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Chapter 1



Sunlight shimmered on 18-year-old Bryan’s sweat-slicked skin as he pushed the lawnmower across his parent’s lawn. A rhythmic hum filled the air, each pass of the blades leaving a trail of shorn grass in its wake. His muscles flexed and relaxed with practiced ease, the physical labor doing nothing to quell the fire smoldering within him.



“Fuck, it’s hot,” Bryan muttered, wiping his brow.



A splash caught his attention. Glancing over the fence, he saw Jennifer, the neighborhood MILF, lounging by her pool. At nearly 40-years-old she had the body of a college cheerleader. Her revealing bikini clung to her voluptuous body like a second skin, outlining every curve and valley. Her full lips glistened with moisture, inviting thoughts of sin.



“Damn...” Bryan’s breath hitched.



Jennifer’s long brunette hair cascaded down her back, framing the swell of her ample breasts. Her toned stomach led down to her smooth, tanned legs that seemed to go on forever. Her Double D tits strained against the fabric of her bikini top, threatening to burst free at any moment. Her entire being radiated sensuality – an intoxicating blend of confidence and carnal desire.



“She’s so fucking hot,” Bryan whispered, his pulse quickening.



With every movement, Jennifer’s body teased him from behind the fence, each subtle shift igniting a firestorm of lust in his loins. He watches her tits jiggle with her movements, her ass swaying from side-to-side as she walked. And those plump lips… they’d look amazing wrapped around his cock as her eyes locked with his. The raw, primal need to take her overwhelmed him – to taste her forbidden fruit and risk everything.



“Shit, if I had one night with her,” he thought, his hands gripping the lawnmower’s handle tight enough to leave indentations.



The air hung heavy with temptation, the scent of freshly cut grass mingling with the intoxicating perfume of Jennifer’s arousal. He wondered if she knew the power she held over every man and horny teenage boy in the neighborhood.



The sun beat down on Bryan, the heat only serving to fuel his desire as he watched Jennifer dip her toe into the water. In that moment, his mind began to drift, conjuring images of secret, lustful encounters.



“Hey,” she purred in his fantasy, approaching him with a sultry swagger. Her hips swayed seductively, eyes locking onto his with a predatory intensity.



“Jennifer...” Bryan’s voice caught in his throat, the fantasy blurring the lines between reality and desire.



“Kiss me,” she whispered, her lips brushing against his ear like silk. His heart pounded like a tribal drum as he gave in, capturing her mouth with his own. Their tongues danced together in a sinful tango, each taste of her intoxicating essence making him crave more.



“Fuck, you’re so hot,” he moaned, hands sliding down to cup her ass, pulling her closer.



“Your cock,” she breathed against his lips, a wicked grin spreading across her face. “I want it in my mouth.”



His throbbing member strained against his shorts, aching to be freed. The vision of Jennifer kneeling before him, her full lips stretching around his girth, sent a shiver down his spine. He imagined gripping her hair tightly, guiding her head as he thrust himself deeper into her welcoming throat.



“Take it, bitch. All of it,” he growled, watching her eyes water as he pushed past her gag reflex. She choked and gasped for air, but her lustful gaze never left his.



“Such a good little slut,” he panted, feeling his climax building with each forceful thrust.



The thrill of her submission, her willingness to please, heightened his arousal tenfold.



“Shit... Jennifer,” he moaned, lost in the tempest of their forbidden desires and the sweet torment of his fantasies.



Bryan’s fantasy continued to escalate, his mind consumed by the erotic images playing out before him. He visualized Jennifer bent over a trash can, her toned bare ass presented like an offering to him. Sweat glistened on her skin in the soft evening light, reflecting his own yearning and lust.



“Take me, Bryan,” she begged, her voice breathy and seductive. “Fuck me hard. Make me your bitch.”



Driven by carnal desire, he gripped her hips tightly as he plunged into her wet, welcoming cunt. The sensation of her tightness enveloping him was intoxicating, fueling his primal need for release.



The sensation of her tightness as she moaned in pleasure was intoxicating. His cock plunged deep inside her, stretching her walls as his balls slapped against her ass cheeks. Her breasts bounced with each forceful stroke, nipples erect and begging for attention.



Their kisses were hot and heavy, tongues tangling as he drove them both wild. He slid a hand between their bodies to rub her clit, feeling her wetness coat his fingers. She tasted of strawberries and wine on his tongue, and the trashcan toppled beneath them.



With her pinned to the ground, Bryan kept pounding into her as she moaned and writhed under him. The scent of sweat and desire filled the air as they moved in unison, lost in their primal dance. His hips pounded relentlessly, each powerful thrust sending shockwaves of pleasure through her body. The sound of skin slapping against skin echoed, drowning out everything but their need for each other.



