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Chapter 1

The sun beats down, scorching my sweat-soaked skin as I push the mower across Jennifer Longoria’s lawn. My muscles flex and glisten with each rhythmic motion, the pulsating hum of the machine in perfect harmony with my pounding heart. Having just turned eighteen years old, I’m mowing lawns to try and earn some extra cash this summer, but the heat is unbearable.

The only thing that makes it worth it is getting around the hot housewives in this rich neighborhood. Today’s employer – Jennifer Longoria – is a total Latina MILF.

As I push the lawnmower, I can’t help but steal glances toward her backyard, hoping for even a fleeting glimpse of this hot babe…

And there she is, lounging by the pool like some goddess, barely contained in her revealing bikini. Fuck, she looks incredible. My heart races, my grip on the mower tightening as I drink in the sight of her.

The sun dances off Jennifer’s skin as she stretches, the arch of her back accentuating her big tits, barely contained by the thin fabric of her slutty bikini. Her sexy face is framed by a cascade of raven hair that falls effortlessly around her shoulders. Her full lips curve into a seductive smile, and I can’t help but be drawn in.

Her tanned, toned legs are spread out before her, glistening with oil and sunlight. The curve of her hips leads to a narrow waist that invites my hands to wrap themselves around her, pulling her close. As I take in her voluptuous breasts, my mind races with fantasies of what I would do to those tits if given the chance.

The sun’s heat intensifies as I finish the last stretch of Jennifer’s lawn. She’s moved from the pool and to her porch, and I can’t help but sneak glances at her standing at the front door, her eyes locked on my glistening muscles. My heart races as I notice her hard nipples poking through her bikini top, making me ache for her even more.

“Hey, Aaron,” she purrs, her sultry smile sending shivers down my spine. “You’ve been working so hard out here. Why don’t you come inside for some lemonade?”

“Sure thing, Mrs. Longoria,” I reply, trying to keep my voice steady despite my raging desire.

“I’ve told you before,” she replies with a wink. “Just call me Jennifer.”

Stepping into her cool, air-conditioned house, I feel the relief wash over me. But the sight of Jennifer’s sexy body only makes my cock throb with need. Her ass is all but naked in that bikini bottom, and her tits look heavenly. She could give a pornstar a run for their money with tits like these.

“Please, sit down,” she says, gesturing to a nearby chair. I obey, my eyes never leaving her voluptuous curves.

“Thanks for inviting me in,” I say, attempting casual conversation while my mind conjures images of bending her over the kitchen counter and pounding into her from behind. The scent of her perfume lingers in the air, and my cock twitches at the sight of her.

“Of course, Aaron,” she replies, her voice dripping with seduction. “You deserve a little break.”

As she pours the lemonade, our eyes lock, and I can see the fire burning within her. I wonder if she’s just as turned on as I am, if her pussy is aching for my touch like my cock is for hers.

“Oops!” she exclaims suddenly.

Her hand slips, causing the lemonade to spill onto my crotch.

“Shit!” I exclaim.

“I’m so sorry, Aaron,” she apologizes, but I can’t help but notice the hint of mischief in her voice.

“No worries, it’s just an accident,” I reply, trying to sound casual, but internally cursing my luck. The crotch of my jeans is now soaked, and the cold liquid makes my erection painfully obvious.

“Here, let me help you dry off,” Jennifer offers.

“Do you have a towel–”

Her hand grabs my crotch – it grabs my cock over the fabric of my jeans. Under the pretense of drying my crotch, her hand begins to vigorously rub the fabric. I can’t hold back a moan as the friction sends jolts of pleasure through my body.

“J-Jennifer,” I gasp, struggling to maintain my composure. A low growl rumbles in my throat at the sound of her voice, mixed with desire and lust. “It’s fine, really.”

“I’m just getting your nice and dry,” she replies innocently, while her hands continue their assault on my throbbing cock. The sensation is driving me wild, and I know I won’t last much longer if she keeps this up.

Jennifer’s hands move with a gentle yet firm grip, stroking and squeezing my length through the fabric of my pants. Her hands glide up and down my shaft, rubbing circles over the head through the cotton barrier.

She leans closer, her breasts almost falling out of her bikini top with each movement, and I can’t help but imagine taking them both into my mouth. Her lips brush against my ear.

“You know, Aaron,” she whispers seductively, “I can’t help but watch you when you mow my lawn shirtless. You’re so strong… so much stronger than my husband.”

