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Chapter 1

I adjust my tool belt as I walk up to Larry's front door, the cool October air kissing my bare chest. The yellow hard hat sits firmly on my head, completing my shirtless construction worker costume. My muscles flex involuntarily in the chilly breeze, and I can't help but smirk thinking about the reactions I'll get tonight. Halloween is the perfect excuse to show off what hours in the gym and on the football field have given me.

The music pulses from inside the house, bass thumping through the walls. I bang on the door with my fist, louder than necessary. I'm Tyler fucking Brady — the eighteen-year-old football superstar. I don't knock timidly.

"Yo, it's open!" Larry's voice calls from inside.

I push the door open and step into the warmth of the house. The living room is decked out with tacky Halloween decorations — fake cobwebs, plastic skeletons, and jack-o'-lanterns with flickering LED candles inside. Standard suburban Halloween shit, but it works.

"Brady! You made it, man!" Larry appears from the kitchen, red Solo cup in hand. He's dressed as some kind of zombie, his face painted green with fake blood splattered across his T-shirt. Not exactly original, but whatever.

"Wouldn't miss it," I say, slapping him on the shoulder. "Nice setup. Where's everyone else?"

"They'll be here. You're early, dude." Larry hands me a beer from a nearby cooler. "Sick costume. Bet the girls will be all over you tonight."

I flex my pecs and grin. "That's the plan, bro." I crack open the beer and take a long swig. The cold liquid slides down my throat, a perfect complement to the heat building in the house.

"My man," Larry laughs, punching my shoulder lightly. "Always thinking with your dick."

"It hasn't steered me wrong yet," I reply, taking another sip of my beer. My reputation precedes me — star quarterback with skills that extend well beyond the football field. The locker room talk isn't just talk when it comes to me.

The click of heels against hardwood interrupts our conversation, and both Larry and I turn toward the sound. My mouth goes instantly dry.

"Hello, Tyler. So glad you could make it to our little party."

Holy. Fucking. Shit.

Christina slinks into the room like she owns it — which, technically, she does. Larry's mom is wearing what I can only describe as the sluttiest witch costume I've ever seen. A tight black dress hugs every curve of her body, plunging neckly barely containing her massive tits. The hem stops just below her ass, showing miles of toned leg ending in black stiletto heels. A small pointed hat sits at an angle on her blonde hair, which cascades in waves over her shoulders.

"Hi, Mrs. Henderson," I manage to say, my eyes drinking her in like a man dying of thirst. "Thanks for having me."

"Christina, please," she corrects me, her blue eyes sparkling with something that makes my cock twitch in my jeans. "Mrs. Henderson makes me sound so... old."

She isn't old. At forty, she's twice my age, but her body rivals any of the cheerleaders I've fucked during college visits. Her tits are perfect — clearly enhanced but in the best possible way, round and firm and practically spilling out of her costume. Her waist is tiny, flaring out to hips that beg to be grabbed. And that ass... fuck, I can see the outline of it through the tight fabric of her dress, and it's making it hard to think straight.

"Sorry, Christina," I say, emphasizing her name and watching her smile widen. She's the ultimate MILF fantasy at our high school. Every guy in my class has jerked off thinking about her at least once. I've done it more times than I can count.

"That's better," she purrs, moving closer to me. The scent of her perfume — something expensive and intoxicating — fills my nostrils. "I love your costume, Tyler. The football field clearly does wonders for your... physique."

Her eyes travel down my bare chest and abs, lingering on the tool belt hanging low on my hips. I flex subtly, watching her pupils dilate.

"Mom, Jesus," Larry groans, rolling his eyes. "Can you not?"

Christina laughs, a light musical sound that somehow manages to be dirty at the same time. "I'm just being friendly, sweetheart. Tyler doesn't mind, do you?"

"Not at all," I reply, holding her gaze. There's a heat between us that's undeniable. I wonder if Larry notices it. Probably not — he's always been oblivious.

"Well, shit," Larry says, checking his phone. "The store's gonna close soon, and we need more ice and mixers before everyone shows up."

"You should hurry, then," Christina says, not taking her eyes off me. "Tyler and I can hold down the fort until you get back."

My heart rate kicks up. Being alone with Christina wasn't something I'd planned for tonight, but fuck if I'm going to pass up the opportunity.

"Yeah, go ahead, man," I tell Larry, clapping him on the shoulder. "I'll help your mom finish setting up or whatever."

Larry looks between us, oblivious to the electricity in the air. "Cool. I won't be long. The first people should be here in like an hour."

"Take your time," Christina says, waving a hand dismissively. "We'll be fine."

