
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Bbc-n-Everything 2

        

        
        
          BBC-N-EVERYTHING

        

        
        
          Hunter Briggs

        

        
          Published by Hunter Briggs, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      BBC-N-EVERYTHING 2

    

    
      First edition. November 10, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Hunter Briggs.

    

    
    
      Written by Hunter Briggs.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Burning Confessions



[image: ]




The candle between them had burned low, the wax pooling in a slow, molten drizzle down the sides of the holder, casting flickering shadows that danced across Joy’s collarbone. Frank’s fingers stilled around his wineglass, the condensation from the outside dampening his skin. The restaurant hummed with the low murmur of other diners, the clink of silverware against porcelain, the occasional burst of laughter from a table near the back. But all Frank could focus on was the way Joy’s lips parted just slightly when she took a sip of her wine, the way her tongue darted out to catch a stray drop at the corner of her mouth.

He had rehearsed this moment a hundred times in his head—standing by the coffee machine at work, staring at the ceiling of his apartment at 2 a.m., even in the shower with the water beating down on his neck, his cock hard just from the thought of her. But now that she was here, right across from him, the words lodged in his throat like a stone.

Joy set her glass down, her dark eyes locking onto his. There was something knowing in her gaze, something that made his pulse kick up a notch. “You’ve been quiet,” she said, her voice smooth, almost teasing. “Everything okay?”

Frank exhaled through his nose, his thumb pressing harder against the stem of the glass. Fuck it. “No,” he admitted, his voice rough. “Everything’s not okay.”

A flicker of concern crossed her face, her brows drawing together. “Frank—”

“I can’t stop thinking about you,” he cut in, the words spilling out before he could second-guess himself. “At work. At home. In the goddamn shower. It’s driving me crazy, Joy. I—” He swallowed, his heart hammering against his ribs. “I really like you.”

The silence that followed was thick, heavy. Joy’s breath hitched, her fingers tightening around her napkin. For a second, Frank was sure he’d fucked up, that he’d misread every signal, every glance, every laugh they’d shared over the past few months. But then her lips curved, slow and deliberate, her dark eyes shining in the candlelight.

“Frank,” she said, her voice low, almost a whisper, “I’ve had a crush on you since the first time you made that terrible joke in the break room and then blushed when no one laughed.”

A laugh burst out of him, sharp and surprised. “That was months ago.”

“I know.” Her foot slid up the inside of his calf under the table, her heel pressing just enough to make his muscles tense. “I’ve been waiting for you to say something.”

The relief that crashed through him was so intense it left him lightheaded. He leaned forward, his knee brushing hers, and Joy didn’t pull away. Instead, her fingers found his beneath the table, her touch sending a jolt straight to his groin. “Yeah?” he murmured, his voice dropping into that rough, hungry tone that always seemed to make her breath catch.

“Yeah.” Her thumb traced slow circles over his knuckles, her gaze never leaving his. “I was starting to think you’d never notice.”

Frank’s cock twitched in his slacks, the heat of her foot against his leg making it impossible to ignore how hard he was getting. “Oh, I noticed,” he said, his voice thick. “I notice everything about you, Joy.”

Her pupils dilated, her lips parting just slightly. The air between them felt charged, electric, like the moment before a storm breaks. “Do you have any other plans tonight?” she asked, her voice smooth, deliberate, her fingers tightening around his.

Frank didn’t hesitate. “No. Nothing.”

Joy’s smile turned wicked, her dark eyes gleaming. She leaned in, her breath warm against his ear, her lips brushing the shell of it just enough to make his skin prickle. “Wanna come back to my place?”

The question sent a surge of heat straight to his cock. He turned his head, his mouth finding hers in a kiss that was all teeth and hunger, his hand cupping the back of her neck. Joy melted into him, her lips parting, her tongue sweeping against his in a slow, deep stroke that had his hips jerking forward in his chair.

A throat cleared nearby. They broke apart, breathless, Frank’s hand still tangled in the hair at the nape of her neck. The waiter stood a few feet away, holding the check, his expression carefully neutral. Joy’s cheeks flushed, but she didn’t look away, her dark eyes locked onto Frank’s as she reached for her purse.

“Let’s go,” she murmured, her voice husky.

Frank didn’t need to be told twice.

