.”



“But you sure as hell don’t look like it,” Ethan replied.



“Absolutely not! I won’t degrade myself like that.” She tried to swat away his hand as it ran up her leg, but she couldn’t. Her heart pounded in her chest, torn between the urgent need to protect her stepson and the sickening thought of giving in to Ethan’s twisted demands.



“Think about it, Kourtney,” he taunted, leaning closer until his breath tickled her ear. “If you don’t agree, I’ll make sure William suffers even more at school. His life will be a living hell. Is that what you want for your precious stepson?”



Kourtney’s mind raced, weighing the consequences of her decision. The thought of submitting to Ethan disgusted her, but the alternative was unthinkable. As much as she hated him, she knew that there was only one choice she could make if she wanted to save William from further torment. And there was something… something about him that intoxicated her… made her inhibitions wither.



“Fine,” she whispered, her voice barely audible. “I’ll do it.”



Ethan’s piercing green eyes seemed to glow as his powers began to strengthen their hold on Kourtney. She felt her resolve weakening, her body betraying her with a growing hunger she couldn’t deny. It was as if a veil of desire had settled over her, clouding her thoughts and making it difficult to think straight.



“Why are you doing this?” she asked, her voice trembling. “What do you want from me?”



“Patience, Kourtney,” Ethan murmured, his fingers gently stroking the fabric covering her most intimate area, causing her to shudder with pleasure and arch her back. “You’ll find out soon enough.”



As he continued massaging her clothed cunt, Kourtney found herself becoming more and more aroused, despite her initial revulsion at the idea of submitting to him. Her panties grew damp, and her body reacted to his touch.



“Alright,” she whispered, her cheeks flushed with shame and arousal. “I’ll do it.”



Ethan’s lustful desires took over as he seized her hair and forcefully pulled her face toward his crotch. “You look hungry,” he growled, the power in his voice undeniable. “Let me give you something to eat.”



Kourtney hesitated for a moment, torn between her pride and the growing need that threatened to consume her. But as he continued to touch her clothed cunt, her resistance crumbled, and she finally gave in to the lascivious demands of her body.



Ethan smiled wickedly, knowing that he had won this battle of wills.



Kourtney’s trembling fingers reached for Ethan’s pants, unzipping them with a mix of hesitation and anticipation. As she freed his throbbing erection, the heat between her legs intensified. The look in Ethan’s eyes was predatory, filled with lust and the promise of power over her.



“Get to it… bitch,” he growled, making Kourtney’s heart race in response.



With a deep breath, she lowered her head, closing her lips around the thick, pulsing shaft before her. She took him deeper into her mouth, feeling his rough skin sliding against her tongue as she tried to suppress her gag reflex. Her mind raced with thoughts of humiliation, but her body betrayed her, responding to Ethan’s touch and his dominating presence.



“Is that all you’ve got?” Ethan sneered, grabbing her hair and forcing her lips down onto his balls each time, making her choke and gag. “I know Tom didn’t marry you for your fucking personality.”



As Ethan continued to degrade her, Kourtney found herself becoming even more aroused by the power he held over her. It was wrong, but she couldn’t deny the intoxicating effect of submitting to him.



“Show me what a good little cocksucker you can be,” Ethan commanded, his voice dripping with disdain.



Kourtney’s cheeks flushed with shame, but she doubled her efforts, taking him deeper and faster, her saliva running down her chin and creating a sloppy mess. Her cheeks collapsed on his dick as it roughed up her mouth, and she could feel the intense hunger inside her growing stronger, pushing her to swallow every inch of him.



Suddenly, her phone rang, breaking her concentration. She tried to pull herself off Ethan’s cock, but he didn’t let her go.



“It’s your husband. Let me put him on speaker,” he ordered, smirking wickedly and taking her phone. “Talk to him with my dick in your mouth.”



“Finally,” Tom’s voice rang through the phone. “I’ve been trying to reach you for ten fucking minutes. I need you to pick up a few things from the store.”



“Of course, Tom,” Kourtney replied, her voice muffled by Ethan’s dick. “What do you need?”



“Uh, let’s see… some bananas, milk, and eggs,” Tom listed off as Kourtney continued to pleasure Ethan with her mouth.



“Sure thing,” she said, her head bobbing up and down Ethan’s cock as she tried to keep her voice steady. “I can handle those… big, firm bananas.”



“Great,” Tom replied, oblivious to the double meaning behind her words. “And don’t forget the milk. I know how much you like it creamy.”



Ethan’s eyes gleamed with amusement as he watched Kourtney struggle to maintain her composure.



“Anything else?” she asked, sucking harder on Ethan’s cock, her cheeks hollowing with the effort.



“Maybe pick up some whipped cream too,” Tom suggested. “You know, for dessert.”



“Absolutely,” Kourtney agreed, swallowing Ethan’s shaft as her excitement grew. “I love getting creative with whipped cream.”



“Are you sure that’s everything, Tom?” Kourtney managed to ask between breaths, her voice strained but sensual.



“Uh, yeah, I think that’s it,” Tom replied, oblivious to his wife’s predicament. “Oh, wait – we need some hot sauce too.”



“Hot sauce?” Kourtney repeated, her eyes flicking up to meet Ethan’s wicked grin. “I can definitely handle some heat.”



“Alright, that should be enough,” Tom said, hanging up without any other pleasantries.



“See you soon,” she responded, all her attention back on Ethan. She was now fully committed to fulfilling his demands, her mind consumed by lust and the thrill of their illicit encounter.



Kourtney’s heart raced as she felt Ethan’s strong hand on the back of her head, guiding her movements. Her lips were stretched wide around his thick cock, saliva dripping down her chin as he pushed her to take more of him. She could feel the cool air from outside the car against her exposed thighs, a stark contrast to the burning heat of desire between her legs.



“Fuck, Kourtney, you’re so good at this,” Ethan groaned, his hips beginning to thrust in rhythm with her bobbing head.



The sound of footsteps and shopping cart wheels clicking grew louder as people walked by the parked car, some stealing glances or smirking knowingly at the scene unfolding inside. Kourtney felt Ethan’s grip tighten in her hair, his thrusts becoming more forceful as he sought release.



“Take it all, slut,” Ethan snarled, his lustful gaze never leaving her face. She clenched her jaw, fighting back the urge to gag as he pushed himself deeper into her throat. Her thoughts were filled with a mixture of shame and excitement, knowing full well the consequences of her actions.



“Look at me,” Ethan commanded, his eyes locked onto hers as he reached his climax. With a final powerful thrust, he released himself onto her flushed face, streams of hot cum decorating her cheeks and lips. Kourtney’s chest heaved with ragged breaths as she stared up at him, her own arousal reaching its peak.



“Smile for the camera,” Ethan taunted, pulling out his phone to snap a photo of her debased state. The flash momentarily blinded her, but she knew there was no turning back now – her submission to Ethan was complete.



“Clean yourself up,” he said, tucking his spent cock back into his pants. “I don’t want any cum on my fucking care seat.”



Kourtney wiped the remnants of Ethan’s seed from her face, using the back of her hand and a tissue she found in her purse. She looked at herself in the car’s side mirror, trying to erase all evidence of her recent submission. The shame and excitement still lingered within her, a potent cocktail that threatened to overwhelm her senses.



“Take me home with you,” Ethan demanded, his voice dripping with authority and lustful intent. Kourtney hesitated, her thoughts racing as she tried to process the implications of his request. She felt a strange mix of fear and arousal at the prospect, the power he held over her both intoxicating and terrifying.



“Please, Ethan,” she whispered, her eyes pleading for mercy. “We can’t… I mean, what if Tom…”



“Tom won’t know a thing,” he reassured her, his fingertips tracing seductive patterns on her thigh through her sundress. Kourtney shivered involuntarily, feeling her resolve weaken under the magnetic pull of his touch.



“But why do you want to come home with me?” she asked, desperation tinging her voice. She sought to understand the driving force behind his actions, hoping to find some semblance of control in the chaos he’d created.



“Isn’t it obvious, Kourtney?” Ethan replied, his words laced with dark amusement. “I want to continue our little game. And trust me, it’s only going to get better.”









 



Chapter 2



Ethan’s muscular body reclined on the plush couch, a wicked grin playing on his lips as Kourtney straddled him. Her untied nightgown barely covered her thighs, revealing a lacy bra and panties that hugged her voluptuous curves. With each breath she took, her ample breasts threatened to spill over the confines of her bra. Ethan’s hands wandered up her back, pulling her closer as he alternated between passionately kissing her full lips and teasing her nipples with his warm tongue.



“God, you’re such a fucking tease,” Kourtney moaned, losing herself in the sensations Ethan’s expert touch stirred within her. As his fingers traced a delicate path along her spine, she felt an electric shiver run through her body.



“Isn’t this what you’ve been craving?” Ethan’s voice, laced with seduction, caressed her ear like a forbidden promise. As Kourtney’s pulse quickened, his lips hungrily sought hers, igniting a fiery passion that consumed them both. The taste of her lips was like sweet nectar, soft and yielding beneath his fervent kisses.



His hands roamed over the curves of her body, exploring every inch with a possessive hunger. The swell of her breasts filled his palms, their softness a stark contrast to the urgency that pulsed between them. Kourtney’s gasps only fueled his desire further as she arched into him, seeking more of his touch.



With her legs wrapped around him, she gyrated against him in a primal rhythm that set his blood on fire. The heat of her core pressed against him sent shivers down his spine, each movement a silent plea for more. Ethan felt intoxicated by the power he held over her, reveling in the way she surrendered herself to him completely.



In that moment, there was no room for hesitation or guilt – only the raw need that bound them together in an embrace that defied reason and consequence.



Kourtney’s protective walls crumbled as she confided in Ethan, her voice shaking with frustration. “Tom treats me like a trophy wife,” Kourtney’s voice dripped with bitterness as she spoke, her words laced with pent-up frustration.



As she talked, Ethan closed the distance between them, his lips capturing hers in a fiery kiss that ignited a primal hunger within her. Their mouths moved together in a dance of desire, tongues intertwining in a sensual tango that left her breathless.



“He screws over his customers just like he screws me – half-heartedly and without any thought for my pleasure.” Her confession was punctuated by Ethan’s hand sliding down her back, pulling her closer to him, their bodies pressed tightly against each other. The intensity of their kiss deepened, each touch fueling the flames of passion that threatened to consume them both.



“His cock is too small to satisfy me,” Kourtney’s words faltered as Ethan’s hands roamed over her curves, igniting sparks of need along every inch of her skin. Their mouths parted briefly as she gasped for air, only to be captured again in a searing embrace. The taste of him lingered on her lips, intoxicating and addictive.



“And he’s done before I can even catch my breath.” As she uttered those words, Ethan’s fingers tangled in her hair, tilting her head back slightly as he devoured her mouth hungrily. The urgency in their kiss mirrored the hunger that simmered between them, a raw and unbridled need for something more than what they had settled for.



“I’m starving for something more,” Kourtney confessed against his lips, the words muffled by their shared desire. With every heartbeat pounding in rhythm with theirs, the world around them faded into oblivion, leaving only the heat of their bodies and the fervor of their entwined souls yearning for fulfillment.



As Ethan’s hands explored Kourtney’s curves, he murmured in a low, seductive voice about the sinful pleasures he intended to bestow upon her.



“I’m going to ravish you,” he whispered. “Make you moan and scream until you can’t take it anymore. I’ll have you begging for my touch, turn you into a proper whore.”