Larry grabs his keys from a hook by the door. "Don't touch my Xbox," he warns me, pointing a finger.

I raise my hands in mock surrender. "Wouldn't dream of it."

As soon as the door closes behind Larry, a heavy silence falls over the room. Christina's eyes lock with mine, a small smile playing on her glossy red lips. The sound of Larry's car starting up and pulling away feels like a starting gun.

Game on.

Christina sinks onto the leather sofa and pats the spot beside her. "Join me, Tyler." Her voice is like honey — sweet and thick with promise. I don't hesitate. I lower myself next to her, close enough that I can feel the heat radiating from her body. The leather creaks beneath us, and I'm suddenly hyperaware of every sensation — her perfume filling my nostrils, the way her dress rides up her thighs as she crosses her legs, the slight brush of her arm against mine. My cock twitches in my jeans, and I silently thank the tool belt for hiding what's quickly becoming a major problem.

"So," she says, turning to face me, her knee now pressing against my thigh. "The famous Tyler Brady in my living room. The girls at school must be falling all over themselves to get your attention."

I smirk, maintaining eye contact. "I do alright."

"Just alright?" Christina laughs, the sound traveling straight to my groin. "From what I hear, you do much better than alright. Star quarterback, team captain..." Her eyes drift down to my bare chest again. "And clearly dedicated to fitness."

Her hand reaches out, fingers hovering just above my pecs before landing on my skin. I flex automatically, the muscle hardening under her touch. Her fingertips are cool against my warmth.

"Impressive," she murmurs, tracing the contours of my chest. "Very impressive."

Fuck. My breathing quickens as her fingers trail down to my abs, dancing over the ridges. This is Larry's mom, but I can't bring myself to care. Not when she's looking at me like she wants to devour me whole.

"I work out," I manage to say, trying to sound casual despite the raging hard-on I'm sporting.

"I can tell." Her palm flattens against my stomach, and I tense under her touch. "You know, I was a cheerleader in college. I've always had a thing for football players."

My mouth goes dry as images flood my mind — Christina in a tiny cheerleader uniform, her tits bouncing as she jumps and cheers. "Yeah?"

"Mmm-hmm." She leans in closer, her breath warm against my ear. "There's something about a man who knows how to use his body. The power, the control..."

Her hand slides to my bicep, squeezing appreciatively. I flex again, giving her what she wants.

"I bet you're amazing on the field," she continues, her voice dropping lower. "All that thrusting and driving toward the goal."

Jesus Christ. She's not even trying to be subtle anymore. My cock is rock hard now, straining painfully against my jeans. I shift my position, trying to find relief.

"I've been told I have good technique," I reply, my voice rougher than I intend.

Christina's eyes darken. "I bet you do. Strong hands..." She picks up my right hand, examining it like it's a piece of art. "Long fingers..." She traces her fingertip along mine. "I imagine you're very... dexterous."

"I'm good with my hands," I confirm, boldly turning my palm up to clasp her fingers. "And other parts of my body."

She laughs again, but it's breathier this time. "So confident. I like that in a young man."

The way she says "young man" should be a reminder of our age difference, but instead, it just turns me on more. There's something forbidden about this, something taboo that makes my blood run hotter.

"I know what I'm capable of," I tell her, leaning in slightly. Our faces are inches apart now. I can see the flecks of darker blue in her eyes, the slight shimmer on her lips. "And I deliver."

"Is that so?" She bites her lower lip, and I have to stop myself from groaning out loud. "I've heard the rumors, you know. About your... endowments."

My cock throbs at her words. Fuck, this is really happening. "People talk," I say with a shrug.

"They certainly do." Her gaze drops deliberately to my crotch, then back up to my face. "They say you're quite gifted. That you know exactly how to use what God gave you."

I swallow hard. "I haven't had any complaints."

Christina shifts closer, her thigh now pressed fully against mine. Her hand rests on my knee, fingers tapping lightly. "I can believe that. You have that look about you — like you could make a woman scream without breaking a sweat."

The image of Christina screaming my name as I fuck her senseless flashes through my mind, and I have to grit my teeth to maintain control. I place my hand on her thigh, just above her knee, testing the waters.

"Maybe I could show you sometime," I suggest, my voice barely above a whisper.

Her lips part, and for a moment I think she's going to lean in and kiss me. My heart hammers in my chest, blood rushing in my ears. I slide my hand higher on her thigh, feeling the smooth skin above her stocking tops.

"Tyler," she breathes, not moving away from my touch. "You're playing a dangerous game."

