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Chapter 1

The summer heat beats down on my back as I push the lawn mower across my parents' yard. Sweat drips down my chest, tracing the lines of my abs. Eighteen years old and stuck doing chores while my parents are at work. Fucking typical. At least the physical labor keeps me in shape for football season. The rhythmic hum of the mower fills my ears until something else catches my attention.

Movement in the yard next door. I look up. Holy shit. It's Mrs. Gonzalez. And she's wearing almost nothing.

Mrs. Gonzalez. Salma. The hottest MILF I've ever laid eyes on, lounging by her pool like some kind of goddess. My grip tightens on the mower handle as I try to act natural, like I haven't just spotted heaven incarnate. She's stretched out on a lounge chair, her caramel skin glistening with tanning oil under the merciless sun. That tiny red bikini she's wearing should be fucking illegal.

I slow down the mower, pretending to check something, but really just giving myself more time to stare. Her full breasts strain against the thin fabric, nipples just barely hidden. The bottom piece is even worse — or better, depending on how you look at it. It disappears between her thighs, highlighting the curve of her hips and ass. For forty, she looks better than girls my age. Way better.

My cock stirs in my shorts. Fuck. I'm getting hard right here in broad daylight. I turn the mower away, trying to hide my growing erection, but my eyes keep darting back to her. She shifts position, reaching for her drink, and I swear she glances my way. Does she know I'm watching? Does she care?

The thought sends a jolt straight to my dick. In my mind, she's looking right at me. She knows exactly what she's doing to me. I close my eyes for a second, and suddenly my fantasy takes over.

She's walking toward me now, hips swaying with each step. Her lips, full and painted red, curve into a smile that's both innocent and knowing at the same time.

"Tyler," she purrs in that accent that makes me weak. "You look so hot out here. Let me help you cool down."

In my mind, she pulls me to the pool. No one else is around. Her husband Carl is probably at work, absent-minded as always. She presses her body against mine, and I can feel her hard nipples through the thin bikini fabric.

"I've seen you watching me," she whispers against my ear. "Do you like what you see, papi?"

Fuck yes, I do. My hands find her waist, then slide down to grab her ass. It's firm in my grip, and she moans when I squeeze it.

"I've wanted this for so long," she tells me before her lips crash against mine.

The kiss is everything I've imagined — hot, wet, dirty. Her tongue pushes into my mouth, and I suck on it, making her moan. My hands are everywhere, touching every inch of her body, memorizing the curves I've only been able to admire from a distance.

She breaks the kiss to look at me, her eyes dark with lust. "I need to taste you," she says, dropping to her knees right there by the pool.

My cock throbs as she pulls it free from my shorts. She gasps at the size, making me swell with pride.

"So big," she murmurs before running her tongue along the underside. "Much bigger than my husband's."

The image of her on her knees, her lips wrapped around my cock, is almost too much. In my fantasy, she takes me deep, her full lips stretched around my shaft. I grab her hair, not gentle at all, and she moans around my dick, loving the roughness.

"That's it, take it all," I growl, pushing deeper into her throat. She gags but doesn't pull back. Instead, she looks up at me with watering eyes, challenging me to go deeper.

I thrust into her mouth, fucking her face like I own it. Her hands grip my thighs for support as I ram my cock down her throat. Saliva drips from her chin, making the whole thing messier, sexier.

"Choke on it, you MILF whore," I tell her, and she moans louder, getting off on the degradation. Her tits bounce with each thrust, barely contained by her bikini top.

I pull her up suddenly, spin her around, and bend her over the nearest surface — a trash can beside the pool. She braces herself against it, ass high in the air, presenting her pussy to me like the slut she is in my fantasies.

"Fuck me," she begs, looking back at me. "Fuck this married pussy. Make me your whore."

I yank her bikini bottom aside — no time to take it off completely — and thrust inside her in one smooth motion. She's so fucking wet, ready for me. Her cunt grips my cock like a vise, hot and slick.

"Fuck!" she screams as I start pounding into her. I grab a fistful of her hair, pulling her head back as I slam into her again and again.

"You like that, bitch? You like this young cock destroying your MILF pussy?"

"Yes! God, yes!" she cries out. "Harder! Fuck me harder!"

I give her what she wants, thrusting with brutal force, my balls slapping against her with each movement. The trash can rocks beneath us, threatening to tip over, but I don't slow down. I'm fucking her like an animal, all my pent-up desire unleashed.

"Pull my hair," she begs. "Treat me like your slut!"

I yank harder on her hair, making her arch her back even more. My other hand comes down on her ass with a sharp slap, leaving a red mark on her perfect skin. She squeals in delight, her pussy clenching around me.

"Your cunt feels so good," I grunt, ramming into her harder. "Better than the high school girls. This is what you were made for, taking young cock."

She's incoherent now, just moaning and gasping as I pound into her relentlessly. Her tits swing beneath her with each thrust, and I reach around to grab one, pinching her nipple hard.

The fantasy is so vivid that I almost don't notice I've stopped pushing the mower. I'm standing still in the middle of my parents' lawn, rock hard in my shorts, staring at my neighbor's wife while imagining all the dirty things I want to do to her.

Fuck. I need to get it together before someone notices. I adjust myself, wincing at how sensitive I am, and force myself to focus on finishing the lawn. But the images won't leave my mind — Salma on her knees, Salma bent over, Salma begging for more.

I'm so caught up in my thoughts that I don't notice the real Salma has moved from her lounge chair. Not until I hear her voice behind me.

"Tyler?" Her voice cuts through my fantasy like a knife, real and impossibly close. I spin around, nearly tripping over the lawnmower. Salma stands just a few feet away from me, in the flesh. Not a fantasy this time. The real deal. That same red bikini that barely contains her curves. That same perfect body that I was just violating in my mind. And she's looking right at me with those dark, knowing eyes. Fuck. Can she read my thoughts? Does she know what I was just imagining? My cock, already hard from my fantasy, throbs painfully against my shorts.

"Mrs. Gonzalez," I stammer, my voice cracking like I'm fourteen instead of eighteen. "I didn't see you there."

"Salma, please," she corrects me, her accent thicker than in my fantasies. She's smiling, her full lips curving upward. "Mrs. Gonzalez makes me feel old."

She's not old. Forty might sound ancient when you're in high school, but looking at her now, with beads of water still clinging to her skin from the pool, she puts every girl at my school to shame.

"Sorry," I mumble, trying to look anywhere but at her breasts. But it's impossible. They're right there, pushed together by that tiny top, creating a cleavage so deep I could drown in it.

"No problem, papi." She takes a step closer, and I catch her scent — coconut oil and something else, something uniquely her. "I was wondering if you could help me with something?"

My mind immediately fills with all the things I could "help" her with. I swallow hard. "What do you need?"

"Carl brought home some heavy boxes yesterday, and I need them moved to the garage." She sighs, placing a hand on her hip. "He's gone to the store now, and I can't lift them myself."

Her eyes drift down my bare chest, lingering on the muscles I've developed from football practice. Her gaze feels like a physical touch, making my skin burn.

"I can help," I say quickly, too quickly. "Just let me finish up here—"

"Oh, it will only take a minute," she interrupts, her voice dripping with sweetness. "The boxes aren't going anywhere, and I could really use your... strength."

The way she says "strength" makes my cock jump. This can't be happening. This kind of shit only happens in porn. But the way she's looking at me... it's exactly how she looked in my fantasy.

I shut off the lawnmower. "Lead the way."

As I move to follow her, I realize my problem. I'm still rock hard, and my basketball shorts hide nothing. I try to adjust myself, but it's too late. Salma's eyes have already dropped to my crotch, and her expression changes. Her lips part slightly, and the tip of her tongue darts out to wet them.

"My, my," she murmurs, not even trying to hide the fact that she's staring at my erection. "You certainly grew up well, didn't you?"

