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Chapter 1

The sun beats down on my bare chest, sweat glistening on my muscular body as I push the lawnmower across my parent’s lawn. My mind is focused, entranced by the rhythmic drone of the machine and the smell of freshly cut grass.

A flash of movement in my peripheral vision catches my attention. It’s Megan – our neighbor. Our MILF neighbor to be exact. She’s in her backyard at the pool.

Megan has been our neighbor for several years. Ever since she moved in, she’s been my wet dream fantasy, and her social media pictures have become my go-to jerk-off material. Being the red-blooded 18-year-old man that I am, I never pass up a chance to ogle her. I casually approach the fence and look on the other side.

Holy shit. My pulse quickens, and my grip tightens around the handle of the mower. She’s wearing a bikini so revealing that it leaves little to the imagination as she lounges on the pool chair. My gaze travels up and down her body, taking in every sinful curve.

Her large breasts strain against the tiny triangles of her top, threatening to spill out with each sultry movement. Her flat, toned stomach leads to hips that flare out enticingly, drawing my eyes to the barely-there bottom hugging her firm, round ass. My breath hitches as I try to swallow past the lump in my throat. Megan possesses the face of a model and the body of a busty college cheerleader.

“Damn,” I mutter under my breath, my heart pounding like a jackhammer in my chest as I struggle to keep my composure. My cock twitches in anticipation, but I force myself to focus on the task at hand: mowing the lawn.

But even as I return to the mundane chore, I can’t tear my thoughts away from Megan. The way she moves, the way she looks – it’s intoxicating.. and completely forbidden. She’s married, after all, and I’m just the 18-year-old teenager who lives next door.

Still, I can’t help but steal glances at her as she lounges by the pool, the water shimmering around her like a liquid halo. She stretches out on a towel, her long, tanned legs stretching languidly before her, accentuating the curve of her thighs as they meet her perfectly sculpted ass.

“Fuck,” I whisper to myself, not caring if anyone hears me. My body is a cocktail of lust and adrenaline, my muscles tense and my nerve endings on fire. I know I shouldn’t want her – that it’s wrong to fantasize about my neighbor’s wife like this – but I can’t stop.

And as I mow the lawn, shirtless and sweating under the hot sun, all I can think about is how much I want Megan. How much I need her. And how, if given the chance, I would do anything to have her.

My mind drifts towards the forbidden fantasy that plagues me. In my daydream, she rises from the pool like a goddess emerging from the depths of the ocean. Water cascades down her curves, accentuating her full breasts and the swell of her hips. She saunters over to me, her gaze heavy with lust and desire.

“Hey, Aaron,” she purrs, her voice dripping with seduction. “You look like you could use a break.”

She pulls me close, her arms wrapping around my neck, and our lips meet in a fiery kiss that leaves me breathless. I taste the salt of her skin as my tongue explores the warmth of her mouth, my hands sliding down her wet body to cup her ass. She moans into me, a sound that sends shivers down my spine and straight to my cock.

In my fantasy, she sinks to her knees, the cool grass beneath her. Her eyes never leave mine as her hand wraps around my throbbing erection, teasingly slow and deliberate. My breath hitches when her plump lips finally envelop my member, the sensation of her warm, wet mouth almost too much to bear.

“Take it all,” I command, my hand gripping her hair, guiding her head up and down my length. She obeys, choking and gasping for air, but never stopping. The mixture of pleasure and power floods my senses, leaving me intoxicated.

“Can’t… get enough… of you,” she gasps between her slurps, her eyes watering and mascara smearing. The sight of her like that, so desperate for me, only serves to heighten my arousal.

Still lost in my fantasy, I imagine Megan bending over the trash can near the edge of the yard, her bikini bottom pushed to one side, exposing her glistening cunt. My cock throbs at the sight, demanding attention. I grab her hips and position myself at her entrance.

“Fuck me,” she moans, looking back at me with those lust-filled eyes.

I slam into her, burying myself deep inside her wet heat. Her body trembles under the force of my thrusts as I pound into her relentlessly. My balls smack her pussy at the end of each loud thrust. Sweat drips from our bodies, the sound of our skin smacking together filling the air.

“Take it, you filthy fucking slut,” I snarl, my voice distorted by lust and desire. I grab a handful of her hair, yanking her head back, forcing her to arch her back even more. The wild, unrestrained passion consumes me, driving me to fuck her harder.

“More,” she gasps, her voice desperate and needy. “Please, don’t stop.”

“Your husband doesn’t fuck you like this, does he?” I taunt.