"I like danger," I reply, squeezing her thigh gently. "And I'm very good at games."

Her eyes flutter closed for a brief second. When they open again, they're dark with desire. "I bet you are. I bet you—"

"Christina? Are you in here?"

We spring apart like we've been electrocuted. Christina smooths her dress down as a man appears in the doorway — Jerrod, her husband. Larry's dad. He's dressed in a half-assed vampire costume, complete with a cheap cape and plastic fangs that distort his speech.

"Oh, there you are," he says, looking between us with no sign that he suspects anything. Fucking clueless. "And you must be Tyler, Larry's friend. Nice to meet you."

"Likewise, sir," I respond, grateful for the tool belt that's still concealing my erection.

"Honey, I need to talk to you for a minute," Jerrod says to Christina, his tone serious despite the ridiculous fangs. "In private."

Christina's eyes flick to me, then back to her husband. "Can't it wait? I'm entertaining our guest."

"It's important," he insists. "Something about the... you know."

She sighs, clearly annoyed. "Fine." She stands up, smoothing her dress again. "Excuse me, Tyler. Help yourself to another beer if you'd like. I won't be long."

I nod, watching as she follows Jerrod toward their bedroom. Her ass sways hypnotically with each step, and I can't tear my eyes away until they disappear down the hallway.

Left alone in the living room, I adjust my aching cock and let out a long, slow breath. That was intense. And unmistakable. Christina wants me — that much is crystal clear. And I definitely want her.

The question is, what the hell is so important that Jerrod needed to interrupt us? I drain my beer, considering my options. Another drink? Wait for Christina to return?

Or maybe I should find out what they're discussing...

I wait until the bedroom door clicks shut before I set my empty beer bottle down. My mind is racing with curiosity. What the hell are they talking about in there? The way Christina was flirting with me, right under her husband's nose... there's something going on. I need to know. Without giving myself time to reconsider, I push off the couch and move quietly down the hallway. The carpet muffles my footsteps as I approach their bedroom door. My heart pounds in my chest, but not from fear — from excitement. Adrenaline courses through me at the thought of what I might hear.

The door isn't completely closed — there's a small gap, maybe half an inch wide. Enough for sound to travel, but not enough to see much. I press my body against the wall beside the door frame, ears straining to catch their conversation.

"...tired of your excuses, Jerrod." Christina's voice is sharp, nothing like the honeyed tones she used with me. "It's been months."

"I'm trying, Christina." Jerrod sounds defeated, pathetic. "The doctor said the medication might take time to—"

"Time?" she cuts him off with a harsh laugh. "It's been six months, Jerrod. Six. Fucking. Months. Do you have any idea what that's like for me? To have a husband who can't get it up?"

Holy shit. I bite my lip to keep from making a sound. My cock, which had started to soften, springs back to life instantly.

"The pills don't work," he says weakly. "I've tried everything."

"No, you haven't." Christina's voice is ice cold. "You've accepted defeat. You've given up. Meanwhile, I'm stuck with a husband who can't fuck me properly."

I hear movement inside the room — heels clicking on hardwood, pacing.

"Even when you could get hard," she continues, her voice dripping with disdain, "you never knew what to do with it. Three pumps and you're done? That's not sex, Jerrod. That's a joke."

Damn. I almost feel bad for the guy. Almost. But my sympathy is overwhelmed by the thrill of hearing Christina talk this way — raw, explicit, hungry.

"Remember when we met?" Her voice softens, but there's an edge to it. "I was a cheerleader. I had my pick of the entire football team. Guys who knew how to use their cocks. Guys with stamina. Guys who could make me come until I couldn't walk straight."

My hand drifts down to adjust my erection. The image of a younger Christina, surrounded by football players, is painfully arousing.

"You don't need to remind me," Jerrod mumbles.

"I think I do," she snaps back. "Because you seem to have forgotten who you married. I wasn't always just a suburban housewife, Jerrod. I used to be wild. Free. Satisfied."

There's a pause, and I hold my breath, afraid they might have heard me.

"God, I miss those days," Christina continues, her voice taking on a dreamy quality that makes my cock throb. "Those football players knew exactly what a girl needed. Strong hands. Big cocks. Endless energy."

I close my eyes, imagining Christina in a tiny cheerleader uniform, bent over as a line of guys wait their turn with her.

"Do you remember that party after the championship game? Junior year?" she asks, her voice dropping lower. "Three guys from the offensive line took me upstairs. All at once, Jerrod. One in my pussy, one in my ass, one in my mouth."

Fuck. I'm so hard it hurts. My hand presses against my erection through my jeans, providing minimal relief.