My face burns with embarrassment, but my cock only gets harder under her gaze. "I, uh—"

"Don't apologize." She steps closer, close enough that I can feel the heat radiating from her body. "It's flattering to know I can still have that effect on a young man."

Is this really happening? Am I still daydreaming by the lawnmower? But the scent of her perfume, the sound of her voice — it's all too real.

"Oh!" She suddenly exclaims, looking down at her bikini top. "I think I got something on me while I was gardening earlier."

I follow her gaze and notice a small smudge of dirt on the upper curve of her right breast, dangerously close to her nipple. My mouth goes dry.

"Could you?" She gestures at the spot, looking up at me through those long lashes. "I don't want to get my hands dirty again."

Is she serious? Is she actually asking me to touch her there? My hand moves before my brain can process what's happening. I reach out, my fingers trembling slightly, and brush at the spot of dirt. My fingertips graze her skin, and it's like touching silk — warm, soft silk stretched over firm flesh.

The dirt comes away easily, but I don't immediately remove my hand. I can feel her nipple hardening beneath the thin fabric, pressing against my palm. It's like a small pebble, stiff with arousal. Her breath catches, and I know she feels it too — this electric current running between us.

I should pull away. I should say something casual and step back. But I don't. I let my hand linger there, cupping the weight of her breast for a moment longer than necessary. Her eyes hold mine, dark and filled with something that looks a lot like the lust I've been fantasizing about.

"Thank you," she says, her voice lower now, huskier. She doesn't move away from my touch. If anything, she seems to press forward slightly, increasing the pressure against my hand.

When I finally drop my hand, it feels like tearing myself away from a magnet. She smiles, and it's the smile from my fantasy — predatory, hungry.

"You should follow me," she says, leaning in close. Her lips brush against my ear as she whispers, "Those boxes won't move themselves."

Her breath is hot against my skin, sending shivers down my spine. As she turns to walk toward her house, she looks back over her shoulder, catching me staring at her ass.

"Coming?" she asks, the double meaning clear in her teasing tone.

And just like that, I'm following her, my fantasy suddenly feeling a lot less like fiction and a lot more like a prophecy about to be fulfilled.


Chapter 2

I follow Salma into her garage, my eyes locked on the gentle sway of her hips. Each step she takes makes her ass jiggle slightly under that tiny bikini bottom, and my cock throbs in response. The garage is surprisingly neat and organized, with a small bar setup in one corner. She heads straight for it, turning to face me with a mischievous smile.

"Those boxes are over there," she says, pointing to a stack in the corner, "but first, would you like something to drink? You look..." her eyes drift down my body again, lingering on my obvious erection, "...thirsty."

"I'm good," I reply, trying to sound casual even though my heart is pounding like a fucking jackhammer. "I should probably just move those boxes for you."

"So responsible," she purrs, pouring herself a glass of red wine anyway. "Such a good boy."

The way she says "boy" should piss me off, but instead, it sends a jolt of electricity straight to my dick. I move toward the boxes, trying to focus on the task at hand rather than the way her tits bounce as she walks.

"These boxes?" I ask, pointing to a stack of three large containers.

"Mmhmm," she hums, taking a sip of her wine as she watches me. "They need to go against that wall."

I bend down to lift the first box, aware that she's checking out my ass as I do. The thought makes me flex a little more than necessary, showing off the muscles in my back and arms. When I turn around with the box in my hands, she's standing much closer than before, her wine glass tilted dangerously.

"Oh!" she exclaims as I bump into her. The red wine sloshes over the rim of her glass, splashing directly onto the front of my shorts. Right where my hard-on is straining against the fabric. "I'm so clumsy! Look what I've done."

The cold liquid seeps through my shorts immediately, but I'm more concerned with how close she is, the heat from her body radiating against mine.

"It's fine," I start to say, but she's already setting down her glass and reaching for my crotch.

"No, no, let me clean that up for you." Before I can stop her — not that I want to — her hand is on my crotch, rubbing at the wine stain. "We don't want it to set in."

Holy fuck. Her hand moves in circular motions, pressing against my cock through the wet fabric. There's no way she doesn't feel how hard I am. No way this is innocent.

"Mrs. — Salma," I gasp, my voice strangled as she continues to "clean" me. "I don't think—"

"Shh," she whispers, her eyes locked on mine as her hand movements become more deliberate. She's not cleaning anymore. She's stroking me. "Let me take care of this for you."

Her fingers trace the outline of my cock through my shorts, measuring its length and thickness. Her eyes widen slightly, and a slow smile spreads across her face.

"My goodness, Tyler," she breathes, her hand now fully gripping my shaft through the fabric. "You are quite... impressive."

I can't speak. Can't think. Can only feel her hand on me, stroking up and down with increasing pressure. My hips buck forward involuntarily, seeking more contact.

"Much bigger than my husband," she continues, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. "Carl is... lacking in that department. Like a little pencil."

She laughs, a throaty sound that makes my cock jump in her hand. She notices and squeezes harder, making me groan.

"You know what else?" she asks, her lips close to my ear now. "I have to fake it with him. Every. Single. Time." Each word is punctuated with a stroke of my cock. "He has no idea how to please a woman. In and out, two minutes, done. Pathetic."

Her confession shouldn't turn me on more, but it does. The thought of her unsatisfied, needing more, needing someone like me...

"That's why I have... arrangements," she continues, her free hand moving to my chest, nails dragging lightly over my skin. "The mailman comes on Tuesdays. He fucks me on the kitchen counter while Carl is at work."

Jesus Christ. My breath comes faster now, my cock throbbing painfully in her grip.

"And Miguel, the pool boy?" She giggles. "He comes on Thursdays. Sometimes, if I'm lucky, they both come on the same day."

The image of Salma sandwiched between two men flashes in my mind, and I almost lose it right there.

"You like that idea, don't you?" she teases, feeling my reaction. "You like thinking about me being filled from both ends?"

"Fuck," is all I can manage, my vocabulary reduced to the most basic expressions of need.

"Sometimes," she whispers, her lips now brushing against my ear, "I let them both fuck me at the same time. One in my pussy, one in my ass. Filled completely."

Her hand has moved from stroking my length to massaging my balls now, and I'm dangerously close to coming in my shorts like a fucking virgin.

"Would you like to feel how wet these stories make me?" she asks, taking my hand in hers.

Before I can answer — as if there's any answer but yes — she guides my hand to the front of her bikini bottom. She presses my palm against the thin fabric, and I can feel the heat radiating from her. Then, with a boldness that takes my breath away, she slips my hand under the fabric.

My fingers slide through her folds, finding her soaking wet. Her pussy is smooth, completely shaved, and so fucking hot. I groan as my middle finger dips into her entrance almost by instinct.

"There you go," she moans, her hips rolling against my hand. "Feel how wet I am for you. How ready."

I curl my finger inside her, making her gasp. Her inner walls clench around my digit, pulling me deeper. With my palm, I can feel her clit, swollen and hard, begging for attention.

"More," she demands, spreading her legs wider to give me better access. "Give me more, Tyler."

My finger slides deeper into Salma's wet pussy, and she moans against my neck. Her hips rock forward, desperate for more friction. I add a second finger, stretching her, feeling her walls clench around me. She's so fucking wet, her juices coating my hand as I pump in and out of her. Her breathing gets heavier, hotter against my skin. I curl my fingers upward, searching for that spot that will make her lose control. When I find it, her whole body jerks against mine, and she lets out a sound that's somewhere between a gasp and a scream.

"Right there," she pants, her accent thicker with arousal. "Fuck me with your fingers, papi."

I obey, stroking that spot inside her with firm, deliberate movements. Her fingernails dig into my shoulders, leaving half-moon indentations in my skin. The pain only adds to my excitement, making my cock throb harder against the confines of my shorts.

As if reading my mind, Salma's hand moves between us, slipping under the waistband of my shorts. When her fingers wrap around my bare cock, I nearly lose it right there. Her touch is electric, sending jolts of pleasure through my entire body.