The elevator ride up to her apartment was torture. Joy stood pressed against the back wall, her fingers curled into the fabric of Frank’s jacket as he crowded her, his mouth on hers, his tongue fucking into her mouth in deep, slow strokes. The ding of the elevator arriving on her floor barely registered—Frank only pulled back long enough to drag her out into the hallway, his hand gripping her hip as she fumbled with her keys.

The door swung open, and then they were inside, the lock clicking shut behind them. Joy’s back hit the wall with a soft thud, Frank’s body pinning hers, his hands already working at the buttons of her blouse. “I’ve wanted to do this for months,” he growled against her lips, his fingers deft as he undid the first button, then the next, revealing the black lace bra beneath.

Joy arched into him, her nails scraping down his chest, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps as his mouth trailed down her throat, his teeth grazing her collarbone. “Frank,” she whimpered, her head falling back against the wall, her hips rolling against the thick ridge of his cock. “Please.”

He didn’t make her beg twice. His hands found the hem of her skirt, bunching the fabric in his fists as he dragged it up, his fingers skimming over the smooth skin of her thighs. The lace of her panties was already damp, the heat of her pussy radiating through the thin fabric. Frank groaned, his mouth crashing back onto hers as he ground his hips against her, the friction making them both gasp.

Joy’s hands flew to his belt, her fingers working the buckle open with shaking hands. “Bedroom,” she panted against his lips. “Now.”

Frank didn’t argue. He let her pull him through the apartment, his hands already sliding beneath her bra, his thumbs brushing over her nipples, rolling them until she moaned, her back arching. The bedroom was dim, the only light spilling in from the hallway, casting long shadows across the rumpled sheets. Joy turned to face him, her dark eyes burning with hunger as she reached for the waistband of his slacks.

“You’re wearing too many clothes,” she murmured, her fingers deft as she undid the button, the zipper, her knuckles brushing against the thick outline of his cock. Frank hissed, his hips jerking forward at the contact, his length straining against the fabric of his boxers.

Joy’s breath caught as she pushed his slacks down, his cock springing free, thick and heavy, the dark head already glistening with pre-cum. Her hand wrapped around his shaft, her fingers not quite able to meet around the girth. “God,” she whispered, her thumb swiping over the slick crown, her lips parting as she watched the way his length pulsed in her grip. “You’re huge.”

Frank groaned, his hands finding her waist, pulling her flush against him. The heat of her body, the soft press of her breasts against his chest, the way her thighs trembled when he rocked his hips, grinding his cock against her stomach—it was too much. Not enough.

Joy must have felt the same, because the next second, she was shoving his jacket off his shoulders, her mouth finding his again in a kiss that was all teeth and tongue and desperate need. Frank’s hands went to her bra, the clasp giving way with a flick of his fingers. The lace fell to the floor, and Joy’s breasts spilled free, full and dark-nippled, her skin flushed with heat.

Frank didn’t waste time admiring. He cupped her, his thumbs brushing over her nipples, rolling them until she gasped, her back arching. “Frank, please,” she begged, her hands shoving at his shirt, her nails scraping down his chest as she pushed the fabric up, exposing the hard planes of his abs, the trail of dark hair leading down to his cock.

He let her strip him, his shirt joining her bra on the floor, his boxers following a second later. Joy’s dark eyes raked over him, her breath coming faster as she took in the sight of him—broad shoulders, defined chest, the thick length of his cock jutting out, already leaking, the heavy weight of his balls drawing up tight.

“Fuck,” she whispered, her hand wrapping around his shaft again, her fingers stroking him from root to tip. Frank hissed, his hips jerking forward, his cock twitching in her grip. “I’ve been dreaming about this.”

Frank’s control snapped. He grabbed her, his hands gripping her ass as he lifted her, her legs wrapping around his waist. Joy gasped as he turned, pressing her back onto the bed, following her down, his body covering hers. His mouth found hers again, his tongue plunging deep as his hand slid between her thighs, his fingers hooking into the lace of her panties, dragging them down her legs.

Joy spread for him instantly, her legs falling open, her hips lifting off the bed. Frank groaned at the sight of her—soaked, swollen, her folds glistening in the dim light. His fingers parted her, his thumb circling her clit as he slipped two fingers inside her. Joy cried out, her nails digging into his shoulders, her body clenching around him, her juices coating his fingers.