Her fingers dance over my throbbing cock, and I shudder with each soft caress. She continues to rub me through my jeans, her grip getting tighter and more insistent as she sensually teases me.

Jennifer’s words send shivers down my spine, intensifying my desire for her. “And that bulge of yours,” she teases, “so much bigger and harder than his pathetic little excuse for a dick.”

I feel my cock twitch at her words, growing even more insistent beneath the soaked fabric.

Her hand pauses for a moment before returning to its rhythmic movement on my rock-hard shaft, rubbing faster and harder this time, as if in response to my plea. She leans against the chair back, propping herself up with one hand while the other continues its relentless massage on me.

Her breasts sway hypnotically with each movement, causing saliva to pool in my mouth at the sight of them. All I can think about is getting lost in those luscious mounds of flesh and taking them between my lips, sucking on her nipples until they’re hard.

“Jennifer,” I groan, my hips bucking against her hand. “Holy shit.”

“Look at you, all worked up,” she says, sensing my arousal.

Her hand releases my cock, and she steps away with an innocent smile on her face. “There,” she says. “All nice and dry.”

I watch her move back toward the counter so casually as if she wasn’t just giving me a handjob.

“Why don’t you take a shower before you leave?” she asks. “You can use our bathroom upstairs.”

“Are you sure?” I ask hesitantly, unable to resist the temptation she’s offering.

“Of course,” she replies with a knowing smile. “I’ll show you where it is.”

As I follow her up the stairs, my mind fills with thoughts of what might happen behind closed doors. I imagine the water cascading over her body, the way her tits would bounce as she washes herself, how her fingers might slip between her legs while she thinks of me…

“Here’s the bathroom,” she announces, snapping me out of my reverie. “Towels are in the cabinet. Take your time, Aaron.”

“Thanks,” I mutter, stepping inside and closing the door behind me.

What the hell is going on?


Chapter 2

Steam fills the air as I stand under the hot shower, water cascading down my muscular body. The shower’s glass door grows hazy with fog.

Thoughts of Jennifer flood my mind – the way she looked in that slutty bikini, her big tits barely contained, her alluring smile teasing me. My cock hardens with desire and anticipation, throbbing with each beat of my racing heart.

“Fuck, she’s so sexy,” I mutter to myself, unable to shake the image of her perfect body from my thoughts. I imagine what it’d be like to touch her, taste her, bury myself deep inside her.

The bathroom door creaks open, but I don’t turn around. Too lost in the erotic fantasy playing out in my head. The softness of the movement hints at who is approaching.

The footsteps draw closer and my pulse quickens with anticipation. The steam thickens around me. I try to steady my breathing, but it’s no use – my heart races wildly in my chest.

Before I can react, a pair of soft hands wrap around my erect cock, squeezing gently. Startled, I spin around, and there she is – Jennifer, naked, her body glistening with water droplets. Her dark hair clings to her face, framing her seductive smile as her big tits hang bare.

“Jennifer… what are you doing here?” I stammer, my eyes locked on her gorgeous tits, almost hypnotized by their sway. Her nipples are hard.

“Isn’t it obvious, Aaron?” she purrs, her voice dripping with lust. Her grip on my cock tightens, sending waves of pleasure through me.

“Fuck…” I groan, unable to control my body’s reaction to her touch. Every nerve ending screams for release, and I find myself craving more, wanting to lose myself in this forbidden moment.

The sight of Jennifer’s wet, naked body sends my mind into overdrive. Her fingers expertly glide up and down my shaft, teasing the sensitive skin beneath her touch. The steady rhythm of her strokes sends shivers coursing through my entire body.

“Holy… fuck…” I moan, my eyes locked onto hers, a silent plea for more.

“Did you know, Aaron?” she whispers, her breath hot on my ear, “my husband can’t make me orgasm.”

Jennifer’s touch is electric as she grips my throbbing member, and I can feel the blood rushing to my head while sensations rush through my body. The tension in my muscles melts away, replaced by a warmth that spreads from my chest down to my toes. My heartbeat quickens, drowning out all other sounds as I lean into her touch. The squeezing and stroking continue, faster and harder until I’m panting heavily.

She looks at me, her eyes filled with unfulfilled desire. “I need a real man like you… to fuck me.”

I groan, my heart pounding in my chest. The thought of being the one to satisfy her ignites a primal urge within me.