“Fuck, you feel so fucking good,” he grunted, each thrust more powerful than the last, their bodies slapping together in a taboo symphony of pleasure.



“Harder, baby,” she moaned. Bryan obliged, one hand gripping her hair, pulling her head back, while the other continued to guide her body against his own.



As climax neared, he growled low in his throat and pushed deeper still, claiming what was rightfully his – her orgasm. They came together in a frenzy of moans and grunts, their bodies shuddering with ecstasy.



“Who owns this pussy?” he demanded, his words laced with vulgar intensity.



“Y-you do, Bryan...” Jennifer panted, fully surrendering herself to his dominance.



“Damn right,” he growled, pounding into her relentlessly, feeling his climax building within him like a raging storm. Their impassioned cries filled the air, a testament to their insatiable lust for one another. “Jennifer, I’m going to–”



“Bryan?”



The sound of her voice brought him crashing back to reality. His fantasy shattered like delicate glass, leaving only the faint echo of his desires behind. There Jennifer stood, in the flesh, mere feet from him. Her emerald eyes peered at him with a mix of curiosity and intrigue.



Bryan, now intoxicated by her surrendering gaze, traced the outline of her voluptuous figure with his eyes. He was drawn in by the way her pert breasts strained against her lacey bikini top, her nipples hard and pressing into the fabric.



“Hey, Bryan,” she said sweetly, feigning innocence. “Could you help me move some boxes? My husband – Brad – is at the grocery store, and they’re just too heavy for me.”



“Uh, yeah, sure,” he stammered, his pulse quickening as he registered her presence.



His cock – erect from his fantasizing –  twitched beneath his shorts, throbbing for release. He wanted nothing more than to plunge deep inside her tight walls as she moaned out his name in ecstasy.



Her laughter was light, teasing, a gentle stroke against his heated skin. “Thanks, Bryan. You’re such a sweetheart.”



As she led him toward her house, he couldn’t tear his eyes away from her swaying hips, each step stoking the fire within him.



“Are you okay, Bryan? You seem...distracted.”



He looked up, meeting her gaze just as her eyes flicked down to his unmistakable erection that pushed through his shorts. A sly smile tugged at her full lips, a silent acknowledgment of their shared desires. She didn’t try to hide it; instead, she reveled in the power she held over him, the knowledge that she could make him weak with just a glance.



“Uh, yeah, I’m fine,” he said, trying to regain control of his thoughts.



“Really?” she purred, her smile widening. “Because it seems like you have something on your mind.”



“Jennifer, I...” His words trailed off, replaced by a torrent of explicit images and raw desire. The way she looked at him, the heat in her eyes, made it impossible to deny the truth any longer.



“Tell me what you want, Bryan,” she whispered. “I promise I won’t bite... unless you want me to.”



Was she… into him? The thin line between fantasy and reality wavered, threatening to snap under the weight of their unspoken passion. Bryan knew the consequences, knew what he stood to lose if he crossed that line. But as he stared into her eyes, drowning in the depths of her desire, he couldn’t help but wonder if it would be worth the risk.



Bryan noticed a smudge of dirt on the exposed skin of her breast. His pulse quickened, imagining how it would feel to touch her there.



“Oops!” Jennifer exclaimed, following his gaze and seeing the dirt. “Would you be a dear and wipe that off for me?”



“Uh, yeah,” he stammered, hesitantly reaching out. Bryan’s heart raced as he leaned in closer, savoring the feel of her skin beneath his fingertips, wishing it was something more. Her breasts quivered slightly under his touch, teasing him. He watched her nipples harden against the bra’s thin fabric as he wiped away the dirt, imagining what they would taste like wrapped around his tongue.



“Very kind of you,” Jennifer purred, her eyes locked onto his. She leaned forward, planting a soft kiss on his cheek. Her lips were like velvet, sending shivers down his spine. She whispered, “Now… follow me.”









Chapter 2



Bryan trailed behind Jennifer as they entered the dimly lit garage, her swaying hips hypnotizing him with every step. She grabbed a wine glass from a nearby shelf and took a generous gulp, her full lips leaving a faint red imprint on the glass.



“Let’s get started with these boxes,” Bryan said, trying to focus on the task at hand. He bent down to pick up the first box when he felt a sudden cold wetness seep through his shorts.



“Oops!” Jennifer feigned surprise, having “accidentally” spilled some wine onto his crotch. Her eyes filled with mischief, she offered an insincere apology. “I’m so sorry, Bryan. Let me clean that up for you.”