“You’re dripping,” he rasped against her lips, his fingers curling inside her, finding that spot that made her whimper. “Fuck, Joy, you feel amazing.”

She rocked against his hand, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps. “Need you,” she panted, her voice thick with desperation. “Need you inside me, Frank. Now.”

Frank didn’t make her wait. He pulled his fingers free, bringing them to his mouth, his tongue swiping over them, tasting her—sweet, musky, perfect. Joy watched, her lips parted, her chest heaving as he lined himself up, the thick head of his cock pressing against her entrance.

Frank paused, his forehead resting against hers, his breath ragged. “You sure?”

Joy’s answer was to lift her hips, to take the first inch of him inside her. They both groaned, the stretch immediate, intense. Frank’s hands gripped her thighs, his thumbs pressing into the soft flesh as he pushed deeper, his cock spreading her open, inch by thick inch.

“Fuck,” Joy gasped, her head falling back, her body trembling beneath him. “You’re so big—”

Frank gritted his teeth, his control fraying as her tight, wet heat enclosed him. “You can take it,” he growled, his hips rolling forward, burying himself to the hilt. Joy cried out, her nails raking down his back, her body stretching to accommodate him, her walls fluttering around his length.

For a second, they just stayed like that—Frank fully seated inside her, Joy’s legs wrapped around his waist, her breath coming in short, sharp pants. Then she rocked her hips, a silent demand, and Frank lost it.

He pulled back and slammed into her, hard, the bed creaking beneath them. Joy screamed, her body bowing off the mattress, her tits bouncing with the force of his thrusts. Frank set a brutal pace, his cock pistoning in and out of her, his balls slapping against her ass with every snap of his hips.

“Yes,” Joy sobbed, her hands gripping his shoulders, her nails digging in. “Just like that, Frank—fuck, don’t stop—”

Frank couldn’t if he tried. The sight of her beneath him, her dark skin flushed, her lips parted, her tits jiggling with every thrust—it was too much. His cock swelled inside her, the pressure building, his sac drawing up tight.

“Touch yourself,” he ordered, his voice a rough growl. “I want to see you come on my cock.”

Joy didn’t hesitate. Her hand slid between her legs, her fingers finding her clit, rubbing in tight, frantic circles. Frank groaned, his thrusts growing erratic, his hips stuttering as her pussy clenched around him, her walls fluttering.

“I’m close,” she gasped, her body tightening, her breath coming in short, sharp cries. “Frank, I’m—oh god—”

Her orgasm hit her like a freight train. Her back arched, her pussy clamping down around his cock, her juices gushing around him as she screamed his name. The sensation pushed Frank over the edge. With a guttural groan, he buried himself to the hilt, his cock pulsing as he came, his cum flooding her in thick, hot spurts.

Joy whimpered, her body milking him, her legs locking around his waist as he emptied himself inside her. Frank collapsed on top of her, his face buried in her neck, his breath ragged, his cock still twitching as the last of his release dripped out of her.

For a long moment, neither of them moved. The only sound in the room was their harsh breathing, the scent of sex thick in the air—musky, sweet, them. Frank finally lifted his head, pressing a kiss to her shoulder, her collarbone, the corner of her mouth.

Joy turned her face toward him, her dark eyes soft, her lips swollen from his kisses. She reached up, her fingers tracing the line of his jaw. “Frank,” she murmured, her voice still thick with the aftermath of pleasure, “I don’t want this to end.”

Something in his chest tightened, a warmth spreading through him that had nothing to do with the physical. He cupped her face, his thumb brushing over her lower lip. “It doesn’t have to,” he said, his voice steady, sure. “Let’s make it official. I want to be your boyfriend.”

Joy’s breath hitched, her eyes glistening in the dim light. She nodded, her hand covering his. “I want to be your girlfriend too.”

Frank kissed her then, slow and deep, their bodies still tangled together, his cock softening inside her. The warmth between them wasn’t just physical anymore—it was something deeper, something that settled into his bones, that made the air in his lungs feel lighter, fuller.

This was just the beginning.