The crude words ignited a forbidden desire within Kourtney, fueling the escalating passion between them. “What’s gotten into me? I haven’t fucked anyone else in years, but I can’t resist you,” she gasped as his touch sent shivers down her spine.



Ethan leaned in closer, his breath hot against her neck as he revealed his secret. “I learned from a monk who gave me a power.” 



“What power?” she asked as she pressed her tits into Ethan’s face.



“When I’m around a woman, she loses her inhibitions.”



Kourtney kept gyrating her crotch against his, her hands running through his hair. “What do you mean?”



“Let me put it this way,” Ethan replied as he cupped her ass and licked her tits. “You were already a sex-starved slut. Meeting me just made you realize who you really are.”



Kourtney’s mind raced with the implications of his confession, her heart pounding in her chest as the forbidden nature of their encounter only heightened her arousal. As she gazed into Ethan’s piercing green eyes, she knew there was no turning back – she was under his spell, completely and willingly.



The sound of the front door opening jolted Kourtney and Ethan from their passionate embrace. A wave of panic washed over them, but they quickly composed themselves as they heard Tom’s booming voice berating an employee through the phone. Ethan’s jaw clenched, his green eyes darkening with ill intent as Kourtney led him to the kitchen, trying to act casual.



“Pathetic! You’re fired!” Tom barked into the phone before hanging up. He looked up to see his wife in her revealing nightgown, a stranger’s arm wrapped around her waist. His blue eyes narrowed with suspicion. “Who the hell are you?” he demanded rudely, turning toward Ethan.



“Tom, this is Ethan, my… uh, personal trainer,” Kourtney said hurriedly, trying to keep her voice steady despite her racing heartbeat. The tension between Ethan and Tom was palpable.



Ethan extended a hand toward Tom, masking his disdain with a tight-lipped smile. “Nice to meet you, sir,” he said smoothly, his grip firm and assertive.



“Personal trainer, huh?” Tom scoffed, eyeing Ethan’s muscular physique before shifting his gaze back to Kourtney as he ignored Ethan’s extended hand. “You should’ve been at the door when I got home. What the hell do I keep you around for? William, get inside.” He tossed his shoes in Kourtney’s direction and ordered her to put them away, asserting his dominance.



As Kourtney bent down to pick up Tom’s shoes, she couldn’t help but sneak a glance at Ethan, who stood confidently in the kitchen, his presence commanding attention. Her mind raced with lustful thoughts, wondering how they could continue their tryst under Tom’s watchful eye.



“Kourtney, make us something to eat,” Tom barked, his focus now on his work. Meanwhile, Ethan leaned against the kitchen counter, his fingertips brushing against Kourtney’s inner thigh. The electric touch sent shivers up her spine, her desire for him threatening to overwhelm her.



“Can’t wait to see how our next session goes,” Ethan whispered in her ear, his breath hot against her skin. Kourtney’s heart pounded in anticipation, knowing full well that their forbidden connection was far from over.



Tension hung thick in the air as Tom retreated into the living room, leaving Ethan and Kourtney alone with a trembling William. Ethan’s piercing green eyes locked onto the fearful boy, relishing in his power over him.



“Hey, loser,” Ethan whispered menacingly to William, “I’m going to fuck your stepmom, and you’re going to watch.”



“I-I-” William started. “I’m going to tell my dad.”



“You’re not going to do a damn thing,” Ethan snickered. He then turned to Kourtney, giving her a commanding look. “Bend over the kitchen counter.”



Kourtney hesitated for only a moment before eagerly complying with Ethan’s order. She let her nightgown fall to the floor, revealing her stunning, curvaceous body. At 40, she had the firmness and vitality of a woman half her age, her full breasts and tight ass a testament to her well-maintained physique.



“Tom,” Kourtney called out sweetly, hiding her excitement behind an innocent smile, “Ethan’s just going to help me stretch a bit. I’ve been feeling tense lately.”



“Fine,” Tom replied gruffly from the other room, completely unaware of the true nature of their interaction. “Just don’t bother me. And hurry up with dinner.”



As Kourtney positioned herself over the counter, Ethan stepped closer, feeling the heat radiating from her body. Her intoxicating scent filled his nostrils, stoking the fire of their forbidden desire.



“Spread those legs,” he commanded, his voice low and seductive.



Kourtney couldn’t help but shiver with anticipation, her lust for Ethan consuming her every thought.



“Good,” Ethan replied, smirking at the disconcerted William, who couldn’t tear his eyes away from the scandalous scene unfolding before him. “You’re about to witness something you’ll never forget.”



Ethan’s strong hands slid down Kourtney’s hips, gripping the delicate fabric of her panties and pulling them down with a tantalizing slowness. The air felt cool against her exposed flesh, making her shiver in anticipation. With her panties discarded on the floor, Kourtney’s heart hammered in her chest as she awaited Ethan’s touch.



“Watch closely, William,” Ethan whispered menacingly, his eyes locked on the frightened teenager as he positioned himself behind Kourtney. “See how a real man takes control.”



As Ethan entered Kourtney with one powerful thrust, she gasped at the sudden fullness, feeling him stretch her in ways that Tom never could. Her inner walls clenched around his thick cock, trying to accommodate the invasion, as he began to piston in and out of her with a deliberate rhythm. Each stroke sent waves of pleasure coursing through her body, making her moan softly despite her fear of being caught.



“You feel so fucking tight,” Ethan growled, his voice low and charged with lust. He smacked Kourtney’s ass firmly, the sharp sting only serving to heighten her arousal. “You like that, don’t you? You like it when I treat you like the slut you are.”



“Y-yes,” Kourtney stammered, her breath coming in short gasps as Ethan picked up the pace, driving into her with increasing force.



He couldn’t contain his primal desire as he plunged deep into her, her slick walls gripping him tightly. With every thrust, he felt her body quiver and moan beneath him, urging him to go harder and faster. He groaned in ecstasy as her clit rubbed against his balls, intensifying the pleasure coursing through his veins. Her hips bucked in rhythm with his, their bodies moving together in a passionate dance of carnal release.



His cock was a perfect fit for her, hitting all the right spots and sending waves of pleasure through her body. He couldn’t get enough of her, each thrust driving him closer to the edge of bliss. They were lost in their own world of sweat and moans, consumed by the raw intensity of their connection. In that moment, nothing else existed except for the two of them and the unbridled ecstasy they shared.



“Your stepmom’s a filthy whore, isn’t she?” Ethan taunted William, who stared wide-eyed at the obscene display before him. Despite his horror, the boy couldn’t bring himself to look away, his eyes glued to the sight of Ethan’s cock plunging into Kourtney’s slick heat.



“Ah… don’t stop,” Kourtney moaned, her voice trembling as she struggled to keep her volume in check.



As Ethan relentlessly pounded into her, her body quivered and shook with each forceful thrust. Her ass bounced against his pelvis, leaving red marks in its wake. Her breasts swayed wildly, their hard nipples stabbing the countertop with every slam. Moans and gasps escaped her lips, a mixture of pleasure and pain as he ravaged her body without mercy.



She clawed at the countertop, urging him on with desperate pleas for more. Sweat dripped down both of their bodies, the room filled with the sound of skin slapping against skin and their primal grunts of desire. She was completely lost in the intense pleasure he was giving her, her body responding eagerly to his every move.



“Feels so good… so much better than Tom…”



“Kourtney?” Tom called from the living room, his voice laced with irritation. “What’s going on in there?”



“Nothing, honey!” Kourtney replied breathlessly, trying to sound nonchalant despite the growing intensity of her pleasure. “Just doing some… stretching exercises.”



“Keep it down,” Tom warned, his attention already returning to his work. He was too engrossed in his papers to notice the carnal symphony playing out in the adjacent room.



“Such a shame,” Ethan mused darkly, pulling Kourtney’s hair until her head tilted back and her screams grew louder. “He’s missing such an exquisite performance.”



As Kourtney continued to moan, her body writhing against Ethan’s, the line between pleasure and danger blurred into oblivion. It was a game they were playing, a dance on the edge of discovery, and every stolen moment only served to fan the flames of their desire.



Ethan’s eyes gleamed with mischief as he flipped Kourtney around, laying her on the cold kitchen counter, her naked body exposed and vulnerable. The thrill of their illicit affair made his heart race, but it was the sight of William, still watching from the corner, that sent a wicked grin crawling across his face. He noticed the movement beneath William’s pants, the young man unable to resist the forbidden scene playing out before him.



“Like what you see, William? Mommy getting your horny?” Ethan taunted, climbing onto the counter and positioning himself between Kourtney’s legs. She wrapped them around him, pulling him closer as he entered her once more, their moans intertwining like a twisted symphony.



“Please… yes… harder…” Kourtney begged, her voice barely above a whisper as she tried to stifle her screams of pleasure. Her chest heaved with each ragged breath, her full breasts quivering at the force of Ethan’s thrusts.



“Keep it down in there!” Tom yelled from the living room, oblivious to the carnal act unfolding just beyond his line of sight. “I need to make a conference call!”



“Can’t you keep quiet, slut?” Ethan said through gritted teeth, his hand finding its way to her neck, squeezing gently as he continued to fuck her harder and faster. Kourtney’s eyes widened, the pressure heightening her arousal, her mind racing with the thought that they could be caught at any moment.



“God, your tits are amazing,” Ethan murmured, using his free hand to grope her breasts one at a time, marveling at their plump softness. He bent forward, planting a fervent kiss on her lips while maintaining the relentless pace of his thrusts.



Kourtney’s thoughts were a whirlwind of lust and desperation, torn between her desire for Ethan and the risk of discovery. She knew she should be ashamed, but the thrill of danger only served to heighten her pleasure. “I can’t believe we’re doing this…” she whispered. “So close to Tom…”



As their bodies collided with increasing urgency, Kourtney felt a tempest of sensation building within her, threatening to shatter her resolve. But there was no turning back now – she needed release, and Ethan was the only one who could give it to her.



“Fuck, I’m coming…” Ethan gasped, his rhythm growing erratic as he approached the brink. The feeling was contagious, and Kourtney soon found herself teetering on the edge as well.



“Me too… Ethan, don’t stop…” she begged, her voice barely audible beneath the sounds of their desperate coupling. “Come inside of my pussy…
 your
 pussy!”



In that moment, the world ceased to exist, reduced to the primal act that bound them together as they both finally succumbed to the intensity of their orgasms. With a groan mimicking a caveman’s, Ethan released every drop inside of her pussy.



Ethan’s chest heaved with exertion as he climbed off Kourtney, leaving her sprawled on the counter, panting for breath. Sweat glistened on their bodies, evidence of the raw passion they had just shared. He looked down at her with a wicked grin, admiring the wanton expression on her flushed face.



“Clean me up,” Ethan commanded, using Kourtney’s mouth to wipe his cock clean. She didn’t resist, her eyes glazed with lustful submission. Turning to William, he continued, “Now you, boy. Clean your stepmom up.”



“Please don’t make me do this,” William whimpered, his voice barely audible.



“Shut up and do it,” Ethan hissed, relishing the power he held over him.



As William reluctantly approached Kourtney with a tissue, Tom finally turned around from his desk, his attention drawn by the commotion. Surprisingly, he failed to notice Kourtney’s naked state, instead focusing on her exhausted expression.



“Must’ve been a good stretch, huh?” he remarked, oblivious to what had transpired.



Ethan smirked, replying in a sexually charged innuendo. “Oh, she definitely got stretched out, all right.”



