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Chapter 1

The sun beats down on my bare back as I push the lawn mower across our front yard, my muscles flexing with each forward thrust. Sweat trickles down my chest, tracing lines along my abs before disappearing into the waistband of my shorts. The vibration of the machine sends a pleasant buzz through my arms as I focus on the straight lines I'm creating in the grass, trying to ignore the heat that's making my skin glisten like I've just stepped out of a shower.

I'm eighteen, built like the quarterback I am at school, and bored out of my fucking mind mowing my parents' lawn on a Saturday. The monotonous back-and-forth should be mind-numbing, but it gives me time to think. And when you're a guy my age, thinking usually leads to one thing.

That's when I see her. The Indian MILF next door.

Mrs. Malaika Patel from next door steps into her backyard and heads toward her pool. Holy shit. My heart instantly hammers against my ribs. She's wearing a tiny bikini that barely contains her curves. The thin fabric stretches across her full breasts, the outline of her nipples clearly visible even from this distance. The bottom piece hugs her round ass like it was painted on, revealing the smooth, tanned skin of her thighs.

For forty, she's fucking incredible. Better than the girls at school. Her black hair falls in waves down her back, and those full lips curve into a smile as she adjusts a lounge chair. She hasn't noticed me yet, and I slow the mower, pretending to check something on the engine while my eyes drink in every inch of her.

My cock stirs in my shorts, hardening painfully fast. Fuck. I try to adjust myself discreetly, but it's no use. The fantasy is already unfolding in my mind.

In my head, I drop the mower and walk straight to her fence. She spots me and smiles, those dark eyes traveling down my sweaty torso. "Tyler," she calls, her accent making my name sound exotic. "Why don't you come cool off in the pool?"

I hop the fence in one smooth motion. Her eyes widen as I approach, appreciating my athletic build. She's alone — her absent-minded husband nowhere to be seen.

"You look hot," she purrs, reaching out to touch my chest. Her fingers leave fire trails on my skin.

"So do you," I growl, closing the distance between us.

Her full lips part as I grab her waist and pull her against me. She feels my hardness press against her stomach and gasps. I crash my mouth onto hers, tasting cherry lip gloss and desire. Her tongue darts out to meet mine, urgent and demanding.

My hands slide down to her ass, squeezing the firm flesh through her bikini bottom. She moans into my mouth, her fingers digging into my shoulders. I lift her up, and she wraps her legs around my waist, grinding against my cock through our clothes.

"I've wanted you for so long," she whispers against my lips. "Ever since you turned eighteen."

"I've been jerking off thinking about you for years," I admit roughly, my mouth moving to her neck, sucking and biting the sensitive skin.

In my fantasy, I carry her to the side of the pool and set her down on the edge. Dropping to my knees, I push her legs apart, revealing the damp spot on her bikini. I yank the fabric aside, exposing her wet pussy to the open air.

"Look how wet you are for me," I growl, running my thumb across her slick entrance.

"Please," she begs, her chest heaving with desire.

But I stand up instead, pulling down my shorts to free my throbbing cock. Her eyes widen at the size, her tongue darting out to wet her lips.

"Suck it," I command, and she eagerly slides off the ledge onto her knees.

Her full lips wrap around the head of my cock, sending electric pulses up my spine. She takes me deeper, her warm mouth engulfing me inch by inch. My hands find her hair, gripping the silky strands as I guide her movements.

"That's it," I hiss, watching my cock disappear between those perfect lips. "Take it all."

Mrs. Malaika looks up at me, her eyes watering as she tries to accommodate my size. I tighten my grip on her hair and thrust forward, feeling the back of her throat. She gags slightly but doesn't pull away.

"You like choking on my big cock, don't you?" I grunt, starting to face-fuck her in earnest. "Such a good MILF whore."

Her hands grip my thighs for balance as I pump into her mouth, my balls slapping against her chin. Spit drips down her chin, making the whole thing messier and hotter. I pull her hair harder, forcing my cock deeper down her throat with each thrust.

"Fuck, you're taking it so well," I groan, watching her mascara start to run as her eyes water. "Better than those teenage girls who don't know what they're doing."

Her breasts bounce with each rough thrust, still contained in her tiny bikini top. I reach down with one hand and yank the fabric down, exposing her perfect tits to the sun. Her nipples are hard, begging for attention.

"Touch your tits while I fuck your face," I order, and she complies immediately, pinching and squeezing her nipples as I continue to ram my cock down her throat.

In my mind, I pull out of her mouth suddenly, a string of saliva connecting her lips to my cock. Her chest heaves as she gasps for air, her eyes glazed with lust.

"Turn around," I command. "Bend over that trash can."

She scrambles to obey, positioning herself over the nearby trash can, her ass high in the air. I rip her bikini bottom to the side and slam into her in one brutal thrust.

"Fuck!" she screams, her pussy clenching around my cock.

"You like that, you dirty slut?" I growl, gripping her hips hard enough to leave bruises. "You like getting fucked by a teenager while your husband's at work?"

"Yes, yes! Harder!" she begs, pushing back against me.

I grab a fistful of her hair and pull, arching her back at a painful angle as I pound into her. The sound of skin slapping against skin fills the backyard, along with her desperate moans and my grunts.

"Your cunt is so fucking tight," I groan, slapping her ass hard. A red handprint appears on her tanned skin, and I do it again, harder.

Her pussy squeezes around me with each slap, milking my cock. I reach around to roughly grab her breast, pinching her nipple between my fingers.

"You're nothing but a fuck toy," I tell her, ramming into her harder. "A slutty MILF who needs a young stud to satisfy her."

"Yes, I'm your fuck toy," she gasps, her voice breaking with each thrust. "Use me, Tyler. Use my married pussy!"

I'm so lost in my fantasy that I don't immediately realize I've stopped mowing and am just standing there in the middle of the lawn, my hand unconsciously adjusting the massive erection straining against my shorts. Fuck, I need to get a grip before someone notices. But the image of Mrs. Malaika bent over, taking my cock while begging for more, is burned into my brain.

The lawn mower idles in front of me, waiting for me to continue. With a deep breath, I push forward, trying to focus on finishing the job and not on how badly I want to make my fantasy a reality.

"Tyler?" A soft, accented voice breaks through my fantasy like a bucket of cold water. I jump, nearly letting go of the lawn mower handle as I spin around. Mrs. Malaika stands just a few feet away, and with that tiny bikini she wears, her curves on full display in the bright sunlight. My mouth goes dry as I struggle to respond, painfully aware of the tent in my shorts that hasn't had time to subside.

"Mrs. Patel," I manage to croak out, awkwardly positioning myself behind the lawn mower to hide my erection. "I didn't see you there."

She smiles, those full lips curving upward in a way that makes my cock throb. Her dark eyes flicker briefly down to my chest, taking in the sweat glistening on my muscles before returning to my face.

"Please, call me Malaika," she says, her Indian accent making each syllable sound exotic and sensual. "I was wondering if you could help me with something."

I swallow hard, trying to focus on her words and not the way her breasts strain against the thin fabric of her bikini top. Up close, they're even more impressive than they looked from a distance — full and round, with hard nipples clearly visible through the material.

"What do you need help with?" I ask, my voice deeper than usual.

She takes a step closer, the scent of her coconut sunscreen and something distinctly feminine filling my nostrils. "I have some boxes in the garage that need moving. Rajesh is at the grocery store, and they're too heavy for me." She pouts slightly, looking up at me through long lashes. "You're so strong. It would be so easy for you."

My dick twitches at the compliment. Is she flirting with me? Or am I just projecting my own dirty thoughts onto an innocent request?

"Sure, I can help," I say, despite the warning bells going off in my head. Being alone with her in an enclosed space while sporting this massive hard-on is asking for trouble. But the prospect of being close to her, maybe accidentally brushing against those curves, is too tempting to pass up.

"Let me just finish this row," I add, trying to buy time for my erection to calm down.

"Of course." She doesn't move away, though. Instead, she stands there watching me, her eyes trailing over my body as I push the mower forward.

I can feel her gaze like a physical touch, and it's not helping my situation down below. When I glance back at her, I catch her biting her lower lip, her eyes fixed on my ass. Holy fuck. She's definitely checking me out.