Joy’s fingers traced idle patterns over his back, her touch lazy, content. Frank shifted slightly, his cock slipping free from her body, a fresh wave of his cum dripping onto the sheets beneath her. She didn’t mind. She liked the mess, liked the way it felt—his, marking her, claiming her.

Frank rolled onto his side, pulling her with him, her back flush against his chest, his arm draped over her waist. His lips brushed the shell of her ear. “You’re incredible,” he murmured, his voice rough with satisfaction.

Joy smiled, her body still humming with the aftershocks of her orgasm. “So are you,” she said, her voice soft. She reached down, her fingers wrapping around his spent cock, giving it a slow, affectionate stroke. Frank groaned, his hips jerking slightly, his length twitching in her grip.

“Careful,” he warned, his voice thick. “I might take that as an invitation.”

Joy turned her head, pressing a kiss to his jaw. “Good,” she whispered. “I want you to.”

Frank’s cock throbbed in her hand, already stirring back to life. Joy’s smile turned wicked as she rolled over, pushing him onto his back, her body straddling his. She leaned down, her breasts pressing against his chest, her dark eyes locked onto his.

“Round two?” she murmured, her hand stroking him, her thumb swiping over the slick head.

Frank’s hands found her hips, his fingers digging into the soft flesh. “Fuck yes,” he growled, his cock hardening fully beneath her touch.

Joy lifted her hips, positioning herself over him, the head of his cock pressing against her entrance. She sank down slowly, her breath hissing out between her teeth as he stretched her open again, filling her inch by thick inch.

“Fuck,” Frank groaned, his hands gripping her hips, his thumbs pressing into the soft skin as she took him fully, her pussy clenching around his length. “You feel so good.”

Joy rolled her hips, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps as she found her rhythm, riding him with slow, deep strokes. Frank’s hands slid up her body, his thumbs brushing over her nipples, rolling them until she moaned, her head falling back, her hair spilling down her spine.

“Just like that,” Frank rasped, his hips lifting to meet her movements, his cock driving deeper inside her. “Fuck, Joy, just like that.”

She could feel it building again, the pressure coiling tight in her belly, her clit throbbing with every grind of her hips. Frank’s hands found her waist, his fingers digging in as he helped her move, his cock hitting that perfect spot inside her with every thrust.

“I’m close,” she gasped, her nails scraping down his chest, her body tightening around him. “Frank, I’m—”

“Come for me,” he growled, his voice rough, demanding. “I want to feel you come on my cock again.”

Joy’s orgasm crashed over her, her body clamping down around him, her juices gushing as she cried out, her nails raking down his skin. Frank groaned, his hips snapping up as he followed her over the edge, his cock pulsing as he filled her with another hot, thick load.

Joy collapsed onto his chest, her breath coming in ragged gasps, her body still trembling with the aftershocks. Frank’s arms wrapped around her, holding her close, his lips pressing against her temple.

“Mine,” he murmured, his voice rough with possession.

Joy smiled against his skin, her fingers tracing idle patterns over his chest. “Yours,” she agreed, her voice soft, certain.

And for the first time in a long time, Frank believed in forever.
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Temptation on Wheels
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The late afternoon sun hung heavy over the city, baking the cracked sidewalk into a dull, uneven expanse. The air smelled of exhaust fumes and stale fast food, the kind that clung to the back of the throat and made every breath feel thick. Brian walked with his hands stuffed in his pockets, his lanky frame moving with an easy, aimless rhythm. His dark skin glistened with a thin sheen of sweat, his t-shirt clinging just enough to hint at the lean muscle beneath. The bass from his cheap headphones thumped a steady, distracting beat, drowning out the distant honks of traffic and the occasional shout from a passing pedestrian. He wasn’t thinking about much—just killing time, letting his feet carry him wherever.

Then the van pulled up.

It was a nondescript white cargo van, the kind that could blend into any cityscape if not for the way it idled just a little too long at the curb. The windows were tinted dark, hiding whatever—or whoever—was inside. Brian barely glanced at it at first, his gaze sliding past like it was just another obstacle in the urban landscape. But then the passenger window rolled down with a mechanical whir, and the scent of something sweet and musky—perfume, maybe, or just the thick, unmistakable aroma of sex—drifted out, cutting through the stale air like a knife.

A woman leaned out.

