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​Description
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I shared my gorgeous wife with the builder, but his forbidden desires took a dark, dangerous turn.

Tiffany thought her secret, ultra-dirty arrangement with Caleb, their muscular young contractor, was officially over. She was ready to return to her normal life as a devoted spouse. But when her alpha husband Scott catches Caleb aggressively pinning Tiffany against the wall and pressing his lips to her mouth, a blinding explosion of cuckold passion and primal jealousy tears their marriage apart. Scott storms away in a rage, leaving his beautiful wife drowning in absolute panic and deep regret.

Caleb is not ready to stop fucking her tight, dripping pussy. His casual lust has mutated into a dangerous, obsessive stalking fixation. When he sneaks back onto the estate in the dead of night, mashing the security keypad and desperately demanding to claim her body, Tiffany has to fight with everything she has to protect her marriage. She locks the unhinged contractor out of her life for good, but the damage to her husband's trust is already done.

What follows is an explosive, rough alpha husband reclamation that pushes both of them to their absolute limits. Scott traps his wet, trembling hotwife under the scorching water of the shower, driving his hard, rigid cock deep inside her swollen channel. This is not just passionate make-up sex. It is a fierce, territorial pounding filled with heavy, dirty talk, intense pussy stretching, and raw breeding that leaves Tiffany screaming for his warm cum.

Scroll up and plunge directly into this scorching tale of betrayal, obsession, and ultimate marital submission to see exactly how far a husband will go to reclaim what belongs to him.
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​Chapter 1
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Time was dragging during Tiffany's shift because there was a total lack of customers, and her coworker had headed home an hour ahead of schedule. Instead of sitting around doing nothing, she fell back on her usual routine and began scrubbing down the workspace. Even though this part-time gig just paid the bills while she finished up her graduate degree, her strong work ethic meant she always stayed on the move. She enjoyed a good chat with her colleagues, but idleness just wasn't her style.

Staying active came naturally to Tiffany, even though she carried about a hundred extra pounds on her frame. She wore her weight beautifully. Her gentle sensuality, vibrant personality, and radiant smile made her incredibly magnetic to everyone around her. Framing her face were soft, somewhat untamed curls of brown hair that fell to a medium length, perfectly complementing a pair of striking brown eyes. She was well aware of her impact on men, knowing that a single direct gaze from her could instantly leave them feeling weak.

While organizing a shelf and humming a quiet tune to herself, a shopper walked up. The moment Tiffany spun around to greet him, his looks took her breath away. The man was gorgeous, possessed an athletic frame, and stood just a bit taller than she did. He had a neatly trimmed beard, glasses, and a dense head of black hair. He appeared to be in his early thirties, right around Tiffany's own age, though a few silver strands touched his dark hair. When their eyes locked, he faltered for a second and looked visibly startled by her presence, which told her the attraction was completely mutual.

Noticing his confused expression, Tiffany walked over to offer her assistance. He explained that he needed a specific natural supplement to treat his aching back, though the exact name slipped his mind. Tiffany caught the faint trace of an unfamiliar foreign accent in his speech. His tone resided perfectly between high and low pitch, carrying a deep warmth that resonated right through her soul. Tiffany found herself entirely transfixed by his mesmerizing dark eyes and the sound of his speech, losing herself in his soft, nearly pitch-black gaze for a fleeting second.

His voice broke the spell as he peered at her and asked if she could help him track the item down. Tiffany snapped out of her daze, averted her eyes, and felt a blush creep up her neck. She suggested checking his internet history or looking for a saved image. Praising her clever idea, he pulled out his phone to check. The device unlocked directly into the front-facing camera, capturing both of their reflections on the screen. Tiffany instinctively tried to duck out of sight, but he lifted the phone higher, grinning as he tried to keep her in the shot. He laughed and told her to come back for a picture. Their shared laughter gave way to a moment of intense, undeniable tension as they locked eyes.

After a beat of quiet staring, he cleared his throat and focused back on his screen to find the saved image detailing his spinal issue. He held up the screenshot showing the recommended remedy. Tiffany noted the diagnosis of sciatica, acknowledging how painful that could be, and suggested that turmeric would be a good option. She guided him toward the correct aisle, and they chatted warmly for a few minutes while choosing the right bottle. As he headed off to pay, he turned back to flash her a massive, genuine smile that lit up his entire face, sending a jolt of pure electricity straight through her body.

For the rest of her shift, Tiffany could think of absolutely nothing else, wondering who that incredible man was. This kind of instantaneous, powerful attraction was entirely new to her. Physically, he checked every single box on her list of preferences. She loved his dark features, his glasses, his beard, and that thick head of hair she longed to run her hands through. His build was exactly right, leaning toward athletic without being overly ripped or too skinny. Because he stood only a couple of inches taller than her, she had been able to look directly into those tender, dark eyes during their conversation. Just recalling the intensity of his gaze made her heart flutter wildly. His subtle Eastern European accent only added to the excitement, leaving her completely distracted as she forced herself to finish out the work day.

Sleep completely eluded Tiffany later that evening because her thoughts kept drifting back to her anonymous crush. Just visualizing his deep eyes and dark hair made her pulse race while a sudden wave of heat flooded her pussy, leaving it slick and dripping wet. In her mind, she pictured his face buried deep between her thighs, pressing those full lips directly against her swollen pussy lips while his wet tongue flicked intensely against her clit. She fantasized about locking eyes with his soft, dark gaze while fistfuls of his thick hair were wrapped in her fingers, dragging his mouth even harder into her crotch.

The sheer warmth of her own arousal made her feel as if he were genuinely down there eating her out, dragging her right to the edge of a screaming orgasm. Tiffany bucked her hips upward and began frantically rubbing her clit, using her free hand to wedge a pillow tightly between her legs. The friction of the fabric against her sensitive mound felt incredible, giving her the perfect surface to grind her wet pussy against as she pictured drenching his face in her sweet, sticky juices.

“Ahhh, fuck, yes,” she whimpered, her body suddenly going rigid as a powerful climax tore through her. She shook violently, crying out into the quiet room while her breath came in hot, ragged gasps. In her mind's eye, her mystery man sat up from between her legs, slowly licking her creamy cum off his lips. Gasping for air, she whispered, "Oh shit." She desperately hoped their paths would cross again before she finally drifted off to sleep.

Over the next few days, the memory of him consumed her mind, prompting her to search the store for his face during every single shift. She was completely unable to shake the conviction that an undeniable spark had passed between them. It was a bizarre sensation she had never experienced with a total stranger before, and despite how crazy it sounded, she felt certain the feeling was entirely mutual. She even described his appearance to a coworker so they could assist in spotting him. Eventually, after a week had slipped by, he completely faded from her mind. Naturally, the moment she stopped dwelling on him, he suddenly reappeared. On a warm afternoon in the late summer, right before her shift started, she unexpectedly crossed paths with him at the grocery store's deli counter while waiting to pick up her food.