When I finish the row and turn off the mower, I take a deep breath and turn to face her. Her eyes immediately drop to the bulge in my shorts, and instead of looking embarrassed or offended, she smiles — a slow, knowing smile that sends heat rushing through my veins.

"My, my," she murmurs, her voice barely audible. "Looks like someone's... excited to help."

My face burns, but my cock only gets harder under her scrutiny. "I'm sorry, I—"

"Don't apologize," she interrupts, taking another step closer. We're almost touching now. "It's flattering to know I can still have that effect on a young man like you."

Holy shit. Is this really happening? My heart pounds so hard I'm sure she can hear it.

"You're beautiful," I blurt out before I can stop myself. "Of course you have that effect."

Her smile widens, and she reaches out to touch my arm lightly. Her fingers are cool against my sun-heated skin, and I have to suppress a shiver.

"Such a charmer," she says, her eyes sparkling with something I can't quite identify. Is it amusement? Or desire?

As she shifts her weight, I notice a smudge of dirt on her bikini top, right where the fabric stretches over her right nipple. My eyes fix on it, and I can't look away.

She follows my gaze, looking down at her chest. "Oh!" she exclaims, spotting the dirt. She tries to brush it off with her fingers but only manages to smear it more. "Would you mind?" she asks, looking up at me with those big dark eyes. "I can't seem to get it."

My mouth goes completely dry. Is she seriously asking me to touch her there?

"Um, yeah, sure," I stammer, my hand shaking slightly as I reach out.

I try to just use my fingertips to brush the dirt away, but as soon as I make contact with the fabric, I can feel her nipple beneath it — hard and straining against the thin material. Fuck. I freeze, my fingers still pressed against her breast.

She doesn't pull away. Instead, she lets out a soft breath that sounds almost like a moan. "Is it gone?" she asks, her voice huskier than before.

I should move my hand. I should say yes and step back. But I don't. I keep my fingers right where they are, feeling her nipple harden even more under my touch.

"Almost," I lie, rubbing my thumb across the spot in small circles. I can feel her heart beating rapidly beneath my palm.

She leans into my touch ever so slightly, her eyes never leaving mine. "You're very thorough," she whispers.

The tension between us is so thick I could cut it with a knife. My cock is painfully hard now, pressing insistently against the front of my shorts, and I'm sure she can see it.

Finally, after what feels like an eternity but is probably only a few seconds, I drop my hand. The spot of dirt is long gone, but neither of us mentions that fact.

"Thank you," she says, and I don't think I'm imagining the slight breathlessness in her voice. She reaches up to adjust her bikini top, deliberately drawing my attention back to her breasts. "It's so hot today, isn't it?"

"Yeah," I agree, my own voice rough with desire. "Really hot."

She takes a half step closer, close enough that I can feel the heat radiating from her body. Then she leans forward, her lips almost brushing my ear as she whispers, "Why don't you follow me? Those boxes won't move themselves."

Her breath tickles my skin, sending a shiver down my spine that goes straight to my groin. As she pulls back, she gives me a smile that can only be described as predatory, then turns and begins walking toward her house, her hips swaying hypnotically with each step.

I stand frozen for a moment, my brain trying to process what's happening. Is she really inviting me over just to move boxes? Or is this heading where I think — where I hope — it's heading?

Only one way to find out.

I wipe my sweaty palms on my shorts and follow her, watching the perfect roundness of her ass as it shifts beneath the bikini bottom with each step. My heart pounds in my chest, and my cock throbs in anticipation of what might happen once we're alone.


Chapter 2

I follow Malaika into her garage, my eyes glued to the hypnotic sway of her hips. The garage is cool compared to the blistering heat outside, but I'm burning up inside. She flips on a light, illuminating a space much cleaner than our cluttered garage at home. A few neatly stacked boxes sit in one corner, but she doesn't head toward them. Instead, she walks to a small wine fridge built into the wall and pulls out a bottle, her movements deliberate and sensual as she bends forward, giving me a perfect view of her ass.

"Would you like something to drink first?" she asks, glancing over her shoulder at me. "You must be thirsty after working in that heat."

My mouth is dry, but not from the heat. "Sure," I manage to say, watching as she reaches for a wine glass from a shelf above the fridge.

She pours a generous amount of red wine into the glass, then turns to face me. Her eyes drift down to the obvious bulge in my shorts, and a small smile plays at the corners of her mouth.

"The boxes are over there," she says, nodding toward the stack in the corner. "But there's no rush. Let's cool down first."

She takes a step toward me, wine glass in hand, her eyes never leaving mine. Then, as she comes within arm's reach, she trips — or pretends to trip — and the wine splashes directly onto the front of my shorts.

"Oh my god!" she exclaims, setting the glass down on a nearby workbench. "I'm so clumsy! Your shorts!"

The cold liquid seeps through the fabric, making me gasp. But what really takes my breath away is what happens next.

"Let me clean that up," Malaika says, grabbing a rag from the workbench. Before I can protest, she's on her knees in front of me, dabbing at the wine stain that's spreading right over my crotch.

"Mrs. Pa — Malaika, it's okay, I can—" I stutter, but my words die in my throat as she presses the rag against me, her hand moving in small circles.

"Nonsense," she says, looking up at me with those dark eyes. "This is my fault. Let me fix it."

Her hand movements become firmer, more deliberate. She's no longer just dabbing at the stain — she's rubbing my cock through my shorts. There's no mistaking her intentions now.

"Fuck," I breathe, unable to believe this is happening.

She smiles, continuing her ministrations. "You're so big," she murmurs, her voice dripping with appreciation. "I can feel it getting harder under my hand."

My cock twitches in response to her words, straining against the damp fabric. I should stop this. She's married. She's my neighbor. She's twice my age. But I can't. I don't want to.

"You like that?" she asks, her hand now openly stroking my length through my shorts.

"Yes," I groan, my hips involuntarily pushing forward into her touch.

"I thought you might," she says with a knowing smile. "Young men are so... responsive."

Her fingers find the waistband of my shorts and pause there, teasing. "My husband isn't like you," she continues, her voice lower now. "He's so small compared to what I can feel here." She gives my cock a squeeze through the fabric, making me gasp.

"Really?" I ask, a surge of pride and excitement rushing through me.

"Oh yes," she nods, her fingers tracing the outline of my cock. "So small. And he has no stamina. Always finished before I even get started."

The thought of her unsatisfied, needing someone like me to fulfill her, makes my cock throb painfully.

"I have to fake it with him," she continues, her hand now slipping inside the waistband of my shorts. "Every. Single. Time." Her cool fingers wrap around my bare cock, and I nearly come on the spot.

"Holy shit," I hiss, my hands clenching into fists at my sides.

"And you know what I do when he's away?" she asks, her hand starting to move up and down my shaft in slow, deliberate strokes.

I shake my head, unable to form words.

"I invite the mailman in," she says, her strokes getting faster. "And the pool boy. Sometimes both at once." She licks her lips. "They take turns fucking me, filling all my holes. But neither of them is as big as you."

My mind floods with images of Malaika being taken by multiple men, and my cock grows even harder in her hand. Pre-cum leaks from the tip, and she swipes her thumb through it, using it to lubricate her strokes.

"You'd like to see that, wouldn't you?" she purrs. "Me on my knees, taking two cocks at once? Or bent over while one fucks me from behind and the other fucks my mouth?"

"Fuck yes," I groan, my hips now thrusting in rhythm with her hand.

"I thought so," she says with a satisfied smile. "Young men are so delightfully predictable."

She suddenly removes her hand from my shorts, and I almost whimper at the loss of contact. But then she's standing up, pressing her body against mine. I can feel her hard nipples through the thin fabric of her bikini top.

"Do you want to touch me, Tyler?" she whispers, her lips just inches from mine.

"Yes," I breathe, my hands already moving to her waist.

"Then touch me," she commands, taking my right hand and guiding it downward. "Feel how wet you've made me."

She pushes my hand beneath the waistband of her bikini bottom, and I groan as my fingers slide through her slick folds. She's absolutely soaking.

"Fuck, you're so wet," I growl, my fingers exploring her heat.