“It’s okay. You don’t need to–”



Bryan could not finish the statement. Jennifer stepped closer, her body dangerously close to his, and began rubbing the damp spot on his shorts – the spot right over his dick. Her hand ran up and down the length of his half-erect cock, and he could feel her warm skin against his. As she pressed against him, Bryan could feel the heat emanating from her body, sending shivers down his spine. His dick responded predictably, hardening beneath her touch.



“Jennifer… uh, that’s not really necessary,” Bryan stammered, but she ignored him, her hand moving in slow circles over his growing erection. His breath hitched as she continued her teasing strokes.



“Wow, Bryan,” Jennifer whispered seductively as she smiled, her warm breath caressing his ear. “You’re quite big, aren’t you?” The predatory glint in her eyes and the sultry tone of her voice left no doubt that this was anything but an innocent accident.



As Jennifer’s fingers worked their magic, Bryan couldn’t help but be consumed by the intoxicating allure of the forbidden. Thoughts of consequences vanished, replaced by raw desire as he succumbed to the temptation that stood before him.



“Oh my,” Jennifer said, biting her bottom lip as she gazed up at him with lustful eyes. “I think I made it worse. We have a…
 big
 problem on our hands, don’t we?”



Her hand slipped past the waistband of his shorts, wrapping around his throbbing erection. The sudden contact caused him to shudder involuntarily. Holding the base of his dick, she began to stroke it up and down… up and down… up and down..



“Shit…” Bryan muttered.



“Maybe... we should find something else for you to wear,” she whispered, her breath tickling his ear. Her hand moved up and down his shaft faster now, and he let out a low moan that seemed to echo in the otherwise silent garage.



Jennifer’s eyes glimmered with lust as she took Bryan’s hand, guiding it down between her legs and underneath her bikini bottom. He felt the smooth skin of her thigh before reaching the damp warmth of her pussy.



“Touch me, Bryan,” she purred, her voice thick with desire. “Feel how wet you make me.”



His fingers hesitated for a moment, then plunged into her slick folds. A jolt of intense pleasure shot through him as he explored her heat. Jennifer’s body trembled against his, their breaths mingling in a symphony of passion.



“Fuck, you’re so wet,” he groaned, his mind ablaze with excitement. As she kept jerking him off, his fingers delved deeper, finding her swollen clit and rubbing it in slow circles. Every moan that escaped her lips fueled his hunger for more.



“Bryan,” she gasped as she moaned into his ear, “go deeper… faster.”



With each skillful stroke of her hand, Bryan’s fingerwork became more urgent. Their moans filled the garage, their bodies melding together as they lost themselves in sinful ecstasy.



“Fuck, Jennifer,” he growled, his movements becoming more frantic. “You feel so fucking good.”



“Keep going, baby. Don’t stop.” Her words drove him wild, spurring him to push deeper into her wetness.



He could feel her muscles clenching around his fingers, signaling her impending climax.



“Yesss,” she hissed, her body tensing as waves of pleasure washed over her. Her hand squeezed his cock, stroking him faster and harder. In that moment, any semblance of control was gone, replaced by raw desire and the need for release.



“Jennifer,” he panted, his climax nearing its peak. “I’m gonna–”



“Not yet, stud,” she whispered, her voice sultry and commanding. “First… mommy needs a snack.”



Bryan’s pulse raced, his breaths shallow and ragged. Lips locked, he devoured Jennifer in a frenzy. She responded with equal fervor, their tongues dancing as if possessed. Their mouths dancing with one another, Bryan kept his fingers in her pussy as she kept jerking him off like a woman possessed.



Bryan’s heart pounded as Jennifer’s tongue probed his mouth, exploring every corner and surface. She tasted like the sweet wine she had been drinking and a hint of summer peaches from the lip balm she applied earlier. Her tongue was sharp yet soft, playfully tangling with his, and he couldn’t help but moan into her mouth. Their kiss deepened, her nails digging into his shoulders as she sought more contact.



“Jennifer,” he gasped between kisses. His free hand roamed her body, gripping her ass tightly.



“Bryan,” she moaned into his mouth. Her eyes burned with lust. “I need you.”



Bodies pressed together, they stumbled towards a table. Bryan lifted Jennifer, placing her on the cold surface. They kissed. Heat enveloped them.



“Fuck, yes,” Bryan replied, his voice thick with desire. He cupped her breasts, kneading them roughly. She arched her back, offering herself to him.



“Your hands,” she panted, “feel so good. Your cock is so big. I bet all the girls at college talk about you.”



Bryan’s fingers dug into the flesh of her voluptuously tits. She writhed beneath him, her breathing growing more erratic. “I’m going to fuck you so hard,” he said.