As soon as he rounded the corner and their gazes connected, both of them immediately flashed massive smiles. For Tiffany, the reaction was completely involuntary; seeing his face made it impossible to suppress her happiness, no matter how hard she tried. She stepped off to the side like a shy schoolgirl while he placed his order, trying to hide her grin and avoid staring directly at him, even though she could feel his intense gaze locked onto her. The moment he finished speaking with the clerk, he strolled over to her with a bright, toothy smile that illuminated his entire face. He nodded his head warmly and asked how she was doing. Tiffany replied that she was doing great, then eagerly asked how his back was feeling. He extended his hand for a handshake and explained that it felt completely fine now, introducing himself as Scott.

After a brief pause, Tiffany introduced herself and noted that Scott was quite an unusual name, asking about its origin. He blushed slightly and revealed that he was from Scotland, making it a Scottish name. She gave him a warm smile and asked if it was spelled S-C-O-T-T with two T’s. He let out a laugh, his cheeks turning a deeper shade of red as he confirmed her guess was absolutely perfect. Tiffany explained that she possessed a strange fascination with the spelling of unique names and always loved testing whether she could guess them correctly. Just then, the employee called out her number, and she stepped toward the counter to grab her lunch. She told Scott it was wonderful to meet him and expressed her hope that they would run into each other again soon. Scott said it was a pleasure to meet her, too, drawing out her name, Tiffany, as she walked away to settle up at the cash register.

Once more, Scott occupied every corner of Tiffany's thoughts. While walking back out to the sales floor after completing her break, she thought about how much she liked the sound of his name. She deeply regretted not having the guts to ask him out right then and there, but a crushing fear of rejection had paralyzed her. She comforted herself with the hope that he would frequent the shop again soon. Instead, an agonizing amount of time passed without a single sighting, no matter how desperately she wished to bump into him. A full six months trickled by before their paths finally crossed again.

Tiffany was just stepping out of the employee breakroom while fastening her apron strings when she noticed him standing in an aisle, looking thoroughly bewildered by the selection. Her face instantly lit up, and he returned her massive grin the moment his eyes met hers. Walking quickly toward him, she enthusiastically exclaimed how wonderful it was to see him after such an incredibly long time. Scott agreed that an eternity had passed, explaining that he had missed her on his recent visits and had been entirely buried in his studies throughout the winter months. Intrigued, Tiffany asked what exactly he was preparing for. He maintained direct eye contact and revealed that he was studying for a major graduate school entrance exam coming up in a couple of months.

Tiffany's heart did a sudden flip at the realization that he was aiming for graduate school. She silently rejoiced over how intelligent and driven he was, finding his ambition incredibly hot while trying her best to mask her intense excitement. They conversed for a few moments, and Tiffany brought up the new research project she was launching this semester. To her absolute delight, the topic aligned perfectly with Scott's personal interests. It turned out he was applying to the same academic department where she was currently pursuing her Ph.D. Overwhelmed with excitement, she lightly brushed his arm while gushing about their incredible connection. Even though she knew duty called and she had to report to her section, she desperately wanted to keep the conversation going, utterly determined not to let Scott slip through her fingers a second time.

Before she could talk herself out of it or brace for a rejection, Tiffany blurted out an offer to grab his email address so she could keep him updated on her research, suggesting they meet up sometime to talk about it. Scott responded with absolute excitement, telling her that it sounded completely awesome and that they should absolutely do it. A massive grin spread across Tiffany's face as she guided him toward the service desk in her section, reaching into a drawer to pull out a pen and a piece of paper. She completely ignored the fact that her supervisor and colleagues were staring right at them while waiting for her to join the shift-change meeting.

The entire world faded away for her in that moment. Once Scott finished jotting down his contact info, he walked back to his grocery cart to finish his shopping while Tiffany finally hurried over to join her team. It took everything she had to stop herself from staring after him, and she had to bite her lip hard just to hide the giant smile threatening to take over her face. As soon as the meeting wrapped up, one of her coworkers eagerly nudged her and demanded to know who the guy was. Tiffany leaned in close and whispered that he was just a guy she had bumped into a couple of times, adding with a giggle that he was also the absolute hottest piece of man candy she had ever laid eyes on. The two of them laughed together like a pair of excited schoolgirls while starting to stock the display shelves.

Roughly ten minutes later, Scott wandered back into the aisle directly opposite Tiffany's department, pulling her eyes right back to him. When their gazes locked, he offered a timid smile and quickly looked away out of shyness. This kind of playful, bashful flirting was completely new to Tiffany, and she absolutely loved the thrill of it. The encounter left her grinning from ear to ear for the remainder of her shift, her mind racing with excitement about messaging him and seeing him again as soon as possible.

Tiffany intentionally waited a full week before actually sending Scott an email. Even though she desperately wanted to message him the exact second he walked out of the store, she forced herself to hold back so she wouldn't come across as desperate. He consumed her thoughts every single day during that agonizing wait. When she finally reached out, she kept the message brief, including her digits and telling him to shoot her a text whenever he wanted to hang out. She also made sure to wish him the best of luck on his upcoming big exam the following month. Scott eventually wrote back, letting her know he would definitely reach out once the test was behind him and his schedule cleared up.

To Tiffany, that waiting period felt like a total eternity, but she deeply respected the fact that he was staying focused on a major life goal. There was something incredibly hot about a man with real drive. Having dealt with a string of directionless guys and aimless crushes in the past, finding someone with actual ambition felt like a breath of fresh air. About a week or two later, Scott unexpectedly messaged her out of the blue one evening. Tiffany was right in the middle of a stressful cram session, trying to finish up the final draft for a major presentation scheduled for later that week. The text completely caught her off guard since his exam was still on the horizon, but she was absolutely thrilled to see his name pop up on her screen. After trading a few quick messages, they locked down plans to hang out the following weekend. Just like that, Tiffany officially scored a date with Scott.

After what felt like an absolute eternity, the day of their planned get-together finally arrived. Tiffany had been bursting with anticipation all week, especially since Scott had completely blindsided her by showing up at her academic presentation a few days before their official date. She had originally dispatched a mass email invitation to a large group of people who might want to attend, deliberately slipping Scott onto the list just on the off chance he might show up.