My hand instinctively reaches out to grip her hip, pulling her closer to me. The feel of her soft, wet skin against mine only intensifies my desire. She bites her lip, allowing a sultry smile to form as she continues to stroke my cock.

“Shit, Aaron,” Jennifer gasps, her eyes blazing with so much desire, it feels like I’m staring into the heart of a firestorm. “You’re so strong.”

With a growl of passion, I pull her against me and crush my lips onto hers. Her tongue darts out to tease mine, and I can almost taste her desire for me. Her hands roam over my chest, leaving a trail of goosebumps in their wake as she wraps them around my neck and pulls me in closer.

Jennifer’s lips are soft yet insistent, her tongue dancing with mine as we both lose ourselves in this forbidden moment. My hands find their way to her plump, wet ass cheeks, squeezing them gently. She arches into me, pressing her body against mine and driving me wild with desire.

My hands slide up to cup those heavy tits that have driven me mad with desire. I press my rock-hard cock against her stomach, feeling the heat radiating off of her damp skin. A shiver runs through her body as she moans against my lips, urging me on.

The softness of her skin beneath my fingertips only serves to heighten my arousal. She’s everything I’ve ever fantasized about and more – a living, breathing embodiment of my wildest dreams.

“Ah, Aaron…” she moans softly when my mouth finds her neck, planting kisses along her jawline and collarbone. The sound of her pleasure is music to my ears, and I’m eager to coax more of those delicious sounds from her lips.

“You’re so fucking hot,” I confess, my hands again sliding down her back until they reach the curve of her ass. I grope her butt aggressively, pushing my cock harder into her stomach.

“Fuck, Aaron… yes,” she gasps, her eyes locked on mine, filled with lust.

My lips find her nipples, taking them into my mouth one at a time, sucking and biting gently, eliciting more sweet moans from her. Her hands grip my shoulders, nails digging into my skin – pain mingled with intense pleasure.

“Suck my tits… yes…” she manages between breathy sighs.

Jennifer drops to her knees, her eyes never leaving mine until they lock onto my throbbing cock. She licks her lips, eager to taste me, and I can feel my pulse quicken in anticipation.

Her tongue teases the head of my cock, licking it like it’s a popsicle, before she takes me into her mouth.

“Fuck!” I exclaim, a shudder running through me as her warm, wet mouth envelops me.

Jennifer’s tongue swirls around my hardness, her eyes never leaving mine. Her mouth engulfs me, taking me deeper into her throat as she bobs her head slowly. I grip the tiled wall for support, my knuckles turning white from the effort. Jennifer’s tongue dances around my head, sending jolts of pleasure straight to my spine. I gasp and moan, unable to control myself. Her big tits sway tantalizingly before me, teasing me with their fullness.

“Keep sucking, bitch,” I groan, feeling the pressure build inside me.

Her mouth continues its relentless assault, driving me closer and closer to the edge. The MILF’s eyes lock onto mine as she moves up and down my shaft, her rhythm increasing in intensity as she takes more of me. She groans around me, and it sends shivers down my spine. My body tenses up, ready to release into her talented mouth. I press my hands against the wall behind me, fighting to keep myself upright under the onslaught of sensations bombarding my senses.

She looks up at me with a wicked smile, her cheeks hollowing as she deep-throats me completely. My cockhead hits the back of her throat with a soft smack that echoes in the steamy bathroom. I pull her hair lightly, encouraging her to move faster while maintaining a steady pace.

“That’s right, bitch,” I moan. “Suck it like a slut.”

As Jennifer’s mouth works its magic on my throbbing cock, she pauses for a moment, releasing me with a wet pop. Her eyes are still locked onto mine.

“Back in college,” she purrs seductively as she plants kisses along my cock’s length, “I was such a slut. I loved giving blowjobs to the football team, sometimes even taking on two or three guys at once.”

Her words hit me like a bolt of lightning, igniting something within me and intensifying my desire. The thought of this gorgeous woman on her knees, pleasuring multiple men like she’s doing to me right now, sends shivers down my spine.

Jennifer leans in closer, her breath hot on my cock as she continues. “I’d get so turned on by all those strong men using me for their pleasure. Sometimes they’d even invite their friends, and I’d find myself surrounded… every hole filled, Aaron.”

Fuck, the image of Jennifer in such an intensely erotic situation drives me wild.