“I know” - her lips brushed against his ear - “but first” - she bit his lobe - “let’s enjoy” - she breathed heavily - “each other” - she licked his neck - “like this.” Each touch sent electricity down his spine.



“Damn, Jennifer” - his thoughts raced - “you’re driving me” - she squeezed him harder - “crazy” - his grip tightened on her breast - “and” - he glanced at the garage door - “it’s” - he swallowed hard - “so” - he felt dizzy - “fucking” - his heart pounded - “risky” - he reveled in it.



“Risky” - she echoed, sensing his thoughts - “is” - her nails raked his back - “exactly” - she pressed her thigh against him - “what” - she sucked his lower lip - “turns” - her eyes bore into his - “me” - “on” - “don’t” - “you” - “think” - “Bryan?”



Bryan’s hands reached for Jennifer’s bikini top, the fabric slipping free as Bryan’s hungry eyes took in her exposed breasts. The twin peaks of desire sprung forward and stood proudly before him, begging to be devoured.



“Kiss them,” she whispered, her voice thick with lust.



He obliged, lips meeting soft flesh, tongue swirling around her hardened nipples. The taste of her skin was intoxicating, a heady mix of salt and sweet sin.



“Fuck, you’re good,” Jennifer moaned, arching her back to offer more of herself. Her words only fueled Bryan’s hunger, his fingers continuing their dance inside her slick heat.



“Tell me how much you want me,” she demanded, her voice sultry and inviting. As Bryan sucked and nibbled on her breasts, he couldn’t help but let his thoughts spill out, raw and honest.



“You’re so fucking hot. Every man and boy dreams of fucking your brains out… and now I’m going to,” he confessed, his fingers working faster, plunging deeper into her wetness.



“Good boy,” she purred, pulling his fingers from her dripping pussy. Without breaking eye contact, she brought his drenched fingers to her lips, sucking her pussy juices off them with slow, deliberate movements.



Bryan’s blood rushed in his ears as he watched her lips close around his fingers, sucking and slurping the sweet-smelling nectar from them. She winked at him, a mischievous glint in her eye



“You wanted a snack,” he growled. “I’ll give you a nice juicy snack. Get on your knees.” Bryan was unable to resist the power that surged through him. And as she slid off the table and sank down, he knew that this forbidden moment would forever be etched into his memory, a dark and seductive secret they now shared.



The sight of Jennifer on her knees, her full lips mere inches from his throbbing cock, sent a surge of raw desire through Bryan’s veins.



“Fuck,” he grunted. “You’ve got a perfect DSLs.”



“DSLs?”



“Dick sucking lips.”



She smiled, her eyes locked onto his length as she reached forward, fingertips brushing against the damp fabric of his shorts. With a slow, deliberate movement, she slid them down and released his hard cock, standing proud before her. She slapped it against her tongue, making Bryan shiver with anticipation. “Fuck, you’re so much bigger than my husband… so much bigger than Brad.”



“Show me what you can do,” he urged, his heart pounding wildly in his chest.



Jennifer didn’t need to be told twice. She leaned in, lips wrapping around his head as she began to suck him off. The feeling was beyond anything he could have imagined – wet, sloppy, and utterly divine.



“Fuck, bitch,” he moaned, his fingers tangling in her thick brunette hair. Guiding her movements, he set the pace, roughing up the insides of her mouth as his desire overwhelmed him. The sounds she made only served to fuel his lust, each slurp and moan pushing him closer to the edge.



With a deep moan, Bryan’s hips bucked up into her mouth, his cock throbbing as she took him deeper, her lips stretching and sliding over the tip. Jennifer bobbed her head up and down, taking more of his length with each stroke. He could feel her soft warm tongue gliding along the shaft and her lips sucking hard. Her perfect breasts swayed hypnotically as she worked him over, jiggling with her movements.



She continued to tease him with her skillful tongue, circling the head of his dick before sliding back down, taking him all the way in and gagging herself. Her hand worked his balls playfully, her fingers massaging them in a way that sent shivers through his body. Saliva began to cover her chin as she sloppily slurped on his cock.



Bryan’s face contorted into a mix of pure bliss and lust as he watched every move she made, unable to believe how good this felt. Her expert strokes were driving him wild with desire. His hands roamed over her full long hair, gripping tightly as if it was all he could do to keep himself upright.



“Mmmm… you taste so good,” she moaned around his cock, each word vibrating against the sensitive skin of his manhood. Her hot breath fanned across his cock as she stared up at him with hooded eyes.



“Keep going,” he growled, his grip on her hair tightening. “Put those dick sucking lips to good use.”



Her eyes never left his as she continued to pleasure him.



