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John, a muscular and rugged man with sun-kissed skin and short black hair, shares a spacious apartment with his best friend, Brandon, a lean, tall individual with piercing blue eyes and a charming smile. John's girlfriend, Amelia, is a stunning beauty with long, curly brunette locks that cascade down her back. She possesses voluptuous breasts, a perfectly round ass, and supple, kissable lips that could drive any man crazy. Her nipples were always hard, like two ripe cherries yearning to be tasted, and her pussy was kept neatly trimmed, revealing her enticing labia. 

Today, she had decided to pay John an unexpected visit, only to find him away at work.

As she entered the apartment, she heard soft music playing from Brandon's room. His door was slightly ajar, and she couldn't help but notice the outline of his toned body through the crack. Her heart raced as she contemplated the forbidden fruit before her. With a sly grin, she sauntered towards the bedroom, her hips swaying seductively. Brandon sat on his bed, shirtless, his well-defined abs glistening with sweat. He was scrolling through his phone, unaware of the sinful intentions that were brewing in Amelia's mind. She knocked gently on the door, biting her bottom lip, and whispered, "Hey, Brandon."

Brandon looked up, surprised to see her standing there. "Amelia? What are you doing here?" he asked, his gaze lingering on her ample cleavage, which threatened to spill out of her low-cut top.

"John isn't home," she replied coyly, twirling a strand of hair around her finger. "I thought maybe we could hang out?"

Brandon hesitated for a moment, but the sight of her perky tits and the thought of her tight little cunt drove all reason from his mind. "Sure, come on in," he said, trying to mask his growing arousal.

As Amelia stepped into the room, closing the door behind her, Brandon felt his cock stir. He had always found her irresistible, and now, she was practically begging for his attention. He took a deep breath, trying to calm himself down, but it was no use. 

He couldn't help but imagine how her juicy pussy would feel wrapped around his throbbing member. He noticed her glancing at his bulging crotch, her eyes widening with desire. This was the opportunity he had been waiting for. 

Standing up, he walked towards her, his heart pounding in his chest. He placed one hand on her waist and pulled her close, feeling the heat radiating from her body. Their faces mere inches apart, he whispered, "Are you sure you want this? Once we start, there's no turning back."

Her breath was hot against his neck as she nodded, her chest rising and falling rapidly. "Yes," she breathed, "I want you."

Brandon's lips crashed onto hers, devouring her mouth in a hungry kiss. Amelia moaned softly, pressing herself against him, her hands roaming over his muscular chest. He could feel her erect nipples poking through her thin fabric, and he knew she was just as turned on as he was. 

Slowly, he slid one hand under her shirt, cupping her full breast and massaging it gently. She let out a soft whimper, arching her back, and he took advantage of the moment to slip his other hand down her pants, finding her already soaking wet.

"Mmm, you're so fucking wet," he growled, sliding a finger inside her eager pussy.

"Yess..." she moaned, grinding against his hand.

He led her to the bed, their lips never breaking contact. As they fell onto the mattress, he yanked her pants off, exposing her glistening vulva. His cock strained against his own pants, demanding release. He quickly obliged, pulling them down to free his hard, throbbing length. He positioned himself between her legs, rubbing his dick against her clit. Amelia writhed beneath him, her moans growing

With every stroke of Brandon's cock against her clit, Amelia's excitement mounted, her moans becoming louder and more urgent. Her hips bucked upwards, seeking more friction, more pleasure. The room filled with the sound of their heavy breathing and the wet, sloppy noises of their bodies coming together. Brandon couldn't wait any longer - he needed to taste her. 

Leaning down, he buried his face in her pussy, his tongue flicking out to lap at her swollen labia. She cried out, her hands grabbing fistfuls of his hair as he began to eat her out. His tongue explored every inch of her, dipping into her warmth and flicking at her sensitive bud. Her thighs trembled, and her entire body shook as wave after wave of pleasure washed over her. "Oh god, Brandon!" she screamed, her orgasm building. He didn't stop, instead increasing his efforts, determined to make her cum before he took her. 

Finally, with a loud cry, she came, her juices flooding his mouth and dripping down his chin. Panting, she looked up at him with glazed eyes, a look of pure ecstasy on her beautiful face. "Now, fuck me," she demanded, spreading her legs wide. Brandon didn't need to be told twice. 

He lined up his cock with her entrance and thrust inside, filling her completely. They both groaned in unison, the sensation almost too much to bear. He began to move, his hips pumping in a steady rhythm, each stroke driving him deeper and deeper into her tight, wet cunt. 

Amelia's tits bounced with every thrust, her nipples dark and erect. Her nails dug into his back as he picked up speed, the sound of skin slapping against skin echoing through the room. "Harder!" she pleaded, "I need it harder!" Brandon complied, slamming into her with all his might, her moans of pleasure spurring him on. The room seemed to spin around them as they lost themselves in the moment, their bodies moving together as one.

Brandon couldn't believe how tight Amelia was - it was like her pussy was made just for him. He pounded into her relentlessly, their bodies slick with sweat and sex. Her moans grew louder and more desperate, her nails clawing at his back as she approached climax once again. He could feel her walls clenching around his cock, milking him, trying to draw out his own release. But he wasn't ready yet. He wanted to make her cum first, to hear her scream his name. He reached up and pinched her nipple, rolling it between his fingers roughly. She arched her back, pushing her tits into his face. Unable to resist, he leaned down and took one into his mouth, sucking and biting as he continued to fuck her. "Yes!" she cried out, her body convulsing as she came again. 

Her pussy spasmed around him, sending shockwaves of pleasure through his entire being. He pulled out, his cock glistening with her cum, and moved up to straddle her chest. "Suck my dick, Amelia," he ordered, his voice low and rough. She obeyed without hesitation, taking him into her mouth and swirling her tongue around the head. He groaned, his hips jerking involuntarily. He fisted her hair, guiding her movements as he fucked her face. Her cheeks hollowed out as she took him deeper, her eyes watering but never leaving his. He could feel his balls tightening, his orgasm building. "I'm going to cum," he warned her, his voice strained. 

She moaned in response, her hand reaching down to rub her clit as she braced herself for his load. With a final grunt, he exploded into her mouth, painting her tongue and throat with his hot seed. She swallowed greedily, not missing a drop. When he finally pulled out, she licked her lips clean, a satisfied smile playing on her lips.

After catching their breath, Brandon looked down at Amelia, sprawled out beneath him, her body still trembling from the aftershocks of her orgasm. He couldn't help but admire the sight of her - her tits, slick with sweat and saliva, rising and falling with each ragged breath; her pink pussy, swollen and glistening; her lips, parted and puffy from sucking his cock. He felt a surge of possessiveness run through him. This beautiful woman was his. All his. 

"Get on all fours," he commanded, his voice still thick with lust. Amelia complied, her ass swaying enticingly as she crawled to the edge of the bed. He positioned himself behind her, his cock already hard again from watching her. Grabbing her hips, he slammed into her from behind, causing her to cry out in surprise and pleasure. "Oh God!" she moaned, pushing back against him. He gripped her hair, pulling her head back as he drove into her mercilessly. "Who's your daddy?" he growled, his voice low and menacing. "You are," she whimpered, her voice barely audible over the sound of their bodies colliding. 

He quickened his pace, the sound of their flesh meeting filling the air. "Say it louder," he demanded, his hand coming down hard on her ass. "You're my daddy!" she screamed, her voice hoarse. "That's right," he grunted, "Now





















d2d_images/cover.jpg
HER: B@YFR[END»Sa