"All for you," she moans, grinding against my hand. "I've been watching you mow the lawn, your muscles flexing in the sun. I've been thinking about what you could do to me with those strong hands and that big cock."

I slip a finger inside her, and she gasps, her internal muscles clenching around the digit. I add a second finger, pushing deeper, feeling her walls flutter around me.

"Yes," she hisses, her head falling back. "Just like that. Feel how wet my pussy is for you."

Her dirty talk drives me wild. I've jerked off thinking about this woman countless times, but nothing compares to the reality of her hot, wet pussy clenching around my fingers as she moans in pleasure.

"I've wanted you since the day you turned eighteen," she admits, her voice breathy. "I saw you at your birthday party, all grown up. I touched myself that night, thinking about you."

Her confession sends another surge of blood to my already painfully hard cock. She continues to stroke me through my shorts with one hand while the other guides my movements inside her.

"Curl your fingers," she instructs, and when I do, she lets out a low, throaty moan that makes my cock twitch. "Right there. That's my g-spot."

I follow her guidance, marveling at how responsive she is, how openly she expresses her pleasure. The girls I've been with before were nothing like this — tentative, shy, unsure. But Malaika knows exactly what she wants and isn't afraid to ask for it.

"You're so fucking sexy," I tell her, my thumb finding her clit and circling it as my fingers continue to work inside her.

"And you're making me so close already," she gasps, her hips moving faster against my hand. "Your fingers feel so good inside me."

Her words and the feel of her wet heat around my fingers are pushing me dangerously close to the edge, even without direct stimulation. I need more. I need all of her.

I push my fingers deeper inside Malaika, curling them against that spot that makes her gasp. Her pussy tightens around me, hot and slick, as she presses herself harder against my hand. My cock throbs painfully as she slips her hand inside my shorts again, wrapping her fingers around my shaft. We're both breathing hard now, our bodies pressed together in the cool dimness of the garage, the air around us thick with the smell of arousal and spilled wine.

"Fuck, you're so wet," I growl, feeling her juices coating my fingers as I thrust them in and out.

"And you're so hard," she purrs, her thumb circling the head of my cock where pre-cum is leaking steadily. "So big and hard for me."

She squeezes my shaft, her strokes getting faster, matching the rhythm of my fingers inside her. Her free hand grabs the back of my neck, pulling my face down toward hers. Our lips crash together, hungry and demanding. Her tongue pushes into my mouth, tangling with mine in a way that makes my head spin.

The kiss is nothing like the tentative, awkward ones I've shared with girls my age. Malaika kisses like she's trying to devour me, her teeth nipping at my lower lip, her tongue exploring every corner of my mouth. I respond with equal hunger, my free hand moving to grip her ass, squeezing the firm flesh and pulling her tighter against me.

"I want you," she gasps against my lips. "I've wanted you for so long."

In response, I withdraw my fingers from her pussy and grip her waist, lifting her effortlessly. She wraps her legs around me, her wet center pressing against my abs as I carry her the few steps to a workbench table. I set her down, knocking aside some tools that clatter to the concrete floor.

Neither of us cares about the noise. Her legs stay wrapped around my waist, pulling me close as we continue to kiss. My hands roam over her body, squeezing her breasts through the bikini top, then moving to grab her ass again. I'm rough with her, unable to control my strength in my excitement, but she seems to love it, moaning into my mouth with each touch.

"Yes, Tyler," she pants between kisses. "Don't be gentle. I need it rough."

Her words send a fresh wave of lust through me. I grab her bikini top and yank it down, exposing her breasts to my hungry gaze. They're even more perfect than I imagined — full and round with dark nipples that are hard and pointing straight at me.

"Fuck, your tits are amazing," I groan, my hands immediately cupping their weight, feeling the soft flesh yield under my fingers.

"Touch them," she commands, arching her back to push them further into my hands. "Squeeze them. Harder."

I comply, kneading her breasts roughly, pinching her nipples between my fingers. She moans loudly, her head falling back to expose the smooth column of her throat. I can't resist leaning forward to lick a stripe up her neck, tasting the salt of her skin.

"Yes, just like that," she gasps. "God, your hands feel so good on me."

I lower my head to take one of her nipples into my mouth, sucking hard. She cries out, her hands flying to my hair, holding me against her chest. I use my teeth, gently at first, then harder when she urges me on with whispered demands.

"Bite them. Mark me. Make it hurt so good."

As I feast on her breasts, alternating between them, my right hand snakes back down between her legs. I push the fabric of her bikini bottom aside and thrust two fingers back into her dripping pussy. She's even wetter than before, if that's possible, her arousal coating my fingers and making obscene wet sounds as I pump them in and out.

"Fuck me with your fingers," she moans, grinding down on my hand. "Curl them up. Yes, right there. Right fucking there."

I add a third finger, stretching her further, and she nearly screams with pleasure. My thumb finds her clit, circling the swollen bud as my fingers continue their assault on her g-spot.

"You like that, don't you?" I growl against her breast. "You like having my fingers deep in your married pussy while I suck on these perfect tits."

"God, yes," she hisses, her internal muscles clenching around my fingers. "Your fingers are thicker than my husband's dick. They fill me up so good."

Her dirty talk spurs me on. I bite down on her nipple, harder than before, while curling my fingers sharply inside her. She bucks against my hand, a string of filthy words falling from her lips.

"Fuck! Yes! Harder, you fucking stud. Finger-fuck my cunt. Make me come all over your hand."

I increase the pace, driving my fingers into her with force while my thumb rubs quick circles on her clit. My other hand roughly squeezes her breast, pinching and twisting the nipple. The combination of pleasure and pain seems to drive her wild.

"That's it, you little fucker," she pants, her accent thickening with arousal. "You're going to make me come so hard. Better than my husband ever does. Better than the mailman. Better than the pool boy."

Her words send a surge of pride through me. I'm barely eighteen, and I'm making this experienced woman fall apart with just my fingers and mouth. My cock throbs painfully, still trapped in my shorts, but I focus on her pleasure, determined to make her come before we go any further.

Suddenly, she grabs my wrist, pulling my fingers out of her pussy. I look up, confused, but then she brings my hand to her mouth and slowly, deliberately, sucks my fingers clean, her eyes locked on mine the entire time.

"Fuck," I breathe, watching her tongue swirl around my digits, tasting her own arousal.

She releases my fingers with a wet pop, a wicked smile spreading across her face. "You taste how wet you make me?" she purrs. "How much my pussy wants your big cock?"

Before I can respond, she slips off the table and drops to her knees in front of me. Her breasts bounce with the movement, still exposed and glistening with my saliva. She looks up at me, her eyes dark with lust, her lips parted in anticipation.

"Now," she says, her hands moving to the waistband of my shorts. "Let me show you what a real woman can do with her mouth."

Malaika's manicured fingers tug at the waistband of my shorts, pulling them down along with my boxers in one swift movement. My cock springs free, standing at full attention just inches from her face. Her eyes widen slightly at the sight, a look of hunger crossing her features as she licks her full lips. Without breaking eye contact, she wraps her hand around the base of my shaft, her cool fingers a stark contrast to my heated skin.

"My god," she purrs, her accent thickening with desire. "You're even bigger than I thought."

She strokes me slowly, her grip firm but gentle, exploring my length with obvious appreciation. Then she leans forward and slaps my cock against her extended tongue, the lewd action sending a jolt of electricity up my spine.

"Fuck," I hiss, my hands clenching into fists at my sides.

She smiles, pleased with my reaction, and does it again — slapping my cock against her tongue before planting a wet kiss on the head. Pre-cum leaks from the tip, and she licks it away with a moan of satisfaction.

"You taste so good," she whispers, looking up at me through her lashes. "So much better than my husband." She kisses the length of my shaft, her lips leaving trails of fire on my skin. "His is so small compared to yours. I can barely feel it when he fucks me."

Her words stoke my ego and my lust in equal measure. I groan as she continues to stroke me while her tongue traces patterns along the underside of my cock.

"But you," she continues, her hot breath teasing my sensitive skin, "you're going to stretch me so good with this big cock."

Without warning, she takes me into her mouth, her lips stretching around my girth. The wet heat of her mouth engulfs me, and I let out a strangled groan, my head falling back at the intense pleasure.