Bryan’s heart pounded in his chest as he watched Jennifer’s glossy lips again wrap around his throbbing cock, the intensity of her gaze unwavering even as she took him deeper into her mouth. He couldn’t help but stare at the way her large breasts spilled out from beneath her, nipples stiff with arousal. The sight alone was enough to push him closer to the brink.



“Damn, you look so fucking hot sucking my dick,” Bryan rasped, his voice thick with lust.



His fingers tightened in her hair, guiding her movements as he rammed himself into her mouth. The sound of his balls slapping against her chin filled the garage, drowning out any lingering doubts about the risk they were taking.



“Keep looking at me like that,” he demanded, unable to tear his eyes away from the raw hunger in hers. As her eyes watered from the intensity of their coupling, the vulnerability and desperation only served to fan the flames of his desire. “You’re so good at this, bitch. Such a dirty little whore for me.”



“Fuck,” Jennifer moaned around his length, her slurps growing louder as saliva and precum mixed together, coating her chin in a sticky mess. Some of it dripped onto her tits. Bryan could feel her throat constricting around him with each thrust, the sensation nearly unbearable in its intensity.



“Take it all, slut. Don’t you fucking stop, you horny MILF cocksucker,” Bryan growled, his hips snapping forward faster and harder. Each slam of his cock into her throat sent shivers down his spine, his entire body consumed by the primal need to claim her as his own.



The shrill ring of a cell phone shattered the lustful haze, causing Bryan’s heart to pound like a wild animal trapped in his chest. It was her husband – Brad – calling. Jennifer hesitated for a moment, her full lips still wrapped around Bryan’s throbbing cock.



“Answer it,” Bryan ordered, his voice low and dangerous. “But don’t you dare stop sucking me.”



Jennifer’s eyes flashed with excitement, the risk only serving to heighten her arousal. She reached for her phone, never breaking eye contact with Bryan as she expertly slid her lips across his length.



“He-wo, B…Bwad,” she purred, 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 came through the speaker, oblivious to the scene unfolding in his own garage.



“Just…” Jennifer winked at Bryan. “Bad ser-wice.”



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



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



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



Bryan smirked as Jennifer, again sucking his cock, reached 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 managed to say, her voice strained with the effort of maintaining her composure. “All I need now is a good stuffing.”



With a wicked grin, Bryan gripped the back of Jennifer’s head, forcing his cock deep into her throat – deeper than any cock had ever gone before. Her eyes rolled back in pleasure, the sudden intrusion catching her off guard. She gagged on it… hard. Loud. Her eyes watered as her face turned red. Bryan reveled in her debasement, the risk of discovery only heightening the intensity of their forbidden tryst.



“Alright then,” Brad said, still completely unaware. “I’ll be home soon. Love you.”



“Wuv… woo… too,” Jennifer mumbled, her lips wrapped around Bryan’s cock as she spoke to her husband. More saliva dripped from her mouth, mixing with the precum staining her chin as she continued to service Bryan.



The powerful pulse of his impending climax sent a shudder down Bryan’s spine, his vision blurred as the intensity of his orgasm surged through him. He released Jennifer’s mouth from his cock, and she gasped for air.



“I’m gonna cum,” he growled.



“Give it to me, baby,” Jennifer purred, her full lips leaving his cock for a moment only to be replaced by her soft breasts pressed against his throbbing length.



A tidal wave of pleasure crashed over Bryan as he released his seed onto Jennifer’s perfect tits, each spurt painting her skin with their forbidden lust. Satisfaction washed over him like a warm embrace, filling every inch of his body and soul, erasing any thoughts of guilt or regret.



Scooping up some of his cum onto her finger, Jennifer locked her gaze onto his as she drank it. She gave him a slow wink as she gulped it down.



“Fuck, that was amazing...” he gasped, his breath coming in ragged pants.



“Only the beginning,” Jennifer replied with a wicked smile as she gave Bryan’s sensitive cock one last tender kiss and a gentle suck on the tip. Rising to her feet, she wrapped her fingers around his still-hard cock, leading him across the garage floor.



“Where are we going?” Bryan asked, his heart pounding with anticipation as he trailed behind her, unable to take his eyes off her glistening body.



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









Chapter 3



The shower’s steamy mist enveloped Bryan as he watched droplets of water cascading down Jennifer’s supple curves. Her wet, brunette hair clung to her flawless skin, and her full lips beckoned him closer. He couldn’t resist the magnetic pull of her body any longer.



“Come here, slut,” Bryan growled, his voice a low rumble in the confined space. Jennifer obeyed, pressing her bountiful breasts against his firm chest, their slick bodies intertwining under the warm waterfall.