Brian’s steps faltered. She had blonde hair, piled messily on top of her head, strands sticking to the sweat at her temples. Her tank top was stretched obscenely tight over her chest, the fabric so thin it might as well have been paint. Her tits were massive, the cleavage deep enough to lose a fist in, the swell of them pressing against the neckline like they were fighting to escape. She had the kind of body that made men forget their own names—soft in all the right places, the kind of softness that begged to be grabbed, squeezed, fucked. Her lips were glossy, parted just enough to let the tip of her tongue peek out as she bit down on it, her gaze locking onto Brian with the predatory focus of a woman who knew exactly what she wanted.

And what she wanted, apparently, was him.

“Hey, handsome,” she purred, her voice low and rough, like she’d been screaming all day and loved every second of it. She didn’t just speak the words—she dripped them, each syllable thick with promise. Her eyes raked over him, lingering on the way his jeans hung low on his hips, the outline of something thick and heavy pressing against the denim. A slow, knowing smile curled her lips. “You look like you could use a little fun.”

Brian’s pulse kicked up, his cock twitching in his pants like it was trying to answer for him. He swallowed hard, his throat suddenly dry. “Uh. What?”

The woman—Mandy, though he didn’t know that yet—leaned further out the window, her tits threatening to spill free with the movement. The driver, a burly guy with a cigarette dangling from his lips and arms corded with faded tattoos, didn’t even glance her way. His attention was fixed straight ahead, one hand resting on the wheel, the other tapping an impatient rhythm against the door. He didn’t seem to give a shit about what was happening behind him, like this was just another Tuesday.

“Two hundred bucks,” Mandy said, her voice dropping to a whisper that somehow carried over the hum of the engine. “Cash. Right now. All you gotta do is get in the van and fuck me like you mean it.” She reached out, her fingers brushing against the front of his jeans, right over the growing bulge. Brian jerked back instinctively, but his cock betrayed him, thickening further under her touch. “I can tell you’ve got what I need,” she murmured, her nails scraping lightly over the denim. “And I promise you’ll enjoy it.”

Brian’s mind raced. Two hundred dollars was two hundred dollars. That was groceries for a week, a couple bills paid, a new pair of sneakers. But more than that—it was the way she was looking at him, like he was the only thing in the world worth her time. Like she wanted him, specifically, not just any random guy on the street. His dick ached, pressing painfully against his zipper, and he could already imagine what it would feel like to bury himself inside her, to grab those tits and fuck her until neither of them could walk straight.

Fuck.

He glanced around, half-expecting someone to be watching, to call him out for even considering it. But the sidewalk was empty save for a guy shuffling past with a shopping cart, his gaze glazed over, oblivious. The city didn’t care. No one cared.

Mandy’s fingers trailed up, her thumb pressing against the head of his cock through his jeans. Brian hissed, his hips jerking forward before he could stop himself. She smirked. “That’s what I thought.” She didn’t wait for an answer. She just leaned back into the van, her tits bouncing with the movement, and called out to the driver. “Pull over properly, Danny. We’ve got a live one.”

The driver—Danny—didn’t say a word. He just flicked his cigarette out the window and eased the van into a spot between a fire hydrant and a lamppost, the tires bumping up over the curb. The engine idled, a low, steady growl, the bass from the radio thumping through the floorboards like a heartbeat. Mandy crooked a finger at Brian, her eyes dark with hunger. “Come on, baby. Don’t make me beg.”

That was all it took.

Brian climbed in.

The interior of the van was exactly what he’d expected and nothing like it at the same time. The air was thick with the scent of sex—sweat, cum, the musky tang of pussy—and something underlying it all, the sharp, chemical bite of cleaning spray poorly masking the filth. The seats were sticky under his hands, the vinyl cracked in places, the cushions worn thin from use. A camera was mounted near the ceiling, its red light blinking like a hungry eye, the lens pointed directly at the bench seat in the back. The radio was tuned to some hip-hop station, the bass so heavy it vibrated through Brian’s bones, the lyrics filthy enough to make his cock throb.

Mandy didn’t give him time to think.