She never actually anticipated his arrival, so his presence completely overwhelmed her. Following the conclusion of her talk, Tiffany was conversing with an attendee when Scott suddenly approached, radiating his signature high energy and wrapping her up in a massive embrace. The sudden physical contact left her totally flustered. An unstoppable smile took over her face, and she suddenly found herself completely tongue-tied.

He stood right by her side while she struggled to speak, her stomach twisting into nervous knots as his arm pressed flat against hers. As more people crowded around to ask her questions, she became occupied with her duties, and he stepped away. Every so often, she would catch a glimpse of him wandering through the room and the hallway, looking over the various projects on display. Whenever their eyes locked, they traded quiet smiles. Eventually, he strolled back over to inform her that he had to get back to his job. He enveloped her in another hug, parting with a grin and promising to see her on Saturday before walking out the door.

The remainder of the symposium passed by in a total blur, and Tiffany immediately went back to networking and answering questions once he departed. It wasn't until later that evening that the full weight of his gesture truly hit her. Scott had actively gone out of his way, leaving his workplace specifically to watch her present her research. Because she had a tendency to overanalyze everything, she convinced herself that his actions carried deep meaning. She felt dizzy, both from his unexpected appearance at the conference and from the intense anticipation of seeing him again in just a few days.

When Saturday came, Tiffany took meticulous care getting herself ready, ensuring her brown curls looked flawless and striking the perfect balance between casual and seductive. She pulled on her favorite pair of ankle-length black pants. Even though her legs were on the thicker side, these specific pants beautifully accentuated her curves and provided the perfect amount of support where she needed it. Next, she slid into a simple black and white striped top featuring a scoop neckline and an open-back design that revealed her shoulders. She completed the look with her favorite zippered black cardigan and a pair of black boots.

This particular outfit offered the ideal blend of comfort and sensuality, making it absolutely perfect for a chilly February day inside a cozy coffee shop. Skipping full makeup, she applied only a touch of mascara to highlight her beautiful brown eyes. Tiffany arrived at the coffee shop several hours ahead of time to finish up some work and ensure she was completely relaxed before he walked through the door. Scott affected her nerves far more than ordinary guys did, and she was determined not to appear jittery or anxious around him.

Right on schedule, Scott walked into the coffee shop, looking even more jaw-droppingly gorgeous than Tiffany had envisioned. Her eyes immediately went to his newly trimmed beard, which made him look incredibly hot. The closer crop emphasized his strong jawline and highlighted his lips. As he stepped inside, he began sliding off his heavy winter coat, revealing a loose white V-neck t-shirt underneath that draped over his torso without being overly tight. Through the thin, slightly translucent fabric of the shirt, she could see hints of his skin and a peek of chest hair. He paired the top with fitted yet comfortable denim jeans that showcased his powerful, muscular legs, finishing the outfit with brown boots.

Seeing how perfectly the clothes hugged his body made Tiffany's pulse accelerate instantly, and a heavy, throbbing ache began to pool deep between her thighs, her pussy pulsing with sudden heat. Her smile stretched wider than she intended as he walked toward her table, completely unable to mask her intense joy at seeing him again. Stooping down, he gave her a slightly clumsy embrace, and the raw scent of him washed over her. He wasn't wearing any cologne; he just smelled like natural male skin mingled with a subtle hint of sweet tobacco.

Scott stepped up to the counter to buy a cup of coffee, turning back to flash her a smile. Tiffany bit her bottom lip and averted her gaze, grinning bashfully to herself. “Holy shit, he looks so fucking good, I seriously need to calm down. Plotting how to get fucked by him right this second is not helping me stay cool,” she thought to herself as a heavy rush of desire flooded her system.

Scott returned and took a seat right across from Tiffany at the table, where they initially engaged in standard, polite introductory small talk. Before long, however, their dialogue shifted into a deep exploration of politics, religion, and sociology, before branching out into a multitude of other subjects. As they conversed, Tiffany realized that they shared identical tastes in many areas, and their core political beliefs aligned perfectly.

Because the conversation flowed with such effortless ease, Tiffany felt all her nervous tension melt away. Before long, she found herself casually brushing his hand to emphasize a point, and he eagerly mirrored the affectionate gesture. Feeling the heavenly heat of his skin against hers sent a thrill right through her body. The coffee shop announced its closing time a few hours later, prompting them to head outside. Scott wrapped her in a massive hug before they went their separate ways. As she stepped away, he excitedly suggested they hang out again very soon, and Tiffany enthusiastically agreed.

Three entire days passed without a single word from Scott. Since their meetup had not explicitly been labeled a date, Tiffany did not exactly know what to anticipate. However, she definitely expected at least a message. In her mind, they had shared a fantastic time and a genuine spark. Doubts crept in, making her wonder if he simply lacked physical attraction to her or only viewed her as a potential friend. She actively fought the urge to stress over his silence. A few of her friends advised her to stop waiting around and just contact him. Deep down, Tiffany suspected that nothing would ever happen unless she initiated the next move. Unfortunately, reaching out felt incredibly daunting. She deeply feared looking pushy or coming across as totally desperate if he actually harbored no romantic interest.

Despite those anxieties, she simply could not ignore the obvious signals of his attraction. She remembered the constant exchanging of smiles and those soft, reciprocal touches. Most of all, she recalled the intense way he stared at her with those dark, mesmerizing eyes. Very few men possessed the power to make her knees weak, yet he affected her in a deeply profound way. It had been an incredibly long time since anyone had looked at her with such raw hunger.

Tossing and turning in bed one night, sleep completely escaped Tiffany. Work stress kept her wired, and having Scott constantly occupying her thoughts made the insomnia far worse. She allowed her mind to drift back to their coffee outing, picturing exactly how delicious and fine he looked. In her vivid fantasy, she reached out and dragged that thin shirt right over his head. She imagined tracing her fingertips over his bare torso and firmly caressing his chest. She pictured a thick patch of dark chest hair tapering into a tight treasure trail that ran straight down his flat stomach and disappeared directly into his pubic hair.

Her thoughts shifted to the sensation of his strong hands gliding down her sides. She envisioned him grabbing firm handfuls of her hips and ass, forcefully dragging her flush against his body while kissing her deep and hard. A deep, wet ache quickly blossomed inside her pussy. Tiffany slid her hands under her top and began to squeeze her heavy breasts. The pure mental image of him aggressively fucking her drove her wild with lust. She caught her stiff, hard nipples between her fingers, rolling them firmly and flicking the sensitive peaks. Closing her eyes, she visualized Scott burying his face in her cleavage, mercilessly sucking her tits, dragging his wet tongue over her skin, and lightly biting down on her nipples.