Kourtney bit her lip, struggling to stifle a moan as William cleaned the cum from around her pussy. Her thoughts raced, torn between shock at her own actions and the craving for more of Ethan’s touch.



“Meet me in the bedroom later for the next workout,” Ethan whispered into her ear, his hot breath sending shivers down her spine.









Chapter 3



 



Kourtney’s tousled black hair flew through the air as Ethan yanked it back, forcing her to arch her spine and push her curvy, sweat-slicked body against his. Her moans were muffled by the pillow as she bit into its cloth, but she couldn’t contain them any longer as Ethan drove his dick into her from behind with an animalistic ferocity.



“Take it, you filthy whore,” Ethan growled, his breath hot on her ear as he slapped her ass with a resounding smack. His green eyes flashed dangerously, fueled by the lustful power he held over Kourtney.



“Harder! Fuck me harder!” Kourtney begged, her voice raw with passion. She reveled in this newfound vulnerability, the thrill of submitting to someone so completely intoxicating her senses.



Just as they reached a feverish crescendo, the bedroom door swung open. Kourtney’s heart raced as she attempted to cover herself, fear coursing through her veins. But Ethan held her down, denying her the chance to shield her nakedness as he continued thrusting into her without missing a beat.



“Did I say you can move, bitch?” Ethan whispered as he pounded her like a piston, his balls slapping against her skin.



The rhythmic sound of their bodies colliding filled the room, punctuated by the unmistakable slap of skin meeting skin. Kourtney’s breath hitched with each thrust, her hands gripping the sheets in a mix of pleasure and anxiety. Ethan’s intense gaze locked onto hers, a silent command to remain composed despite the danger lurking just feet away.



In the background, Tom’s voice murmured through the phone, oblivious to the illicit affair unfolding behind him. His presence loomed like a shadow, heightening the thrill of being caught. Time seemed suspended as Kourtney and Ethan teetered on the edge of exposure, their hearts racing in sync with their entwined bodies.



When Tom finally moved out of view, a wave of relief washed over them both, mingling with the heady rush of adrenaline that still pulsed through their veins. The close call only added to the forbidden allure that bound Kourtney and Ethan together in that charged moment.



As the door to the bathroom closed behind him, Kourtney’s thoughts swirled with fear and exhilaration. Here she was, caught between her husband and her forbidden lover, and yet she couldn’t deny the sinful pleasure coursing through her veins. She knew there was no turning back now – not with Ethan’s touch igniting a fire within her that she hadn’t felt in years.



With the sound of running water from the shower merely feet away, Kourtney’s trepidation only fueled her desire. Ethan, dominant and unyielding, guided her onto her back, pinning her wrists above her head. Their eyes locked, a wicked grin played on his lips as licked her cheek and whispered, “Now, let’s see how far we can push this.”



As he entered her once more, this time in the missionary position, Kourtney couldn’t help but gasp at the intensity of their connection. Ethan lowered his mouth to her breasts, sucking and teasing her nipples with his tongue. She arched her back, pushing herself further into his touch, desperately craving more.



“Kourtney,” Tom’s voice called out from the bathroom, oblivious to the carnal scene unfolding just beyond the door. “Are you there?”



“Yes! Yes! Yes!” Kourtney screamed in ecstasy as Ethan fucked her, but Tom took it as a reply.



Ethan didn’t break his rhythm, continuing to pump into her as he trailed kisses up her neck and on her mouth. His hands found their way back to her breasts, groping them with fervor before squeezing and pulling them with a mix of pleasure and pain. He pinched her nipples, eliciting a moan from Kourtney that she barely managed to stifle.



“Are you going to that stupid school dance tonight to chaperone?” Tom inquired, oblivious to the true dynamics playing out around him.



“Yes! Yes! Yes!” she screamed, her voice laced with ecstasy, trying to maintain a facade of composure.



“I’ll be there, too. I have some clients attending, and I need you to meet them. Okay?”



“Yes! Yes! Yes!” she cried, her lips caught between her teeth.



“Think you’ll dance?” Tom queried, his attention elsewhere.



“Yes! Yes! Yes!” she screamed again, her body betraying her words as Ethan’s thrusts intensified.



“I guess dancing is all someone like you is good for,” Tom condescendingly remarked, his tone laced with superiority. “By the way, are you okay? You sound like you’re struggling.”



“Yes! Yes! Yes!” she screamed once more, her voice quivering from the pleasure coursing through her veins.



“Whatever you’re doing, it sounds intense,” Tom remarked innocently. “Just let me know if you need anything.”



“Yes!” Kourtney cried, louder than ever, her face consumed with pleasure.



Kourtney’s body trembled as waves of pleasure surged through her like a raging storm, and she couldn’t hold back any longer. Her moans crescendoed into a guttural cry, signaling her explosive climax.



“Jesus, woman! Are you alright?” Tom called out from the bathroom, concern evident in his voice.



“Y… yes,” Kourtney purred. “I’m fine.” Kourtney panted, her chest heaving as she tried to catch her breath. “Ethan just helped me with a new workout.”



“Must’ve been a hell of a workout.”



“It really…” Her eyes lustfully locked with Ethan’s, Kourtney reached down and scooped up some precum in her fingers. Taking the fingers into her mouth, she sucked them dry as she wickedly smiled at Ethan. “Worked up a sweat.”



Ethan smirked devilishly, knowing full well that he had brought her to this height of ecstasy. But his own release had yet to come, and he wasn’t about to let that slide.



“Get on your knees, Kourtney,” Ethan commanded, his voice dripping with lustful intent.



Obeying without hesitation, Kourtney knelt before him, her submission evident in her lowered gaze. Ethan grabbed a handful of her long hair, yanking her head back to expose her face to him. The mixture of pain and desire danced in her eyes as she looked up at him.



“Open your pretty little mouth for me,” he growled, and Kourtney did as she was told, her lips parting to accept his throbbing cock.



“Take it all, you filthy whore, and don’t you dare look away,” Ethan spat, forcing his length down her throat until his balls slapped against her chin. Tears streamed down Kourtney’s cheeks, smearing her makeup and leaving trails of black streaks on her flushed skin.



As Kourtney struggled to accommodate Ethan’s girth, he continued his vulgar onslaught. “That’s it, choke on it, you greedy bitch. Bet you never thought you’d be my personal cocksucker, huh?”



Kourtney gagged as Ethan forced his thick member down her throat. His crude words and rough thrusts only heightened the intensity of the act. Her hand clutched at his waist, trying to find some control in the chaos. Saliva dripped down her chin as she desperately tried to please him, her eyes watering from the strain.



Every inch of her body was consumed by the raw and lustful energy emanating from him, and she couldn’t help but revel in it. Never would she have imagined herself in this position, on her knees servicing a man who treated her like a cheap whore. But in that moment, all she wanted was to be exactly that for him - his personal cocksucker, fulfilling his every desire without hesitation.



Kourtney’s mind echoed his words, the thrill of their forbidden encounter only adding to the intensity. Despite her husband’s presence just a room away, she couldn’t help but revel in the raw, primal power that Ethan held over her.



“Such a good little slut,” Ethan praised, his voice tinged with satisfaction as Kourtney’s saliva coated his shaft and dripped down onto her chin. “Now I’ll finally give you what you’ve been begging for.”



Her body shuddered at his words, anticipation building within her as she prepared for the moment when he would release his hot seed. Deep down, she knew that this was only the beginning of their dark, twisted journey – a journey that would take them both down a path from which there might be no return.



The sound of the shower shutting off pierced through Kourtney’s lust-addled senses, but she refused to relent. Her lips wrapped tightly around Ethan’s cock, her cheeks hollowing as she slurped and gagged on his length. She was determined to coax every last drop of his pleasure from him, even as her husband unknowingly neared their debaucherous scene.



“Fuck, you really know how to suck a cock,” Ethan growled, one hand gripping her hair while the other steadied himself against the wall. “Keep going, bitch. I’m so close.”



Kourtney’s heart raced, adrenaline coursing through her veins as she glanced toward the bathroom door. What if Tom caught them? The thought sent a thrill down her spine, intensifying her own illicit desires. She redoubled her efforts, taking Ethan deeper into her throat, her eyes watering from the strain.



“Here it comes, slut,” Ethan warned, his voice low and urgent. Pulling out his cock from her mouth, he let it all go on her face.



Her face, once pristine and composed, now bore the aftermath of his release. The pearly white strands of his passion adorned her features like a mask, accentuating the flush of her cheeks and the glisten in her eyes. Traces of his arousal clung to her skin, a stark contrast against the backdrop of her dark, alluring gaze that seemed to hold a mix of shock and surrender. She panted, recovering from the intensity of her own climax and the effort of pleasuring him.



Just as Ethan spent the last of his seed and put on his shorts as Kourtney dived underneath the covers to hide her nakedness, the bathroom door swung open, revealing a shocked and bewildered Tom. “What the hell is going on?” he demanded, his eyes wide with disbelief as he looked at his wife’s disheveled face.



“Tom!” Kourtney gasped, still breathless and coated in Ethan’s essence. She forced herself to remain calm, her mind racing for an explanation. “Ethan was just helping me with a… a ritual to keep my face young. It’s an ancient secret he learned during his training.”



“Really?” Tom furrowed his brow, suspicion lingering in his gaze. Yet, somehow, his trust in Kourtney and his own oblivious nature prevailed. “Well what the hell is on your face?”



“It’s… uh, some milk I spilled,” she innocently replied.



“Clumsy moron,” Tom replied.



“Trust me, Tom. It’s going to work wonders,” Ethan chimed in, a wicked grin playing on his lips as he snapped a photo of Kourtney’s cum-streaked face. “You’ll see the results soon enough.”









Chapter 4



 



A soft, sultry glow from the vanity mirror illuminated Kourtney’s delicate features as she meticulously applied her makeup. Her lacey bra and panties clung to her curvy, athletic body, making her look even more irresistible. She felt the weight of Ethan’s gaze on her while he stood in the bathroom doorway.



“Damn, bitch, you clean up good,” Ethan purred, his deep voice sending shivers down her spine. His dark hair and piercing green eyes made him an enigma that she couldn’t resist.



She giggled, feeling her cheeks flush with desire. “I need to finish getting ready for the dance.”



A wicked grin spread across his face. He sauntered over to Kourtney and wrapped his muscular arms around her waist, pulling her close. She could feel the heat radiating off his body and it took everything in her not to give in to her desires right then.



“Ethan, you want me right now?” she purred as his hand slipped beneath her panties, his fingers expertly finding her most sensitive spot. The touch reminded her of the first time he had laid his hands on her, igniting a fire within her soul that she hadn’t known existed.



His heart raced with a heady mix of power and desire as he felt her yielding to his touch. The way she arched into him, a silent plea for more, fueled the primal hunger within him. He relished in the control he held over her, savoring the forbidden thrill of pushing her boundaries.



“I want you everywhere,” he whispered seductively, increasing the pressure and tempo of his fingers. Kourtney’s breath hitched in her throat as waves of pleasure washed over her. Her body trembled under his touch, betraying the facade of restraint she tried to uphold.



Forbidden desire coursed through her veins, and she struggled to maintain her composure. Each stroke of his fingers sent shockwaves of ecstasy through her, eroding any resistance she tried to muster.



“Stop… I can’t… not now,” she stammered, gripping the edge of the vanity for support. But deep down, she didn’t want him to stop. Instead, she wanted more. She craved the feeling of power and submission that he so effortlessly provided.



“I can have you whenever the fuck I want, Kourtney,” Ethan murmured, his voice dripping with lust.