“Now that I’m stuck with my small-dick husband, I miss those days.” She licks my cock from the base to the tip. “Miss being a slut.”

“If you enjoyed being a slut, then why don’t I treat you like one?” I growl.

Her lips again wrap around my cock. My grip tightens in her hair as I guide her movements, forcing her to take more of me into her eager mouth. She gags slightly but doesn’t pull away, her eyes watering as she looks up at me with pure submission.

Jennifer’s moans vibrate around my shaft, her enthusiasm evident as she struggles to accommodate my entire length. I grunt with satisfaction, thrusting into her willing mouth as I try to control myself from coming too soon. The taste of her sweet juices mixed with the soap on her tongue is enough to make my knees weak. She likes it rough, I can tell. I bend over slightly, slamming my pelvis into her face as she takes all of me without pause.

“Take it, bitch,” I gasp, feeling the pleasure build inside me. As I stare down at her, her mascara running and cheeks flushed from exertion, I know this is just the beginning of our wild ride together.

She gasps as she swallows my thick girth whole again and again, her lips smacking against me in that satisfying sound that sends shivers down my spine. One of my hands finds its way to her tits once more, squeezing them roughly as I push myself deeper into Jennifer’s eager throat.

Jennifer breathes heavily through her nose while looking up at me with lust-filled eyes as she deepthroats me. The sight of Jennifer’s eager mouth wrapped around my throbbing cock is intoxicating, and I can’t resist the urge to thrust into her with more force. She meets each movement with enthusiasm, her eyes never leaving mine as she takes me deeper.

“Fuck, you’re such a whore,” I groan, my hips moving rhythmically, treating her mouth like a tight cocksleeve. My balls slap against her chin with each forceful motion, driving my cock deeper into her throat.

“Ugh… mmm…” Jennifer’s moans are muffled by my shaft, her gag reflex struggling to contain my increasing aggression.

“Take it all, bitch,” I command, my voice husky and filled with lust. “Show me how much you love it.”

Jennifer’s hands grip my thighs for support as I continue to thrust into her mouth, pushing her limits and heightening the intensity of our encounter. Her eyes water from the effort, but the desire in them is unmistakable.

The steam from the hot shower surrounds us, creating an intoxicating fog that heightens our senses. Jennifer’s moans reverberate through the air, her pleasure echoing in the small space. My cock slides deeper into her welcoming mouth, and I can’t help but relish the feel of her throat around me–

The bathroom door opens… and Jennifer’s husband – Ben – walks in.

Jennifer’s eyes widen as I continue to thrust my cock into her mouth, the sound of skin slapping against skin filling the steamy restroom. Ben steps onto the tiled floor, squinting through the thick haze as he looks for something. Jennifer’s muffled moans can be heard as I hold her head in place, fully enjoying her lips stretched around my hard cock.

“Hey, Jennifer, where’d you put the toothbrush?” Ben’s voice suddenly cuts through the haze.

“Uh… mmm…” Jennifer tries to respond, her words muffled by the fullness of my throbbing cock stuffing her mouth.

She looks at me with lust-filled eyes, silently begging me to pause. But I only smirk and keep thrusting my cock into her mouth. The risk of being caught sends adrenaline coursing through my veins, adding a new level of excitement to our illicit rendezvous.

“Never mind. I found it!” Ben calls out, blissfully unaware of the fact that his wife’s lips are wrapped around another man’s cock only inches from him.

I continue pumping my cock in and out of Jennifer’s throat, my hips snapping back and forth until I can feel the pressure building in my loins. Her cheeks remain hollowed with each thrust, and her lips stretch wide around my girth. The warm water runs down our bodies, mixing with our sweat and saliva, creating a slippery film that clings to our skin.

“I need to go run another errand,” Ben murmurs over his shoulder as he leaves the bathroom, none the wiser. “Love you, babe.”

“Ughhh… I… wuv… woo… too,” Jennifer manages to moan, her words barely audible with my cock jammed down her throat.

Seeing this naked and slutty MILF confess her ‘love’ for her husband with my cock in her mouth brings me to the edge.

“I should come over more often,” I whisper. The thrill of almost getting caught sends a wave of adrenaline through me, quickening the pace of my impending orgasm.

My heart pounds in my chest as I pull out of Jennifer’s mouth, her lips leaving my throbbing cock slick and wet. A surge of arousal courses through me as I watch her gasp for air, her chin glistening with precum and saliva.