Their mouths crashed together like a tidal wave, tongues dancing in a frenzy of lust. Bryan’s mind was consumed by the scent of her perfume and the taste of her sinful lips.



“Jennifer,” he hissed between breaths, “I’m going to make you scream my name.”



Her moan only fueled Bryan’s hunger for her, making him ache for release. His hands wandered over her wet, glistening body, fingers sliding over the curve of her hips before settling on the firm flesh of her ass. He squeezed tightly, earning a gasp from her.



“Own me, Bryan,” she breathed, her eyes locked onto his. “Make me your bitch.”



As they continued to kiss fervently, Bryan’s grip on her ass tightened, kneading the flesh and causing Jennifer to whimper softly into his mouth. Their breathing became labored, each gasp filled with unspoken need.



The steam swirled around them like a sultry mist, the droplets glistening on Jennifer’s naked skin. Bryan couldn’t resist any longer, his body trembling with raw desire. He pressed her against the glass wall, her round ass flattened against the cold surface, nipples hardening from the contrast of temperatures.



“Are you ready?” he asked, his voice low and full of lust.



“Fuck, yes,” Jennifer panted, her eyes filled with a wild hunger that mirrored his own.



With a forceful thrust, Bryan entered her, a guttural moan escaping his lips as he felt her warmth envelop him. The sound of their bodies colliding echoed through the steam-filled room, the rhythm primal and intoxicating.



Bryan’s hips rocked slowly at first, then faster, pumping into Jennifer’s heat like a metronome set to a forbidden beat. She clung to him like a lifeline, her nails digging into his shoulders as she arched her back and met his thrusts with her own. Their hips slapped against each other in harmony, the slickness of their skin providing just the right amount of resistance. As he drove deeper, Bryan felt her walls clenching around him, milking him for all he was worth.



“Fuck, you feel amazing,” Bryan breathed, gripping her hips tightly, fingers digging into her soft flesh. His mind raced with thoughts of the consequences, but the risk only heightened his arousal.



“Harder, Bryan… please,” Jennifer whimpered, her voice barely audible above the cacophony of water and flesh. She arched her back, pushing herself against him, driving him deeper inside her.



Bryan’s rhythm quickened further until it was borderline brutal as he claimed her body with long, hard strokes that left them both gasping for breath.



“That’s right!” She screamed. “Make me your bitch – make me your whore.”



Her moans turned into whimpers, turning him on even more as he deepened the pace, setting a punishing rhythm that demanded Jennifer’s submission. Her fingers dug into his shoulders harder as he picked up speed and force until she was all but screaming his name - a high-pitched plea that only fueled his hunger.



“Tell me how much you want it,” he demanded, his words laced with dominance.



“Give it to me… all of it,” she gasped, her eyes glazed over with pleasure. Her breasts bounced with each powerful thrust, jiggling beneath his rough grip.



Bryan grinned wickedly, one hand sliding up her body to grope her breast, his other arm wrapped around her raised leg for leverage. He squeezed both mounds of flesh so hard that they turned red, eliciting desperate moans from Jennifer that only fueled his desire for her.



The steam in the shower had thickened, creating a fog of lust around them. Jennifer’s screams echoed through the room as Bryan continued to pound into her relentlessly. Her nails dug into his back, leaving trails of red that only spurred him on further.



“More... harder,” she pleaded, her voice hoarse from screaming. He pulled her hair, eliciting an even louder scream from her lips, her body writhing beneath him.



“Is this what you wanted?” he asked, his breath hot against her neck as he alternated between kissing her mouth and nipping at her throat. He drank in the taste of her, intoxicated by their forbidden passion.



“Y-yes,” she stammered, tears streaming down her face, mixing with the cascading water.



The glass door shook dangerously under the force of their torrid affair, threatening to shatter and expose their secret. But Bryan couldn’t find it within himself to care – all that mattered was claiming Jennifer, leaving behind bruises as physical proof of their sinful connection. The risk only heightened his arousal.



As their lips were locked in a scorching kiss, Bryan felt his body shudder with ecstasy. Her body was mesmerizing, writhing and squirming under him as he pounded into her rhythmically and fiercely. He growled low in his throat, feeling the world around them melt away under the intensity of their passion. The water from the showerhead pattered against his back, creating a soft white noise that added to the primal atmosphere.



Bryan went balls deep into her. Again… and again… and again.



His hands traveled down to cup her firm bottom, squeezing and kneading her flesh while driving deeper into her core. He panted into her mouth, tasting her lips and feeling the wetness of their entangled bodies. The smell of soap and sweat wafted in the air, making it heavy with lust. Every time he withdrew, only to thrust back in again, they both groaned in unison. His hips bucked hungrily against hers, seeking release from this insatiable need coursing through him.