Kourtney’s mind raced, torn between her maternal responsibilities and the primal need that Ethan awoke within her. How could she allow herself to indulge in such sinful pleasure while her duties as a mother beckoned? But the way his fingers danced inside her, teasing and tantalizing her most intimate parts made it impossible for her to resist any longer.



“O-oh, God…” she moaned involuntarily, lost in a whirlwind of sensation. Her body surrendered to him completely, every nerve ending ablaze with desire.



As Ethan continued to finger her vigorously, Kourtney’s thoughts grew hazy, consumed by the raw passion that ignited between them. Her skin flushed with heat under his ministrations as he skillfully pushed her toward the edge of blissful abandon.



“Let go, Kourtney,” Ethan urged, his breath hot against her ear. “Surrender to the pleasure; let yourself drown in the fire that burns within you.”



And in that moment, all of Kourtney’s reservations dissipated, leaving only an intense, insatiable hunger for the man who had awakened her deepest desires.



The bathroom door swung open suddenly, shattering the steamy atmosphere Kourtney and Ethan had created. Tom marched in, phone pressed to his ear, as he barked orders at a judge on the other end of the line.



“Listen, Judge Foster, I don’t care what you have to do. Just get that case against my company dismissed,” Tom demanded, his voice dripping with disdain. “You know how this works. You’ll get your money.”



Kourtney’s eyes widened in shock, her heart pounding in her chest as she tried to steady her breathing. Ethan, sensing the imminent danger, withdrew his fingers from her drenched panties with impressive speed and stealth.



“Are you okay?” Tom asked, catching Kourtney’s involuntary moan while maintaining eye contact with the judge through the mirror. He seemed oblivious to Ethan’s presence, too focused on his illicit deal-making.



“Uh, yeah… just a headache,” Kourtney lied, attempting to sound casual despite the throbbing pulse of arousal still coursing through her body. She tightened her grip on the vanity, praying for the strength not to give herself away.



“Always something with you,” Tom scoffed, rolling his eyes. “Can’t you ever just be fine?”



Kourtney clenched her jaw, swallowing the anger that bubbled up inside her. As Tom continued his heated conversation, William entered the bathroom, his face flushed with embarrassment. He fidgeted with his tie, clearly struggling to fasten it properly.



“Kourtney, help William with his damn tie, would you?” Tom barked, not bothering to look away from the mirror. “I’ve got more important things to deal with.”



“Fine,” Kourtney replied, her voice barely audible amidst the tension that hung heavy in the air. As Tom stormed out of the bathroom, she turned her attention to her stepson, hoping to offer him some semblance of comfort.



“Come here, sweetie,” Kourtney murmured to William.



Kourtney’s fingers trembled as she reached for William’s tie, her body still reeling from the pleasure Ethan had given her only moments before. She could feel Ethan’s heated gaze on her, his eyes never leaving her as he watched her struggle to maintain her composure.



“Let me help you with that,” Kourtney whispered to her stepson, trying her best to keep her voice steady.



As Kourtney focused on straightening William’s tie, Ethan approached from behind. His touch was demanding and unrestrained, one hand again delving between her thighs with a sense of urgency while the other skillfully slipped beneath her bra, kneading her breasts with a fervor that sent tingles of illicit pleasure coursing through her body. The air crackled with a forbidden energy as their secret liaison unfolded under the unsuspecting gaze of her stepson. Every sensation heightened by the risk of discovery, Kourtney struggled to stifle a gasp, feeling the tension in the room thicken with unspoken desire.



“Watch this, loser,” Ethan said to William.



William gulped, but could not look away as something stirred inside his pants.



Ethan’s voice, laced with mockery and lust, murmured close to Kourtney’s ear as he taunted William, “Such a good little boy for letting mommy attend to you.” With calculated precision, he coaxed Kourtney’s cunt with his fingers, feeling her grow wetter with every stroke as she shivered under his touch.



“Do you ever fantasize about touching her like this?” Ethan’s words barely audible but dripping with seductive suggestion sent shivers down Kourtney’s spine. The intensity of his actions threatened to overwhelm her as she fought to maintain composure under William’s bewildered gaze fixed upon her flushed face.



Struggling to focus on the task at hand, Kourtney managed to choke out, “Almost finished,” her voice trembling with arousal as she grappled with tying William’s tie. Ethan’s fingers pressed against her flesh and grazed over her tender skin, pushing her closer to the edge of ecstasy.



With great effort and trembling hands, she finally completed the knot. “There we go,” she breathed out shakily, trying to mask the tumultuous sensations raging within her. Glancing at William, she urged him softly, “You should get going now.”



In that charged moment, William experienced an unexpected climax right before them. A dark chuckle escaped Ethan’s lips as Kourtney couldn’t contain a shared twisted laughter at the surreal scene they had orchestrated together – a moment tinged with sadistic amusement in their clandestine tryst.



“Nice going, bitch-boy,” Ethan taunted as his hand continued to massage Kourtney’s boob.



William quickly fled the room, leaving Kourtney alone with Ethan. The door had barely closed behind him when Ethan grabbed her, slamming her against the wall with a fierce, possessive hunger. His mouth found hers, their tongues tangling in a passionate dance that spoke volumes about the raw, animalistic need driving them both.



“God, you’re so fucking irresistible,” Ethan growled into her ear, his fingers sliding into her panties once more. He wasted no time in again penetrating her with two fingers, curling them inside her slick, eager heat.



Kourtney’s mind raced, struggling to make sense of the whirlwind of emotions and sensations threatening to overwhelm her. This is wrong, a small voice in the back of her head protested, but it was quickly drowned out by the roaring tide of lust and desire that consumed her completely.



“More,” she gasped, her nails digging into Ethan’s shoulders as he increased the tempo of his strokes. Her body vibrated with each expert touch, pleasure building within her like a tidal wave ready to crash down upon the shore.



“Tonight, I’m going to make you mine,” Ethan whispered, his voice low and dangerous as he continued to finger her. “And there’s nothing anyone can do to stop me.”



Kourtney could only nod in agreement. Her back arched, her breasts pushing against the lace of her bra as an orgasm ripped through her like wildfire. Her breath caught in her throat, her moans muffled by Ethan’s insistent lips devouring hers.



“Ah, yes… fuck!” she cried out, her body trembling with ecstasy. It was as if every nerve ending had been set alight, the pleasure so intense it was almost unbearable.



Ethan grinned wickedly, his green eyes ablaze with triumph. Slowly, he withdrew his fingers from Kourtney’s quivering core, coated with her slick juices. “Taste yourself, my sweet,” he commanded, guiding his glistening fingers to her lips.



With a mix of curiosity and desire, Kourtney obediently opened her mouth, allowing him to slip his fingers between her parted lips. She ran her lips up and down the fingers, as if they were Ethan’s cock, her cheeks collapsing on them. She savored the taste of herself on his skin, swirling her tongue around his digits as she cleaned them. The act felt sinfully erotic, further fueling her craving for more of him.



“I hope you’re ready for tonight,” Ethan murmured, his voice like warm silk caressing her senses. “Because I’m going to stuff you good at the dance, in front of everyone.”







Chapter 5



 



The school dance was in full swing, the atmosphere pulsating with energy as teenagers moved to the throbbing beats of the music. LED lights bathed the room in a kaleidoscope of colors, casting seductive shadows on the writhing bodies. Amidst the crowd, Kourtney Mitchell stood behind the bar, her sultry gaze taking in the scene before her.



Kourtney’s outfit left little to the imagination. Her tight cocktail dress hugged her voluptuous curves, threatening to reveal more than it concealed. Her ample breasts strained against the delicate fabric, and her pert nipples made their presence known. The skimpy hemline barely covered half of her shapely ass, leaving many boys’ imaginations running wild. To complete the tantalizing ensemble, she wore sky-high ‘fuck me’ heels that accentuated her long legs, and a playful bunny headband perched atop her luxurious black locks.



“Hey, Mrs. Mitchell,” one of the students called out, his eyes locked onto her chest. “Can I get a soda?”



“Of course, honey,” she purred, her voice dripping with seduction. As she reached for the refrigerator, her dress rode up higher, revealing even more of her enticing flesh. She could feel the boy’s gaze burning into her skin, and it sent a thrill down her spine.



Kourtney reveled in the attention, feeling powerful and desired. In this moment, she held sway over these young men, their lustful gazes feeding her own desires. With each drink she served, the intensity of their longing grew stronger, and she couldn’t help but let her mind wander to forbidden fantasies.



“Thanks, Mrs. Mitchell,” the boy said, his voice cracking as he tried to maintain eye contact. Kourtney merely smiled, knowing full well the effect she had on him.



As the night wore on, Kourtney continued to serve drinks to the eager students, each interaction stoking the flames of her own desire. She couldn’t help but think about what might happen later that night - how the tension building within her would be released in a torrent of passion and ecstasy.



And with every passing moment, Kourtney felt more and more alive, intoxicated by the power she wielded over the young, lustful hearts around her.



The pulsating beat of the music vibrated through Kourtney’s body, as she moved seductively behind the bar. Her eyes scanned the room, catching the hungry gazes of the boys in the crowd. They whispered among themselves, their voices barely audible over the pounding bass.



“What a fucking MILF. If I could just get my hands on her for five minutes,” one boy leered, his gaze lingering on Kourtney’s ample cleavage.



“I’d fuck her sexy ass and cum all over that face.,” another crudely remarked, ogling her revealed backside with a lustful grin.



Kourtney felt electrified by their desire, the raw power of their lust fueling her own. She knew she was a living fantasy for them, and it thrilled her to no end.



“Your drinks, gentlemen,” she purred, sliding the glasses across the counter with practiced ease. The boys fumbled to grab them, their hands shaking from the intoxicating closeness.



“Thank you, Mrs. Mitchell,” they mumbled, their cheeks flushed with embarrassment and arousal.



“Anytime, boys,” she teased, blowing them a sultry kiss.



As she turned back to mix another drink, she sensed a presence behind her. Ethan, tall and imposing, stepped into the dimly lit space behind the bar. His piercing green eyes locked onto hers, a knowing smirk playing at the corners of his lips.



“Busy night?” he asked, leaning close to her ear. His breath, warm and heavy, sent shivers down her spine.



“Very,” she replied, feeling the heat of his body against her back.



Ethan’s hand discreetly found its way to her exposed ass. He traced delicate circles on her flesh, making her knees weak with desire.



“Guess what,” Kourtney whispered, leaning back into him, “I’m not wearing any panties?”



“Such a slut,” Ethan murmured, his hand moving more boldly now, gripping her ass firmly.



“Your slut,” she corrected, her heart pounding in her chest.



Ethan chuckled darkly. “That’s right.”



His hand enveloped hers, leading it to the front of his pants where she felt the initial softness gradually give way to a firmness that pressed against her touch. As her fingers gently squeezed, she sensed the subtle shift as his length hardened beneath her exploring touch, each pulse and twitch conveying his growing arousal.



Kourtney’s breath hitched, her eyes widening in surprise and anticipation at the undeniable evidence of his desire stiffening under her fingertips.



“You look a little hungry,” Ethan commented. “And I brought you a snack to suck on.”



Kourtney nodded, her breath hitching as she felt his arousal pulse against her palm. The pulsating beat of the music thrummed through Kourtney’s veins, intensifying her lustful desire. As she glanced around at the sea of gyrating bodies, she knew that no one would notice her slipping behind the bar counter. Her heart raced as she sank to her knees, feeling the cold tiles against her legs. The anticipation of pleasuring Ethan took her breath away.