“Never,” she whimpers, tears streaming down her face.

Our pleasure builds to a crescendo, our bodies moving in perfect rhythm. The world falls away, leaving only the two of us, bound together by our forbidden desires.

“Fuck, I’m gonna cum!” I shout, feeling my climax approaching like a freight train.

“Fill me up, Aaron,” she begs, biting her lip. “I want your hot cum inside me.”

Just as I’m about to give in to the overwhelming pleasure, reality crashes in around me. Suddenly, Megan – the real Megan – is standing behind me, breaking the spell of my fantasy. She’s wearing her slutty bikini, and I can hardly find the strength to compose myself.

“Hey, Aaron,” she purrs, her voice dripping with a mix of curiosity and intrigue.

“H-hey, Mrs. Johansson,” I reply, trying to compose myself. My gaze involuntarily drifts downward, catching a glimpse of her ample cleavage barely contained within the confines of her bikini top. My cock throbs painfully, aching for release as I struggle to maintain some semblance of self-control.

She laughs and gives me a wink. “I’ve told you before, Aaron. Call me Megan. We’re both adults here.”

“Oh, sorry… Megan.”

“Could you help me move some boxes? My husband’s out and I can’t seem to manage them on my own.”

“Uh, y-yeah,” I stammer, trying to catch my breath as the remnants of my fantasy fade away.

With my heart pounding like a jackhammer, I nod at Megan’s request. The taste of my own forbidden desires still lingers on my tongue, and I struggle to push the images of our imagined coupling from my mind.

“Sure,” I continue, voice unsteady. “I’d be happy to help you.”

As if pulled by an invisible string, I follow Megan towards her house, my mind still reeling from the vivid images that had just consumed it. We walk toward her house, and I try to focus on anything but the tantalizing sway of her hips. But it’s impossible; she’s magnetic, drawing me in like a moth to a flame.

“Thank you so much, Aaron. You’re such a gentleman,” she purrs, casting a glance over her shoulder that sends shivers down my spine.

As we enter her garage, I can’t help but notice the way her eyes flicker to the bulge in my shorts. There’s no hiding my arousal, and my cheeks burn with embarrassment.

“Looks like someone’s excited,” she teases, her lips curling into a wicked smile.

“Um, sorry about that,” I mutter, shifting awkwardly as I try to hide the evidence of my erection.

Megan chuckles softly, her laughter like velvet against my skin. “No need to apologize, Aaron. It’s only natural for a young man like yourself to get… worked up.”

Her words wrap around me, tightening their grip until I can barely breathe.

“Trust me,” she says with another wink. “You’re not the first man to get an erection seeing me in a bikini. I don’t mind… especially when it’s a stud like you ogling me.”

Is she… flirting with me? My thoughts race, torn between the thrill of what might happen and the fear of getting caught.

“Let’s get those boxes moved, shall we?” she suggests, leading me further into her lair.

“Y-yeah,” I stutter, following her deeper into the house. Every step brings me closer to the edge, and I can’t help but wonder if I’ll be able to resist the urge to jump. After all, something tells me there is more than moving boxes on Megan’s mind…


Chapter 2

Several minutes after working alone in the garage to move the boxes for Megan, I hear the door open. Megan’s intoxicating perfume fills my nostrils. Still wearing her bikini and nothing else, her curvaceous body is barely contained by the skimpy clothing.

“Hey Aaron,” she purrs, a wine glass in her hand. “How’s it going?”

“Good,” I reply. I should be done soon.”

“Great.” She holds out her wine glass. “I thought you might be getting thirsty. Want a sip?”

“Uh, sure,” I stammer.

She comes toward me. Leaning forward, she offers me the –

The drink slips from her hand, and wine spills on my crotch. It soaks through my shorts, cold and wet against my skin.

“Shit!” I exclaim.

“Oops!” Megan exclaims, feigning surprise. “I’m so sorry! Let me help you clean that up.”

“You don’t need to –”

I gasp, unable to finish my sentence. Megan steps closer, her body dangerously near mine. Her hand reaches for my crotch and begins rubbing the damp spot on my shorts – right over my swelling cock. Her hand glides up and down my stiffening length as I feel her warm skin against me. Pressing into me, I sense the heat radiating from her body, sending shivers down my spine. My dick predictably responds, hardening under her touch.

“Sorry again,” she whispers, not looking away from her task. Her hand rubs my clothed cock faster… and faster… and faster. “I didn’t mean to make such a mess.”

“Uh, it’s… it’s okay,” I manage to choke out, trying to suppress my lustful thoughts.