The second the door slid shut behind him, she was on him. Her hands were everywhere—grabbing his shirt, yanking him closer, her nails digging into his skin like she was afraid he’d disappear if she didn’t hold on tight enough. Her mouth crashed against his, her tongue shoving past his lips before he could even react, hot and wet and demanding. Brian groaned into the kiss, his hands flying to her waist, her hips, anywhere he could grab, his cock already painfully hard, straining against his jeans. She tasted like mint and something darker, something primal, and when she bit down on his bottom lip, Brian moaned, his body responding before his brain could catch up.

“Fuck, you’re big,” Mandy gasped, breaking the kiss just long enough to shove him back against the seat. Her hands dropped to his belt, her fingers working frantically at the buckle. “Knew it the second I saw you. Gonna feel so good stretching me open.”

Brian’s breath came in short, sharp bursts, his chest rising and falling rapidly as he watched her undo his jeans. The denim was tight, the zipper fighting her, but she didn’t let that stop her. She yanked it down with a sharp tug, the sound of the teeth separating loud in the enclosed space. His cock sprang free, thick and dark, already leaking at the tip, the head swollen and glistening. Mandy licked her lips, her eyes locked onto it like it was the only thing in the world.

“Jesus fuck,” she breathed, her hand wrapping around the base. Her fingers didn’t even come close to meeting. “Look at this thing.” She gave him a slow stroke, her thumb swiping over the slit, spreading the precum in a slick circle. Brian’s hips jerked, a broken sound tearing from his throat. She chuckled, low and dirty. “Yeah, you like that, don’t you? Gonna like it even more when I swallow it.”

Brian didn’t have time to answer. Mandy dropped to her knees in front of him, the van lurching slightly as she shifted her weight. The movement made her tits spill free from her tank top, the fabric too flimsy to contain them, her nipples hard and dark, begging to be sucked. Brian reached for them instinctively, but she batted his hands away, her grip tight on the base of his cock.

“Uh-uh,” she murmured, her breath hot against the sensitive skin of his inner thigh. “You don’t get to touch until I say so.” She leaned in, her tongue flicking out to lap at the underside of his shaft, slow and teasing. Brian’s fingers curled into fists, his nails biting into his palms. He could feel the camera on them, the unblinking eye recording every second, and the knowledge that Danny was watching from the front seat, that anyone could be watching, only made his cock throb harder.

Mandy didn’t make him wait.

She took him in one smooth motion, her lips stretching obscenely around the girth, her throat opening to swallow him whole. Brian groaned, his head falling back against the seat, his hips bucking up involuntarily. She took him deep, her nose pressing against the short curls at the base, her lips sealed tight around the root. Brian could feel the back of her throat fluttering around the head, could see the outline of his cock distending her neck, and the sight alone was enough to make his balls draw up tight.

“Fuck—fuck—” he gasped, his hands flying to her hair, his fingers tangling in the blonde strands. Mandy didn’t pull back. She just hummed around him, the vibration sending a jolt of pleasure straight to his spine, her tongue working the underside in slow, deliberate strokes. Saliva dripped down his shaft, pooling in the crease where his thigh met his groin, the sound of her slurping and gagging filling the van, mixing with the thump of the bass and the occasional creak of the seats.

She pulled off with a wet pop, her lips glistening, a string of spit connecting her to the head of his cock. “You taste good,” she panted, giving him another slow stroke. “Bet you’d taste even better shooting down my throat.” She licked her lips, her gaze flicking up to meet his. “You wanna fuck my face, baby? Wanna see how deep I can take it?”

Brian couldn’t form words. He just nodded, his cock twitching in her grip, precum beading at the tip. Mandy grinned, her eyes dark with filthy promise. “Then hold on tight.”

She didn’t give him a chance to prepare.

Her mouth crashed back down over his cock, her lips stretching wide, her throat opening like a hungry void. She took him to the root in one smooth motion, her nose pressing against his skin, her hands gripping his thighs hard enough to bruise. Brian cried out, his hips jerking up, his fingers tightening in her hair. Mandy didn’t gag. She didn’t pull back. She just swallowed, her throat convulsing around him, milking the head with every ripple of muscle. Brian could feel his orgasm building already, the pressure coiling tight in his balls, his cock swelling further with every second.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck—” he gasped, his voice breaking. His hips pistoned up, fucking into her mouth with short, desperate thrusts. Mandy took it all, her lips sealed tight around the base, her throat working around the head. Saliva dripped down his shaft, soaking his balls, the seat beneath him, the sound of her choking and slurping filling the van, mixing with the grunts spilling from Brian’s lips.