“Such a good girl,” Ethan praised, his voice low and seductive. He unzipped his pants, allowing her access to his throbbing erection. Kourtney felt a surge of arousal at the sight of him, so hard and ready for her. She began by gently kissing his balls, her tongue teasingly flicking against the sensitive skin.



“Your cock is so beautiful, Ethan,” she whispered, her eyes locked on his as she lovingly stroked his length. “I can’t wait to taste you.”



“Then don’t make me wait any longer,” he growled, the urgency in his voice igniting a fire within her.



Ethan’s gaze smoldered with desire as Kourtney’s lips enveloped him, her tongue expertly teasing every inch of his hardness. The sensation of her warm, wet mouth working its magic sent a surge of ecstasy coursing through him, a primal growl escaping his lips involuntarily. His eyes locked onto hers, the intensity of their connection fueling the raw passion between them.



“God, you filthy slut,” Ethan groaned hoarsely, feeling the exquisite pressure building to an unbearable peak. Her fervent suction drove him to the brink of rapture, each flick and swirl of her tongue sending shockwaves of pleasure reverberating through his core. With an insatiable hunger for more, he tightened his grip on her hair, urging her on with a desperate need.



The sight before him was intoxicating – Kourtney’s eyes glazed with unbridled desire, her lips forming a perfect “O” of submission around his dick. Moans mingled with the lewd sounds of their forbidden act, heightening the carnal intensity between them. Ethan’s fingers trembled with anticipation as he reached for his phone, capturing every decadent moment to relish later.



Ethan’s grip tightened on Kourtney’s hair, his fingers weaving into the dark waves as he took control. With a commanding force, he guided her movements, setting a punishing rhythm that left her gasping for breath.



The raw intensity of his actions sent a surge of primal desire through him, each thrust pushing her to the brink of ecstasy. The sound of her muffled moans mingled with the wet slaps echoing in the room, marking the tempo of their forbidden dance. Kourtney’s skin glistened with a sheen of sweat and saliva, a testament to the fiery passion that engulfed them both in that moment.



“You little cocksucker,” Ethan growled, his voice dripping with lust. “You were born to be someone’s whore.”



He persisted in dominating her, his intense gaze fixated on the flush spreading across her face like a sinful painting come to life. The room was filled with the heady scent of their mingled desire, a potent cocktail of musk and arousal that hung thick in the air, wrapping them in an intoxicating embrace. Beads of sweat glistened like liquid diamonds on her skin, tracing a path down her neck and over the curve of her breast.



“You like this? You like dressing like a whore and me treating you like one?”



With each forceful thrust of his member, he plunged deeper into the molten heat of her mouth, claiming every inch with an unapologetic fervor that bordered on primal need. The relentless pressure against the back of her throat sent shivers down her spine, a delicious ache that blended pleasure with a hint of pain, igniting a primal hunger within her that demanded satisfaction.



“That’s right bitch,” he whispered. “Just take it.”



The slurping grew louder, her gagging more desperate. But her lips did not break from his dick, and she took it in her throat time and time again as Ethan thrusted it into her mouth.



“Kourtney?” Tom’s voice unexpectedly broke through the haze of lust, causing both Kourtney and Ethan to freeze momentarily. With Kourtney hidden behind the counter, Tom couldn’t see the debauchery unfolding before him as he looked at Ethan. “Ethan, have you seen my wife?”



“Uh, yeah,” Ethan replied, struggling to keep his voice steady as he glanced down at Kourtney. Her eyes locked onto his, her lips kept enveloping his dick as she slurped on every inch of it. “She’s probably got her mouth full of… something juicy.”



“Really?” Tom asked, oblivious to the double entendre. “I’ve been looking for her everywhere.”



“Trust me. She’s definitely enjoying herself,” Ethan said, his heart pounding as he continued to face-fuck Kourtney out of Tom’s line of sight. He could feel her body trembling beneath his touch, her arousal building to an almost unbearable level.



“That dumb broad. I need to introduce her to some clients. Fucking useless,” Tom muttered before sighing.



“Well, I think she’s being introduced to something right now.”



Tom didn’t pick up the hint. Instead, Tom leaned in closer to Ethan, smirking as his demeanor changed. “By the way, you know what I just did?”



“What?” Ethan asked.



“I caught one of those pretty little teachers in the restroom.” Tom chuckled. “Let’s just say I made it an evening she wouldn’t forget.”



Ethan didn’t reply. But his grip on Kourtney’s hair grew as his thrusts into Kourney’s mouth intensified.



Tom’s smile grew as he continued, “You know, it’s amazing what you can get away with when you’re rich. These pretty little things at the office will do anything to keep their jobs.”



Ethan clenched his jaw, struggling to maintain his composure as Kourtney continued to gag on his dick. He managed a tight-lipped smile, replying, “I’m sure they find it… hard to resist your charms.”



“Can you blame me? I’m a man who gets bored quickly with one woman, even one with as fine an ass as Kourtney.”



“Maybe she’s just hungry for more,” Ethan suggested, his words dripping with innuendo as he glanced down at Kourtney, her face flushed and teary-eyed while she kept slurping on him, the sound growing louder.



“Ha!” Tom laughed, arrogantly assuming he understood the true meaning behind Ethan’s words. “Well, if you see her, tell her I’m looking for her.” With that, Tom sauntered off into the crowd.



As soon as Tom was gone, Ethan pulled his dick from Kourtney’s mouth, giving her a chance to gasp for air. He grinned down at her, his green eyes darkened with lust. “Did you enjoy that, slut?” he asked, smacking his dick against her cheek a few times.



Kourtney nodded, her breath coming in ragged pants. “Yes, sir,” she whispered, her voice shaking and hoarse from the rough treatment.



***



Ethan led Kourtney into the dimly lit bathroom, the pulsating music from the dance floor muffled behind the closed door. Their lips locked in passion, he pressed Kourtney against the cold surface of the counter, a stark contrast to the fire that burned within them both.



“Get on the counter, slut,” Ethan commanded, his voice low and dangerous. Kourtney eagerly complied, her eyes locked onto his as she climbed up, feeling the smooth countertop beneath her trembling body. In one swift motion, Ethan tore away her tight cocktail dress, leaving her naked except for her ‘fuck me’ heels and bunny headband.



“Look at you,” he growled, taking in the sight of her exposed, voluptuous form. “You’re all mine tonight.” His hands roamed over her body, claiming every inch of her as his fingers traced the curves of her hips and breasts. Kourtney shuddered under his touch, the sensation of his fingertips igniting a deep hunger within her.



Ethan leaned down, capturing one of her nipples between his lips, teasing and sucking it until Kourtney let out a soft moan. He switched to the other nipple, giving it equal attention as his hands continued to explore her body.



Kourtney’s mind raced with a mix of fear and arousal. What they were doing was wrong, but the danger only heightened the pleasure she felt.



“Please, Ethan… I need you inside me,” she whispered, her voice desperate and needy. Ethan grinned wickedly, positioning himself between her legs as she spread them wide for him. He placed the head of his throbbing cock at the entrance of her wet, inviting pussy. His lips were inches from her ears, his warm breath caressing her skin.



“Ask for it, slut,” he demanded, his voice dripping with authority. “Beg me to fuck you.”



“Please, sir…” Kourtney panted, her chest heaving with anticipation. “Please fuck me. I need your cock so badly.”



With that, Ethan thrust into her, filling her completely as she cried out in ecstasy. Her legs wrapped around his waist, her ‘fuck me’ heels digging into the small of his back as he began to pound into her relentlessly. The sounds of their bodies colliding and Kourtney’s moans echoed off the tiled walls, creating a symphony of lust.



“Such a tight little pussy,” Ethan groaned, his lips pressed against her neck as he continued to drive himself deep inside her. “You love this, don’t you? Being fucked like the slut you are?” His vulgar words sent shivers down Kourtney’s spine, heightening her arousal even more.



“Y-yes, sir,” she stammered, her voice barely audible over the relentless pounding of her body against the counter. “I’m your slut… I’m your dirty little whore…” Her confession fueled Ethan’s desire, pushing him to fuck her even harder, his balls slapping against her cunt with each powerful thrust.



As Kourtney’s cries reached a feverish pitch, she could feel her climax building within her. Waves of pleasure washed over her, consuming her entire being as she surrendered herself completely to Ethan. In that moment, she belonged to him and him alone, a willing participant in their dark, forbidden dance of desire.



Ethan’s lips closed around Kourtney’s nipple, sucking and teasing it while his tongue flicked the hardened bud. The intensity of pleasure surged through her body as she gripped onto his shoulders. His cock continued to slide in and out of her, filling her with a delicious sense of fullness.



“God, your tits taste so good,” Ethan purred, switching his attention to her other nipple. He lightly nibbled on it, causing Kourtney to gasp and arch her back. “You like that, don’t you? You filthy little slut.”



“Y-yes, sir,” Kourtney moaned, her voice trembling with ecstasy. She reveled in the dirty words, allowing them to fuel her arousal even more. The lustful haze clouded her mind, leaving her entirely at Ethan’s mercy.



“Tell me how much you love being my whore,” he demanded, his thrusts becoming more powerful, driving her wild with desire.



“I… I love it. I love being your whore,” Kourtney confessed, her voice dripping with need. Her heart pounded in her chest as her body clenched around him, desperate for release.



Just then, they heard the bathroom door creak open and Tom’s footsteps entered the room. Panic coursed through Kourtney, but before she could react, Ethan had already scooped her up into his arms, his cock still buried deep inside her. He swiftly carried her into a nearby stall, her legs wrapped tightly around him, and locked the door behind them.



“Play along,” Ethan whispered into Kourtney’s ear, his breath hot against her skin. She nodded silently, trying to control her ragged breathing.



“Kourtney?” Tom’s voice called out from the other side of the bathroom, suspicion laced in his tone. “You in here?”



“Y-yes, I’m in the stall,” she managed to stammer, her heart racing. The thrill of being caught only intensified the pleasure coursing through her veins as Ethan’s cock remained firmly inside her. With each forceful thrust, the stall door rattled against its hinges, echoing their forbidden passion throughout the confined space.



“Everything okay?” Tom asked, clearly confused by the situation.



“Yes! Yes!” she screamed in ecstasy before gaining control.



“Huh?” Tom asked.



“J-just needed a moment to freshen up,” Kourtney replied, her voice wavering slightly. As Ethan continued to drive into her with a primal hunger, she couldn’t contain the moans of ecstasy escaping her lips. Her nails dug into his back, urging him on as desire consumed every inch of her being.



As Ethan slammed her against the stall door with each powerful thrust, he felt a surge of dominance and lust wash over him. The sounds of their bodies colliding mixed with Kourtney’s euphoric cries fueled his own arousal, driving him to push her further toward the edge of pleasure. In this moment of raw intensity and clandestine desire, Ethan reveled in the control he held over both Kourtney’s body and their illicit encounter.



Ethan’s lips found Kourtney’s, capturing her in a hungry, passionate kiss. Their bodies moved together in perfect harmony, the forbidden nature of their rendezvous only heightening the intensity of their lust. And even with the ever-present threat of discovery looming over them, neither could resist the powerful pull of desire that bound them together.



Ethan’s strong arms held Kourtney tightly against him in the confined space of the bathroom stall, his cock buried deep inside her. Like a piston, he pounded into her with unrelenting force, their bodies colliding in a symphony of desire. The sound of his balls slapping against her mingled with her passionate moans, echoing off the metallic walls that quivered with each powerful thrust. Her back slammed against the closed door, causing it to creak and groan under the intense pressure, on the verge of surrendering to their shared ecstasy.