Before long, she had her vibrator pressed directly against her dripping pussy. She fantasized about taking his big, thick cock deep into her mouth, sucking him wet before letting him plunge inside her. She needed to feel him stretching her out and filling her. This filthy fantasy sent her right over the edge in mere minutes. "Oh fuck, yes, ahhh!" she moaned into the dark bedroom. Her breath broke into ragged, hot gasps as a violent orgasm ripped through her body. She clamped her soaking wet pussy tight around the buzzing toy, aggressively cumming all over the vibrating plastic.

Waking up the following morning with a clear head and a sense of sexual relief, Tiffany made a decision. She planned to invite Scott to an upcoming art exhibition happening later that week. She fired off a casual text around ten in the morning. A couple of hours passed before his response popped up on her screen. He explained that he might be able to attend, but he needed a few days before he could confirm his availability.

His inability to provide a simple yes or no answer immediately irritated Tiffany. It felt as though he was acting intentionally vague, and that deliberate lack of commitment truly annoyed her. She quickly fired back a response, explaining that she had to give her friend a final headcount for the guest list. She added that if he could not commit right then, they should probably just cancel the idea entirely. Although she wanted to play it cool, her reaction mirrored the pain of a flat-out rejection. Even after recognizing that her reply was a bit harsh and defensive, she desperately held out hope that he would still contact her.

The date of the art exhibition eventually arrived and passed without a single word from Scott. Considering her defensive text message, his total silence did not exactly shock her. That expected outcome did not stop the rejection from stinging, however, and she made a firm promise to herself never to contact him again.

"Sure, I want to completely fuck his brains out," Tiffany angrily muttered to herself, "but I absolutely refuse to chase down some dude who clearly has zero interest in hanging out with me." She chose to take the heavy hint and write him off for good. Those bitter emotions were still actively churning in her mind when she unexpectedly spotted Scott at the grocery store exactly one week later.

Looking incredibly embarrassed, he approached her section of the sales floor. He awkwardly asked how she was doing and mumbled an apology for failing to text her back, claiming his schedule had simply gotten too packed. Tiffany made absolutely no effort to hide her extreme lack of amusement. Her expression remained totally flat as she brushed him off, telling him it was fine and completely not a big deal. She added that she was doing great and politely asked how he had been.

Scott nodded and stated he was doing well, too. He then admitted he needed to grab another remedy for his back issues because his pain had flared up once more. His tense facial expressions clearly proved just how much he was hurting. Tiffany gave him an incredibly clipped response. She offered a quick, insincere wish for his speedy recovery and abruptly claimed she needed to grab something from the stockroom. Without another word, she quickly spun around and walked away, ditching him right there in the middle of the aisle.

Seeking a safe place to pull herself together, she marched straight into the employee restroom and took a long, deep breath. Frustration boiled hot inside her. She had absolutely no desire to stand around making polite chit-chat with this man. Even if their coffee meetup lacked an official romantic label, she knew an undeniable spark existed between them. His decision to drop the ball and completely ignore her stung deeply.

Running into him today had entirely derailed her focus. She genuinely believed she had moved past him, yet laying eyes on his handsome face instantly reignited those intense emotions and left her deeply aching for him all over again. Beyond her romantic feelings, witnessing his obvious physical discomfort triggered a powerful instinctive urge to comfort and care for him.

As her initial anger slowly melted away, reason crept back in. She realized her behavior had been unnecessarily icy, especially since the poor guy was clearly suffering and struggling just to walk. Hoping to fix her harsh mistake, she hurried out of the back room to track him down. Unfortunately, she only managed to catch a glimpse of him as he walked away from the checkout registers and headed for the exit. Tiffany let out a heavy sigh. She quietly accepted defeat, telling herself that the whole situation was finally over and done with.

Tiffany was plugging away at another routine shift at the store. Even though her specific department was shorthanded that day, foot traffic was thankfully light, keeping things quiet. While checking on some inventory over in a completely different section of the building, she caught sight of Scott walking past a couple of aisles over. It didn't even take a clear look at his face for her to recognize him instantly. His unique aura always had a way of signaling his presence to her before she even saw him clearly.

More than four months had slipped by since she had treated him so coldly during their last encounter, and she had spent that entire time wishing for another chance to see him. She had actually spotted him around the shop a handful of times since then, but it felt like Scott was intentionally keeping his distance. He never dropped by her department to say hello, despite the fact that she was positive he knew she was on the clock. She certainly didn't blame the guy for avoiding her, but she desperately wanted to make amends. Unfortunately, every time she had previously tried to intercept him, she missed her chance. As she was heading back to her regular station, he suddenly rounded the corner into her aisle, causing both of them to freeze right in their tracks.

An excited greeting burst from both of them at the same moment as their faces lit up with smiles. Scott immediately abandoned his shopping cart, stepping around the handle to pull Tiffany into a deep, lingering embrace. When they finally broke apart, they were both wearing those familiar, incredibly goofy expressions. Tiffany blurted out how wonderful it was to see him, her voice dripping with an almost overly enthusiastic tone. The sheer relief of his warm reception completely washed over her. Scott smiled back, mirroring her sentiment, and asked how everything had been going in her life.

They swapped casual updates for a few minutes before Scott explained that a recent relocation had been keeping his schedule completely packed. He reached out to grab an item off the shelf, tossing the box into his cart as he mentioned that he had just moved into that yellow house over at Wellington and 25th. Tiffany stood there in absolute, paralyzed shock. She sputtered out that it was impossible, explaining that her own apartment building was on Wellington and 24th, making his new place the immediate building next door. She demanded to know how on earth they hadn't crossed paths yet. Scott chuckled, a soft smile playing on his lips, and explained that the move had only happened about a week ago, adding that he had previously lived in the area and always loved the neighborhood.

Tiffany let out a laugh, murmuring about how wildly coincidental the whole thing was. Scott locked his eyes onto hers and smiled, suggesting that they absolutely needed to hang out sometime soon. Still struggling to keep her intense excitement under wraps, she immediately blurted out that she would love that. Scott kept his gaze fixed right on her, firmly stating that they should make it happen. Giving him a playful nudge on the shoulder, Tiffany smirked and slyly teased him, telling him he knew she was completely game, but she was always left waiting around for his text responses. He let out a hearty chuckle, gently resting his hand on her shoulder as he countered that since she officially knew his address now, she could always just show up at his front door.

After they parted ways, Tiffany was left completely spinning from the unexpected reunion, and her mind raced even harder over the shocking revelation that Scott was now her next-door neighbor. The moment she went on her break, she fired off a frantic text message to two of her closest friends who had been following every single update of the Scott drama. She joked to them that she would now have to make sure she looked completely stunning every single time she stepped out of her front door.