“I think,” she replies as a smile spreads across her face, “I need to get it nice and warm for you now.”

Megan’s hands are relentless, her fingers expertly brushing against my growing erection. A shiver runs down my spine, and I can’t help but imagine what it would be like if she went further – if she took off my shorts and wrapped those full lips around my cock.

Megan’s fingers trace the outline of my hardening cock. “Wow, you’re really big,” she purrs, stroking me through my shorts. “So much bigger than my husband: Brad.”

I let out another moan. With each tug of my cock, her grip intensifies.

“What… the fuck… is going… on?” I gasp, unable to believe what’s happening.

Megan leans closer, bringing her lips to my ear. I feel the warmth of her breath. “Actually, I have a confession, Aaron. I’ve been a bad girl.”

“W-what?”

“I didn’t bring you here to move some fucking boxes. I brought you here because I saw you through my window… saw you jerking yourself off to me.”

I moan again.

“My husband can’t please me. His cock is too small… but I think yours can do the trick. Do you think you can help me, baby?”

My heart races as her hand grabs mine and slips it inside her bikini bottom. Her pussy… I’m touching her pussy. Her wetness greets my fingers, warm and inviting. I explore further, and she lets out a soft moan.

“Right there,” she breathes, biting her lip. “You like how wet I am for you?”

“Fuck yeah,” I manage, driven by my teenage desire.

“Finger me,” she urges, her hips grinding against my hand.

Through our heavy breathing, I focus on her pleasure, moving my fingers in sync with her body. My fingers delve deeper inside Megan, feeling her hot, wet desire. She lets out a throaty moan, thrusting forward to meet my movements. Her hips slap against my palm, the lewd sound echoing through the garage.

Our lips collide, tongues dancing in fervent passion. Fast, desperate. Her taste – intoxicating. Hands everywhere, bodies pressed close.

“Fuck, Aaron,” she pants between kisses, “I need you.”

I growl, arousal clouding my thoughts. My cock strains against my shorts, begging for release.

“Touch me everywhere,” she breathes, pressing herself against me, her bikini-clad body making my head spin. Our mouths lock together in a messy, desperate union as our hands explore each other’s bodies. I cup her breasts with my free hand, kneading them roughly through her bikini. She arches her back, offering herself to me.

“You… feel… so… good…” Megan gasps, her hips grinding against my hand. “And your cock is so big.”

My fingers dig into the flesh of her voluptuous tits. She writhes beneath me, her breathing growing more erratic. “I’m going to fuck you so hard,” I say.

Her lips graze my ear as she whispers, “I know, but first… mommy needs a snack.” She playfully bites my earlobe, sending shivers down my spine. I can feel her heavy breath against my neck as she continues to tease me. Each touch from her feels like an electric shock coursing through my body.

“Damn, Megan.” I tighten my grip on her breast and she responds by squeezing my cock harder. I leave a trail of kisses up her neck and across her jawline, each one filled with horny teenage desire. My heart races as I glance at the garage door, realizing the risk we are taking. “It’s so fucking risky.”

“Risky,” she echoes, her nails digging into my back as she presses her thigh against me. “Is what gets me horny.”

“Fuck,” I hiss as my mind clouds with lust, the garage around us fading into insignificance. The heat of her body, the intoxicating scent of her arousal. It’s all-consuming.

My heart races as I lift Megan, her body light and supple in my arms. Placing her on a table in the garage, I can’t help but marvel at her beauty, the way she looks at me with those sultry eyes, craving more.

“Kiss me,” she whispers, reaching for my lips again.

We lock together, our mouths hungry and desperate as we taste one another. She gasps into the kiss, our tongues entwining as our hips grind against each other in desperate rhythm. Her hand tugs at my shorts, pulling them down, revealing my throbbing cock to the cool night air. I gasp at the sensation of the chill against my heated skin. She cups me in her hand, testing my length.

“Fuck, Aaron… touch me,” Megan moans against my mouth, her hand snaking down to stroke my throbbing cock through my shorts. It’s like electric currents shoot through me, making me want her even more.

“Shit, your tits are amazing,” I groan, roughly grabbing her breasts, feeling their fullness and weight. My fingers trace the outline of her bikini top, itching to free her from its confines.

“Take it off,” she breathes, her voice laced with lust. Not needing to be told twice, I undo her bikini top and toss it aside. Her breasts spill out, large and firm, the sight driving me wild with lust.

“Your nipples… so hard,” I mumble, leaning down to kiss one, then the other. My tongue swirls around each peak, eliciting moans of pleasure from Megan.