"Holy shit," I gasp, looking down to watch my cock disappear between those perfect lips.

She takes me deeper, her tongue swirling around the head before flattening along the underside as she slides down my shaft. Her technique is unlike anything I've experienced before — deliberate, skilled, confident. She knows exactly what she's doing, and it shows.

Saliva pools around her lips as she works me, making the whole thing gloriously wet and sloppy. The obscene sounds of her slurping and sucking fill the garage, punctuated by my groans and her muffled moans.

Unable to resist any longer, I thread my fingers through her dark hair, gathering it in my fist. I don't pull yet, just hold it, testing her reaction. She glances up, meeting my eyes, and I see approval there — encouragement, even.

"You like it rough, don't you?" I growl, tightening my grip on her hair.

She moans around my cock, the vibrations sending shockwaves of pleasure through me. Taking that as a yes, I start to guide her movements, setting a faster pace, pushing a little deeper with each thrust.

"Take it deeper," I command, my voice rough with desire. "I want to feel the back of your throat."

She relaxes her jaw, allowing me to push farther into her mouth. When I hit the back of her throat, she gags slightly, but doesn't pull away. Instead, she grabs my thighs, her nails digging into my skin, silently urging me on.

Emboldened by her response, I tighten my grip on her hair and start to truly face-fuck her. My hips thrust forward, driving my cock deeper into her throat with each movement. She gags more prominently now, her eyes watering, but still she doesn't stop me. If anything, her enthusiasm increases, her hands moving to grip my ass, pulling me closer.

"That's it," I growl, watching my cock disappear into her mouth over and over. "Take it all, you fucking MILF whore."

The degrading words slip out before I can stop them, but she moans in response, clearly turned on by the name-calling. So I continue, letting my darkest thoughts spill from my lips.

"You love choking on my big cock, don't you, slut? Better than your husband's tiny dick. Better than the mailman. Better than the pool boy."

Tears stream down her cheeks from the intensity of my thrusts, her mascara starting to run, but her eyes stay locked on mine. The sight of this elegant, beautiful woman on her knees, her face a mess, her perfect lips stretched around my cock, is the most erotic thing I've ever seen.

"Fuck, you look so hot with my cock in your mouth," I pant, my hips moving faster. "Those big tits bouncing every time I thrust. Those pretty eyes watering as you choke on my dick."

Her hands move from my ass to her own breasts, squeezing and pinching her nipples as I continue to ravage her mouth. The sight drives me wild, and I increase my pace, my balls slapping against her chin with each thrust.

"You're such a dirty fucking whore," I growl, my voice strained as pleasure builds at the base of my spine. "Getting face-fucked in your garage while your husband's out shopping. What would he think if he saw you now, huh? On your knees, tits out, choking on a teenager's cock?"

She moans around me, the vibrations nearly pushing me over the edge. I pull back slightly, not wanting to come yet, but she grabs my ass again, forcing me deeper.

"You want it harder?" I ask, my voice a harsh rasp. "You want me to fuck that pretty mouth until you can't breathe?"

Her eyes, still locked with mine, flash with approval. That's all the permission I need. I tighten my grip on her hair and start hammering into her mouth with renewed vigor, all restraint gone. The wet, sloppy sounds of her mouth being used fill the garage — slurping, gagging, the obscene slap of my balls against her chin.

Saliva and pre-cum dribble down her chin, coating her neck and dripping onto her exposed breasts. Her makeup is completely ruined now, mascara tracks running down her cheeks, lipstick smeared around her stretched lips. She looks debauched, used, and absolutely fucking gorgeous.

"Look at you," I pant, my thrusts becoming more erratic as pleasure builds. "Fucking mess. Drooling all over yourself. Such a cock-hungry slut."

Despite the rough treatment — or perhaps because of it — she never breaks eye contact, her gaze filled with lust and challenge. Her throat constricts around the head of my cock as she swallows, and I nearly lose it right then.

"Fuck, I'm going to come soon if you keep that up," I warn, my grip on her hair tightening even further.

She responds by taking me even deeper, her nose pressing against my pubic bone as she somehow manages to swallow my entire length. I feel the tight confines of her throat surrounding the head of my cock, and stars explode behind my eyes.

"Holy fuck!" I shout, my hips jerking forward involuntarily.

She holds me there for several seconds, her throat working around me, before she finally has to pull back to breathe. A thick string of saliva and pre-cum connects my cock to her lips as she gasps for air, her chest heaving.

"You like that, big boy?" she pants, her voice hoarse from the rough treatment. "You like fucking my throat raw?"

In response, I grab her hair again and thrust back into her waiting mouth, resuming the punishing pace. She takes it eagerly, her hands now moving between her legs, pushing aside her bikini bottom to touch herself as I use her mouth.

The sight of her pleasuring herself while I face-fuck her is almost too much to bear. My balls tighten, warning of my impending release, but I'm determined to hold out a little longer, to enjoy this perfect moment of dominance and pleasure.

The garage suddenly fills with the shrill sound of a ringtone. Malaika's eyes widen in surprise, but she doesn't stop sucking my cock. She reaches blindly for her phone that's sitting on the workbench, glancing at the screen before looking up at me questioningly. I catch a glimpse of the caller ID — "Rajesh." Her husband. A wicked idea forms in my mind, and instead of letting her stop to answer, I tighten my grip on her hair.

"Answer it," I command, my voice low and dangerous. "But don't you dare stop what you're doing."

A flash of fear crosses her face, quickly replaced by excitement. The danger of the situation, the taboo of it, seems to turn her on even more. With my cock still in her mouth, she swipes to answer the call and puts it on speaker.

"Hello?" she says, pulling back just enough to speak, her lips still brushing against the head of my cock.

"Malaika, darling," Rajesh's voice fills the garage. "I'm at the grocery store. Do you need anything specific?"

I push my cock back into her mouth as soon as she finishes speaking, forcing her to take me deep. She gags slightly but manages to control it.

"Just the usual," she mumbles around my shaft, her words slightly distorted. I can see the thrill in her eyes, the excitement at nearly being caught.

"Are you alright? You sound strange," Rajesh says, concern in his voice.

She pulls back again, my cock slipping from her lips with a wet pop that I'm sure is audible through the phone. "I'm fine," she says quickly. "Just... exercising."

I have to bite my lip to keep from laughing. Exercising. That's one way to put it.

"Alright. How big do you want your cucumbers?" Rajesh asks, and I nearly lose it. The timing couldn't be more perfect.

Malaika's eyes meet mine, a mischievous glint in them. She gives my cock a long, slow lick from base to tip, then says, "Oh, don't worry about cucumbers. I already have a very big one right here." She plants a wet kiss on the head of my cock, making me shudder.

I can hear Rajesh shuffling through produce on the other end, completely oblivious. "If you're sure. What about melons? Do you want firm ones?"

Malaika's free hand moves to her breasts, pinching her nipples until they stand at attention. "My melons are already nice and firm," she purrs, giving me a wink. "Feel free to check them when you get home."

My cock throbs at her bold innuendos. I thrust forward again, filling her mouth, and she moans softly.

"What was that?" Rajesh asks.

She pulls back just enough to respond. "Nothing, just stretching. It feels good."

I start to fuck her mouth in a slow, steady rhythm, careful not to make her gag loudly enough for Rajesh to hear. The risk of being caught, of her husband hearing his wife choking on my cock, sends a fresh surge of adrenaline through me.

"Do you need anything for dinner?" Rajesh continues, still clueless. "I was thinking of getting a turkey."

Malaika's eyes are watering as I push deeper into her throat, but she manages to pull back and say, "All I need right now is a good stuffing."

I have to clamp my hand over my mouth to stifle a laugh. She's playing with fire, and she knows it. The boldness of her responses, the way she's flirting with disaster while literally having my cock in her mouth, is driving me wild.

"Stuffing? I thought you didn't like stuffing," Rajesh says, confusion evident in his voice.

"I've recently developed a taste for it," Malaika responds, her voice husky. "A big, thick serving of stuffing."