“Fuck!” Kourtney gasped into his ear, her voice laced with a mixture of pleasure and fear. “You’re gonna break the goddamn door down!”



“Shut up and take it, you filthy whore,” Ethan growled, driving her wild with lust. She screamed out a string of vulgarities, unable to contain herself any longer. As if on cue, Tom’s voice rang out from just beyond the stall.



“Kourtney? Is that you?” Tom called out as he approached the stall. “What the hell are you doing in there?”



“Y-yes, it’s me,” she stammered, trying to compose herself as best she could under the circumstances. Ethan remained silent, still buried deep within her, gripping her hips firmly.



“Everything all right?” Tom asked, concern evident in his voice.



“Uh, yeah,” Ethan chimed in smoothly, his voice steady despite the precarious situation. “We’re just doing some exercises for Kourtney’s flexibility and endurance.”



“Exercises? In the bathroom?” Tom sounded amused, but not entirely convinced.



“Uh-huh,” Kourtney managed to reply through gritted teeth, her body trembling with the effort of suppressing her moans. “We just needed some privacy, is all.”



“Alright, then,” Tom said with a demeaning chuckle. “Just don’t take too long, okay? We’ve got guests to attend to.”



With that, they heard the bathroom door swing shut once more, leaving them alone again.



The moment Tom was gone, Ethan resumed his punishing rhythm, driving into Kourtney with a wild abandon that left her breathless. Their lips met in a passionate, desperate kiss, tongues dancing and exploring each other’s mouths as their moans mingled together.



“Fuck me harder,” Kourtney gasped, intoxicated by the danger and the overwhelming sensations coursing through her body. “Make me scream your name so everyone can hear what a filthy slut I really am.”



“Your wish is my command,” Ethan replied with a wicked grin, gripping her hips even tighter as he slammed into her with renewed fervor. And as the stall door continued to groan under the strain of their passion, it became clear that neither of them had any intention of stopping until they were both utterly spent.



Ethan’s grip tightened on Kourtney’s hips as he approached the edge, his breath coming in ragged gasps. Kourtney looked up at him, her eyes filled with lustful desire, urging him to let go.



“Kourt… I’m almost there,” Ethan panted, feeling the buildup of his release.



“Give it to me,” she begged, her voice sultry and commanding. “Cover me with your cum.”



With a final, powerful thrust, Ethan pulled out of her just in time. She fell to her knees, leaning forward with her eyes shut and her tongue sticking out. He released his hot load all over Kourtney’s face and tits, watching as it mixed with her ruined makeup and the sweat glistening on her skin. She didn’t move, reveling in the sensation of his warm seed painting her body.



As they both caught their breath, recovering from the intensity of their illicit encounter, Ethan couldn’t help but feel a sense of triumph. He had managed to claim Kourtney as his own, right under Tom’s nose.



“Tonight,” he whispered into her ear, “I’ll make sure William invites me over for a sleepover. Then I’ll come to you for some ’cookies.’“



Kourtney arched an eyebrow, her eyes sparkling with anticipation. “Oh? And what kind of ‘cookies’ are we talking about?”



“Sweet, warm, and absolutely irresistible,” Ethan replied, smirking as he traced a finger along the curve of her breast.









Chapter 6



 



The moonlight streamed through the window, casting a silvery glow on the room. Ethan slept soundly in William’s bed, his muscular body sprawled across the sheets while William was sleeping on the living room couch.



Kourtney Mitchell entered the room wearing nothing but a cowboy hat and a pair of ‘fuck me’ heels. The sight of her curvaceous, toned body bathed in moonlight was a vision of pure sin, her massive tits jiggling with every step she took. As she approached the bed, her eyes locked onto Ethan’s sleeping form, and her heart raced at the thought of their impending rendezvous.



Quietly, she knelt beside the bed, her full lips pressing tender kisses along the length of Ethan’s dormant dick. The warmth of her breath danced over his skin, coaxing him from slumber as her tongue traced a tantalizing path from base to tip, savoring the salty tang of his arousal. With each lingering touch, she felt him stir beneath her ministrations, a low groan escaping his parted lips.



Her movements grew bolder, her mouth enveloping him in a slow, deliberate descent that sent shivers of pleasure coursing through him. The velvety heat of her mouth teased and tormented, each flicker of her tongue igniting a primal hunger within him. As she took him deeper, a soft moan escaped his throat, his green eyes flickering open with a mix of surprise and desire at the intoxicating sensation unfolding before him.



Kourtney’s sinful grin deepened as she continued to suckle and caress him with an expertise that left him breathless and yearning for more. In this intimate moment of forbidden indulgence, their connection transcended mere physicality, weaving a seductive spell that bound them together in a dance of passion and surrender.



“Damn, bitch,” Ethan gasped, his voice husky with desire. “You’re just a horny MILF.”



Kourtney, with nothing but her heels and cowboy hat adorning her, straddled Ethan’s waist in the moonlit room. Her skin glistened with a sheen of sweat, reflecting the seductive glow of the moon that bathed them in its light.



“I’ve got a horse for you to ride, cowgirl,” he whispered.



Ethan’s hands gripped her hips possessively, his touch sending jolts of electricity through her body. The sensation was both exhilarating and forbidden, fueling the flames of their passion to greater heights. His gaze bore into hers with an intensity that made her heart race even faster.



“Look at you,” Ethan growled, his voice low and husky with desire. “Such a horny slut for fucking me in your own son’s bed.”



A rush of heat flooded Kourtney’s cheeks at his words, but instead of shame, a wild thrill coursed through her being. She reveled in the taboo nature of their encounter, embracing the heady mixture of lust and power that enveloped them like a cloak.



Their bodies moved in perfect synchrony, a symphony of desire playing out between them. With each rhythmic thrust, Kourtney couldn’t contain the melodic moans escaping her parted lips, a sweet harmony to their passionate dance. Her back arched sensually, accentuating the curve of her body as she rode Ethan with abandon.



As she bounced on Ethan’s firm length, the movement sent ripples of pleasure through her, causing her breasts to jiggle enticingly with each motion. The cowboy hat that had been perched on her head now lay forgotten, casting a shadow over her face that only enhanced the wild desire burning in her eyes.



Ethan’s hands roamed greedily over Kourtney’s body, his touch possessive and commanding as if laying claim to every inch of her. His fingers found purchase on her breasts, squeezing and kneading them with a hunger that matched the intensity of their coupling.



“I’ve got a little surprise for you,” she purred seductively, reaching for a beer can hidden behind the bed.



Ethan’s eyes gleamed with a primal hunger as he propped himself up, his muscular frame tense beneath Kourtney. She continued to straddle him, moving with a rhythm that matched the pounding of her heart. Leaning forward, Ethan’s lips parted eagerly as he indulged in the forbidden treat before him.



With deliberate intent, he lapped at the cold beer that adorned Kourtney’s supple breasts, savoring the frothy liquid as it trickled down her skin. His tongue danced over her curves, capturing every drop and leaving a trail of intoxicating desire in its wake. The taste of the drink mingled with the saltiness of her skin, creating a heady concoction that fueled their illicit passion.



“Yes… yes… yes…” she moaned. “Yes!”



The contrast between the cool beer and their heated skin heightened every sensation as Ethan leaned forward eagerly to capture one beer-soaked nipple between his lips. Kourtney’s moans filled the room as he suckled hungrily on her sensitive flesh while his hands explored every inch of her quivering form.



“Such a dirty girl,” Ethan murmured against her skin before trailing kisses down toward her navel where droplets of beer lingered like liquid fire on her flushed skin.



Kourtney arched into his touch, urging him on with desperate whispers as their bodies moved together in an erotic symphony. The power play between them only fueled their desire further until they were both consumed by an insatiable need for release.



With each thrust and stroke, their cries mingled with the night air – a symphony of passion that crescendoed toward an inevitable climax. Finally, as Kourtney’s body tightened around Ethan in euphoric release, he too succumbed to the overwhelming pleasure that engulfed them both in waves of ecstasy until they rode out the storm together in breathless abandon.



Ethan whispered, his lips brushing against her ear, “I want you to sleep next to your husband tonight with my cum still inside you, a reminder of who truly owns you.”



Kourtney shivered at his words, both ashamed and exhilarated by the idea. She felt a tinge of fear, knowing that her husband was sleeping one room away and she had crossed a line from which there was no return. As she slid off of Ethan, he murmured one final threat, ensuring her compliance: “Today, I fucked you. But tomorrow, it’s your husband’s turn to get his fucking.”



 









Chapter 7



 



The sun peeked through the curtains, casting a warm golden glow on Kourtney’s sleeping form. Her chest rose and fell rhythmically as she lay in her lingerie, a delicate lace ensemble that clung to her curvaceous body like a second skin. Her hair cascaded over her pillow, framing her peaceful face.



Ethan stood in the doorway, his green eyes drinking in the sight before him. He could feel his heart pounding in his chest as he considered the powerful hold he had over this woman – a wife, a mother, who now succumbed so willingly to his every desire. He was a predator stalking his prey, and Kourtney was helpless under his spell.



“Kourtney,” he whispered, stepping closer to her bed and reaching out to gently massage her breast through the sheer fabric of her bra. His fingers traced circles around her nipple, feeling it stiffen beneath his touch. The thrill of knowing Tom was just in the bathroom, completely unaware of the carnal game being played behind his back, heightened Ethan’s arousal.



“Your husband is close by, but you’re all mine,” he murmured, unable to resist the temptation any longer. He unzipped his pants, releasing his throbbing erection. With a devilish grin curling his lips, Ethan loomed over Kourtney’s peaceful form, the dim light casting shadows that danced across her features like flickering flames. As he traced the contours of her parted, soft lips with the velvety tip of his throbbing manhood, a rush of dominance surged through him, electrifying every nerve in his body.



The sensation of her warm breath caressing his sensitive skin as he tantalizingly slid back and forth, leaving a glistening trail of pre-cum on her face, sent shivers down his spine. With each teasing stroke against her lips, he felt a primal urge awakening within him, a hunger for control that pulsed through his veins like a relentless drumbeat.



The sight of her succumbing to his touch fueled the fire burning inside him, igniting a fierce craving for power and domination. In that intimate moment, as he reveled in the heady mix of desire and control, Ethan’s senses were heightened to a fever pitch. The knowledge that she had willingly surrendered to him only deepened his determination to claim every inch of her being as his own.



“I brought you some breakfast,” he purred, pushing the tip past her inviting mouth. He felt it run against the insides of her cheeks and her soft tongue, teasing the entrance of her throat. He pumped it down once, twice, relishing the sensation of her velvety tongue and the tightness around him.



As he reveled in Kourtney’s surrendered state, Ethan took in the sensation. Her soft lips ran against his length, caressing his skin.



Kourtney’s eyes fluttered open, the morning light streaming through the curtains casting a warm glow on her face. Feeling an unfamiliar sensation in her mouth, she quickly realized it was Ethan’s throbbing erection filling her up. Instead of shock, a sultry smile spread across her lips as she began to suck him off with vigor.



His fingers tangling in her long, wavy hair, Ethan groaned, “Suck it like the MILF bitch you are.”



As Kourtney dutifully obliged, her thoughts danced between the intoxicating sense of power she felt over this young man and the treacherous excitement of deceiving her husband. She reveled in the taste of him, her tongue swirling around the head of his cock before taking him deeper into her throat. One of her hands began to massage his balls.