“Ah, fuck… keep fingering me,” she begs, hips bucking against my hand. I oblige, savoring the sensation of her wetness and tightness as I pick up the pace.

“Your cock is so big… unlike Brad’s pathetic excuse for a dick,” Megan whispers, her words igniting an even deeper hunger within me. “Stuff me with that big cock… show me how a real man fucks.”

The thought of taking her right here, right now, leaves me breathless. My heart pounds wildly as Megan’s eyes lock onto mine, her movements slow and deliberate. She carefully removes my fingers from within her, bringing them to her lips and wrapping her tongue around each digit. The sight leaves me aching for more.

“You taste so good,” she murmurs, her gaze never leaving mine. I can feel the heat rising in my face as I watch her suck on my fingers, the sensation sending shivers down my spine. With one final lick, she releases my hand and gracefully slips off the table, dropping to her knees before me.

“Let me see what you’re packing, Aaron,” she teases, her full lips curving into a wicked smile. My breath catches as she reaches for the waistband of my shorts, freeing my throbbing cock with a swift tug.

“Fuck, you’re so big,” she purrs, slapping my cock against her tongue, her eyes filled with lust. “Way bigger than Brad’s tiny dick… or even anyone else I’ve fucked“

I groan at her words, my hand instinctively finding its way to the back of her head. “Show me what you can do with it,” I demand, my voice filled with equal parts desire and impatience.

Megan doesn’t hesitate, gripping the base of my cock firmly and beginning to stroke it slowly, her tongue teasing the tip.

“You like that?” she asks, her voice dripping with seduction.

“Fuck, yes,” I admit, my mind racing with fantasies of all the dirty things I want to do to her. As her pace quickens, her warm breath on my sensitive skin, I know I’m in for the ride of my life.

Megan’s lips wrap around my cock, her mouth hot and wet. I bite back a moan as she begins to suck me off, her tongue working magic on my sensitive skin.

I gasp, tangling my fingers in her hair, guiding her pace as I thrust into her welcoming mouth. The feeling was beyond anything I could have imagined – wet, sloppy, and utterly divine.

“Fuck, bitch,” I moan, my fingers tangling in her thick brunette hair. I guide her movements, setting the pace and roughing up the insides of her mouth as my desire overwhelms me. The sounds she makes only serve to fuel my lust, each slurp and moan pushing me closer to the edge.

With a deep moan, my hips buck up into her mouth, my cock throbbing as she takes me deeper, her lips stretching and sliding over the tip. She bobs her head up and down, taking more of my length with each stroke. I can feel her soft warm tongue gliding along the shaft and her lips sucking hard. Her perfect breasts sway hypnotically as she works me over, jiggling with her movements.

She continues to tease me with her skillful tongue, circling the head of my dick before sliding back down, taking me all the way in and gagging herself. Her hand works my balls playfully, her fingers massaging them in a way that sends shivers through my body. Saliva begins to cover her chin as she sloppily slurps on my cock.

My face contorts into a mix of pure bliss and lust as I watch every move she makes, unable to believe how good this feels. Her expert strokes are driving me wild with desire. My hands roam over her full long hair, gripping tightly as if it’s all I can do to keep myself upright.

“Mmmm… you taste so good,” she moans around my cock, each word vibrating against the sensitive skin of my manhood. Her hot breath fans across my cock as she stares up at me with hooded eyes.

“Keep going,” I growl, my grip on her hair tightening. “Put those dick-sucking lips to good use.”

Her eyes never leave mine as she continues to pleasure me.

My heart pounds in my chest as I watch Megan’s glossy lips again wrap around my throbbing cock, the intensity of her gaze unwavering even as she takes me deeper into her mouth. I can’t help but stare at the way her large breasts spill out from beneath her, nipples stiff with arousal. The sight alone is enough to push me closer to the brink.

“Damn, you look so fucking hot sucking my dick,” I rasp, my voice thick with lust.

My fingers tighten in her hair, guiding her movements as I ram myself into her mouth. The sound of my balls slapping against her chin fills the garage, drowning out any lingering doubts about the risk we’re taking.

“You’re so good at this,” I moaned, feeling myself getting lost in the moment.

Her slurps grow louder as saliva and precum mix together, coating her chin in a sticky mess. Some of it drips onto her tits, but I can’t focus on anything else except for the sensation of her throat constricting around me with each thrust. It’s nearly unbearable in its intensity.

“Take it all,” I growl, my hips snapping forward faster and harder. “Don’t you stop, you slutty MILF cocksucker.”