However, the reality of his constant potential presence quickly triggered a wave of vulnerability. The realization that she could run into him at literally any moment left her feeling a bit restless and exposed. On her walk home later that evening, she found herself scanning the sidewalk and staring a little too intently at his windows, desperately hoping to catch a flash of him. Letting out a soft sigh, she realized she would have to exert some major self-control to avoid orchestrating accidental meetings.

Sleep completely eluded Tiffany that night as she tossed and turned in her bed, her mind thoroughly consumed by thoughts of Scott in the suffocating summer heat. It drove her crazy to think that he was lying in his own bed just a few feet away, perhaps completely naked or stripped down to his underwear, looking obscenely hot regardless of what he was wearing. The sheer mental image of him next door was almost too much to handle.

Lying there in the dark, explicit fantasies of finally getting fucked by him flooded her brain. A heavy, throbbing ache pooled in her wet pussy as she slid her hands down her soft stomach and rubbed her thighs, while a stiff breeze from the open window brushed against her naked skin. She began rolling her hard nipples between her fingers, whispering his name as she imagined Scott’s lips and wet tongue exploring every inch of her body, desperate to feel his mouth on her tits.

Slipping her hand downward, Tiffany slid her fingers between her thighs to stroke the wet contours of her labia. The friction sent a wave of heat straight to her chest, causing her nipples to bunch into tight, sensitive points that she pinched hard between her fingertips. She groaned out loud as she worked her slippery clit, her pussy pooling with slick juice. In her mind, she could feel Scott's mouth devouring her pussy before slamming his massive cock deep inside her. Her pulse hammered. Her hand rhythmically pumped faster. Within minutes, a savage orgasm exploded through her entire frame, arching her spine violently off the mattress. “Ahhh, god, Scott, fuck!” she cried out into the quiet bedroom, completely reckless about whether he could hear her through the apartment walls. Her heavy gasps gradually slowed into a gentle murmur, and the rhythmic sound of her own breathing finally put her to sleep.

A couple of weeks went by without a single encounter, though he occupied her thoughts every single time she stepped past her front door. Eventually, the initial rush of adrenaline cooled off. She began viewing the situation through a realistic lens, stopping herself from daydreaming about a fantasy wedding. Tiffany was currently navigating the final year and a half of her graduate program, which prompted her to look closely at what she truly wanted both emotionally and sexually. A passionate, temporary fling felt much more appropriate than trying to establish a serious bond. She smiled at the thought of spending her remaining time at school wrapped up in a short-term, fiery affair with a gorgeous Scottish guy.

She had firmly promised herself that she would hold back and force Scott to do the pursuing this time around. That resolution quickly drove her crazy because knowing he was so physically near yet completely unavailable was agonizing. Forgetting his awful track record with text messages, temptation won out one evening. She sent him a quick text asking if he wanted to grab breakfast the following morning at a small neighborhood cafe. Because he usually took days to get back to her, Tiffany was absolutely stunned when her phone buzzed a mere ten minutes later. He accepted enthusiastically and suggested they meet up at nine o'clock, leaving her vibrating with excitement.

The morning meetup turned out to be fantastic. Scott chose a table drenched in bright sunshine, clearly relishing the warmth of the morning. The direct light caught his eyes perfectly, giving Tiffany a chance to appreciate their incredible depth and rich color. She loved his carefree, playful vibe as he relaxed in the sun. They shared a comfortable, easy conversation over their food, completely at ease in each other's presence. Once the meal was wrapped up and they walked back to the sidewalk, Tiffany said goodbye to catch the bus heading to campus. They shared a warm hug and parted ways with a smile.

Later that afternoon, Tiffany sent him a text with the details she had promised to share, along with an invitation to an upcoming event the following week that she figured he would enjoy. When the hours passed without a response, she felt a familiar sinking feeling. The silence was incredibly frustrating, but underneath the annoyance, it caused genuine emotional pain. Since they were still slowly getting to know one another, she truly believed their breakfast date marked a real step forward. She wondered if she had crowded him by messaging so quickly, or if he was simply a terrible communicator.

Either way, she officially decided that her days of initiating contact were over. The constant ghosting felt too much like flat-out rejection, and she refused to put herself through it anymore. A whole year had gone by since she first assisted him at the shop, making her feel ridiculous for still pining after him. Still, she could not shake the feeling that some strange cosmic force kept pulling their lives back together.

Six weeks dragged by without a single word from Scott. She never spotted him walking around the neighborhood or picking up groceries at the shop, but she had memorized his car, and seeing it sitting on the street drove her absolutely insane. It was a constant, taunting reminder when she found his vehicle parked right in front of her own building, but she remained firm in her decision to never initiate contact again.

One morning, she headed out to the store only to realize she had left something behind. As she pivoted to head back inside, she noticed his car idling at the curb. Scott was sitting in the driver's seat, waving at her. She offered a quick wave back, but she hesitated before retreating into the lobby. She secretly hoped he might reach out since he had seen her, though she knew the odds were low. A small part of her also worried that her quick retreat might look like she was intentionally avoiding him.

About two weeks later, on a Thursday, Tiffany was walking toward her job when her phone vibrated against her hip. Thinking it was Olivia checking in about their evening plans, she pulled it out to glance at the screen. She froze in the middle of the sidewalk, stunned to see Scott’s name and number staring back at her. Her heart hammered against her ribs as she whispered, "Oh shit. Whaaaat."

His message was short and simple, asking how she was doing. She debated whether to respond at all, but quickly tapped out a reply saying she was good and just on her way to work. She was in a hurry, so she tucked the phone away and kept moving. It buzzed a few times while she walked, but she could not stop to check it.

Once she finally clocked in, she saw a new message buried under a pile of notifications from coworkers. Scott was asking what she was doing that night or later in the week. Her stomach somersaulted, and she cursed under her breath, realizing she already had plans with a friend. She typed out a response saying she was busy that night and for the remainder of the week. "Damnit," she muttered aloud, "I really wish I was free tonight!"

A few minutes later, he responded that it was a shame because he had wanted to invite her to hang out on his porch, but he understood. Tiffany told him they should definitely plan for another night, adding that it was going to be beautiful weather for a porch session anyway. She shoved the phone into her bag, pulled on her apron, and got to work.

When she finished her grueling shift, she felt a wave of disappointment to see that Olivia had backed out of their plans. She figured she was exhausted enough to just head straight home anyway. It was her final night working at the store, so the atmosphere felt charged and emotional, and she opted for a quick bus ride home instead of trekking on foot.

As she walked to the bus stop, she unbuttoned the thick plaid overshirt she had been forced to wear all day. The shop had strict dress codes against sleeveless shirts on the sales floor, which usually worked out since the store was kept freezing, but the fabric was suffocating in the humid September heat. A late summer heatwave had hit, making the air thick and almost impossible to breathe.