Jennifer’s moans echoed around the enclosed space, her breath hot on his neck as she clung onto him desperately. Her nails dug into his shoulders, leaving little trails of pain that only turned him on more. She whimpered and moaned as he took her harder – a mix of agony and pleasure that made his cock throb within her walls. His hand again slid up to grip one of her breasts roughly, massaging the soft mound before tweaking her nipple playfully. It hardened instantly under his touch – a clear sign of how much she wanted this as much as he did.



Their bodies slapped together loudly against each other in syncopation, sending out wet slaps against the glass wall that threatened to



“Fuck!” Bryan cursed into her ear, feeling her orgasm ripple around him. He didn’t relent, determined to draw every last ounce of pleasure from her quivering form. “Cum for me, bitch.”



The steam became thick fog. Bryan couldn’t get enough of Jennifer, her body driving him to the brink of madness as he pounded her like a piston. He bent down, capturing her nipple between his lips, sucking and teasing it as he continued to drive into her with unrelenting force.



“Bryan,” she whimpered, the sound music to his ears. “Aahh!”



A sudden noise caught Bryan’s attention – footsteps in the adjacent bedroom. His heart pounded in his chest, but rather than stopping, he felt an undeniable thrill at the prospect of being caught. The steam enveloped them, hiding their transgressions from the outside world.



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



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



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



“Angie, have you seen my cufflinks?” Brad asked.



“Uh, n-no, I ha-haven’t,” Jennifer stammered, her voice straining as Bryan continued to fuck her relentlessly, his balls slamming against her cunt.



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



“Y-yes, of course,” she replied, her voice shaky with a mix of fear and pleasure.



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



“Such a good little wife,” Bryan whispered, his words dripping with sinister glee. “Imagine if he knew the filthy things we’re doing right now. How I’m going to fuck you in front of him.”



Bryan flipped Jennifer around, pressing her against the shower wall with a predatory grin. She let out a quick yelp as her tits flattened against the glass. Her back was now to him as he gripped her breasts, forcing her face against the glass. His fingers dug into her soft flesh, the marks of his ownership etched into her skin.



“Damn, Jennifer, you’re so fucking tight,” he whispered in her ear as he plunged into her once more, her husband just inches away from them.



“Bryan… oh shit, Bryan…” she moaned helplessly, her body writhing beneath his intense thrusts.



Jennifer let out a shaky breath. Her body was still trembling under the force of Bryan’s relentless pounding, her heart racing with a dangerous mix of fear and desire. The heat of their passion had only intensified, despite the realization that they were one wrong move away from being caught. Her skin tingled as the hot water pounded against her slick body, sending rivulets of water rolling over their entangled forms.



Bryan’s hungry kisses trailed down her neck, his teeth nipping at her flesh as he sucked gently. His skin slapped against hers, and he again went balls deep into her pussy with her husband mere inches away from the glass. And every time he did, she couldn’t help but moan into the sensation as the glass door shook.



Through the steam, Brad’s voice cut their intimate moment like a knife. “You know, traffic was absolutely jammed today, Angie.”



“Y-yeah? I’m… feeling pretty… jammed too,” Jennifer managed to choke out between gasps.



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



“Uh-huh,” she confirmed, her voice strained as Bryan continued to fuck her from behind.



Bryan reveled in the thrill of this forbidden encounter, his pace quickening, driven by the danger and the intoxicating scent of Jennifer’s arousal. Grabbing her hair, he pulled her back as he kept thrusting, amplifying her pleasure and pain. He focused on the sound of her breathless moans and the sensation of her slick walls gripping him tightly.



Their hips slapped together without regard for noise control as he pounded into her from behind – a primal rhythm that left no doubt about who was in charge here. His thick length made her walls clench greedily around him, milking him for everything he was worth.



With every stroke, their skin slapped together wetly; small pops echoed through the room like fireworks against a starry night sky.



“Bryan… please don’t… don’t stop,” she begged, one hand bracing herself against the glass while the other reached back to grip his thigh, urging him onward. Every nerve in her body screamed for release, even as her mind struggled with the reality of what they were doing.



“So, Jennifer, your day was pretty rough?” Brad asked, his voice cutting through the steamy atmosphere.



“Uh... it was... hard… and…”



Bryan smacked her ass, and she let out a squeal.



“And rough,” she finished.



“Really? What did you do today?” Brad pressed on, oblivious to the carnal scene unfolding just beyond his reach.



“Noth-nothing special,” she panted, biting her lip to stifle a moan. “Just... spent some time... taking care of my needs.”