The shrill ring of a cell phone shatters the lustful haze, causing my heart to pound like a wild animal trapped in my chest. It’s her husband – Brad – calling. She hesitates for a moment, her full lips still wrapped around my throbbing cock.

“Answer it,” I order, my voice low and dangerous. “But don’t you dare stop sucking me.”

Her eyes flash with excitement as she reaches for her phone, never breaking eye contact with me as she expertly slides her lips across my length.

“He-wo, B…Bwad,” she purrs, her words muffled by the thick erection filling her throat and her voice strained.

“Hey babe, I’m at the store. Your voice sounds strange,” Brad’s words come through the speaker, oblivious to the scene unfolding in his own garage.

“Just…” She winks at me. “Bad ser-wice.”

“Oh, okay,” Brad replies. “How big do you want your cucumbers?”

“Big,” she breathes, pulling away just long enough to give my cock a tantalizingly slow lick. She glances up at me, her eyes dark with desire as she presses her lips against the tip of my dick once more to give it a wet and sloppy kiss. “But I’ve already got a huge cucumber right here.”

“Alright,” Brad chuckles, missing the double entendre. “How about melons? Do you need some firm ones for tonight?”

I smirk as she, again sucking my cock, reaches up to brush her fingers over her erect nipples straining against the thin fabric of her bikini top.

“My melons are already nice and firm,” she manages to say, her voice strained with the effort of maintaining her composure. “All I need now is a good stuffing.”

I grin wickedly as I grip the back of Megan’s head, forcing my cock deep into her throat. She gags on it, her eyes rolling back in pleasure, caught off guard by the sudden intrusion. I revel in her debasement, the risk of discovery only heightening the intensity of our forbidden tryst.

“Alright then,” Brad’s voice comes through the phone, oblivious to our actions. “I’ll be home soon. Love you.”

“Wuv… woo… too…” Megan mumbles with my cock still in her mouth as she responds to her husband. Her face turns red and her eyes water from the force of my thrusts.

The powerful pulse of my impending climax sends a shudder down my spine, blurring my vision. I release Megan’s mouth from my cock and she gasps for air.

“I’m gonna cum,” I growl.

“Give it to me, baby,” Megan purrs, pressing her soft breasts against me.

A tidal wave of pleasure crashes over me as I release my seed onto Megan’s perfect tits, each spurt painting her skin with our forbidden lust. Satisfaction washes over me like a warm embrace, erasing any thoughts of guilt or regret.

Megan scoops up some of my cum onto her finger and looks me in the eye as she brings it to her lips and drinks it. She gives me a slow wink as she gulps it down.

“That was amazing,” I gasp, struggling to catch my breath.

“And I’m not done with you yet,” Megan replies with a wicked smile as she gives my sensitive cock one last kiss before leading me across the garage floor.

“Where are we going?” I ask, my heart pounding with anticipation as I follow behind her, unable to take my eyes off her glistening body.

“The shower,” she answers huskily, her voice dripping with seduction. “I need a good scrub.”


Chapter 3

The steamy mist envelops me as I watch water droplets cascade down Megan’s supple curves. Her wet, brunette hair clings to flawless skin, and her full lips beckon me closer. I can’t resist the magnetic pull of her body any longer.

“Come here, slut,” I growl, my voice a low rumble in this confined space. Megan obeys, pressing bountiful breasts against my firm chest, our slick bodies intertwining under the warm waterfall.

Our mouths crash together like a tidal wave, tongues dancing in a frenzy of lust. My mind consumes the scent of her perfume and the taste of sinful lips.

“Megan,” I hiss between breaths, “I’m going to make you scream my name.”

Her moan fuels my hunger for her, making me ache for release. My hands wander over her wet, glistening body, fingers sliding over the curve of hips before settling on the firm flesh of her ass. I squeeze tightly, earning a gasp from her.

“Own me, Aaron,” she breathes, eyes locked onto mine. “Make me your bitch.”

As we continue to kiss fervently, my grip on her ass tightens, kneading the flesh and causing Megan to whimper softly into my mouth. Our breathing becomes labored, each gasp filled with unspoken need.

The steam swirls around us like a sultry mist, the droplets glistening on Megan’s naked skin. I can’t resist any longer, my body trembling with raw desire. I press her against the glass wall, her round ass flattened against the cold surface, nipples hardening from the contrast of temperatures.

“Are you ready?” I ask, my voice low and full of lust.

“Fuck, yes,” Megan pants, her eyes filled with a wild hunger that mirrors my own.