Underneath, she wore a basic black tank top paired with black shorts. She never tried to dress overly fancy, but the tank top clung to her curves, accentuating her soft cleavage and revealing a glimpse of the tattoo on her breast. She definitely noticed a few stares from people on the bus. Even in her simplest, most casual clothes, she radiated a natural, magnetic sensuality that was impossible to ignore.

The transit ride home passed without incident, dropping Tiffany off at her usual corner. Just as she strolled down her block and prepared to cross the street toward her building, a voice suddenly shouted her name. She froze in her tracks, immediately recognizing who it belonged to. Spinning around, she scanned the area but failed to spot the source right away. She called out his name, asking if it was him. He yelled back, telling her to come over to the yellow house.

Following the sound of his voice, Tiffany walked over and discovered him relaxing on his front porch with a massive grin on his face. He wore a casual light blue button-down shirt left open over a white cotton V-neck tank, showing off a sexy hint of dark chest hair. A pair of khaki shorts completed the look, and noticing his bare feet brought an unexpected but natural smile to her face. Checking out his incredibly hot body, she mentally cursed, wondering if the man was simply incapable of looking bad.

Taking a steadying breath, she climbed the wooden steps just as he rose to wrap her in a tight embrace. The humid night air left his skin slightly tacky, and she relished the intense heat radiating onto her bare shoulders, contrasting perfectly with the cool fabric of his shirt brushing against her cleavage. He settled back into a wooden chair, prompting her to let out a long breath and take the seat diagonally across from him. His skin boasted a mouthwatering, deep tan, suggesting he had spent the entire afternoon soaking up the sunlight.

They easily fell into a happy conversation about their jobs and personal lives. Before long, Tiffany casually asked if he enjoyed getting high. He immediately confirmed that he did, so she dashed next door to her place, dropping off her work bag and retrieving her bowl and a fresh stash of weed. Returning to his porch, she saw he had thoughtfully set out some ice water and tossed a few plush pillows onto their stiff seats. They sparked the pipe and passed it back and forth, silently watching thick plumes of smoke drift upward into the sweltering, heavy night air.

With the marijuana mellowing them out, their dialogue shifted toward deeper topics like social justice issues and wild conspiracy theories. They even went on a passionate tangent about how the track "Boogie Down Bronx" by Man Parrish and the Freeze Force Crew never received the massive respect it truly warranted. Deep, serious debates gave way to fits of laughter, flowing naturally back and forth.

Comfortable stretches of silence frequently settled between them, allowing their eyes to lock in quiet, smiling appreciation free of any awkwardness. They simply sat together, soaking in the peaceful darkness while listening to distant highway traffic blending with nocturnal city noise and the soft chirping of restless birds hidden up in the branches. During one of those tranquil pauses, Tiffany finally checked her screen and gasped at seeing the time creeping well past one in the morning. Getting to her feet, she gently announced that it was time to head back to her place. The combination of strong weed, suffocating heat, and hours spent basking in his magnetic energy left her feeling completely intoxicated and hazy.

Scott slid his feet into some sandals and insisted on escorting her home, regardless of the ridiculously short distance to the neighboring building. They strolled without speaking, the proximity causing their hands to brush and their shoulders to deliberately bump. Reaching her front door, they climbed the stoop together. Tiffany dug her keys out of her pocket and pivoted to bid him a proper goodnight.

They leaned in for a brief hug, but as they pulled back, neither of them actually let go. Standing under the glow of the porch fixture with small bugs fluttering around them, his striking face looked absolutely perfect. The physical sensation of his hard body lingering so close sent a raging inferno of raw lust straight to her core. Driven purely by instinct, she closed the gap and pressed her lips forcefully against his.

She had zero clue how he might respond, but a massive wave of relief washed over her when he kissed her back with staggering ferocity. It was a level of raw, desperate hunger she had not experienced in absolute years. Even though she had engaged in some light physical intimacy recently, a solid five years had passed since she last engaged in actual sexual intercourse. To make it even crazier, she could not remember a single man ever kissing her with such devastating passion.

Within seconds, Scott buried both hands deep into her thick curls, gripping her hair tightly to drag her mouth even harder against his own. Tiffany instinctively clamped her hands onto his waist and lower back, her throbbing pussy begging for his friction as she desperately tried to merge their bodies. They stayed locked in that filthy, wet embrace for what felt like an eternity before finally breaking apart to gasp for air.

Panting softly, Tiffany struggled to find her voice before whispering an invitation for him to come upstairs. Scott kept his face hovering mere inches from hers, murmuring an eager agreement while confirming it was truly what she desired. Plunging her fingers back into his hair and sliding them down his hot neck, she attacked his mouth for another deep kiss. Letting out a shaky breath, she rested her forehead directly against his.

She firmly told him that getting him inside was exactly what she wanted to do. Fueled by blinding arousal, Tiffany unlocked the main entrance in record time, and the two of them essentially sprinted up three flights of stairs to reach her apartment.
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By the time they arrived at her apartment entrance, the steep climb and their mutual craving left them both panting heavily. Scott immediately pinned Tiffany back against the hard wood with a firm yet tender dominance, attacking her mouth, neck, and cheeks with deep kisses. She ground her hips into his frame rhythmically while her fingers eagerly tangled in his thick hair and caressed the coarse edges of his beard.

When she finally twisted around to slide her key into the deadbolt, Scott tightly coiled one arm around her waist to yank her flush against his chest. His free hand aggressively fondled her clothed breasts, squeezing them as he buried his face in her shoulder. His hot breath washed over her neck and hair, causing her hands to shake violently as she struggled with the lock. She took a deep breath, inhaling the intoxicating combination of his shampoo, raw male sweat, and the pungent marijuana they had just shared.

A wave of pure desperation washed over Tiffany because the stubborn locking mechanism felt like it took an absolute eternity to release. The deadbolt finally clicked, allowing them to stumble blindly across the threshold in a messy, frantic tangle of limbs. The instant she slammed the entrance shut and secured it, they devoured each other all over again in a violent storm of wet kisses and greedy groping. Flipping their positions, she slammed his back against the closed door, shoving her hands up his chest and grabbing fistfuls of his hair to drag him into a filthy, bruising kiss.

A sudden surge of intense heat flooded Scott's body as heavy blood pumped straight down to his groin. He initially attempted to suppress his rising erection, but his thick cock demanded attention. Tiffany simply tasted far too sweet and felt incredibly soft against him, completely shattering his restraint and allowing his dick to grow rock hard beneath her hungry mouth. He could not recall a single moment in his entire life where he had experienced such a profound, agonizing physical ache for a woman.