“Fuck, that feels good,” Ethan panted, intoxicated by the woman’s skillful ministrations.



Just then, the bathroom door swung open, and Tom emerged, phone pressed to his ear. “You better get on your knees and beg for this job, Kathy,” he barked into the phone. “I won’t hesitate to fire you if you don’t give me what I want.” He was too preoccupied with berating his secretary and threatening her job to notice the illicit act happening just feet away.



“Kourtney, what’s that slurping sound?” Tom asked, momentarily glancing her way.



“Drinking some coffee,” she replied smoothly, not missing a beat in her passionate pursuit of pleasuring Ethan.



“Good,” Tom grunted, still focused on his call. “I’m glad Ethan is here. I need your ass at the office today to impress a client, and he can keep you company since I don’t want to deal with your constant nagging.”



Kourtney’s lips tightened around Ethan’s throbbing cock, her brown eyes locked onto his green ones, filled with a mix of lust and daring. She sucked harder, feeling the tension build in his body as he neared his climax.



“Damn, Kourtney,” Ethan murmured, his voice strained with pleasure. “I’ll make sure you stay plenty busy today.” With a final powerful thrust, he released himself into her welcoming mouth.



Kourtney savored the taste of him, the forbidden essence of their secret affair. As she swallowed, she felt both satisfaction and defiance – a sharp contrast to the neglect and disdain she experienced from her husband. She gently pressed her lips to the tip of Ethan’s cock, a passionate kiss sealing their illicit bond.



“Kourtney!” Tom barked, snapping her out of her reverie. “Do you want anything to eat before we leave?”



Her heart raced, but her composure remained intact. “No, thank you,” she replied coyly, a naughty glint in her eye. “I’ve already had some… milk.”









Chapter 8



 



The sun cast a warm glow through the blinds of Tom’s office, casting tantalizing shadows across Kourtney’s voluptuous figure. Her tight red dress hugged her curves, barely covering her upper thighs and leaving little to the imagination as it showcased her ample cleavage.



“Kourtney, Ethan, wait here,” Tom said as he tidied up some papers on his desk. “I’ll be back in a few minutes.”



As Tom turned away, Ethan seized the opportunity to let his fingers trail up Kourtney’s thigh, slipping under the hem of her dress. His hand inched closer to her covered privates, rubbing gently, while he leaned in to whisper seductive promises into her ear. Kourtney bit her lip, struggling to contain her excitement.



“Imagine what I will do to you when he’s gone,” Ethan murmured, sending shivers down Kourtney’s spine.



“Yes, baby,” she whispered back, her voice strained with anticipation. “Mark me forever.”



Tom left the room, closing the door softly behind him. As soon as they heard the click of the latch, Ethan wasted no time in bending Kourtney over the desk, her face pressed against the polished wood. With one smooth motion, he lifted her skirt to reveal her lacy panties, giving them a tug before letting them drop to her ankles.



“Such a naughty girl,” Ethan growled, freeing one of Kourtney’s breasts from the confines of her dress.



“Put that cock inside of me,” Kourtney shot back, her voice dripping with lust.



Ethan unzipped his pants, releasing his throbbing erection. He couldn’t help but smirk at the thought of all the ways he planned to dominate and possess her.



Ethan drove his cock deep inside Kourtney, feeling her tight, wet warmth envelop him completely. Her moans grew louder with each thrust, her nails digging into the desk as she clung to it for support.



“Oh god,” she cried out, as Ethan hit a particularly sensitive spot inside her. “Harder, please.”



Ethan obliged, picking up his pace and slamming into her with an animalistic fervor. His skin slapped against her, mixing with his grunts and her moans. He loved hearing her beg for more, seeing the pleasure etched on her face as he dominated her body.



Kourtney’s legs trembled as waves of ecstasy washed over her. She felt like she was on fire, consumed by the primal desires that Ethan was unleashing within her.



“Don’t stop,” she gasped out between moans. “Please don’t stop.”



Ethan had no intention of stopping until they both reached the ultimate peak of pleasure. He reached around and grasped one of Kourtney’s breasts, squeezing and tugging on it while he continued to drive into her relentlessly.



“Fuck, you love this, don’t you?” Ethan snarled, his voice laced with lust and dominance. “Beg for more, you filthy slut.”



“Please… more,” Kourtney managed to gasp between moans. The intensity of their coupling threatened to overwhelm her senses.



Refusing to let her screams echo freely through the office, Ethan seized her sodden panties and stuffed them into her mouth, muffling her cries. He then shoved her face into the desk as he pounded her like a man possessed. His free hand continued roaming her exposed breast, groping and squeezing it with a rough possessiveness that sent shivers down her spine.



“Come on, you greedy little whore,” he growled, as he continued to pound into her. “Give me everything you’ve got.”



Kourtney’s orgasm hit her like an avalanche, the sheer force of it leaving her trembling and weak. It felt as though every nerve in her body had been set alight, sending ecstasy coursing through her veins.



But Ethan wasn’t finished with her yet. His pace quickened, slamming her waist against the desk with each relentless thrust. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the air, mingling with her muffled moans.



“Take it, bitch,” Ethan hissed, his words growing harsher as his own climax approached. “You’re nothing but a fucktoy for me to use.”



Despite the degrading language, Kourtney found herself soaring to new heights of pleasure, spurred on by the raw, animalistic energy that fueled their encounter. As another orgasm ripped through her, she could only cling to the desk, her mind consumed by the intoxicating sensation of being completely under Ethan’s control.



Ethan’s lustful gaze met Kourtney’s as he gripped her hair and pulled her head back, eliciting a throaty moan from her lips. Her body trembled with each thrust, the desk shaking beneath them as he took her doggystyle, leaving her gasping and clawing for more. She was on the brink of another orgasm, her screams muffled by the panties in her mouth. Pleasure pulsed through her with every forceful push of his hips, the room filled with their carnal noises and the scent of sex lingering in the air.



“We’re not done, bitch. Keep taking it,” Ethan snarled into her ear. “You love this, don’t you? You crave it.”



Just as Kourtney began to recover from the overpowering pleasure, the office door swung open with a bang that echoed through the room. Tom stood in the doorway, his face a mixture of shock, rage, and utter disbelief.



“What the hell is going on here?” he demanded, his voice shaking with barely-contained fury.



“Isn’t it obvious, old man?” Ethan sneered, not missing a beat as he continued to thrust into Kourtney and hold her roughly by her ponytail. “I’m fucking your wife.”



Kourtney’s eyes widened at Ethan’s brazen admission, but there was no denying the truth as she moaned beneath him, her body wracked with yet another climax. Her eyes rolled back, lost in the ecstasy that only Ethan could provide.



“Every time you’ve had your back turned, I was balls deep inside her.” Ethan taunted. “In your bed, in your kitchen, all over your damn house.”



Kourtney’s moans and the sound of skin slapping against skin mixed with Ethan’s words.



“Stop it!” Tom yelled, his hands balled into fists. But despite his anger, he couldn’t tear his gaze away from the sight of his wife being taken by another man.



“Too late now, Tom,” Ethan spat, his pace increasing as he drove Kourtney closer to the edge once more. “She’s tired of your small dick. She’s with a real man now.”



In that instant, Kourtney realized the true extent of her submission to Ethan. She was no longer just a wife or mother; she had become his plaything, a tool for his revenge. The thought terrified her, but at the same time, it only heightened her arousal as she succumbed to the overwhelming sensations coursing through her body.



“Please… please,” she mumbled past the panties in her mouth, her words unintelligible but her meaning clear.



“Almost done,” Ethan growled, his voice strained with effort. “And then we’ll see what Tom here has to say for himself.”



Ethan’s body tensed, every muscle coiling with pleasure as he reached the peak of ecstasy. A low, guttural groan escaped his lips as he released himself into Kourtney, a primal satisfaction washing over him. His breath came in ragged gasps, his chest rising and falling rapidly with the intensity of their union.



Kourtney arched beneath him, her nails digging into the desk’s wooden surface as waves of sensation crashed over her. Her skin flushed with a rosy hue, a sheen of perspiration highlighting the curves of her body. A soft whimper escaped her parted lips, her eyes glazed with desire and fulfillment as she welcomed his intimate touch.



The air around them crackled with raw passion, the mingling scents of their arousal enveloping them in a heady embrace. As Ethan withdrew from her, a shiver ran through Kourtney’s body, a lingering ache of pleasure pulsing between her thighs.



“Clean it,” he ordered, his voice a dark command that sent shivers down Kourtney’s spine. Her husband stood helplessly nearby, his expression a mixture of shock and disbelief.



Kourtney knelt before Ethan, her lust-filled gaze locked on his throbbing member. She worshiped it like a deity, her lips pressing against the head as she whispered dirty words of adoration. Slowly, she trailed down the shaft, savoring every vein and ridge with her tongue. The taste of them both was intoxicating, driving her to greedily suck and lick him clean.



“Why… why are you doing this?” Tom demanded, unable to contain himself any longer.



“You mean outside of the fact that your wife’s a fucking smokeshow,” Ethan taunted.



Kourtney kept her lips wrapped around Ethan’s dick, his green eyes filled with a cold vengeance that only fueled his arousal.



“You really want to know, Tom?” Ethan continued.



Tom’s silence was his answer.



“It’s all because of dear old dad,” Ethan proclaimed.



Tom’s brow furrowed in confusion, his mind racing to make sense of the situation. “What does your father have to do with this?”



“Everything,” Ethan hissed, his grip tightening on Kourtney’s hair as she continued to service him. “You were partners with my father, Daniel Blackwood, when your insurance business first started. You were more than partners… you were friends. He built this company with you from the ground up.”



Tom’s face turned white at the mention of Daniel.



“But you betrayed him, cheated him out of what was rightfully his and stole the company from him.”



As the revelation sank in, Tom’s face paled, guilt and dread replacing his anger. Kourtney looked up at Ethan, her eyes wide with newfound understanding. She had been nothing more than a pawn in his game of revenge.



“Your betrayal ruined our lives,” Ethan continued, his voice dripping with venom. “You not only stole his money and company, you had him accused of a crime he didn’t commit and ruined his reputation. We lost everything, ended up homeless. Dad ended up in jail. And what did my father do?”



Kourtney didn’t resist as Ethan grabbed her hair roughly in a show of dominance.



“He killed himself so the life insurance policy would take care of us. A policy from the very company you two started.”



Memories flashed in Tom’s eyes. Tom’s thoughts were a whirlwind of memories, triggered by Ethan’s harsh revelation. His mind raced through all the things he had done, the secrets he kept hidden. He felt exposed and vulnerable under Ethan’s cold and unforgiving gaze. Fear and regret flooded his mind as he braced himself for what was to come.



“Look at me,” Ethan commanded Tom, his voice cold and unforgiving. Tom met his gaze, fear and shame etched across his face. “Remember this moment, Tom. Remember how easily I took what was yours and made her beg for more.”



As Kourtney finished cleaning Ethan’s cock, she gave it one final, lingering kiss, her eyes never leaving his.



“What do you want from me?” Tom asked, his voice shaking with fear and defiance.



Ethan’s piercing gaze sent a shiver down his spine, like a blade ready to strike. With a sly grin on his face, Ethan presented Tom with an ultimatum, knowing exactly how to manipulate the man’s pride. “Either give me control of your company or I’ll expose my affair with Kourtney,” Ethan said.



Tom knew that the thought of public humiliation would be devastating for him. “You can’t be serious,” Tom replied, trying to maintain his composure.