"So big," she murmurs appreciatively, stroking me from base to tip. "So hard for me."

I groan as her thumb circles the head of my cock, spreading the pre-cum that's already leaking from the tip. Her hand is smaller than mine, making my dick look even bigger in her grip. She strokes me in rhythm with my fingers inside her, creating a feedback loop of pleasure that has us both moaning.

"Fuck, bitch," I grunt, my hips jerking forward to fuck her hand. "That feels so good."

She squeezes my cock harder, her pace increasing. "You like that, daddy? You like how I stroke your big dick?"

Her dirty talk drives me wild. I push a third finger into her pussy, making her gasp at the stretch. She's so wet now that her juices are running down my hand, dripping onto the garage floor. The obscene sound of my fingers pumping into her mingles with our heavy breathing.

I can't take it anymore. I need to taste her. I crush my lips against hers, swallowing her moans as my tongue invades her mouth. She responds immediately, her tongue battling with mine for dominance. The kiss is messy, desperate, all teeth and tongue. Her free hand grabs the back of my head, keeping me locked in the kiss as if she's afraid I'll pull away.

As if I would ever want to.

Our bodies press together, hot skin on hot skin. Her breasts flatten against my chest, her hard nipples poking through the thin bikini fabric. I can feel every curve of her body, every tremble that runs through her when I hit that sweet spot inside her.

Without breaking the kiss, I lift her with my free arm, my fingers still deep in her pussy. She's surprisingly light, or maybe it's just the adrenaline and lust giving me extra strength. I carry her a few steps to a workbench at the side of the garage and set her down on it, finally pulling my hand from between her legs.

She whimpers at the loss, but I don't give her time to complain. I step between her spread thighs, my mouth finding hers again as my hands roam over her body. I grab her ass, squeezing the firm flesh hard enough to leave marks. She moans into my mouth, her legs wrapping around my waist to pull me closer.

My cock, still in her grip, presses against her bikini-covered pussy. Even through the layers of fabric, I can feel her heat. She strokes me faster, her thumb swiping over my sensitive tip with each upward motion.

"I need to see these tits," I growl against her mouth, my hands moving to the strings of her bikini top. With one quick tug, the knot comes undone, and the fabric falls away, revealing her perfect breasts to my hungry gaze.

For a woman of forty, her tits are fucking spectacular. Full and firm, barely any sag, with dark nipples hardened to stiff peaks. I cup them in my hands, feeling their weight, squeezing them roughly. She arches into my touch, silently begging for more.

"Yes," she hisses as I pinch her nipples between my fingers. "Harder. Be rough with me."

I oblige, twisting the sensitive buds until she cries out, a sound of pain mixed with pleasure. Then I lower my head, taking one nipple into my mouth. I suck hard, my tongue flicking over the tip as I continue to knead her other breast with my hand.

"Fuck, Tyler," she moans, her hand still working my cock. "Bite them. Mark me."

The request sends a surge of primal possession through me. I graze my teeth over her nipple, then bite down just hard enough to make her gasp. Her legs tighten around me, pulling me closer as her hand speeds up on my cock.

I move to her other breast, giving it the same treatment — sucking, licking, biting. Her skin tastes like chlorine from the pool and something uniquely her, a flavor I immediately become addicted to. I suck a mark onto the top of her breast, a purple bruise that will remind her of this moment long after it's over.

My free hand finds its way back between her legs, pushing aside the bikini bottom to plunge two fingers back into her dripping pussy. She's even wetter now, her arousal obvious. I pump my fingers in and out, matching the rhythm of her strokes on my cock.

"You like it rough, don't you?" I ask against her skin, my teeth grazing her collarbone. "You like being treated like a slut."

"Yes," she admits, her voice a breathy moan. "I need it hard. I need it dirty. Carl never—"

"Don't talk about him," I cut her off with another bite to her breast. "Right now, you're mine. This pussy is mine."

"Yours," she agrees, her eyes clouding with lust. "All yours, papi. Do whatever you want to me."

I curl my fingers inside her, finding that spot again, and her whole body shudders. Her inner walls clamp down on my fingers as she throws her head back, a string of Spanish curses falling from her lips.

"That's it," I encourage her, pressing my thumb against her clit as I continue to finger-fuck her. "Let me feel how good it is."

She's close to coming, I can tell from the way her body tenses, the way her strokes on my cock become erratic. But before she can reach her peak, I withdraw my fingers from her pussy. She whines in protest, her eyes snapping open to glare at me.

"Patience," I tease, bringing my wet fingers to her lips. "Taste yourself first."

Without hesitation, she takes my fingers into her mouth, her eyes locked on mine as she sucks her own juices from them. Her tongue swirls around my digits, between them, cleaning them thoroughly. It's one of the hottest things I've ever seen.

When she releases my fingers with a wet pop, she smiles wickedly. Then, in a move that takes me by surprise, she slides off the workbench and onto her knees in front of me, her hand never leaving my cock.

"My turn to taste," she says, looking up at me with those dark, hungry eyes. "I want this big cock in my mouth."

Salma's fingers wrap around the base of my cock as she pulls it completely free from my shorts. Her eyes widen at the sight, and a little gasp escapes her lips. My dick stands proud, thick and veined, the head already glistening with pre-cum. She licks her lips, then slaps my cock against her tongue, letting me feel her wet heat for just a second before pulling back. The teasing bitch. She plants soft kisses up and down my shaft, her eyes never leaving mine, gauging my reactions to each touch of her lips.

"Fuck," I hiss when she swirls her tongue around the sensitive head. Her hand strokes me firmly, squeezing just right.

"So much bigger than Carl's," she murmurs against my skin, her breath hot on my wet cock. "He's like a baby carrot, and you're... a fucking cucumber."

The comparison makes my dick twitch in her hand. She notices and smiles, planting another kiss on the tip.

"You like that, don't you?" she purrs. "You like knowing you're bigger than my husband. That you can satisfy me better than he ever could."

I grunt in response, my hands finding their way into her dark hair. I'm done with the teasing. I want to feel those plump lips wrapped around me.

As if reading my mind, Salma opens her mouth and takes me in. Just the head at first, her tongue swirling around it, tasting the pre-cum that leaks steadily now. The sight of her on her knees, her tits out, her mouth stretched around my cock — it's straight out of my fantasies.

She moans around me, the vibrations sending jolts of pleasure up my spine. Then she starts to take more, inch by inch, her hand still working what doesn't fit in her mouth. Her cheeks hollow as she sucks, creating a vacuum that has me seeing stars.

"That's it," I encourage her, my fingers tightening in her hair. "Take it deeper."

She tries, pushing forward until I hit the back of her throat. She gags slightly but doesn't pull back. Instead, she relaxes her throat and takes me even deeper.

"Fuck yes," I groan, watching my cock disappear into her mouth. "You've done this before, haven't you? Sucked cock like a pro."

She hums in affirmation, the vibrations making me twitch against her tongue. Her eyes water slightly as she deep-throats me, but she doesn't stop. If anything, the challenge spurs her on.

But I want more. I want control.

My grip on her hair tightens, and I start to guide her movements, pulling her onto my cock at the pace I want. She surrenders immediately, letting me use her mouth. That submission ignites something primal in me.

"You like that, don't you?" I ask, my voice rougher now. "Like having your face fucked by a big young cock."

Her eyes, locked on mine, flash with excitement. She moans around me, the sound muffled by my thickness stretching her lips.

"That's right, take it all," I growl, pushing deeper. "Fucking MILF whore."

The degrading term makes her moan louder, her hands moving to my thighs for support. I start thrusting into her mouth now, not giving her a chance to pull back or set the pace. She gags again as I hit the back of her throat, but she doesn't resist.

"Look at you," I taunt her, "married woman on her knees, choking on my cock. What would Carl think if he saw you now?"

Her eyes never leave mine, even as they water from the rough treatment. There's a defiance there, a challenge. She wants me to push her further, to use her harder.