With a forceful thrust, I enter her, a guttural moan escaping my lips as I feel her warmth envelop me. The sound of our bodies colliding echoes through the steam-filled room, the rhythm primal and intoxicating.

“Yes! Aaron!” she screams. “Ugh! Fuck me!”

My hips rock slowly at first, then faster, pumping into Megan’s heat like a metronome set to a forbidden beat. She clings to me like a lifeline, her nails digging into my shoulders as she arches her back and meets my thrusts with her own. Our hips slap against each other in harmony, the slickness of our skin providing just the right amount of resistance. As I drive deeper, I feel her walls clenching around me, milking me for all I’m worth.

“Yes! That’s it! Make me your bitch!”

“Fuck, you feel amazing,” I breathe, gripping her hips tightly, fingers digging into her soft flesh. My mind races with thoughts of the consequences, but the risk only heightens my arousal.

“Harder! Faster!” Megan whimpers, her voice barely audible above the cacophony of water and flesh. She arches her back, pushing herself against me, driving me deeper inside her.

My rhythm quickens further until it’s borderline brutal as I claim her body with long, hard strokes that leave us both gasping for breath.

“That’s right!” she screams. “Make me your bitch – make me your whore. Make me your – fuck! Your slutty little cum dumpster!”

Her moans turn into whimpers, turning me on even more as I deepen the pace, setting a punishing rhythm that demands her submission. Her fingers dig into my shoulders harder as I pick up speed and force until she’s all but screaming my name – a high-pitched plea that only fuels my hunger.

“You like this, bitch?” I ask, my words laced with dominance. “Getting fucked like a slut? Getting treated like a cock sleeve?”

“Yes! Give it to me – yes! Fuck my slutty pussy – shit!” she gasps, her eyes glazed over with pleasure. Her breasts bounce with each powerful thrust, jiggling with our movements.

I grin wickedly, my hand sliding up her body to grope her breast, my other arm wrapped around her raised leg for leverage. I squeeze both mounds of flesh so hard that they turn red, eliciting desperate moans from Megan that only fuel my desire for her.

The steam in the shower has thickened, creating a fog of lust around us. Megan’s screams echo through the room as I continue to pound into her relentlessly. Her nails dig into my back, leaving trails of red that only spur me on further.

“More! Yes! Harder!” she pleads, her voice hoarse from screaming. I pull her hair, eliciting an even louder scream from her lips, her body writhing beneath me.

“Is this what you want?” I ask, my breath hot against her neck as I alternate between kissing her mouth and nipping at her throat. I drink in the taste of her, intoxicated by our forbidden passion.

“Yes – yes! That’s it – ugh!” she stammers, tears streaming down her face, mixing with the cascading water.

The glass door shakes dangerously under the force of our torrid affair, threatening to shatter and expose our secret. But I can’t find it within myself to care - all that matters is claiming Megan, leaving behind bruises as physical proof of our sinful connection. The risk only heightens my arousal.

As our lips lock in a scorching kiss, I feel my body shudder with ecstasy. Her body is mesmerizing, writhing and squirming under me as I pound into her rhythmically and fiercely. I growl low in my throat, feeling the world around us melt away under the intensity of our passion. The water from the showerhead patters against my back, creating a soft white noise that adds to the primal atmosphere.

I go balls deep into her. Again…

“Fuck me!” she screams.

And again…

“Make me your bitch! Your cock sleeve!”

And again.

“Your cum dumpster!”

My hands travel down to cup her firm bottom, squeezing and kneading her flesh while driving deeper into her core. I pant into her mouth, tasting her lips and feeling the wetness of our entangled bodies. The smell of soap and sweat wafts in the air, making it heavy with lust. Every time I withdraw, only to thrust back in again, we both groan in unison. My hips buck hungrily against hers, seeking release from this insatiable need coursing through me.

“Yeah! Baby, yes!” She continues screaming.

Megan’s moans echo around the enclosed space, her breath hot on my neck as she clings to me desperately. Her nails dig into my shoulders, leaving little trails of pain that only turn me on more. She whimpers and moans as I take her harder – a mix of agony and pleasure that makes my cock throb within her walls. My hand again slides up to grip one of her breasts roughly, massaging the soft mound before tweaking her nipple playfully. It hardens instantly under my touch – a clear sign of how much she wants this as much as I do.

Our bodies slap against each loudly in syncopation, sending out wet slaps against the glass wall that threatened to break.

“Fuck!” I curse into her ear, feeling her orgasm ripple around me. I don’t relent, determined to draw every last ounce of pleasure from her quivering form. “Cum for me, bitch.”