Letting her full weight settle heavily against his solid frame, Tiffany immediately noticed the distinct outline of his stiff bulge pushing right into her hip. The undeniable proof of his blazing arousal launched her into a state of absolute feral lust. Without breaking their kiss, she slid her hands inside his unbuttoned overshirt, peeling it off his broad shoulders and casually flinging it onto a nearby chair. Her palms then glided down to his waistline before she grabbed the hem of his tank top in a swift, single motion, ripping the garment right over his head and discarding it onto the floorboards.

Yanking her body even tighter against his own, Scott ruthlessly kissed her lips while weaving his fingers deep into her thick curls. Simultaneously, she dragged her fingernails up and down the expanse of his bare back. The smooth, radiating heat of his skin covered a dense layer of shifting shoulder and back muscles. Experiencing that perfect mixture of muscular firmness and velvety soft skin pushed her absolute furthest boundaries of self-control.

Completely losing her mind with need, she began peppering wet kisses all over his face and thick neck. Her mouth slowly descended past his shoulders, dragging her wet tongue right down the center of his chest and abdomen to taste his salty skin. She absolutely loved that his torso featured a solid, athletic tone while keeping a deliciously soft layer right around his midsection. Even better was the wild patch of dark chest hair that tapered into a sexy treasure trail, pointing a direct path down his stomach straight toward the ultimate prize waiting below.

Starving for the taste of his cock, she dropped directly onto her knees. Her eager fingers made quick work of his belt buckle before she let his pants drop completely to the floor. Underneath, a pair of tight boxer briefs contained his massive, swollen erection, the fabric straining against the huge bulge. Staring up into his dark eyes, Tiffany slowly moistened her lips with a flick of her tongue. She pressed soft kisses into the skin of his stomach right above his elastic waistband, dragged her tongue along his thick thighs, and finally traced her fingertips lightly over the massive shape of his hard dick.

The delicate friction dragged a deep, guttural moan out of Scott as he slid his hands over the crown of her head and down her neck. Tiffany shaped her palm around the heavy package, delicately dragging the very tip of her wet tongue directly across the covered shaft. She dug her fingers firmly into the sides of his hips, gripping the top edge of his underwear to drag the material downward. As she slowly revealed his cock, her own pussy throbbed with a heavy, dripping ache, soaking her panties with slick juice.

A soft groan escaped Tiffany as Scott's furiously hard cock sprang free from his underwear. His dick was absolutely flawless. It measured around seven inches in length and nearly an inch and a half thick, featuring a perfect mushroom head peaking out from beneath a tight foreskin. A neat patch of dark pubic hair surrounded the base, seamlessly connecting to the sexy trail running down his stomach. After helping him strip off his denim and boxers, Tiffany tightly wrapped her fingers around the base of his rock-solid, incredibly warm shaft.

She peered up at him, a wicked smile playing at the corners of her mouth as she slowly licked her lips. Darting her tongue forward, she lightly flicked the very tip against his sensitive head, pulling a low, guttural groan from Scott. He tangled his fingers deep into her curls and let out a heavy moan of pure pleasure as her wet lips and tongue swallowed the crown of his penis. Moving with a sweet but starving hunger, she began bobbing her mouth up and down the length of his shaft, swirling her soaking tongue around the thick head.

Needing her own release, Tiffany shoved her free hand between her thighs to furiously rub her aching pussy right through the fabric of her shorts. She quickly bypassed the material, sliding her fingers past her panties to frantically stroke her slick, swollen clit while continuously sucking his rigid cock. Pinned against the door, Scott rhythmically rolled his hips forward, gently driving his dick deeper into her eager mouth. She desperately tried to deep throat his entire length, using her other hand to grip his waist and fiercely knead his tight, muscular ass.

With his hands fisted in her hair and his massive cock stretching her cheeks, her frantic masturbation quickly triggered a shattering climax. "Oh fuck, yes," she whimpered around his shaft. Her deep, rumbling moans sent intense vibrations straight down his dick. That intense friction pushed him precariously close to his own breaking point much faster than he intended. She kept moaning through her blowjob, completely addicted to the feeling of his thick meat stretching her throat. After sliding him completely out of her mouth, she agonizingly swallowed him whole again, taking him in inch by inch. Completely losing his grip on his self-control, Scott began ruthlessly thrusting his dick deep into the back of her mouth.

"Ahhh, fuck!" he roared. As Tiffany groaned in pure ecstasy, Scott felt a blinding wave of heat detonate in his groin, unleashing a massive, explosive load of hot cum directly into the back of her throat. Scalding, thick fluid flooded her mouth instantly, coating her tongue in his rich, salty taste. She absolutely devoured his semen, letting out soft, muffled whimpers of delight as she swallowed every single drop.

To drain him completely, Tiffany reached beneath his thighs to firmly massage his heavy balls, forcing even more thick cum to shoot from the slit of his cock. He pumped so much volume into her mouth that the excess milky fluid began spilling out the corners of her lips and dripping down her chin. Panting heavily, he finally pulled his hips back, allowing his slick dick to slowly slide past her wet lips.

Grasping her shoulders with gentle strength, Scott helped Tiffany up to her feet. He immediately wrapped one strong arm tightly around her waist, using his other hand to support the back of her head as he crashed his mouth against hers. He kissed her aggressively, clearly tasting his own cum on her tongue and absolutely loving the dirty flavor. He held her flush against his body, dragging his fingertips up and down her spine while tenderly caressing her lower back and the nape of her neck.

He showered her face, neck, and shoulders with frantic kisses. "Oh my god, you are so beautiful, and so fucking amazing," he whispered on a constant loop. Hearing those dirty, breathless moans delivered in his thick, husky accent totally short-circuited Tiffany's brain and sent her head spinning.

Feeling her heavy, ragged breaths ghosting across his skin made Scott's pulse skyrocket all over again. He grabbed the hem of her tank top, yanking it upward to expose her midriff while trailing his fingertips delicately across her soft stomach. Deepening their kiss, he ripped the shirt completely over her head. He let his hands graze the fabric of her bra, pausing to thoroughly admire the heavy, swelling shape of her breasts contained inside the cups.

Scott French kissed her deeply as his hands glided down her bare back to trace the sensual curve of her hips. He moved his focus to her lingerie, slowly undoing the back clasps of her bra. Instead of removing it entirely, he let the unhooked straps drape loosely. The back and sides fell open, but the front cups still concealed the full shape and color of her tits. He began peppering light, teasing kisses all over her exposed chest and throat with wet flicks of his tongue. Tiffany felt like she was floating in an absolute fantasy. It had been years since a man had worshipped her body like this, and nobody had ever made her feel this incredibly good.