I can't take it anymore. The teasing, the danger, the sight of her on her knees — it's all too much. I grab her head with both hands and shove my cock as deep into her throat as it will go. Her eyes roll back in her head, tears streaming down her cheeks as she gags around my length. The sound is unmistakable — wet, choking, desperate.

"What was that?" Rajesh asks, alarm in his voice. "Malaika, are you alright?"

She can't respond, not with my cock buried to the hilt in her throat. Her hands clutch at my thighs, not pushing me away but pulling me closer, urging me deeper despite the call.

"Malaika?"

I pull back slightly, allowing her to catch a quick breath.

"I'm fine," she gasps, her voice raspy. "Just... swallowed wrong. Listen, I need to go. My... workout is getting intense."

"Alright, I'll be home in about an hour."

"Take your time," she says, her eyes never leaving mine as I push back into her waiting mouth. "No rush at all. Bye."

She barely manages to end the call before I thrust deep again, making her gag loudly. The phone clatters to the floor, forgotten.

"You fucking dirty slut," I growl, my pace increasing now that we don't have to be quiet. "Talking to your husband with my cock in your mouth. What if he heard you choking on it? What if he knew what a whore his wife is?"

She moans around my shaft, the vibrations sending waves of pleasure up my spine. The taboo nature of what just happened, the close call, the blatant disrespect for her marriage — it all combines to create a heady mix of lust and power that has me thrusting harder, deeper, more brutally than before.

Her hands grab my ass, encouraging my rough treatment, her nails digging into my flesh hard enough to leave marks. I'm beyond caring about pain — all I can focus on is the wet heat of her mouth, the tight confines of her throat, and the filthy thrill of having this married woman on her knees before me, risking everything for the pleasure of servicing my cock.

I pull my cock from Malaika's mouth, giving her a moment to catch her breath. Her lips are swollen, her makeup smeared across her face in a beautiful mess of desire and submission. But I'm not done with her yet. Not even close. I glance at the stack of boxes in the corner of the garage, an idea forming in my mind.

"Get up," I command, my voice hoarse with lust. "I want to try something."

She rises on shaky legs, her eyes questioning but eager. I take her hand and lead her to the boxes, arranging a few of the flatter ones to create a makeshift platform.

"Lie down," I tell her, pointing to the boxes. "On your back, with your head hanging off the edge."

Understanding dawns in her eyes — she knows exactly what I want to do. Without hesitation, she positions herself as instructed, lying back on the cardboard surface with her head tilted back over the edge, her throat a straight line from her mouth. The position puts her exposed breasts on display, nipples pointing toward the ceiling, still wet from her own saliva that had dripped down during our previous activities.

"Perfect," I growl, moving to stand at her head. From this angle, I can see down the length of her body — the curve of her breasts, the flat plane of her stomach, the damp spot on her bikini bottom. The sight makes my cock throb with renewed urgency.

I grasp the base of my shaft with one hand and guide it to her waiting lips. "Open," I command, and she complies immediately, her mouth forming a perfect 'O'.

I push forward, watching my cock disappear into her mouth and straight down her throat. In this position, there's no curve to navigate — just a straight shot deep into her. She takes me easier than before, her throat opening to accommodate my length.

"Holy fuck," I groan, feeling the tight, wet heat envelop me. "Your throat feels amazing."

Her hands reach up to grab my thighs, encouraging me to start moving. I don't need to be told twice. I begin thrusting, slowly at first, watching with fascination as my cock slides in and out of her stretched lips. The angle allows me to go deeper than before, and I can actually see the bulge in her throat when I'm fully seated inside her.

"Look at that," I say, tracing the outline of my cock through the skin of her throat with my finger. "I can see my dick in your throat. Fucking hot."

She moans around me, the vibrations sending shivers up my spine. Emboldened by her enthusiasm, I pick up the pace, thrusting harder, faster, watching her throat bulge with each savage push.

The gagging sounds she makes are louder now, more desperate. Tears stream from the corners of her eyes, running into her hair. Drool pours from her mouth, coating my balls as they slap against her face. It's messy, it's filthy, and it's the hottest thing I've ever experienced.

"Take it, you fucking slut," I growl, my hands gripping the sides of her head to hold her in place as I pound into her mouth. "Take every fucking inch down that married throat."

Her nails dig into my thighs, not in protest but in encouragement. She wants this — wants to be used, to be treated like the cock-hungry whore she is. And I'm more than happy to oblige.

"What would your husband think if he could see you now?" I taunt, my hips pistoning back and forth. "His elegant wife choking on a teenager's cock, loving every second of it. You're nothing but a fucking MILF whore, aren't you?"

She makes a gurgling sound of agreement, her eyes rolling back as I hit the deepest part of her throat. The wet, sloppy sounds of her choking fill the garage, echoing off the walls in a symphony of depravity.

"I bet you've been fantasizing about this," I continue, my voice strained with the effort of maintaining control. "Touching yourself at night while your husband sleeps, thinking about getting face-fucked by the boy next door."

Her hands move from my thighs to her own body, one going to her breast to pinch and twist her nipple, the other diving beneath her bikini bottom to pleasure herself. The sight of her masturbating while I ravage her throat is almost too much to bear.

"That's it," I encourage, feeling the familiar tightening in my balls. "Play with that married pussy while I fuck your face. Show me how much you love being used."

My thrusts become more erratic as I approach the edge. The combination of the physical sensation — her tight throat constricting around my cock — and the visual stimulation — this beautiful woman debasing herself for my pleasure — is pushing me rapidly toward climax.

"I'm going to come," I warn, my voice a harsh rasp. "Going to paint those perfect tits with my load."

With a final brutal thrust, I pull out of her mouth and grab my cock, stroking it rapidly as I aim at her heaving chest. She gasps for air, her chest rising and falling rapidly, creating a moving target for my impending release.

"Yes," she croaks, her voice wrecked from the rough treatment. "Come all over me. Mark me."

That's all it takes to push me over the edge. With a guttural roar, I explode, thick ropes of cum shooting from my cock to land on her breasts, neck, and collarbone. The intensity of the orgasm makes my knees weak, waves of pleasure washing over me as I continue to stroke, milking every last drop onto her olive skin.

"Fuck," I pant, watching my seed glisten on her flesh, some of it sliding between her breasts to pool in the hollow of her throat. "That's so fucking hot."

She sits up slightly, looking down at the mess I've made of her with a satisfied smile. Her hand comes up to rub my cum into her skin, massaging it into her breasts like lotion.

"So much," she purrs, her voice hoarse but appreciative. "So much more than my husband."

Still riding the high of my release, I step forward and press my softening cock against her face, rubbing it across her cheeks, lips, and chin, smearing the mixture of saliva, tears, and the last drops of cum across her features. She opens her mouth eagerly, trying to capture the head between her lips.

"Such a good little cocksucker," I murmur, allowing her to take me into her mouth one more time. She sucks gently, cleaning the last traces of cum from my sensitive head, her tongue swirling around the tip in a way that makes me shudder.

When she finally releases me, she plants a tender kiss on the head of my cock, then another, and another, worshipping it with her lips. "Thank you," she whispers against my skin, a statement that would seem bizarre in any other context but somehow feels perfectly appropriate here.

With a grace that belies the depraved act we've just engaged in, she rises from the boxes and stands before me, naked from the waist up, my cum drying on her chest, her face a mess of makeup and bodily fluids. Despite — or perhaps because of — this dishevelment, she looks more beautiful than ever.

She reaches out and wraps her fingers around my cock, which is already beginning to stir again despite the powerful orgasm I just experienced. The touch of her cool fingers against my heated flesh sends a shiver through me.

"Come," she says, giving my cock a gentle tug.


Chapter 3

I follow Malaika through her house, my cock still in her hand as she leads me like a pet on a leash. My eyes never leave her perfect ass, barely covered by the tiny bikini bottom, swaying hypnotically with each step. We reach a massive bathroom with marble floors and a shower big enough for four people, enclosed by glass on all sides. She opens the door and pulls me inside, turning on multiple showerheads that instantly fill the space with warm water and billowing steam.

The water cascades over us, washing away the sweat and bodily fluids but doing nothing to cool the heat between us. Malaika turns to face me, her wet hair clinging to her shoulders, water droplets running down her breasts where my cum is now being washed away. She looks like a goddess — wild, primal, and completely mine for the taking.

