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  Foreword



This story is PURE smut with little to no plot. If you’re here for character development, intricate storylines, or slow burns, this might not be your cup of tea. But if you’re in the mood for unapologetic passion, sexy scenes, and all the heat, you’re in the right place.




Proceed with caution. (or excitement)








  
  
  Chapter 1

  
  




The flickering light of the movie projected onto the walls, casting an ambient glow that mingled with the soft moans and sighs escaping Larissa’s lips. On the screen, actors delivered their lines, but the dialogue was nothing more than a whispering backdrop to the symphony of pleasure that Jonathan orchestrated with his mouth.




Jonathan’s lips were insistent, warm and wet as they found the tender peaks of her breasts. He suckled with a fervor that spoke volumes of his desire, his dark blonde hair brushing lightly against her skin, sending shivers down her spine. His tongue skillfully worked over her sensitive flesh, tracing circles before flicking her nipples, drawing out a gasp that melted into the dimly lit room.




Underneath him, Larissa focused on the sensations blooming across her chest. Her brown eyes, framed by long lashes, remained closed—her focus entirely on the waves of pleasure emanating from where Jonathan’s mouth lavished attention on her. The gentle, kind-hearted preschool teacher who spent her days shaping young minds now surrendered herself to the raw intensity of Jonathan’s ministrations, a stark contrast to the nurturing persona she wore like a second skin.




Each pull, each suckle of her nipples sent electric jolts straight to her core, igniting a fire that Jonathan knew all too well how to stoke. Her breath hitched, and her hands instinctively reached up, fingers tangling in his hair, urging him closer, silently pleading for more. Larissa reveled in the sharp contrasts of their union—the softness of the bed beneath her, the firmness of Jonathan’s muscular body pressing her down, the quiet hum of the movie drowned by the pounding of her heart.




It was a dance they had perfected, one where Larissa’s high libido met Jonathan’s cocky assurance head-on, creating an erotic rhythm that matched the rise and fall of their entwined bodies. She arched slightly, lost in the sensation and the intimate connection that bound them together in this moment.




Jonathan’s retreat drew a soft, frustrated whine from Larissa’s lips, the sound mingling with the distant dialogue of the movie. He looked down at her with a conqueror’s smirk, his blue eyes glinting with mischief and desire. Then, with deliberate slowness, he descended the expanse of her sun-kissed skin, his breath hot against her as he reached the hem of her lace panties.




With skillful movement, Jonathan nudged the delicate fabric aside, exposing her to his hungry gaze. He paused, savoring the sight before him, and then lowered his head. The first touch of his tongue was electric, a jolt that made Larissa’s back arch off the bed, her own hands instinctively seeking out the fullness of her breasts, squeezing gently in rhythm with the flicks and swirls that Jonathan painted across her sensitive flesh.




Her body sang beneath his expert touch, every lap of his tongue sending waves of pleasure that crested inside her. At times, he would delve deeper, his tongue slipping inside her, exploring her depths before returning to lavish attention on her swollen clit. Larissa’s world narrowed to the sensations he elicited, the building pressure that promised an explosive release.




But just as she teetered on the edge, Jonathan pulled away. His abrupt departure left her panting, her body protesting the loss of contact, craving completion. She opened her eyes to find him standing over her, the muscles of his football-toned body flexing as he slid his pajama bottoms down. His cock stood proud and erect, a testament to his arousal and the sheer physicality that marked his presence both on and off the field.




Without another word, he aligned himself with her eager warmth, and in one smooth motion, he entered her. The sensation of him filling her completely made Larissa’s eyes roll back, her thoughts scattering like leaves in a storm. There was only the here and now—the stretch and pull, the perfect fit of his body to hers.




As Jonathan began to move within her, the room’s ambient light cast shadows across their intertwined forms, the forgotten movie reduced to mere background noise.




Jonathan set a rhythm, each thrust deliberate and deep, driving Larissa towards oblivion. His breath was hot on her neck, his voice a gravelly whisper that sent shivers down her spine. “You like that?” he growled, the tenor of his voice vibrating through her. “You like my thick cock thrusting inside your tight pussy?”




“Y-yes,” she gasped, her voice hitching with every powerful push. The sun dress she favored for its ease and grace lay forgotten, crumpled on the floor, while her long brown hair fanned out across the pillow. “Yes, daddy, fuck me hard and deep,” she chanted, abandoning all her gentle reserve, consumed by the raw intensity of the moment.




Her affirmation spurred him on, his movements gaining an edge of fervor. Jonathan’s fingers dug into her hips, his grip unyielding as he pinned her to the bed. With each thrust, his cocky assurance melted into primal need, his blue eyes darkening, locking onto her brown ones that swirled with desire and adoration. “I love this tight pussy,” he growled, the words punctuated by his relentless pace.




Larissa’s world narrowed to the sensation of being utterly possessed by him—the kind preschool teacher whose high libido now matched the ferocity of a professional athlete’s power. Pleasure coiled tighter within her, ready to snap, and she clung to Jonathan, her nails leaving crescent marks on his muscular back.




Together, they climbed the precipice, their moans and cries creating a crescendo that drowned out the movie’s final score. And then, as if in perfect choreography with the rolling credits, they both shattered. Jonathan’s release came with a roar, his control slipping as he pulled out and painted a hot string of cum across her stomach.




He collapsed beside her, both of them panting, spent, and entwined in the afterglow. The room fell silent except for their ragged breathing and the soft hum of the movie’s end, marking the close of one act and the promise of another.
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