“Look at me, bitch,” I order, my voice thick with lust. Her dark eyes lock onto mine, filled with an intoxicating mixture of submission and desire.

“Cover my face… cover my slutty face with your cum,” she breathes, barely able to contain her excitement. The sight of her flushed cheeks and parted lips drives me wild, pushing me closer to my limit.

I position myself in front of her, aiming my pulsating cock at her beautiful face. With a final stroke, I release my load, covering Jennifer’s face with my warm cum. She shudders with pleasure, her tongue darting out to taste me as she revels in the depravity of our forbidden encounter.

“Fuck, that was amazing,” she gasps, wiping her face with a mixture of awe and satisfaction.

Our bodies heave with exertion, the intensity of our sexual encounter still fresh in our minds.

“Now, how about we take this to the bedroom?” she says, her voice dripping with lust.

“Hell, yeah.”


Chapter 3

The room is dimly lit when Jennifer leads me through the door. Our naked bodies remain damp from the shower. A wicked grin plays on her full lips, and I can’t resist any longer.

With a surge of confidence, I throw her onto the soft sheets, my desire and anticipation burning like wildfire inside me. She gasps, but there’s no fear in her eyes – only lust, and the promise of pure ecstasy. I know I’m in control, and I love it.

“Ah, mi amor, you’re so strong,” Jennifer whispers, her voice dripping with sensuality.

I climb on top of her, muscles flexing beneath my skin, feeling like a damn king. Positioning myself between her long, silky legs, I lean down, kissing along her neck and jawline. Her sweet scent fills my nostrils and I can’t help but growl in response.

She moans softly, arching her back to bring her body closer to mine. With a groan of desire, I trail kisses down her neck, across her collarbone, and toward the swell of her cleavage. My hands slide over her smooth skin, exploring every inch of her body as she whispers in my ear.

“You’re driving me crazy,” she moans, arching her back, pressing her soft tits and hard nipples against my chest.

Feeling her warm, wet entrance beneath me, I can’t hold back any longer. With a sense of urgency, I thrust myself inside Jennifer, going deep and hard. Our bodies collide with a passionate intensity that leaves us both breathless.

“Yes! Ugh! Your cock! It’s so fucking big!” she moans as she wraps her legs around my waist, drawing me even deeper inside her. I feel her ankles lock behind my back.

Her words send a shiver down my spine, and I bury myself deeper within her. As I move, my hands explore her flawless body – the smooth skin of her hips, the curve of her waist, the swell of her full breasts.

“You’re so fucking sexy,” I groan, gripping her hips tightly and pulling her closer, amplifying our pleasure.

Pinned beneath me, Jennifer’s moans grow with each thrust, her voice a sultry melody that urges me on. Her body trembles as my cock slides in and out of her slick depths, the sensation of her warm, wet pussy engulfing me completely.

As our hips begin to move in a rhythm of their own, the bed groans beneath us in pleasure. The mattress springs squeak loudly as I pound into her, driving myself deeper with each thrust. Her hands grip my back tightly, her nails digging into my skin lightly, and she meets my gaze with fiery eyes full of lust.

Her plump lips part as she gasps for air while her body arches off the bed in response to my movements. Her skin feels hot and slick under my touch as I slide my hands down to cup her round ass cheeks, lifting her up to meet me even more deeply.

“Fuck, bitch… you’re so tight,” I gasp, feeling every inch of her clench around me. My balls slap rhythmically against her cunt, adding to the symphony of our passion.

“Yes! Fuck me! Yes!” she moans, lust dripping from her words. The sound of her begging for more makes my heart race, and I begin to pound into her with even more force, my own need taking over.

The headboard hits the wall behind it with a thud as I continue to possessively claim what is mine – her body shudders underneath me with each powerful stroke. Jennifer’s breasts bounce with every impact of our hips, filling my vision with their perfect curves and filling me with a sense of power. I capture one erect nipple between my teeth gently, eliciting a moan from her that vibrates through my entire being.

“Is this what you want, huh? You like my big cock filling your tight pussy?” I taunt her, my dirty talk filling the room.

“Ah! Yes! Yes! Fuck!” she cries out, her breaths coming in short gasps. “Fuck me! Just like that! Yes!”