"So fucking hot," I mutter, looking down at where her tits hang free, nipples still hard and red from my earlier attention. "Tits out, mouth full of cock. That's all you're good for, isn't it?"

She makes a sound of agreement, her throat working around my length as she swallows. The sight of her like this — submissive but also powerful in her sexuality — is almost too much to bear.

I speed up my thrusts, my balls slapping against her chin with each forward motion. Saliva drips from the corners of her mouth, running down her chin and onto her breasts. It's messy, it's dirty, and it's fucking perfect.

"Take it, bitch," I snarl, pushing until her nose touches my pubic bone. "All the way down your throat."

She does, somehow accommodating my entire length. I hold her there for a moment, feeling her throat constrict around me, watching as she struggles to breathe but doesn't pull away. When I finally let her up, she gasps for air, drool connecting her lips to my cock in long, silvery strands.

"More," she rasps, her voice hoarse from the rough treatment. "Fuck my mouth harder."

Who am I to deny such a request? I grab her head with both hands now, fingers tangled in her hair, and thrust back into her waiting mouth. I set a brutal pace, using her face like a sex toy, my cock ramming into her throat again and again.

"Filthy slut," I grunt, feeling the pressure building at the base of my spine. "This is what you need, isn't it? To be used like the whore you are."

Her eyes roll back slightly as I hit the back of her throat repeatedly, but she takes it all. Her hands, which had been on my thighs, move to my ass, pulling me even deeper into her mouth. The encouragement drives me wild.

"Look at you, fucking loving this," I growl, transfixed by the sight of my cock disappearing into her mouth over and over. "My cock in your throat while your husband's out shopping. You're my whore now."

The wet, slurping sounds of her mouth fill the garage, punctuated by my grunts and her muffled moans. Pre-cum and saliva mix together, dripping down her chin onto her heaving breasts. It's the most erotic sight I've ever witnessed.

I can feel my orgasm approaching, my balls tightening as I continue to ram into her mouth. But I'm not ready to finish yet. There's so much more I want to do to her, so many more ways I want to use her body.

With a growl, I pull her off my cock, a string of saliva still connecting her lips to my tip. She gasps for air, her lips swollen and red, her mascara running slightly from the tears in her eyes. She's never looked more beautiful.

"You're going to make me cum if you keep that up," I tell her, my voice strained with the effort of holding back.

She smiles, a predatory curl of her lips that makes her look both dangerous and utterly fuckable. "Isn't that the point, papi?"

"Not yet," I reply, my hand moving to her chin, tilting her face up to mine. "I have other plans for you first."

Her eyes flash with excitement, and she licks her lips, tasting the remnants of my pre-cum there. "Whatever you want, Tyler. I'm all yours."

The power of those words, the submission in them, makes my cock throb painfully. This gorgeous Latina MILF is giving herself to me completely. And I plan to take full advantage of that gift.

A phone rings suddenly, cutting through the heavy sounds of our breathing and Salma's wet slurps. She starts to pull away from my cock, but I grip her hair tighter, keeping her in place. Her eyes widen as she looks up at me, my shaft still halfway down her throat. She reaches for her phone on the nearby table, glancing at the screen. "Carl" flashes across it, along with a picture of her husband's face. My stomach drops for a second, then a wicked thrill replaces the fear. This is so fucking wrong. And that makes it even hotter.

I smirk down at her, my cock still buried in her mouth. "Answer it," I command, my voice low but firm. "Talk to your husband with my cock in your mouth."

Her eyes flash with alarm, then excitement. The danger of the situation turns her on — I can see it in the way her pupils dilate, the flush that spreads across her chest. She slides my cock out just enough to speak, but keeps the head between her lips as she hits the answer button and puts the phone on speaker.

"Hello?" she says, her voice slightly muffled by my flesh.

"Hey babe," Carl's voice comes through the speaker, oblivious to what his wife is doing. "I'm at the store now. Did you want the organic cucumbers or the regular ones?"

I have to bite my lip to keep from laughing. The fucking irony. Salma's eyes meet mine, dancing with mischief. She pulls off my cock for just a moment, giving it a long, slow lick from base to tip.

"I don't need cucumbers anymore, honey," she purrs into the phone, her hand still stroking my shaft. "I've found something much... bigger... to satisfy me."

My cock twitches in her grip. The fucking audacity of this woman.

"Oh, okay," Carl replies, completely missing the innuendo. "What about melons? They have some nice cantaloupes here."

Salma cups one of her breasts with her free hand, pinching the nipple as she gives my cock another wet kiss. "Don't worry about melons either," she says, her voice honey-sweet. "My melons are nice and firm today. Feel free to check for yourself when you get home."

I push my cock back between her lips, unable to resist her mouth any longer. She takes me eagerly, her cheeks hollowing as she sucks while still somehow maintaining the conversation.

"Alright," Carl continues, the sound of shopping carts and store music in the background. "I'm getting the stuff for that chicken recipe you wanted to try. Did you need anything else for the stuffing?"

Salma pulls back just enough to speak, a string of saliva connecting her swollen lips to my cock. "The only stuffing I need right now is the kind that fills me up completely," she says, her voice dropping an octave. "Something thick and hot inside me."

I grab the back of her head, marveling at her boldness. This woman has no shame, and it's fucking glorious.

"That doesn't sound like chicken stuffing," Carl says, confusion evident in his voice. "Are you feeling okay, honey? You sound strange."

"I'm feeling," she pauses as I push my cock back into her mouth, "mmm, better than ever. Just a little... full at the moment."

She's playing with fire, and we both know it. The risk only makes my cock harder in her mouth. I can't take it anymore. I thrust forward, shoving my entire length down her throat in one brutal push. Her eyes roll back, tears forming at the corners, but she doesn't gag. Instead, she moans around my cock, the vibrations sending electric shocks through my body.

"What was that sound?" Carl asks, concern in his voice. "Salma, is someone there with you?"

I freeze for a second, but Salma remains calm. She pulls back, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand.

"Just the TV, darling," she says smoothly. "Listen, I need to go. Something's... come up."

"Okay, I'll be home in about an hour," Carl replies, still sounding slightly confused. "Love you."

"Love you too," she says as she kisses my cock as she hangs up the phone.

The moment the call ends, I grab her hair with both hands and slam my cock back into her throat, harder than before. She takes it all, her throat constricting around me, her eyes watering but still locked with mine. The danger of the call, the thrill of almost being caught, has me on edge.

"You fucking slut," I growl, my hips pistoning forward. "Talking to your husband with my cock in your mouth."

She moans around me, excited by my words, by the degradation. Her hands grip my thighs, encouraging me to go deeper, harder.

"Such a fucking whore," I continue, feeling my control slipping as the pressure builds at the base of my spine. "This is what you're made for, isn't it? Sucking young cock while your husband shops for groceries."

I pull out entirely, allowing her to catch her breath. Saliva drips from her chin, her lips swollen and red from the rough treatment. She's never looked more beautiful.

"Yes," she gasps, her voice raspy from the throat-fucking. "I'm your whore, Tyler. Use me however you want."

Without another word, she dives back onto my cock, taking me deep into her throat again. The wet, sloppy sounds of her mouth around me fill the garage once more, louder now that we don't have to worry about Carl hearing.

"Fuck," I grunt, my fingers tightening in her hair as she works me with her mouth and hand. "I'm going to use every hole before he gets back. Going to wreck you so thoroughly that you'll never be satisfied with his little dick again."

Her moan of agreement vibrates through my entire body, pushing me closer to the edge. But I'm not done with her yet. Not by a long shot.

I pull Salma up by her hair, her lips swollen and red from sucking my cock. My mind races with all the ways I want to use her.

"On your back," I command, nodding toward the stack of boxes we haven't moved yet. "I want to try something."

Her eyes light up with excitement as she obeys, laying back on the boxes, her head hanging off the edge. Perfect. The position gives me complete access to her throat, a straight shot down. My cock throbs at the sight of her like this, vulnerable and ready for whatever I want to do to her.