I grab her face with both hands and crash my lips against hers. Our tongues meet instantly, tangling together in a desperate dance of lust and need. She moans into my mouth, her hands sliding up my chest to grip my shoulders. I push her back until she's pressed against the cold glass wall, pinning her with my body.

"I'm going to fuck you so hard," I growl against her lips, my cock hardening again despite my recent orgasm. "Going to pound that married pussy until you can't remember your husband's name."

"Yes," she gasps, her nails digging into my skin. "Use me. Fuck me like the slut I am."

My hands slide down her body to grip her ass, squeezing the firm flesh roughly enough to leave marks. I lift her slightly, grinding my hardening cock against her core through the thin fabric of her bikini bottom.

"I'm going to bend you over and fuck you from behind," I continue, my voice harsh with desire. "Going to pull your hair and make you scream while I fill that tight cunt with my big cock."

She whimpers, her body trembling against mine. "Please," she begs, her accent thickening with arousal. "I need it. Need you inside me."

I spin her around suddenly, pressing her front against the glass wall. Her breasts flatten against the cold surface, her nipples hardening further from the contact. I yank her bikini bottom to the side, exposing her dripping pussy to the warm spray of the shower.

"Look at how wet you are," I taunt, running my fingers through her folds. "Soaking wet for my cock. Such a fucking whore."

"Yes," she moans, pushing her ass back against my hand. "I'm your whore. Your fucking MILF slut."

Hearing her degrade herself drives me wild. I grab her hips with bruising force and position my cock at her entrance. Without warning, I thrust forward, burying myself to the hilt in one savage movement.

"Fuck!" she screams, her body jolting forward from the force. "Oh my god!"

The sensation is mind-blowing. Her pussy is tight, hot, and so fucking wet, gripping my cock like a vise. I pause for a moment, savoring the feeling of being fully seated inside her, my balls pressed against her ass.

"You feel that?" I hiss in her ear, my chest pressed against her back. "Feel how deep I am? This is what a real cock feels like."

She nods frantically, unable to form words. I pull back slowly, until just the head remains inside her, then slam forward again, harder this time. She cries out, her hands splaying against the glass for support.

I establish a brutal rhythm, my hips pistoning back and forth as I fuck her against the shower wall. The sound of skin slapping against skin echoes through the steamy enclosure, mixing with Malaika's cries of pleasure and my own grunts of exertion.

"Take it," I growl, gripping her hips hard enough to bruise. "Take every fucking inch."

"Yes! Yes!" she chants, her voice breaking with each thrust. "Harder! Fuck me harder!"

I comply, increasing my pace, driving into her with all the strength my athletic body can muster. The glass wall begins to shake with the force of our collision, threatening to crack under the pressure.

One of my hands leaves her hip to grab her breast, squeezing the soft flesh roughly. I pinch her nipple between my fingers, twisting slightly, and she rewards me with a sharp cry that's equal parts pain and pleasure.

"You like it rough, don't you?" I pant, continuing my assault on her body. "Like being manhandled by a teenager while your husband's out shopping."

"God, yes," she moans, her head falling back against my shoulder. "No one's ever fucked me like this. So good. So fucking good."

My hand moves from her breast to her ass, delivering a sharp slap that leaves a red handprint on her olive skin. She yelps, her pussy clenching around my cock in response.

"You're going to be covered in bruises," I tell her, slapping her other cheek just as hard. "Every time you look in the mirror, you'll remember who did this to you. Who fucked you until you couldn't walk straight."

"Please," she begs, her words dissolving into incoherent moans as I continue to pound into her. "Don't stop. Don't ever stop."

The shower steam swirls around us, making our skin slick with a mixture of water and sweat. I grab a fistful of her wet hair and pull, arching her back at a painful angle. She screams, the sound bouncing off the tiled walls, but I can tell from the way her pussy squeezes around me that she's loving every second of this rough treatment.

"Your tits are going to be black and blue," I growl, my free hand moving to maul her breast again, squeezing with enough force to make her gasp. "Every inch of you is going to be marked as mine."

My fingers dig into the soft flesh of her breast, leaving red marks that I know will darken into bruises. The thought of her carrying my marks for days afterward, having to hide them from her husband, sends a fresh surge of arousal through me.

"I'm close," she pants, her body trembling against mine. "Going to come on your big cock. Going to come so hard."

I increase my pace even further, my hips slamming against her ass with enough force to make the entire shower enclosure rattle. The glass fogs up from our heated bodies, creating a steamy cocoon that isolates us from the outside world.

"Come for me," I command, my hand leaving her breast to reach around and find her clit. "Come all over my cock like the dirty slut you are."

As soon as my fingers make contact with her swollen bud, she explodes, her body convulsing violently as a scream tears from her throat. Her pussy contracts around me in powerful waves, trying to milk my cock, but I'm not ready to finish yet.

I continue to thrust through her orgasm, prolonging it, intensifying it, until she's sobbing with pleasure, her legs barely supporting her weight. If not for my arm around her waist and the glass wall in front of her, she would collapse to the shower floor.

"Please," she gasps, her voice hoarse from screaming. "I can't... it's too much..."

But I don't slow down. Instead, I withdraw completely and spin her around to face me. Her eyes are glazed, her lips parted as she pants for breath. I lift her effortlessly, positioning her so that her back is against the glass wall, and thrust back into her in one smooth motion.

"We're just getting started," I tell her, watching her eyes roll back as I bottom out inside her. "I'm going to make you come until you pass out."

Before Malaika can fully recover from her orgasm, I spin her around again, pressing her front against the foggy glass. The contrast between the cold surface against her breasts and the heat of my body behind her makes her gasp. I kick her legs further apart, widening her stance, and grab her hips. Without warning, I thrust back into her dripping pussy, burying myself to the hilt in one brutal movement that forces the air from her lungs in a strangled cry.

"You thought we were done?" I growl in her ear, my chest pressed against her back. "I'm just getting started with you."

She whimpers in response, her legs trembling from the force of her recent climax and the continued stimulation. I pull back slowly, savoring the drag of her tight walls around my cock, then slam forward again with enough force to make her body jolt against the glass.

"Oh god!" she cries out, her fingers scrabbling for purchase on the slick surface.

I establish a punishing rhythm, each thrust harder than the last, driving her body against the shower wall. Her ass jiggles with each impact, the sight fueling my lust and urging me to push even harder.

Reaching up, I gather her wet hair in my fist and pull, forcing her head back at a sharp angle. The column of her throat is exposed, vulnerable, and I can't resist leaning forward to bite the sensitive junction where her neck meets her shoulder.

"Fuck!" she screams, the pain clearly mixing with pleasure as her pussy clenches around me. "Yes! Pull my hair!"

I tighten my grip, using her hair like reins to control her movements. With each thrust, I pull her head back further, increasing the arch in her spine, changing the angle of penetration. She responds with increasingly desperate cries, her voice bouncing off the tiled walls of the shower.

"You like being treated like a fucking animal?" I pant, my hips never slowing their brutal pace. "Like a bitch in heat?"

"Yes!" she sobs, her voice breaking. "I'm your bitch! Your fucking whore!"

The sound of skin slapping against wet skin fills the steamy enclosure, punctuated by her screams and my grunts. I release her hair to grab both her hips, my fingers digging into her flesh as I use the leverage to drive even deeper inside her.

The glass wall in front of us begins to vibrate dangerously with each impact. I can see her breasts flattened against the surface, sliding up and down with our movements, leaving streaky patterns in the condensation. The entire shower enclosure shakes with the force of our fucking, the metal frame creaking in protest.

"Going to break this fucking shower," I growl, not slowing my pace at all. "Going to fuck you so hard the glass shatters."

She moans at the thought, her pussy clenching around me. "Don't care," she gasps. "Worth it. So worth it."

I lean forward, pressing my chest against her back, and reach around to maul her breasts. They're slick with water, making them slide easily through my rough grasp. I pinch her nipples hard, twisting them between my fingers, and she rewards me with a sharp cry that echoes through the bathroom.

"These tits," I grunt, squeezing them roughly. "Fucking perfect tits. Been staring at them for years."