I can’t help but grin at her enthusiastic response, my ego soaring. The sounds of our pleasure intertwine, creating a carnal symphony that fills the room. Jennifer’s moans and my grunts echo off the walls as I pound into her with relentless abandon. We lose ourselves in the moment, consumed by the primal dance of our bodies.

I continue to pound into her, her moans filling the room as we make love. Jennifer’s gorgeous body feels so damn good beneath me, her breasts bouncing with every movement as I drive deeper into her heat. Her perfume fills my nostrils and I can taste the sweetness of her lips on mine, and it’s all too much for me.

Jennifer’s hips meet mine in perfect syncopation, our bodies moving together like we were made for each other. Each thrust ends with my balls slapping against her pussy. Loudly. Lewdly.

“Yes! That’s it! That’s fucking it! Shit!” she screams.

Her soft gasps turn into screams as I pick up the pace, slamming into her harder and faster, feeling our hearts racing against each other. The sound of slapping skin grows louder as the bed squeaks under our frenzied movements. She’s getting closer and closer to that sweet spot; I can feel it in the way she clenches around me, begging to be taken over by an orgasm.

“Tell me who owns this pussy,” I command, my voice thick with desire.

“Y-you do, Aaron! Fuck! It’s yours… all yours! Yes!” she stammers between moans, her eyes rolling back in ecstasy.

“Damn right,” I agree, leaning down to capture her lips in a searing kiss.

My hips buckle wildly as I drive into her with a feral intensity that matches hers. I can feel myself getting closer too, my cock throbbing inside her warmth as I plunder deeper and deeper, feeling the walls of her pussy grip me tighter with every stroke.

“Shit! Fuck! Aaron!” Jennifer screams, clutching at the sheets. Her nails dig into the fabric, desperate for something to hold onto as I thrust into her with aggressive force.

My hands grip her hips tightly, fingers pressing into her soft flesh, leaving marks that will soon fade but serve as reminders of this raw passion.

“Harder! Don’t stop!” she cries out, her words driving me to push myself further, seeking the perfect balance between pain and pleasure. She arches her back, pushing herself against me, urging me deeper inside her.

She whimpers, arching up to meet each thrust as they grow more frenzied and rougher. The headboard slams against the wall with each powerful impact and it’s clear she’s as close as I am. Her legs lock around me tighter, drawing me even deeper as she takes my entire length with ease.

“Please, don’t stop!” she begs, her voice strained with need. “I can’t get enough of your cock!”

“I’m going to mark your slutty MILF pussy forever,” I promise her, my words laced with the confidence of a young man intoxicated by his own virility.

“Yes! Yes! Fuck!” she pants, her eyes locked with mine as we share this connection that transcends words.

I growl, my teeth grazing her neck, teasing her with the promise of a mark that would brand her as mine. With one final, powerful thrust, I send her over the edge, her screams of pleasure echoing through the walls as our bodies collide in a crescendo of passion.

“Y-yes… oh, fuck!” she screams, her body tensing up as I push her over the edge. The delicious sensation of her pussy clenching around my cock sends shockwaves of pleasure through my entire being.

As soon as Jennifer’s climax subsides, I waste no time in flipping her over, the sight of her ass pushed into the air igniting a new wave of lust within me. Without waiting for her to recover, I grip Jennifer’s hips and slam into her from behind, my hard, meaty shaft sliding in and out of her soaked pussy.

The bed groans beneath us as we move together with feral intensity. Her plump ass cheeks slap against my thighs with each forceful stroke, the sound echoing in the dimly lit room. She whimpers softly under me, her body trembling from the powerful invasion.

“Fuck! That’s it! That’s fucking it!” she moans, her voice muffled by the bedsheets.

“Shit, your ass looks so fucking hot like this,” I growl, my hands gripping her hips tightly as I ram into her from behind.

My eyes drink in the sight of her round cheeks jiggling with each thrust. I can’t resist reaching out to grab a handful of her silky black hair, pulling it back roughly as I continue pounding into her.

“Ah! Yes! Yes! Pull my hair!” she screams, clearly enjoying the mix of pain and pleasure. With my free hand, I reach around to grope her big tits, my fingers digging into her soft flesh.

“Your tits feel so amazing, bitch,” I pant, intoxicated by the combination of her moans and the sensation of her body yielding to mine. “You’re such a dirty MILF slut.”

“Don’t stop! Don’t! Fucking! Stop!” she begs, her moans growing louder and more desperate. In this moment, I know that I have complete control over her pleasure, and that thought sends a shiver of excitement down my spine.