"You ever been throat-fucked like this before?" I ask, stepping up to position my cock at her lips.

She shakes her head slightly, a mix of nervousness and anticipation in her eyes. "No, but I want it," she says, her voice husky with desire. "I want you to use my throat, papi."

That's all the encouragement I need. I guide my cock to her waiting mouth, which she opens wide for me. The angle is incredible — I can see my dick disappearing into her throat, watching her neck bulge as I push deeper.

"Holy fuck," I groan as I slide all the way in. From this position, I can go deeper than before, my entire length vanishing into her mouth and down her throat. Salma gags immediately, her throat constricting around my cock, but she doesn't push me away. Her hands grab my thighs, not to stop me but to steady herself.

I pull back to let her breathe, a string of saliva connecting my cock to her lips. She gulps in air, her chest heaving. Before she can fully recover, I thrust back in, setting a rhythm that gives her just enough time to breathe between deep strokes.

"That's it," I growl, watching her take me. "Take this cock down your fucking throat."

Her eyes water as I pick up the pace, fucking her face with increasing force. The sound of her gagging and slurping fills the garage, mingling with my grunts of pleasure. It's dirty, it's raw, and it's the best fucking feeling in the world.

"You like being used like this, don't you?" I taunt, my hands firmly holding her head in place. "Like being treated like a fuck toy?"

She can't answer with my cock rammed down her throat, but her eyes tell me everything. They're glazed over with lust, despite the tears streaming from the corners. She's getting off on this as much as I am.

I thrust harder now, my balls slapping against her face with each forward motion. Her throat is so tight, squeezing my cock better than any pussy I've ever felt. The sight of her like this — laid out before me, taking my cock so deep — pushes me closer to the edge.

"Fucking whore," I snarl, one hand moving to her throat, feeling my cock move inside it. "Taking a teenager's cock while your husband's away. What would the neighbors think if they saw you now? The respectable Mrs. Gonzalez, choking on my dick."

Her throat convulses around me at my words, her body trembling. I can tell the degradation turns her on even more. She's a dirty slut who gets off on being used, and I'm more than happy to oblige.

The pressure builds at the base of my spine, a familiar tightening that signals I'm close. I fuck her face even faster, my movements becoming erratic as I chase my release.

"I'm gonna cum," I warn her, my voice strained. "Gonna cover those perfect tits with my load."

I pull out of her throat with a wet pop, her gasping for air as I move around to stand over her. My hand strokes my cock rapidly, the other gripping her breast, squeezing it roughly. It only takes a few strokes before I'm there, the pressure finally releasing in an explosion of pleasure.

"Fuck!" I shout as the first rope of cum shoots out, landing on her chest. I continue stroking, milking every drop as I paint her tits with my seed. Stream after stream covers her olive skin, some reaching as high as her collarbone. The contrast of my white cum against her tan skin is fucking art.

The intensity of my orgasm makes my knees weak. It's like nothing I've ever felt before — stronger, deeper, more all-consuming than any release I've had with girls my age or by myself. Maybe it's the forbidden nature of it all, or maybe it's just that Salma knows exactly how to push my buttons.

She stares at me, her chest heaving, covered in my cum. There's a look of satisfaction on her face, pride at having made me lose control so completely. She runs a finger through the mess on her chest, bringing it to her lips and sucking it clean.

"Delicious," she purrs, her voice hoarse from the rough treatment.

I'm still coming down from my high, but the sight of her tasting my cum reignites the fire inside me. I move back to her face, rubbing my still-hard cock all over it, smearing it with the mixture of saliva, pre-cum, and tears that cover her cheeks.

"Clean it," I order, pressing the head of my cock against her lips.

Without hesitation, she opens her mouth, taking me back inside and sucking gently, cleaning every last drop of cum from my shaft. The sensitivity after my orgasm makes me hiss, but I don't pull away. There's something intensely intimate about her caring for my cock like this, a tenderness that contrasts sharply with the rough face-fucking from moments ago.

When she's satisfied that I'm clean, she gives the head of my cock a final, loving kiss, followed by one last suck that makes my entire body tense.

"Mmm," she hums as she releases me, sitting up on the boxes. Her hair is a mess, her makeup smeared, her lips swollen, and her chest covered in my cum. She's never looked more beautiful. "That was just the appetizer, papi."

She rises to her feet, her movements graceful despite her disheveled state. Taking my still-hard cock in her hand, she gives it a gentle tug.

"Let's get cleaned up," she suggests, leading me toward a door at the back of the garage. "The shower has plenty of room for two."

I follow willingly, my mind already filled with thoughts of what comes next. One orgasm has done nothing to diminish my desire for her. If anything, it's only made me hungrier for more.



Chapter 3

The shower is massive, with multiple showerheads and walls made of glass. Steam already fills the space as Salma turns on the water, adjusting the temperature. She steps under the spray, her skin glistening as water cascades down her curves. My cum still decorates her chest, but the water soon washes it away. She beckons me with one finger, a seductive smile playing on her lips.

I step into the shower, drawn to her like a magnet. The moment I'm within reach, her hands are on me, pulling me close, our bodies pressing together under the hot water. Our lips crash together in a hungry kiss, my tongue immediately invading her mouth, claiming her.

Her body feels incredible against mine, wet skin sliding on wet skin. My hands roam her curves, memorizing every dip and swell. The water creates a slick barrier between us, making every touch more sensual. Her tongue battles with mine, not submissive anymore but eager and demanding.

I push her against the cool tile wall, pinning her there with my body. My cock, somehow still hard after that mind-blowing orgasm in the garage, presses against her stomach. Her hands find my shoulders, nails digging into my skin, leaving half-moon indentations.

"I'm going to fuck you so hard," I growl against her ear, biting the lobe. "Going to split your married pussy open with my cock. Make you forget your husband's name."

She moans at my words, her hips bucking against me. "Yes," she hisses, her accent thicker with arousal. "Tell me what you're going to do to me."

"I'm going to use you like the slut you are," I continue, one hand moving to her throat, applying just enough pressure to make her gasp. "Fuck every hole until you're begging me to stop. But I won't stop. I'll keep going until you can't walk straight, until you're ruined for any other man."

"Fuck, Tyler," she whimpers, her eyes dark with lust. "Do it. Use me. Ruin me."

My free hand moves to her ass, squeezing the firm flesh roughly. She gasps at the pressure, her body arching into mine. I knead her ass, my fingers digging deep enough to leave bruises. The thought of marking her, of her husband seeing those marks and not knowing where they came from, sends a thrill through me.

"You like it rough, don't you?" I ask, already knowing the answer. "Like being treated like a piece of meat."

"Yes," she admits, no shame in her voice. "I need it hard. Need to be dominated. Carl is so gentle, so boring."

"Don't talk about him," I command, my hand tightening around her throat. "Right now, you're mine. Say it."

"I'm yours," she gasps, the pressure on her throat making her words breathy. "All yours, papi."

Our lips meet again in a bruising kiss, all teeth and tongue. There's nothing gentle about it, nothing romantic. It's raw, primal need. I bite her lower lip hard enough to make her whimper, then suck the pain away. Her hands move to my hair, pulling it roughly, adding a sharp edge of pain to my pleasure.

I'm done with the foreplay. I need to be inside her. I spin her around, pressing her front against the glass wall of the shower. The water continues to pour down on us, steam rising around our bodies. I kick her legs apart with my foot, making her spread for me.

"Beg for it," I demand, my cock positioned at her entrance. I can feel how wet she is, and not just from the shower. Her pussy is dripping for me, ready to be filled.

"Please," she whimpers, looking back over her shoulder at me. "Please fuck me, Tyler. I need your cock inside me."

With one forceful thrust, I enter her, burying myself to the hilt. We both cry out at the sensation — me at the incredible tightness of her cunt, her at the sudden fullness.