"All yours," she pants, pushing her chest further into my hands. "Touch them. Hurt them. Mark them."

Her words drive me wild. I've never been with a woman who not only tolerates but actively encourages such rough treatment. I squeeze her breasts harder, feeling the soft flesh yield under my fingers, knowing I'll leave bruises behind.

Suddenly, I grab the back of her neck with one hand and shove her face against the glass. The rough treatment forces her ass to arch higher, allowing me to penetrate even deeper. She screams at the new angle, her breath fogging the glass in front of her face.

"Look at you," I taunt, watching her cheek pressed flat against the surface, her eyes half-closed in ecstasy. "Face shoved against the glass like a cheap whore. What would your fancy friends think if they could see you now?"

She can only moan in response, too lost in sensation to form words. I can feel her getting close again, her walls fluttering around my cock, her body tensing with the approach of another climax.

The shower continues to spray hot water over us, steam swirling around our bodies, adding to the dreamlike quality of the moment. I'm pounding into her with everything I have, my balls slapping against her with each thrust, creating a lewd soundtrack to our coupling.

"Your husband ever fuck you like this?" I ask, my voice strained with the effort of maintaining my brutal pace. "Ever make you scream like I do?"

"Never," she gasps, her voice barely audible over the sound of the shower and our bodies colliding. "No one... ever... like you."

The admission sends a surge of pride through me. I'm eighteen, fucking a woman more than twice my age, and I'm giving her something she's never had before. The power of that knowledge pushes me to fuck her even harder, determined to ruin her for anyone else.

I grab her hair again with my free hand, pulling her head back while keeping her face pressed against the glass. The dual restraint forces her body into an uncomfortable arch that allows me to hit a spot deep inside her that makes her entire body jerk.

"Right there!" she screams, her voice cracking with desperation. "Oh god, right fucking there!"

I focus on that spot, angling my hips to hit it with each thrust. Her legs start to shake violently, her moans turning into a continuous, high-pitched wail of pleasure. I can feel her approaching the edge again, her pussy clenching rhythmically around my cock.

"Come for me," I command, my lips close to her ear. "Come all over my cock again, you fucking slut."

Her entire body goes rigid, her back arching impossibly further as a scream tears from her throat. Her pussy clamps down on me like a vise, pulsating with the force of her orgasm. She's shaking uncontrollably, her legs threatening to give out beneath her.

I hold her up with an arm around her waist, continuing to thrust through her climax, prolonging it until she's sobbing from the intensity. Her juices flow down my shaft and drip onto the shower floor, mixing with the water swirling around our feet.

But I'm still not done with her. My own orgasm is building, but I want to draw this out, to take everything I can from this moment. So I continue pounding into her oversensitive pussy, my pace never faltering despite the way she trembles and begs in my arms.

"Please," she gasps, her voice weak and broken. "Can't... too much..."

"You can take it," I growl, tightening my grip on her hip. "Take every fucking inch until I'm ready to stop."

And she does take it, her body yielding to my demands even as she shudders with the aftershocks of her powerful orgasm. I can feel her submission in the way she stops fighting, stops trying to control any aspect of what's happening, and simply lets me use her body for my pleasure. It's the most erotic surrender I've ever experienced.

I spin Malaika around once more so she's facing me, her back pressed against the foggy glass. Her eyes are half-lidded, glazed with pleasure, her chest heaving as she tries to catch her breath. Without giving her time to recover, I hoist her up, my hands gripping the underside of her thighs, and slam back into her. Her legs instinctively wrap around my waist, pulling me deeper, and a fresh moan escapes her swollen lips. The shower continues to pour hot water over us, steam filling the enclosure and fogging the glass so thoroughly that we're just silhouettes from the outside.

"Can't get enough of this pussy," I growl, establishing a deep, grinding rhythm that has her gasping with each thrust. "So fucking tight. So fucking perfect."

Her head falls back against the glass, exposing the column of her throat. I lean forward and latch onto one of her nipples, sucking hard enough to make her cry out. The combination of my cock filling her and my mouth on her sensitive breast sends a visible shudder through her body.

"Tyler," she moans, her fingers threading through my wet hair, holding my head against her chest. "Your mouth... so good..."

I swirl my tongue around her hardened peak before grazing it with my teeth, making her yelp. Her pussy clenches around my cock in response, urging me deeper. I switch to her other breast, giving it the same treatment while my hips never stop their relentless pace.

Suddenly, we both freeze at the sound of footsteps in the adjacent bedroom. Malaika's eyes fly open, panic replacing the lust that had been there moments before.

"Rajesh," she whispers, her body tensing around mine. "He's home early."

The footsteps grow louder, approaching the bathroom. Common sense tells me to stop, to jump out of the shower and hide, but a darker, more primal part of me is thrilled by the danger. My cock throbs inside her at the thought of continuing while her husband is just feet away.

Instead of pulling out, I press deeper, pinning her more firmly against the glass. "He can't see through this steam," I whisper, my lips brushing against her ear. "Don't make a sound."

The bathroom door opens, and I feel Malaika's heart hammering in her chest. But I don't stop. If anything, the presence of danger makes me more aroused. I continue to thrust into her, slower now but just as deep, the movement subtle enough that the shower enclosure doesn't shake as noticeably.

"Malaika? Are you in the shower?" Rajesh's voice calls out over the sound of running water.

I can see his silhouette through the fogged glass, a blurry shape moving around the bathroom. He's completely oblivious to the fact that his wife is being fucked senseless just feet away from him.

"Yes," she calls back, her voice remarkably steady despite the fact that I'm still buried to the hilt inside her. "Just... cleaning up."

I smirk at her choice of words and reward her composure by grinding against her clit, making her bite her lip to stifle a moan. Her eyes lock with mine, a mixture of fear and excitement swirling in their depths.

"I'm going to keep fucking you," I whisper, so softly that only she can hear. "Right in front of your husband. And you're going to take it like the good slut you are."

Her pussy clenches around me at my words, betraying how much the idea turns her on. I start to move again, my thrusts slow but powerful, each one pushing her back against the glass with a soft thud that's masked by the sound of the shower.

My fingers dig into her breasts, squeezing them roughly as I continue to fuck her. The knowledge that her husband is just on the other side of the glass, completely unaware, adds a forbidden thrill that has my cock harder than ever before.

"Traffic was terrible," Rajesh says, his voice louder as he moves closer to the shower. "Complete jam on the highway."

Malaika's eyes widen as she struggles to respond while I'm driving into her. "That's... unfortunate," she manages, her voice strained. "I'm feeling pretty jammed myself right now."

I have to bite my lip to keep from laughing. The boldness of her innuendo, the way she's flirting with disaster, makes me want to fuck her even harder. I adjust my grip on her thighs, spreading her wider, changing the angle of penetration so that I'm hitting her g-spot with each thrust.

Her eyes roll back slightly, her teeth sinking into her lower lip to keep from moaning out loud. I can feel her trembling with the effort of staying quiet, her nails digging into my shoulders.

"How was your day?" Rajesh continues, oblivious to the struggle his wife is experiencing. I can see him moving around the bathroom, probably putting away the groceries he brought home.

"Oh, it's been... intense," she replies, her voice hitching as I thrust particularly deep. "Very... physical."

"You've been exercising hard?" he asks, and I can hear the confusion in his voice.

I increase my pace slightly, the danger of the situation driving me to take more risks. The sound of our bodies coming together is masked by the shower, but just barely. One loud moan from Malaika would give us away.

"Yes," she gasps as I grind against her clit again. "Working up a sweat. Releasing some... tension."

Her pussy is pulsing around my cock, and I can tell she's getting close again. The combination of physical pleasure and the taboo thrill of fucking right under her husband's nose is pushing her toward another climax.

"You sound strange," Rajesh notes, and I see his silhouette move closer to the shower door. "Are you alright?"

Before she can respond, I capture her mouth in a deep kiss, swallowing the moan that threatens to escape. My tongue pushes past her lips, mimicking what my cock is doing between her legs. She kisses me back desperately, using the act to muffle her sounds of pleasure.

When I finally break the kiss, she's panting, her eyes unfocused. "I'm fine," she calls out, her voice husky. "Just... the water is very hot."