“You like that, huh?” I taunt her, my voice dripping with lust as my skin slaps against hers. “You want me to keep fucking you like the horny little housewife you are?”

“Hell, yes!” she cries out as I drive into her even harder, our bodies colliding with a primal intensity that’s intoxicating. “Yes! Ugh! I’m your dirty little slut, Aaron! Fuck me! Make me scream!”

Leaning in closer, I nip at her shoulder blade again before giving it a gentle suck as I pound into her harder. She yelps loudly this time around as pleasure consumes her once more. Her head thrashes back and forth on the pillow beneath us, disheveled strands of dark hair sticking to her wet forehead.

The sensation of our bodies colliding sends shivers down my spine, as I watch my balls slap against Jennifer’s wetness with each powerful thrust. The sounds only serve to fuel my desire for her, driving me wild.

“Harder, Aaron! Yes! Fuck!” she cries out, her voice dripping with need. I can’t help but oblige, losing myself in her pleasure and my own.

I can feel her body trembling beneath me, the anticipation of another orgasm building inside her. Every nerve ending in my body is electrified, as my hands grip her hips tightly, pulling her closer with each thrust. I don’t want this moment to ever end.

“Ah! Yes… yes, Aaron!” she moans, her body convulsing beneath me as her second orgasm crashes over her like a tidal wave of pure ecstasy.

As her pussy clenches around my cock, her nails dig into the sheets, grasping for something to hold onto amidst the sea of pleasure. My body trembles with the sensation of Jennifer’s pussy wrapped tightly around my throbbing cock, and I can’t hold back any longer.

“I’m gonna cum, bitch,” I grunt, my voice filled with lust and need.

“Fill me up, baby. Give it all to me!” she demands, her voice sultry and inviting. With a final, powerful thrust, I bury my cock deep inside her, releasing my hot seed in torrents as my orgasm consumes me.

“Fuck… yeah…” I moan, my climax sending waves of pleasure through every inch of my body. I slowly pull out of her, my cock coated in our combined juices, a testament to the passion we’ve just shared.

“Lick me clean, bitch“ I command, a wicked grin spreading across my face.

Her eyes flash with excitement as she eagerly wraps her full lips around my still-hard cock, tasting herself and my cum on my shaft, her tongue lavishing attention on every inch.

“Damn, you sure know how to suck a cock,” I praise her, my fingers gently running through her dark hair. She looks up at me, her eyes filled with satisfaction and desire. “I guess that’s how you got your husband to marry your slutty ass.”

She gives me a wink as she finishes sucking me clean.

“You’re a hell of a lay, bitch.” Getting up, I grab my jeans. “I’ll be back tomorrow. Maybe I’ll try out that ass of yours.”

“Anytime… anywhere,” she replies, her voice exhausted.

I pull up my jeans, my heart pounding in my chest as the thrill of our forbidden encounter still courses through me. As I open the bedroom door, a rush of adrenaline hits me like a freight train – I need to get out of here before Ben catches me. He must –

Shit. Ben… he’s right in front of me as I turn the corner.

“Hey Aaron, what are you doing here?” Ben’s voice stops me dead in my tracks.

“Uh, hey Ben,” I say casually, trying to hide the nervous tremor in my voice. “Jennifer just let me try out some of her… her, uh famous cookies. You know, as a thank you for the yard work.”

“Ah, I see,” he says, his eyes squinting at me as if he’s trying to find something amiss. But I can tell he doesn’t suspect anything.

“Jennifer’s cookies are incredible, aren’t they?” I continue, feigning nonchalance. “Your wife sure knows how to make a guy feel appreciated.”

“Yep, that’s Jennifer for you,” Ben replies, oblivious to the true extent of his wife’s gratitude. If only he knew.

“Anyway, I better get going. More yards to mow, you know?” I say, inching toward the front door. “I’ll be back tomorrow to help Jennifer plug some holes.”

“Sure thing, Aaron. Thanks for your hard work,” Ben calls after me, still none the wiser.

“The pleasure is all mine,” I reply, my grin widening with each step I take away from their house.

I love this neighborhood.


Thank you for reading! If you enjoyed this story, you can receive exclusive updates on my future books by:

SUBSCRIBING TO MY NEWSLETTER

OR

FOLLOWING ME ON AMAZON
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