"Fuck!" she screams, her hands bracing against the glass to keep from being shoved into it. "So big! So fucking big!"

I don't give her time to adjust. I pull back until just the head of my cock remains inside her, then slam forward again. The force of my thrust pushes her against the glass, her breasts flattening against the cool surface.

"This what you need?" I grunt, establishing a brutal rhythm. "This young cock filling you up?"

"Yes!" she cries, pushing back to meet my thrusts. "Harder! Fuck me harder!"

I oblige, my hips pistoning forward with increasing force. The sound of our bodies colliding echoes through the steam-filled bathroom, mingling with Salma's moans and my grunts. Each thrust ends with a wet slap as my balls hit her clit, adding another layer of stimulation that has her trembling.

My hands move to her breasts, reaching around to grab them as I continue to pound into her from behind. I squeeze them roughly, feeling their weight, their softness. Her nipples are hard against my palms, little pebbles that I pinch and twist until she cries out.

"You're a fucking MILF whore," I snarl in her ear, my chest pressed against her back. "Nothing but a cock sleeve for me to use."

"Yes," she agrees, her voice strained with pleasure. "Your whore. Your slut. Use me, papi. Use me hard."

I squeeze her breasts harder, watching as the flesh turns red under my grip. The marks I leave will be visible for days, a reminder of this moment every time she looks in the mirror. The idea of branding her like this, marking my territory, drives me to fuck her even harder.

The glass wall starts to fog up from our body heat and the steam, but I can still see our reflection — her face contorted in pleasure, her mouth open in a continuous moan, her eyes half-closed. She looks like a woman possessed, consumed by lust.

"You like this dick?" I ask, emphasizing each word with a deep thrust. "Better than your husband's?"

"So much better," she gasps, her inner walls clenching around me. "The best I've ever had. So deep... so thick... hitting spots he never does."

Her words fuel my ego, driving me to perform even better. I angle my hips, searching for that spot inside her that will make her see stars. When I find it, her whole body goes rigid, a scream tearing from her throat.

"There!" she cries, her nails scratching at the glass. "Right there! Don't stop!"

I target that spot relentlessly, hammering into it with every thrust. Her legs start to shake, her moans becoming higher-pitched, more desperate. She's close, I can feel it in the way her pussy grips me, the way her body trembles.

"You going to cum on my cock?" I taunt, one hand moving from her breast to slap her ass hard. The sharp crack echoes in the bathroom, followed by her yelp of surprise and pleasure. "Going to cream all over this young dick?"

"Yes! Fuck, yes!" she screams, her head thrown back. "I'm cumming! I'm cumming!"

Her entire body convulses as her orgasm hits, her pussy clamping down on my cock like a vise. The pressure is incredible, almost painful in its intensity. She screams my name, over and over, a litany of praise and profanity mixed together as waves of pleasure crash through her.

But I don't stop. If anything, her orgasm spurs me on, makes me want to push her further, to see how much she can take. I continue my relentless pace, fucking her through her climax and beyond, into that sensitive space where pleasure borders on pain.

"Tyler!" she gasps, her voice hoarse from screaming. "It's too much! I can't—"

"You can," I insist, my grip on her hips tight enough to bruise. "And you will. Take it, Salma. Take all of it."

Her protests die in her throat, replaced by fresh moans as her body adjusts to the continued stimulation. The fact that she lets me push her like this, that she trusts me to take her past her limits, makes me feel powerful in a way I've never experienced before.

I fuck her harder than I've ever fucked anyone, unleashing all my pent-up desires, all my teenage hormones, all my forbidden fantasies about this woman. The shower continues to beat down on us, washing away our sweat only for us to produce more, creating a symphony of sensation — hot water, slick skin, tight pussy, all combining into the most intense pleasure I've ever felt.

I pull out suddenly, leaving her empty and whimpering at the loss. Before she can complain, I flip her around, my strength taking her by surprise. Now we're face to face, her back against the glass wall. I capture her mouth in another bruising kiss, claiming her, possessing her. Her legs wrap around my waist instinctively, opening herself to me. With one hard thrust, I'm inside her again, deeper than before in this new position. She cries out into my mouth, her nails digging into my shoulders hard enough to draw blood.

"Fuck me," she begs against my lips, her eyes wild with need. "Don't stop, papi. Don't ever stop."

I grab a fistful of her wet hair, yanking her head back to expose her throat. I attack it with my teeth and tongue, sucking marks into her skin, not caring if they'll be visible later. I want them to be seen. Want her husband to know she's been claimed by someone else.

"Mine," I growl against her neck, punctuating the word with a particularly deep thrust that makes her gasp. "This pussy is mine now."

"Yours," she agrees, her voice breaking as I pound into her. "All yours, Tyler."

The steam from the hot shower surrounds us, making it hard to breathe, or maybe that's just the intensity of what we're doing. Water cascades down our bodies, making each slide of skin against skin smoother, more electric. Her breasts bounce with each thrust, hypnotizing me with their movement.

I adjust my grip, one hand remaining tangled in her hair, the other moving to her ass to support her weight as I fuck her against the glass. The wall shakes with the force of our coupling, the sound of it rattling in its frame mixing with our moans and the slap of wet skin on skin.

"Harder," she demands, her legs tightening around my waist to pull me deeper. "Fuck me like you hate me."

Something primal ignites in me at her words. I redouble my efforts, slamming into her with a force that would hurt a less experienced woman. But Salma takes it all, her cries of pleasure growing louder with each brutal thrust.

I spin us around, pressing her front against the glass wall again. This position gives me more leverage, allows me to go even deeper. I pull her hair harder, forcing her face against the glass. Her cheek presses against it, her breath fogging the surface with each panting exhale.

"This what you want?" I snarl, my hips pistoning forward, my balls slapping against her wet flesh. "To be used like a fucking sex doll?"

"Yes!" she screams, her voice echoing in the tiled space. "Use me! Fuck me! Destroy me!"

The glass door rattles dangerously with each thrust, threatening to break under the pressure. I don't care. All I care about is the tight heat of her pussy gripping my cock, the way her body yields to my dominance, the sounds of pleasure she makes as I take her.

"Look at you," I taunt, forcing her face harder against the glass. "Married woman getting railed by the neighbor boy. What would people say if they could see you now?"

Her pussy clenches around me at my words, a telltale sign that my degradation is turning her on even more. Her breathing becomes more erratic, her moans higher-pitched. She's close again.

"You going to cum again?" I ask, speeding up my thrusts. "Going to cream all over my young cock a second time?"

"Yes!" she cries, her body tensing. "I'm so close! Don't stop!"

I reach around with my free hand, finding her clit. I rub it roughly in circles, providing the extra stimulation she needs to fall over the edge.

"Cum for me," I command, my voice harsh in her ear. "Fucking cum all over my dick, slut."

That does it. She screams, a sound so primal and raw that it seems to come from the very core of her being. Her entire body shakes as her orgasm rips through her, her pussy pulsing around my cock, trying to milk me dry. Her legs give out, and only my body pressing her against the glass keeps her upright.

"Tyler! Fuck! Tyler!" she chants my name like a prayer, her mind clearly blown by the intensity of her climax.

But I'm not done with her yet. Not even close. I continue fucking her through her orgasm, relentless in my pursuit of pleasure — both hers and mine. The oversensitivity makes her whimper, her body trying to both escape and press closer to the source of such intense sensation.

"Can't... can't take anymore," she gasps, her voice weak from screaming.

"You can," I insist, not slowing my pace. "And you will. You're going to take this cock until I'm satisfied."

She moans, half in protest, half in acceptance. Her body, despite her words, responds to me, her pussy getting wetter, gripping me tighter as I continue to fuck her.

The steam has fogged all the glass now, creating a cocoon around us, isolating us from the rest of the world. It's just us, our bodies, our pleasure. Nothing else matters. Not her husband, not our age difference, not the taboo nature of what we're doing. Only this moment, this connection, this raw, animal need.