Ethan’s grin widened at Tom’s reaction. “Oh, but I am serious,” he said, leaning back in his chair and casually running his fingers through Kourtney’s hair. “I have all the evidence I need to expose my affair with your MILF wife. And trust me, it won’t be pretty.”



Tom didn’t reply.



“Imagine videos of your wife with her lips wrapped around my dick circling your employees' computers,” Ethan sneered. “Imagine when your competitors see videos of me fucking your wife in your own bed. Your perfect little life will end. All your friends will mock you, your business will be ruined.”



Tom’s mind raced as he weighed his options. He couldn’t let Ethan ruin him and his successful business. But he also couldn’t bear the thought of losing everything he had worked so hard for. The fear of public humiliation clawed at him, making him weak in front of Ethan.



“You have a choice, old man,” Ethan sneered.



“We can come to a compromise,” Tom finally said, his voice trembling slightly. “I’ll give you partial control of the company and we can work together.”



Ethan let out a menacing laugh that sent shivers down Kourtney’s spine. “Do you really think I would want to work with someone like you? Someone who betrayed my father?”



Tom swallowed hard, knowing that there was no way out of this situation without losing something important to him.



“Your time is running out, Tom,” Ethan warned, his voice low and menacing. “I’ll give you until tonight to make things right. And if you don’t… well, I think you know what will happen.”



Ethan’s malicious grin widened as he held up his phone, revealing the incriminating videos of him and Kourtney entwined in their passionate, forbidden trysts. “This is your future if you don’t comply, Tom,” he taunted, his voice dripping with arrogance. “Your entire reputation will crumble when the world sees how your wife begs for my cock.”



Kourtney’s cheeks flushed with both shame and arousal at the sight of the recordings. She couldn’t help but feel a flare of desire at the memory of their heated encounters, her body craving Ethan’s touch even now.



“Sign over your company to me, Tom,” Ethan demanded, his grip tightening around Kourtney’s waist. “Or I’ll make sure everyone knows just how much of a failure you are, not only as a businessman but also as a husband.”



Tom remained silent.



“Get dressed,” Ethan ordered Kourtney, his eyes never leaving Tom’s defeated expression. “We’re leaving.”



As she hurriedly pulled up her panties and adjusted her dress, Kourtney couldn’t help but glance over at her husband, his face a mixture of shock and humiliation.



“Remember, Tom,” Ethan said as he walked toward the door, Kourtney following closely behind. “Tonight, or your life as you know it will be over.”



And with that, they left Tom’s office, the heavy door slamming shut behind them, sealing their fate and leaving Tom to grapple with the life-altering decision he now faced.









Chapter 9



 



The dimly lit living room was charged with an air of tension and forbidden desire as Tom and William sat, their eyes glued to the erotic scene playing out on the opposite couch. Kourtney, her luscious hair spilling over her shoulders, leaned forward, positioning her ample breasts around Ethan’s throbbing cock.



“Is this what you want, Ethan?” she whispered seductively, her piercing eyes locking onto his. A wicked grin spread across Ethan’s face as he nodded, anticipation coursing through his veins.



“Show me what you can do,” he commanded, watching intently as Kourtney pressed her soft, full breasts together, encasing Ethan’s erection between them. Her breath hitched as Ethan’s throbbing length nestled snugly between the soft, yielding mounds of her breasts, creating a tantalizing friction that sent shivers down his spine.



The firmness of her skin teased the sensitive underside of his shaft, each subtle movement igniting a fiery ache of desire within him. With each deliberate slide, the velvety warmth of her skin enveloped him in a cocoon of sinful pleasure, urging him to lose himself in the intoxicating rhythm they created together.



“Fuck, that feels good,” Ethan growled, his eyes never leaving Tom’s horrified gaze. He reveled in the power he held over the older man, the thrill of having the one thing Tom desperately wanted but could no longer possess – Kourtney.



As Kourtney continued to titty-fuck him, her every move punctuated by the hypnotic wet sound of her lubricated cleavage sliding over his rigid length, Ethan felt a surge of primal pleasure, and the taboo nature of it all only heightened his arousal.



“Damn, Kourtney, you’re so fucking amazing,” he praised, his breath hitching as her movements grew more fervent. Surrounded by the scent of her intoxicating perfume, Ethan felt completely captivated, surrendering himself wholly to her expert touch.



All the while, Tom and William remained silent observers, their shock and humiliation palpable. Ethan relished in their discomfort, his mind racing with the knowledge that he had them both under his control. His plan was unfolding perfectly, and as Kourtney continued to please him, he couldn’t help but wonder just how far he could push his newfound authority.



“Keep going, slut,” Ethan encouraged, his voice low and husky. “I want your husband to see exactly what he’s been missing out on.” And as her lips curled into a sultry smile, it was clear that Kourtney was more than willing to oblige.



The slick sound of Ethan’s engorged cock sliding through Kourtney’s ample breasts filled the tense room, mingling with her soft moans and the hushed breaths of her captivated husband and stepson. Each time his balls slapped against her chest, the head of his cock would emerge from the valley of her tits, glistening with pre-cum. Kourtney took every opportunity to give it a wet, lingering kiss or a quick suck, leaving trails of saliva dripping down her chin.



“Take it, you fucking whore,” Ethan spat vulgarly, enjoying the way his words caused Kourtney’s eyes to darken with lust. He could feel her grip on his cock tightening, her desperation matching his own as she continued to pleasure him.



“Tell me, Tom,” Ethan said, his voice laced with contempt as he locked eyes with the older man. “Have you made your decision? Will you give me your company in exchange for my silence about your wife’s… indiscretions?” He punctuated the question with a particularly forceful thrust into Kourtney’s cleavage, causing her to whimper with delight.



Tom hesitated, his gaze flicking between Kourtney and Ethan, his jaw clenched as he contemplated the ultimatum laid before him. William, on the other hand, watched the scene unfold with wide eyes, unable to tear himself away from the debauchery.



Ethan’s smirk grew more sinister as he continued to drive his cock between Kourtney’s voluptuous breasts, treating her brutally while spewing degrading comments. “You like this, don’t you, slut?” he taunted. All the while, he maintained eye contact with Tom, making sure he wouldn’t miss a single moment of this illicit display.



“Please,” Kourtney gasped, meeting Ethan’s every thrust with hunger in her eyes, her voice dripping with submission and desire.



Tom’s eyes darted between the carnal scene before him and the pen in his trembling hand – the instrument which would sign away everything he had built. His mind raced with conflicting emotions: anger, shame, humiliation… and an undeniable arousal.



“Tick-tock, Tommy boy,” Ethan drawled, reveling in the older man’s torment. “Your company or your reputation? Choose wisely.”



“Fine!” Tom snarled, finally caving under the pressure. He scribbled his signature on the papers that would transfer control of his company to Ethan. The ink seemed to bleed into the paper, sealing his fate as surely as blood would have.



“Excellent choice.” Ethan’s grin widened, his cock throbbed between Kourtney’s soft breasts, glistening with the mix of her saliva and his precum.



“Kourtney,” Tom whispered, desperation seeping into his voice as he realized the gravity of what he’d just done. “Stop! Please…”



His plea went ignored as Kourtney eagerly continued pleasuring Ethan, intoxicated by the wicked game they were playing. Her husband’s suffering only heightened the thrill coursing through her body, making her feel more alive than ever before. Tom could do nothing but watch, a broken man whose life had just been ripped from his grasp.



With a final thrust, Ethan reached his climax, releasing hot, sticky ropes of cum across her flushed face. She closed her eyes and stuck out her tongue, taking it all in.



“See that, Tommy boy?” Ethan taunted, as Kourtney’s tongue darted out to taste the remnants of his pleasure. “I’ve been fucking your wife right under your nose all this time. You didn’t even notice.”



Tom’s heart constricted painfully in his chest, his cheeks burning with humiliation. He clenched his fists, helpless against the carnal tableau unfolding before him. He had given away everything, and for what?



“Kourtney,” Ethan addressed her, his voice dripping with authority. “You have a choice to make, darling. Are you going to stay with this pathetic excuse of a man, or are you going to be my bitch forever?”



Kourtney didn’t hesitate. Her eyes locked onto Ethan’s, and she dipped her head down to take his still-hard cock into her mouth. She sucked on it with renewed vigor, moaning around him as if savoring the taste of her submission.



“Looks like she’s made her decision,” Ethan smirked, his green eyes gleaming with triumph. Tom could only watch in despair as his world crumbled around him – his company, his wife, his dignity… all lost.



Tom’s voice trembled with a mixture of rage and despair as he addressed Ethan. “What are you going to do with my company now that you have it?”



Ethan chuckled, his emerald eyes never leaving Kourtney’s bobbing head. “I’ll sell most of it, of course. But don’t worry, I’ll make sure the profits go to all the people you’ve hurt along the way.” He grinned wickedly. “Consider it your penance for a lifetime of greed.”



Tears welled in Tom’s eyes.



“Now, get the fuck out,” Ethan commanded, gesturing toward Tom and William with a dismissive flick of his wrist. “This house is mine now. You have nothing left.”



Tom stared at the floor, his once-proud shoulders slumped in defeat. Beside him, William looked on, the weight of his father’s failure crushing him. The two broken men shuffled out of their former home, the door slamming shut behind them.



“Alone at last,” Ethan sighed, leaning back in his chair as Kourtney continued to worship his cock with her eager mouth. Her brown eyes were fixed on his, silently begging for more of his cruel dominance. “Suck harder, slut,” he barked, gripping a handful of her wavy hair and forcing her down onto him.



Kourtney whimpered but obeyed, her cheeks hollowing as she applied more suction. She felt a twisted thrill at being humiliated by this powerful young man who had stolen her husband’s company and home – and, ultimately, her loyalty. No longer was she the proud wife of an insurance magnate; she was now Ethan’s bitch, completely owned by him.



As Kourtney worked furiously to please her new master, Ethan reveled in his triumph. He had taken everything from Tom Mitchell: his business, his wealth, and even his wife. Ethan’s eyes glinted wickedly as he watched Kourtney’s face glisten with his seed, marking her as his property. Her once-proud visage had been reduced to a canvas of submission and humiliation, and Ethan reveled in the sight.



“Good girl,” he purred, stroking her hair as she looked up at him, eyes wide with anticipation. “Now, fetch me my list.”



Kourtney scurried away obediently, returning moments later with the worn, leather-bound notebook. Ethan took it from her hands, feeling a thrill run through him as he prepared to cross off the first name on his list of targets.



“Tom Mitchell,” he read aloud, smirking at how easily the man had fallen to his machinations. With a flourish, he drew a thick line through Tom’s name, sealing his fate forever. Kourtney watched the ink pool and spread across the page, her heart racing with excitement for what was to come.



“Who’s next?” she asked breathlessly, her voice tinged with lust.



“Rajesh,” Ethan replied, his voice cold and determined. He could already envision the twisted path of revenge that lay ahead, each turn darker than the last. His fingers traced the name on the list, an electric charge passing between them as he felt the power of his resolve take hold.



“Tell me more about Rajesh,” Kourtney whispered, her body pressed against Ethan’s muscular form. She craved the darkness within him; the tantalizing promise of revenge and destruction. It was intoxicating – a potent drug she could not resist.



“He’s a wealthy businessman who made his fortune through illegal means,” Ethan explained, his mind racing with possibilities. “He destroyed the lives of countless innocent people, just like Tom. And just like Tom, he will pay for his sins.”









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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