“Everything alright?” Brad asked, hearing the strain in her voice. “You sound tired.”



“Y-yes,” Jennifer gasped, her body trembling under Bryan’s relentless assault. “I’m just... releasing some tension.”



“Good…” Brad muttered.



Feeling Jennifer’s moans grow louder, Bryan leaned in, capturing her lips in a searing kiss that left her breathless. He could taste the sweet, sinful mixture of lust and fear that lingered on her tongue, and it only served to fuel his own dark desires.



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



“Yes, I’ll…” she started.



Going balls deep into Jennifer as she spoke to her husband, Bryan groped both her tits with either hand.



“Come – oh! Soon…” she finished.



The door closed as Brad left.



“Such a naughty girl,” Bryan murmured in her ear, his words a dark caress that sent shivers down Jennifer’s spine. “But don’t worry. I’ll be here to take care of what your husband can’t.”



“Please, Bryan… make me yours,” she begged, her voice a sultry plea that sent a thrill down his spine.



An intoxicating mixture of lust and danger pulsed through Bryan’s veins as he gazed down at the panting, thoroughly spent woman before him. Jennifer’s eyes, dark with desire, locked onto his, silently begging for more.



“Get on your knees, whore,” Bryan growled, his voice thick with need. He reached over and turned off the shower.



Jennifer obeyed without hesitation, her ripe lips parting in anticipation. Her submission only served to stoke the fire burning within him.



“Look at me. And open your mouth.”



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



With a grunt, Bryan released his seed. The intensity of the moment was palpable, as hot jets of cum painted her flushed cheeks and dripped down her chin. Each stream of cum felt like a brushstroke on a canvas, creating a raw, passionate masterpiece between them. Jennifer’s face was coated in Bryan’s essence. She was marked as his.



Their heavy breathing mingled with moans and gasps, an orchestral symphony of pleasure amplified by their unbridled desire for one another. As they rode the waves of ecstasy together, time seemed to stand still in this intimate moment.



“Kiss it,” he ordered, watching as she pressed soft, reverent kisses against his still-throbbing cock.



Seeing her kiss his cock while wearing his cum brought a smile to Bryan’s face.



“Leave my cum on your face,” Bryan instructed, a wicked grin spreading across his face. “Spend the rest of the day wearing my seed. Remember whose bitch you are.”



“Bryan… you’re so bad,” Jennifer whispered, a sinful smile playing on her lips.



Stepping out of the shower, Bryan grabbed his clothes and quickly got dressed. Behind him, Jennifer wrapped a towel that covered her from the tops of her breasts to just below her pussy. Her skin was glowing.



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



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



Giving her ass a final slap, Bryan left the bathroom and quickly arrived in the corridor. He needed to get out of here before –



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



Turning, Bryan came face-to-face with the husband of the MILF he’d just fucked. Brad’s face was ripe with suspicion, his arms crossed.



Jennifer suddenly appeared behind Bryan, her voice feigning innocence as she wore nothing but the towel over her wet body and Bryan’s cum on her face. “Baby,” she said. “Bryan was just helping me with something important.”



“What was it?” Brad replied.



“He was helping me do a little bit of stuffing in exchange for some of my cookies.”



“Really?” Brad questioned, his eyes narrowing. “And what’s that on your face?”



“Uh… I just spilled some milk,” Jennifer lied, her voice steady despite the pounding of her heart. She could feel Bryan’s cum drying on her skin, and the thought sent a secret thrill through her.



“You can’t have cookies without some milk,” Bryan added.



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



“Of course,” Bryan replied, struggling to keep his own smile in check. “I just can’t resist your wife’s cookies.”



 



***



 



Hours later, the flickering glow of his phone screen cast eerie shadows on the walls, as Bryan lay in bed, the darkness swallowing him. A notification chimed, sending a thrill down his spine. It was Jennifer.



Thinking about you
 , her text read. The message accompanied by a nude photograph of Jennifer that made his heart race and his cock harden instantly. He could almost taste her dampness, the memory of her moans still echoing in his ears.



Jack off to me tonight, baby
 , her message continued, driving him to obey without hesitation, his hand wrapping around his throbbing erection.



As he complied with Jennifer’s request, his fingers worked over his cock, remembering the taste of her sweet juices mixed with his own as she came against the glass wall.



A second message chimed through:
 I’m lying next to my husband in bed, and I’m still wearing your cum. He’s sleeping now. Whenever you get hungry… come over for a midnight snack. I got some more special cookies for you.







Thank you for reading! If you enjoyed this book, please
 
SUBSCRIBE TO MY NEWSLETTER

 to get exclusive updates on future books!
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