The steam becomes thick fog. I can’t get enough of Megan, her body driving me to the brink of madness as I pound her like a piston. I bend down, capturing her nipple between my lips, sucking and teasing it as I continue to drive into her with unrelenting force.

“Aaron,” she whimpers, the sound music to my ears as her pussy clamps down on my cock and she orgasms. “Yes! Yes! Yes! Suck my titties! Aahh!”

A sudden noise catches my attention – footsteps in the adjacent bedroom. My heart pounds in my chest, but rather than stopping, I feel an undeniable thrill at the prospect of being caught. The steam envelopes us, hiding our transgressions from the outside world.

“My husband’s coming,” Megan gasps, panic overtaking her lust-filled eyes.

“Then why don’t you cum again… right in front of him?” I whisper.

Her eyes turn devilish.

The bathroom door creaks open, revealing Brad – Megan’s husband, standing just outside the shower. Blinded by the steam, he is oblivious to the erotic scene unfolding before him.

“Megan, have you seen my cufflinks?” Brad asks.

“Uh, n-no, I ha-haven’t,” Megan stammers, her voice straining as I continue to fuck her relentlessly, my balls slamming against her cunt.

“Can you look for them later?” Brad inquires, still unaware of our illicit tryst.

“Y-yes, of course – fuck!” she replies, her voice shaky with a mix of fear and pleasure.

“Good. Thanks, babe,” Brad says before moving toward the sink to wash his hands.

“Such a naughty slut wife,” I whisper, my words dripping with sinister glee. “Imagine if he saw you getting fucked by a man half your age?”

I flip Megan around, pressing her against the shower wall with a predatory grin. She lets out a quick yelp as her tits flatten against the glass. Her back is now to me as I grip her breasts, forcing her face against the glass. My fingers dig into her soft flesh, the marks of my ownership etched into her skin.

“What was that?” Brad asks, hearing the glass rattle.

“Nothing, baby,” Megan gasps.

“Damn, bitch, you’re so fucking tight,” I whisper in her ear as I plunge into her once more, her husband just inches away from us.

“Aaron… oh shit, Aaron…” she moans helplessly, her body writhing beneath my intense thrusts.

Megan lets out a shaky breath. Her body is still trembling under the force of my relentless pounding, her heart racing with a dangerous mix of fear and desire. The heat of our passion has only intensified, despite the realization that we are one wrong move away from being caught. Her skin tingles as the hot water pounds against her slick body, sending rivulets of water rolling over our entangled forms.

“Yes! Ugh! Shit!” she moans.

My kisses are ravenous as they trail down her neck, teeth nipping at her flesh while I suck gently. Our skin slaps against each other’s. Loudly. Lewdly. I go balls deep into her pussy with her husband mere inches away from the glass. Every time I do, she can’t help but moan into the sensation as the glass door shakes.

Through the steam, Brad’s voice cuts our intimate moment like a knife. “You know, traffic was absolutely jammed today, Megan.”

“Y-yeah? I’m… feeling pretty – fuck! Jammed… too,” Megan manages to choke out between gasps.

“Really?” her husband asks, oblivious to the erotic scene unfolding just feet away from him. “I thought you had a quiet day planned.”

“Uh-huh,” she confirms, her voice strained as I continued to fuck her from behind. “I just ran into a – shit! Into a… big problem!”

I revel in the thrill of this forbidden encounter, my pace quickening, driven by the danger and the intoxicating scent of Megan’s arousal. I grab her hair, pulling her back as I keep thrusting, amplifying her pleasure and pain. I focus on the sound of her breathless moans and the sensation of her slick walls gripping me tightly.

Our hips slap together without regard for noise control as I pound into her from behind – a primal rhythm that leaves no doubt about who is in charge here. My thick length makes her walls clench greedily around me, milking me for everything I am worth.

With every stroke, our skin slaps together wetly. Small pops echo through the bathroom like fireworks against a starry night sky.

“Don’t… don’t stop,” she begs, one hand bracing herself against the glass while the other reaches back to grip my thigh, urging me onward. Every nerve in her body screams for release, even as my mind struggles with the reality of what we are doing.

“So, Megan, your day is pretty tough?” Brad asks, his voice cutting through the steamy atmosphere.

“It is… hard… and…”

I smack her ass, and she lets out a squeal.

“And rough,” she finishes.

“Really? What have you done today?” Brad presses on, oblivious to the carnal scene unfolding just beyond his reach.