She pulled off suddenly, her lips dragging along the sensitive skin, her tongue swiping over the slit. “You close, baby?” she murmured, her breath hot against the wet head. “You gonna cum for me?”

Brian could only nod, his cock throbbing painfully, his balls drawn up tight. Mandy’s grip tightened, her thumb pressing against the frenulum, and Brian hissed, his back arching off the seat.

“Not yet,” she whispered, her lips brushing against the tip. “I wanna feel this big cock inside me first. Wanna ride you until you destroy me.” She gave him one last, slow stroke, her thumb smearing the precum over the head, then released him, sitting back on her heels. Her tits heaved with every breath, her nipples hard, her skin flushed. She reached down, her fingers hooking into the waistband of her tiny shorts, and shimmied them down her thighs, kicking them off without ceremony. The scent of her pussy hit Brian like a punch to the gut—thick, musky, wet. She wasn’t wearing panties.

Mandy didn’t give him time to admire the view.

She crawled forward, straddling his lap, her knees pressing into the seat on either side of his thighs. Her pussy hovered just above his cock, her lips glistening, already swollen with arousal. Brian’s hands flew to her hips, his fingers digging into the soft flesh, his thumbs brushing against the damp heat of her. She was dripping, her juices coating his shaft, the head already pressing against her entrance.

“You ready for this, baby?” she murmured, her voice rough with need. She reached between them, her fingers wrapping around the base of his cock, angling it up. The head notched against her, the first inch disappearing inside her with a wet, obscene sound. Mandy gasped, her nails digging into Brian’s shoulders, her tits pressing against his chest. “Fuck, you’re big.”

Brian couldn’t speak. He could only watch, his breath coming in short, sharp gasps, as she sank down further, her pussy stretching obscenely around the girth. She was loose, her walls clinging to him, slick and hot and perfect. Brian’s hands slid up her back, his fingers tangling in her hair, pulling her down for a bruising kiss as she took another inch, then another. Her moans filled the van, high and needy, her hips rolling in slow, deliberate circles, working him deeper with every movement.

“Oh god—” she gasped against his lips, her nails raking down his chest. “You’re splitting me open—”

Brian groaned, his cock throbbing inside her, the head pressing against something deep, something that made her whimper. He could feel her pussy fluttering around him, her walls milking him, trying to pull him deeper. His hands dropped to her ass, his fingers spreading the cheeks, his thumbs pressing against the tight pucker of her asshole. Mandy cried out, her back arching, her tits pressing against his chest.

“Fuck, yes—” she hissed, her hips rolling faster, her pussy taking another inch. “Just like that—fuck—”

Brian couldn’t take it anymore.

With a growl, he gripped her hips and slammed her down, burying himself to the root in one brutal thrust. Mandy screamed, her nails digging crescents into his shoulders, her pussy clenching around him like a vice. Brian groaned, his cock throbbing, the head pressing against her cervix, the stretch so intense it bordered on pain.

“You’re so fucking deep—” Mandy gasped, her voice breaking. She didn’t give him time to adjust. She started riding him immediately, her hips slamming down, her ass slapping against his thighs with every thrust. The van rocked with the movement, the springs groaning, the camera’s red light blinking steadily, recording every obscene detail. Brian’s hands flew to her tits, his fingers sinking into the soft flesh, his thumbs rolling over her nipples, pinching them hard enough to make her cry out. Mandy’s head fell back, her blonde hair sticking to the sweat on her neck, her mouth open in a silent scream as she fucked herself on his cock, her pussy dripping, her juices coating his balls, the seat beneath them.

“Harder—fuck me harder—” she begged, her voice raw. Brian didn’t need to be told twice.

He gripped her hips and lifted her, slamming her back down with enough force to make the van shake. Mandy screamed, her pussy gushing around him, her walls fluttering, her clit grinding against the base of his cock with every thrust. Brian could feel his orgasm building, the pressure coiling tight in his balls, his cock swelling further inside her. He pistoned up into her, his hips snapping off the seat, his cock destroying her, stretching her, filling her in a way no one else could.
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