"Don't stay in too long," Rajesh advises, completely unaware that his wife is being thoroughly fucked by a teenager just inches away from him. "You'll get dizzy."

"Too late," she murmurs, her eyes locked on mine as I continue to thrust into her. "Already seeing stars."

I smirk at her boldness, impressed by her ability to maintain this façade while I'm driving her toward another orgasm. My hands move from her breasts to grip her ass, changing the angle once more, hitting even deeper inside her.

She bites down on her shoulder to stifle a scream, her body shaking with the effort of staying quiet. I can feel her getting closer, her inner walls fluttering around my cock, her thighs tensing around my waist.

"Don't you dare come," I whisper harshly in her ear. "Not until he leaves."

The command seems to drive her even closer to the edge, her body trembling with the effort of holding back. I continue to pound into her, each thrust deliberate and controlled, designed to keep her on the brink without pushing her over.

The danger of discovery, the forbidden nature of what we're doing, has us both more aroused than ever before. It takes every ounce of my self-control not to just fuck her with abandon, consequences be damned.

"I'm going to make some tea," Rajesh announces finally. "Take your time."

His silhouette moves away from the shower door, and a moment later, we hear the bathroom door close behind him. The tension drains from Malaika's body, replaced immediately by renewed lust. Her eyes lock with mine, a wicked smile spreading across her face. Without a word passing between us, we both know what's about to happen. I adjust my grip on her thighs and resume fucking her with unrestrained force, no longer concerned about making noise or shaking the glass enclosure.

"Fuck me," she hisses, her voice finally free to express her pleasure. "Fuck me like you mean it."

I slam into her with renewed vigor, my hips pistoning back and forth at a brutal pace. The shower wall rattles dangerously as I pound her against it, her back sliding up and down the foggy glass with each thrust. Water continues to cascade over us, the steam creating a private world where nothing exists but our joined bodies and the overwhelming pleasure between us.

"You fucking loved that, didn't you?" I growl, my fingers digging into the soft flesh of her thighs. "Getting fucked while your husband was right there. Such a dirty slut."

"Yes," she admits, her head falling back against the glass. "So wrong. So fucking hot."

I lean forward to bite her neck, sucking hard enough to leave a mark. The thought of her having to hide it from Rajesh, of carrying my brand on her skin, drives me to thrust even harder. My balls slap against her with each movement, creating an obscene soundtrack that echoes through the shower.

"Going to come again," she pants, her walls already beginning to flutter around my cock. "You're making me come so fucking much."

"Do it," I command, angling my hips to hit her g-spot. "Come all over my cock while I fuck you senseless."

Her entire body goes rigid, her back arching away from the glass as a silent scream tears from her throat. Her pussy clamps down on me in rhythmic pulses, her orgasm even more powerful than the previous ones. I continue to thrust through it, prolonging her pleasure until she's shaking uncontrollably in my arms.

But I'm still not satisfied. I've come once already, but I want more. I want to mark her in a way she won't forget.

I slowly lower her trembling legs to the floor, making sure she's steady before I release her. Then I place my hands on her shoulders and push down firmly.

"On your knees," I order, my voice leaving no room for argument.

Despite her exhaustion, she complies immediately, sinking to her knees on the shower floor. The hot water hits her back, running in rivulets down her olive skin. She looks up at me with those dark eyes, her lips parted in anticipation.

"You know what comes next," I say, taking my cock in hand and pointing it at her face.

She nods eagerly, her tongue darting out to wet her lips. "Give it to me," she urges, her hands resting on my thighs. "Mark me."

I start to stroke myself, my fist moving rapidly up and down my shaft. The sight of her on her knees, looking up at me with such hunger, her perfect body wet and marked with the evidence of our rough fucking — it's all too much. I can feel my orgasm approaching rapidly, my balls tightening, the pressure building at the base of my spine.

"Going to cover that pretty face," I grunt, my strokes becoming more erratic. "Going to paint you with my cum."

"Yes," she moans, leaning closer, her mouth open and ready. "Do it. Cover me."

With a guttural roar, I explode, thick ropes of cum shooting from my cock to land on her face, in her hair, across her parted lips. The force of my orgasm makes my knees weak, pleasure washing over me in intense waves as I continue to stroke, milking every last drop onto her eager face.

She moans in satisfaction, her tongue darting out to lick the cum that's landed near her mouth. Her hands move to her breasts, rubbing my seed into her skin like it's precious lotion.

"So much," she purrs, looking up at me through cum-spiked eyelashes. "So thick and hot."

I grab her chin roughly, tilting her face up to admire my handiwork. My cum is splattered across her cheeks, her forehead, her lips, some of it already sliding down to her neck and chest. She looks thoroughly debauched, completely owned.

"Don't wash it off," I command, my thumb brushing across her cum-covered lower lip. "I want you to wear it for the rest of the day. Let it dry on your skin. Every time you look in the mirror, you'll remember who you belong to."

Her eyes widen at the command, but she nods, a wicked smile spreading across her face. "Yes, sir," she whispers, the honorific sending a jolt of pleasure through my spent body.

I help her to her feet, and she immediately leans forward to plant a series of kisses on my softening cock, sucking the head into her mouth one last time to clean the last drops of cum from it. The sight of her doing this while her face is covered in my seed is so erotic I feel my cock twitch with renewed interest, despite having just experienced a mind-blowing orgasm.

"You're insatiable," she murmurs against my skin, noticing my body's response.

"Only for you," I reply, surprising myself with the sincerity in my voice.

She gives my cock a final kiss before standing upright. "We should get out before he gets suspicious," she says, though she makes no move to clean her face.

I nod, reaching past her to turn off the shower. The sudden silence is almost deafening after the constant sound of running water. We step out into the steamy bathroom, and I grab a towel to dry myself while she simply stands there, letting the water drip from her body, careful not to disturb the cum drying on her face and chest.

I quickly pull on my shorts, not bothering with boxers. My shirt is still outside by the lawn mower. Malaika wraps a towel around her body, tucking it just above her breasts, leaving her cum-streaked face and neck exposed.

"I'll distract Rajesh while you slip out," she whispers, moving toward the bathroom door.

But as she opens it, we're both startled to find Rajesh standing in the hallway, a look of surprise crossing his face as he spots me behind his wife.

"Tyler?" he asks, confusion evident in his voice. "What are you doing here?"

My heart races, panic threatening to overwhelm me. But before I can stammer out a response, Malaika smoothly steps in.

"Tyler was helping me with something important," she says, her voice casual despite the cum visibly drying on her face. She positions herself so that Rajesh's attention is on her rather than me.

Rajesh's eyes narrow as he notices the white substance on his wife's face. "What's that on your face?" he asks, leaning closer to inspect it.

I freeze, certain we're about to be caught. But Malaika doesn't miss a beat.

"Oh, I spilled some milk earlier," she says with a dismissive wave of her hand. "Must have missed a spot when I was cleaning up. That's actually why Tyler was here — to help me reach something in the high cabinet in the kitchen. I was trying to get the cereal."

Rajesh looks between us, clearly not entirely convinced but unable to piece together what's actually happened. "Well, thank you for helping my wife," he says to me, his tone slightly suspicious.

"No problem at all," I reply, trying to keep my voice steady. "Always happy to help a neighbor."

"Yes, Tyler is so helpful," Malaika adds, giving me a sideways glance that's full of hidden meaning. "Such strong, young hands. Very good at... lifting things."

The double entendre nearly makes me choke, but Rajesh seems to miss it entirely. He simply nods, then turns to head back down the hallway. "I made tea if anyone wants some," he calls over his shoulder.

As soon as he's out of earshot, Malaika and I exchange a look of relief that quickly turns to suppressed laughter. The absurdity of the situation — me standing half-dressed in their bathroom while Malaika has my cum drying on her face, making up stories about spilled milk — is almost too much to believe.

"I should go," I whisper, moving toward the door.

She nods, but catches my arm before I can leave. "This isn't over," she murmurs, her eyes dark with promise. "Come back soon."

With a final, lingering look at her cum-streaked face, I slip past her and head for the exit, my mind already racing with thoughts of our next encounter.
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