“No-nothing special,” she pants, biting her lip to stifle a moan. “Just… spending some time – fuck! Taking care of my needs.”

“Is everything alright?” Brad asks, hearing the strain in her voice. “You sound tired.”

“Y-yes,” Megan gasps, her body trembling under my relentless assault. “I’m just… releasing some tension.”

“Good…” Brad mutters.

Feeling Megan’s moans grow louder, I lean in, capturing her lips in a searing kiss that leaves her breathless. I can taste the sweet, sinful mixture of lust and fear that lingers on her tongue, and it only serves to fuel my own dark desires.

“Alright, I’ll let you finish up then,” Brad says, finally turning to leave. “Please come for dinner soon.”

“Yes, I’ll be…” she starts.

Going balls deep into Megan as she speaks to her husband, I grope both her tits with either hand. The sound of skin slapping against skin is louder than ever. Sloppier than ever. Lewder than ever.

“Coming… soon…” she finishes.

The door closes as Brad leaves.

“Such a slutty whore,” I murmur in her ear, my words a dark caress that sends shivers down Megan’s spine. “But don’t worry. I’ll be here to take care of what your husband can’t.”

“Please, Aaron… make me yours,” she begs, her voice a sultry plea that sends a thrill down my spine.

An intoxicating mixture of lust and danger pulses through my veins as I gaze down at the panting, thoroughly spent woman before me. Megan’s eyes, dark with desire, locked onto mine, silently begging for more.

“Get on your knees, whore,” I growl, my voice thick with need. I reach over and turn off the shower.

Megan obeys without hesitation, her ripe lips parting in anticipation. Her submission only serves to stoke the fire burning within me.

“Look at me. And open your mouth.”

She obeys, her tongue sticking out like a thirsty dog.

With a grunt, I release my seed. The intensity of the moment is palpable, as hot jets of cum paint her flushed cheeks and drip down her chin. Each stream of cum feels like a brushstroke on a canvas, creating a raw, passionate masterpiece between us. Her face is coated in my essence. I have marked her as mine.

Our heavy breathing mingles with moans and gasps, an orchestral symphony of pleasure amplified by our unbridled desire for each other. As we ride the waves of ecstasy together, time seems to stand still in this intimate moment.

“Kiss it,” I order, watching as she presses soft, reverent kisses against my still-throbbing cock.

Seeing her kiss my cock while wearing my cum brings a smile to my face.

“Leave my cum on your face,” I instruct, a wicked grin spreading across my face. “Spend the rest of the day wearing it. Remember whose bitch you are.”

“You’re so bad,” Megan whispers, a sinful smile playing on her lips.

Stepping out of the shower, I grab my clothes and quickly get dressed. Behind me, Megan wraps a towel that covers her from the top of her breasts to just below her pussy. Her skin is glowing. Seeing her wearing nothing but a towel and my cum gets my cock twitching again.

“Shit. I’m getting horny again seeing you in that,” I comment.

“Just say the word, baby,” she replies, “and I’ll get on my back and spread my legs for you.”

Giving her ass a final slap, I leave the bathroom and quickly arrive in the corridor. I need to get out of here before –

A voice cuts into the air: Brad’s. “Hey, what are you doing here?”

Turning, I come face-to-face with the husband of the MILF I have just fucked. Brad’s face is ripe with suspicion, his arms crossed. Am I about to get my ass kicked?

Megan suddenly appears behind me, her voice feigning innocence as she wears nothing but the towel over her wet body and my cum on her face. “Baby,” she says. “Aaron was helping me with some chores today.”

“What chores?” Brad replies.

“He was helping me do a little bit of stuffing,” she replies. “And in exchange, I let him taste some of my famous cookies.

“Really?” Brad questions, his eyes narrowing as he sees the cum staining his wife’s face. “And what’s that on your face?”

“Uh… I just spilled some milk,” Megan lies, her voice steady despite the pounding of her heart. She can feel my cum drying on her skin, and the thought sends a secret thrill through her.

“You can’t have cookies without some milk,” I add.

“Alright,” Brad says skeptically, yet seemingly convinced by her explanation. He turns his attention back to me, his expression softening. “Thanks for helping her out.”

“No problem,” I reply, struggling to keep my own smile in check. “I’ll be back tomorrow while you’re at work to help Mrs. Johansson out some more with her… uh… stuffing.”

“Really?” he asks.

“Aaron needs to help me do a special stretch,” Megan adds. “And I’ve got some new cookies for him to try.”

“Yeah,” I say as I wink at Megan. “I just can’t resist your wife’s cookies.”
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