His hands continued their hypnotic journey up and down her naked spine while his lips devoured her neck and shoulders. She gasped and moaned helplessly under his expert touch. Taking a slight step back, he finally moved to strip the bra away entirely. He dragged the loose straps down her arms until the garment hit the floor, revealing her heavy, luscious breasts. He paused to drink in the sight of her gorgeous, dark, coffee-colored nipples. His dark eyes greedily traced the faint summer tan lines marking her flesh, deeply appreciating the beautiful, contrasting shades of her toffee-colored skin.

Scott smoothly shifted their weight, spinning Tiffany around until her back was pressed flat against the wood of the door. Positioned right in front of her, he leisurely lifted his hand to cradle her right breast. A sharp gasp escaped her lips as she leaned heavily into the doorframe while his mouth claimed hers in a deep, wet kiss, his fingers simultaneously rolling her right nipple. He firmly kneaded her left breast with his free hand, drawing a quiet moan of satisfaction from her. Sucking fiercely on her collarbone and shoulders, Scott flattened the full length of his naked torso directly against her. The lush, yielding feel of her flesh against his bare skin instantly made his cock surge with blood and snap back to full, rock-hard attention.

He locked his gaze onto her dark eyes before lowering his head to engulf her left breast, swirling his wet tongue around the peak, and sucking it deeply. A fierce jolt of pure electricity shot straight through Tiffany's core the moment his hot, salivated mouth closed over her stiff nipple. “Oh, shit, this IS happening. I cannot believe it. Oh my god...” she internally screamed while melting into his tight embrace as his arms wrapped securely around her. He lightly caught the sensitive peak between his teeth and flicked it repeatedly with his tongue. Tiffany responded by burying her fingernails firmly into the hair at the base of his neck, letting out a heavy, guttural groan. She gripped his hair tightly as he shifted his attention over to her right breast, hungrily taking her soft tit in his mouth.

Scott’s palms slid up and down the contours of her ribcage, offering a light, tormenting caress that drove her crazy. His rigid dick was throbbing directly against her bare thigh now, and that intense friction created a desperate, empty ache deep inside her pussy, prompting her hands to trace his muscles with feral desire. Shifting his focus down to her waistline, his powerful hands firmly gripped the soft curves of her love handles, kneading them hungrily. He unbuckled her belt, popped open the buttons of her denim, and forcefully dragged the shorts down past her hips.

The moment she stepped completely out of the heavy fabric, Scott locked his hands onto her hips and yanked her pelvis flush against his, pinning his stiff erection right between her thighs. As his thick dick mashed against her outer lips, he could feel the radiating heat and the slick juices of her arousal soaking through. He slid his fingers beneath the elastic of her silky panties to grab both cheeks of her ass, aggressively squeezing and massaging her flesh. Tiffany arched her neck backward in pure ecstasy, which Scott took as a green light to grind his weight even harder against her while biting and kissing her throat.

Tracing his palm back around her hip toward her lower stomach, he carefully slipped his fingers through her thick pubic hair, over her mound, and parted her wet pussy lips with a single digit. He locked his gaze deeply into hers while steadying her head with his palm, using his fingertip to locate her swollen clit and stroke it firmly. A drawn-out, trembling cry tore from Tiffany’s throat as her legs completely gave out beneath her. He dragged his wet finger down from her clit to the slippery opening of her vagina, teasing her mercilessly by threatening to shove the entire digit inside her soaking wet hole.

Recognizing that she was entirely consumed by raw lust, Scott withdrew his hand from her panties, enveloped her body in a powerful embrace, and guided her toward the mattress without ever breaking their intense kiss. The moment the edge of the bed touched the back of her knees, Scott carefully pressed her down onto the sheets and immediately pinned her beneath his heavy frame.

Scott starved for a taste of Tiffany, using his tongue and lips to worship every inch of her skin. He left a trail of wet kisses across her forehead, cheeks, and lips, occasionally nibbling on her earlobes and flicking his tongue inside them. Tiffany buried her hands deep in his thick hair, massaging his neck as his mouth traveled further down her body. He dragged his lips along her throat until he reached her left breast, greedily swallowing her nipple once again. While nursing at her chest, Scott slid his fingers downward, charting a path between her thighs. He began massaging her pussy through her underwear, pressing his palm firmly against her clit. Tiffany groaned loudly while he kissed his way lower, licking and nipping at her skin. He planted tender bites along her thick thighs, teasing her mercilessly as he moved closer to her groin. Dropping to his knees on the mattress, Scott yanked her underwear down and buried his face directly into her soaking wet pussy.

The sudden sensation of his warm mouth and sliding tongue pushed Tiffany right over the edge. “Ah, god, yes!” she cried out, within minutes succumbing to a violent climax. She clamped her hands onto his wrists, which were anchored firmly on her hips to hold her steady while he kept eating her out, intentionally forcing her into a second consecutive orgasm. She squeezed her thighs tightly against his head, arching her spine off the mattress in pure ecstasy as loud, ragged moans filled the room. Scott savored the scent of her arousal and the velvety texture of her skin against his face. Her thick, voluptuous thighs and soft midsection drove his desire to an absolute peak, and the wet friction of her cumming all over his mouth made his cock grow even more rock-hard. He burned with the need to be buried inside her. As the intensity of her climax began to fade, Tiffany pulled his heavy body up onto hers, kissing him with raw ferocity. She hungrily tasted her own juices on his lips, loving how wet his beard felt from her pussy secretions.

"I need you inside me," she commanded, her voice thick with lust. Scott rose over her on the bed and gently spread her legs wide, taking a long moment to admire her throbbing, wet, pink pussy as it glistened with anticipation. Her pubic hair was neatly trimmed but completely natural, a feature he found incredibly attractive. He shifted his weight, aligning his hard dick so that the head hovered just outside her vaginal opening. The torturous proximity drove Tiffany completely insane, prompting her to buck her hips upward to meet his shaft violently. Scott gently pinned her pelvis back down to the sheets, keeping his cock lingering right at the entrance while widening her legs to tease her further.

Finally, he slowly slid the very tip of his penis against her hot, slick pussy lips. The contact pulled the most seductive, pleasure-filled moan from her throat that he had ever heard in his life. He knew right away that she had been starving for this moment just as long as he had. Tormenting her, he pushed just the tip of his cock inside her vagina before slowly drawing it back out. He rubbed the head of his shaft against her clit, sliding a glossy bead of precum directly onto the swollen nub before teasing her with the tip of his dick once more. Every single time he pulled away
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