I pull her hair harder, forcing her back to arch more, giving me the perfect angle to hit that spot inside her that makes her see stars. Her third orgasm builds quickly, surprising both of us with its speed and intensity.

"Oh God," she moans, her body already tensing again. "I'm going to cum again. You're making me cum again!"

"That's right," I encourage her, my thumb still working her clit as I pound into her. "Show me how good this young cock makes you feel. Cum for me, Salma. Cum all over me."

And she does, her body convulsing as another powerful orgasm crashes through her. This time, her scream is almost silent, her voice giving out from the strain of her pleasure. Her pussy clenches around me so tightly that it's almost painful, her inner walls fluttering and gripping in waves that threaten to push me over the edge too.

But I hold back. I'm not ready to finish yet. There's still more I want to do to her, more ways I want to use her body before this ends.

I flip Salma around again, needing to see her face, to watch her expressions as I continue to pound into her. Her back hits the glass wall, the impact making her gasp. I hoist her up, my hands under her thighs, spreading her wide as I thrust upward into her soaked pussy. Her arms wrap around my neck, clinging to me as if I'm her lifeline in a storm of pleasure. The new angle lets me go impossibly deeper, touching places inside her that make her eyes roll back. I capture one of her nipples in my mouth, sucking hard, my teeth grazing the sensitive peak. She throws her head back against the glass, a long, low moan escaping her lips.

"Yes, papi," she whispers, her voice hoarse from screaming. "Suck my tits while you fuck me."

I oblige, alternating between her nipples, leaving marks all over her breasts. The hot water continues to pour down on us, washing away the sweat only for us to produce more. My cock drives into her relentlessly, each thrust eliciting new sounds of pleasure from her.

Suddenly, we hear footsteps in the adjacent bedroom. My heart leaps into my throat, and I freeze mid-thrust. Salma's eyes widen in panic, her nails digging into my shoulders.

"Carl," she mouths silently, terror and excitement mixing in her expression.

I should pull out. I should hide. I should do anything except what I actually do, which is resume fucking her, slower now but just as deep. The danger of the situation only makes my cock harder inside her.

"The steam," she whispers, nodding at the thick cloud that fills the shower enclosure. "He won't see clearly."

She's right. The hot water has created a dense fog that obscures us, making us visible only as silhouettes through the glass. It's still risky as hell, but something about that risk makes everything more intense, more electric.

The bathroom door opens, and there he is — Carl, Salma's husband, completely oblivious to what's happening just a few feet away. From what I can see through the steamy glass, he's a middle-aged man with graying hair and glasses, dressed in casual clothes from his shopping trip. He sets something down on the counter, humming to himself.

"Salma?" he calls out, noticing the running shower. "You in there, honey?"

I should stop. But instead, I thrust deeper into Salma, making her bite her lip to stifle a moan. Her eyes are wide, a mixture of fear and arousal that makes her pussy clench around me.

"Yes," she manages to call back, her voice surprisingly steady despite my cock still moving inside her. "Just... taking a shower."

"I'm back from the store," Carl says, moving around the bathroom, putting things away. "Traffic was terrible."

I lean in close to Salma's ear, my hips still moving in slow, deliberate circles. "I'm going to make you cum with your husband right there," I whisper, making her shiver. "Going to fuck you right in front of him."

Her pussy tightens around me at my words, her breath catching. She's terrified, but she's also incredibly turned on by the risk, the forbidden nature of what we're doing.

"That's too bad," she responds to Carl, her voice strained as I pick up my pace slightly. "About the traffic, I mean."

"Yeah, backed up for miles on Main Street," Carl continues, completely unaware of what's happening in the shower. "How was your day?"

I thrust harder, my fingers digging into her thighs. My cock hits that spot inside her that makes her eyes roll back, and she has to bite her lip hard to keep from moaning.

"I'm feeling... quite jammed at the moment myself," she says, the double meaning making me smirk against her neck.

I slide my hand between our bodies, finding her clit. I rub it in small circles, watching her face contort with the effort of staying quiet. Her inner walls flutter around my cock, signaling she's close to another orgasm.

"What have you been up to?" Carl asks, his voice coming closer to the shower. He must be standing right by the glass now, separated from us only by steam and foggy glass.

"Just..." Salma gasps as I thrust particularly deep, "...releasing some tension."

Her answer isn't entirely a lie. That's exactly what we're doing — releasing months, maybe years of tension between us. The forbidden attraction that's been building since the day I moved in next door.

"You sound strange," Carl comments, concern in his voice. "Are you feeling okay?"

I choose that moment to pick up my pace, fucking her harder against the glass. The shower door rattles slightly with each thrust, and Salma can't help the small moan that escapes her lips.

"What was that?" Carl asks immediately.

Before Salma can answer, I cover her mouth with mine, swallowing her moans as I continue to pound into her. The kiss is deep and desperate, more about keeping her quiet than affection, though there's a surprising tenderness to it as well.

She pulls back just enough to answer, "Just... singing in the shower."

Her voice sounds strained even to my ears, but Carl seems to accept it. "You never sing in the shower," he says, but there's no suspicion in his tone, just casual observation.

"Trying something new," she manages to reply before I thrust particularly deep, making her gasp.

My hand covers her mouth now, muffling any sounds she might make. I continue fucking her, harder now, spurred on by the danger, by the thrill of taking her right under her husband's nose. My other hand pinches her nipple, adding a sharp edge of pain to her pleasure.

"I'm going to cum," she whispers against my palm, her voice so quiet I barely hear it. "You're making me cum with my husband right there."

The thought pushes me closer to my own edge. I bite down on her shoulder to keep myself from groaning as her pussy clenches around me, her body shaking with a silent orgasm. Her eyes roll back, her face a mask of ecstasy that she has to hide from the man just feet away.

"I'll let you finish your shower," Carl says finally, his voice moving away from the door. "I need to put the groceries away. There's a surprise for you in there."

"You have no idea," Salma whispers, so quietly only I can hear, her body still trembling from her climax.

"What was that?" Carl asks, pausing at the door.

"I said thank you, honey," she calls back, her voice admirably steady considering I'm still buried to the hilt inside her, my cock throbbing with need. "I love you."

The bathroom door closes, and we hear his footsteps retreating down the hallway. Salma collapses against me, her whole body shaking, whether from her orgasm or the adrenaline of almost being caught, I'm not sure. Probably both.

"Holy fuck," she breathes, her arms tightening around my neck. "That was..."

"Incredible," I finish for her, my hips starting to move again. "And we're not done yet."

The moment we hear the bedroom door close, I unleash myself completely. No more need for quiet, for restraint. I slam Salma against the glass wall, my cock driving into her with renewed vigor. The relief of not being caught mingles with the leftover adrenaline, creating a cocktail of sensation that makes everything more intense. Her pussy feels even tighter, my cock even harder. She wraps her legs tighter around my waist, pulling me deeper, her mouth finding mine in a kiss that's all teeth and tongue and desperate need.

"Fuck me," she begs against my lips, her voice no longer hushed. "Fuck me like you mean it!"

I give her what she wants, pounding into her so hard that the glass wall shakes with each thrust. The wet slap of skin on skin echoes through the bathroom, mixing with our heavy breathing and Salma's increasingly loud moans.

"You liked that, didn't you?" I growl, my fingers digging into her thighs. "Getting fucked while your husband was right there. Dirty fucking slut."

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

I adjust my angle, making sure to hit that spot inside her that drives her wild. Her entire body tenses, her inner walls clamping down on my cock as another orgasm approaches.

"That's it," I encourage her, my pace relentless. "Cum for me again. Let me feel that pussy squeeze my cock."

Her orgasm hits her like a freight train. Her body convulses, her legs locking around me, her nails drawing blood from my shoulders as she cries out my name. The feeling of her pussy pulsing around me nearly sends me over the edge too, but I hold back. I have other plans for my release.

As her orgasm subsides, I pull out of her, letting her legs drop to the floor. Her knees are weak, and she slumps against the glass, trying to catch her breath. But I don't give her much time to recover.

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

Her eyes flash with excitement as she sinks to her knees before me, the water from the shower still cascading down her body. Her lips are swollen from our kisses, her hair a wet, tangled mess, her makeup smeared. She's never looked more beautiful.

I grab my cock, stroking it just inches from her face. She licks her lips, clearly eager for what's coming next.

"Open your mouth," I order, my hand moving faster on my shaft. "I'm going to cover that pretty face with my cum."

She obeys, her mouth opening wide, her tongue extended, ready to catch whatever I give her. The sight of her like this — so eager, so submissive — pushes me to the edge. The pressure that's been building since we started this encounter finally reaches its breaking point.

With a grunt, I erupt, the first rope of cum landing across her cheek and nose. I continue stroking, directing my release all over her face — her forehead, her other cheek, her lips, her chin. She moans as my hot seed paints her skin, her tongue darting out to lick whatever lands near her mouth.

"Fuck," I groan as the last pulses of my orgasm subside. My knees feel weak, my entire body tingling with the intensity of my release.

Salma looks up at me, her face covered in my cum, a smile of satisfaction playing on her lips. Without breaking eye contact, she reaches for my still-hard cock, guiding it to her mouth. She plants soft, reverent kisses all over the sensitive head, making me hiss from the overstimulation. Then she takes just the tip between her lips, sucking gently to clean the last drops of cum from my slit.

When she releases me, she sits back on her heels, looking up at me expectantly. The shower water continues to beat down on us, but she makes no move to wash my cum from her face.

"Keep it there," I tell her, the command surprising even me. "Spend the rest of the day with my cum on your face. A reminder of who you belong to now."

Her eyes widen slightly, but she nods, a shiver running through her body at my words. "Yes, papi," she agrees, her voice husky with satisfied desire.

I reach down to turn off the shower, the sudden silence emphasizing our heavy breathing. As the water stops, the reality of what we've done begins to set in. I just fucked my neighbor, a married woman twice my age, in her own home while her husband was just feet away. And it was the best sexual experience of my life.

I step out of the shower, grabbing a towel to dry myself off. Salma follows, careful not to wipe her face as she dries the rest of her body. My clothes are still in the garage where I stripped them off, and I need to figure out how to get them without running into Carl.

"My clothes," I say, wrapping the towel around my waist.

"There's a robe behind the door," Salma suggests, slipping into her own. "You can wear that to the garage. Carl is probably in the kitchen putting away groceries."

I nod, taking the robe she indicates. It's clearly her husband's, too big for her but slightly too small for me. The thought of wearing Carl's robe after fucking his wife adds another layer of wrongness to the situation, but I don't have much choice.

We move cautiously through the house, Salma checking each hallway before we proceed. We make it to the garage without incident, and I quickly pull on my shorts and t-shirt, still slightly damp with sweat from earlier.

"That was..." I start, not sure how to put into words what just happened between us.

"Incredible," she finishes for me, her hand coming up to touch my face. "And not the last time, I hope."

Before I can respond, the door to the garage opens, and Carl steps in. "Salma? Are you in here? I thought I heard—" He stops short when he sees me, his eyes narrowing in confusion. "Tyler? What are you doing here?"

My heart hammers in my chest. I'm sure my face gives everything away — the guilt, the satisfaction, the lingering arousal. But Carl seems more confused than suspicious.

Salma steps forward smoothly, her robe tied securely around her waist, her face still adorned with my now-drying cum. "Tyler was helping me move those boxes, remember? The ones you brought home yesterday."

Carl's eyes move to the stack of boxes, now slightly disheveled from our earlier activities on top of them. "Oh, right. Thanks for helping, son. But couldn't it have waited until after your shower?" he asks Salma, clearly noticing her wet hair.

"I was gardening earlier and got all sweaty," she explains, the lie coming easily to her lips. "I wanted to clean up before tackling the boxes, but then I realized I couldn't move them alone."

Carl nods, seemingly accepting this explanation. Then his eyes narrow as he looks more closely at Salma's face.

"What's that white stuff on your face?" he asks, and my blood runs cold.

Salma doesn't miss a beat. "Oh, I spilled some milk on myself in the kitchen," she laughs, waving a dismissive hand. "I'm such a mess today."

Carl smiles, the suspicion leaving his face. "You should clean that up before it dries."

"I will," she assures him, then turns to me. "Thank you for your help, Tyler. You're welcome anytime."

The double meaning in her words isn't lost on me. I nod, trying to appear casual. "No problem, Mrs. Gonzalez. Happy to help."

I make my way to the side door of the garage, desperate to escape before something gives us away. As I leave, I catch Salma's eye one last time. She gives me a small, secret smile, her tongue darting out to lick a drop of my cum from the corner of her mouth.

I know then that this isn't over. Not by a long shot.


Chapter 4

I lie in my bed that night, staring at the ceiling, my body still humming with the memory of everything that happened today. What started as a simple lawn mowing job turned into the most intense sexual experience of my life. I can still feel Salma's tight pussy gripping my cock, still taste her on my tongue, still hear her moans echoing in my ears. My dick stirs under the sheets just thinking about it. Before I left her house, she had asked for my number, telling me with a wink that she might need more "help" in the future. I didn't expect to hear from her so soon, though. My phone buzzes on the nightstand, and I reach for it, my heart racing when I see her name on the screen.

I open the message, and my breath catches in my throat. It's a photo of Salma, completely naked, lying on her bed. She's positioned perfectly, her legs spread just enough to give me a glimpse of her smooth pussy, her hand resting on her stomach, drawing attention to the curve of her waist. Her breasts look even more amazing in the soft bedroom lighting, her nipples hard and pointing upward. But it's her face that really gets me — she's looking directly at the camera with that same hungry expression she had in the shower, her lips slightly parted, her eyes half-lidded with desire.

Beneath the photo is a message: "Touch yourself for me, papi. I want to know you're hard thinking about me."

My cock responds immediately, hardening to full attention under the sheets. I kick them off, freeing my erection from its confines. I'm already leaking pre-cum at the sight of her, my body primed and ready from the memory of our earlier activities.

I take my cock in my hand, starting with slow, deliberate strokes as I stare at her photo. I zoom in on different parts of her body — her tits, her pussy, her face — imagining what I'll do to her the next time we're alone. The wetness at the tip of my cock makes the glide of my hand smoother, more pleasurable.

"I am," I text back with my free hand, my other still working my shaft. "Rock hard thinking about fucking you again."

I consider sending her a dick pic but decide against it for now. Instead, I focus on the sensation of my hand, pretending it's her mouth, her pussy, her ass. My pace quickens as the memories flood back — how tight she was, how wet, how eager to take everything I gave her.

My phone buzzes again, and I pause my stroking to check it. Another photo, and this one nearly makes me cum on the spot. It's Salma again, but this time she's not alone. Carl is visible beside her, clearly asleep, his back to the camera. And Salma — fuck — she still has my cum on her face, just as I ordered. It's dried now, crusty white streaks across her cheeks and forehead. She's smiling at the camera, her finger pressed to her lips in a "shhh" gesture.

The message below reads: "He has no idea. Come over for a midnight snack when he's deep asleep. I'm hungry for more of this." She's pointing to her face, to my dried cum.

Jesus fucking Christ. This woman is insatiable. And so fucking hot. The risk, the wrongness of it all, only makes my cock throb harder in my grip. I resume stroking, faster now, more urgent. The image of Salma with my cum on her face while her oblivious husband sleeps beside her is the most erotic thing I've ever seen.

"I'll be there," I text back, my breathing heavy as I pump my cock. "Going to fill that mouth again. Make you choke on it."

Her response is immediate: "Promise? Don't make me beg, papi."

"Don’t worry, baby," I reply. "We’re just getting started."

I love my life.
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