"I don't want to hear this," Jerrod protests weakly.

"Of course you don't," she laughs bitterly. "You can't handle the truth. That I need more than you can give me. That I crave being filled, being stretched, being used by a real man."

My breathing is shallow now, my heart racing. I imagine bending Christina over right there in the hallway, ripping her panties aside and driving into her. Making her scream like those college guys did.

"You think I don't see the way you look at Tyler?" Jerrod's voice rises slightly. "Larry's friend? He's just a kid, Christina."

"He's eighteen," she corrects him immediately. "And he's more of a man than you are. I've seen him play. The power in his body when he throws the ball. The confidence. The control."

She's talking about me. My ego swells along with my cock. Christina wants me — wants me bad enough to throw it in her husband's face.

"You're disgusting," Jerrod spits, but there's no real fire in his words.

"No, I'm frustrated," Christina counters. "I have needs, Jerrod. Needs you can't fulfill. Do you have any idea what it's like to go to sleep every night aching for a good, hard fuck? To wake up wet and desperate, knowing the man beside you can't do anything about it?"

I hear more movement — something hitting the wall. Maybe she threw something.

"I watch those boys on the football field," she continues, her voice lower, almost a purr. "Young. Virile. Full of cum and energy. And I remember what it was like to be with men like that. Men who could go all night. Men who would bend me over and fuck me until I couldn't remember my own name."

My hand is fully on my cock now, squeezing through my jeans. I need to stroke myself, but I'm afraid to make any noise. The image of Christina bent over, taking it hard from behind, is seared into my brain.

"I'm your husband," Jerrod says, his voice breaking. "You made vows."

"Vows that included satisfying each other," Christina fires back. "You're not holding up your end of the bargain. Why should I?"

There's silence for a moment. Then Christina speaks again, her voice determined.

"I'm done talking about this. I have guests arriving soon. Guests who don't make me want to scream in frustration."

Shit. That sounds like she's ending the conversation. I hear footsteps approaching the door, the click of her heels getting louder.

"Christina, wait—" Jerrod calls.

I push off the wall, moving as quickly and quietly as I can back down the hallway. My hard-on makes it uncomfortable to walk, but fear of being caught overrides the discomfort. I make it to the living room just as I hear the bedroom door open fully. My heart is pounding as I grab my beer bottle and try to look casual, like I haven't just been listening to the most erotic conversation of my life.

Holy fuck. Christina wants a real man. She wants to be fucked senseless by someone who knows what they're doing. She wants me.

And after what I just heard, I want her more than ever.


Chapter 2

I need another beer after what I just heard. My cock is still rock hard as I make my way to the kitchen, my mind replaying Christina's words on loop. Three guys at once. One in her pussy, one in her ass, one in her mouth. Jesus. The image is burned into my brain, making me throb painfully against my jeans. I push through the swinging kitchen door and freeze in my tracks. Christina is there, leaning against the counter, her back to me. But it's what she's doing that stops me cold — her black dress is hiked up around her waist, and her hand has disappeared beneath her panties, moving in quick, desperate circles.

Holy. Fucking. Shit.

I should back away. I should give her privacy. But I can't move, can't look away from the most erotic sight I've ever witnessed. Christina's ass is perfect — round and firm, barely contained by the thin black lace of her thong. Her fingers work frantically beneath the fabric, and soft moans escape her lips. She has no idea I'm here, watching her most intimate moment.

Her head is thrown back, blonde hair cascading down her back. The muscles in her arm flex as she touches herself, her movements growing more urgent. Her other hand reaches up to squeeze her breast through her dress, pinching what must be her nipple. She arches her back, pushing her ass out further, giving me an even better view of her self-pleasure.

"Yes," she whispers to herself, her voice thick with need. "Right there..."

My cock is so hard it's painful. I press my palm against it, trying to relieve the pressure. I know I should make my presence known or leave, but I'm transfixed, unable to tear my eyes away from the scene unfolding before me.

Her movements become more frantic, her breathing more labored. And then I hear it — a name, falling from her lips like a prayer.

"Tyler..."

My heart stops. She's thinking of me. Fantasizing about me while she touches herself.

"Tyler," she moans again, louder this time. "Fuck me, Tyler..."

That's all it takes. Any hesitation evaporates instantly. She wants me — she's fucking wet for me right now — and I want her more than I've ever wanted anyone. I move silently across the kitchen, my footsteps masked by her increasingly desperate moans.

I'm right behind her now, close enough to smell her perfume mingling with the unmistakable scent of her arousal. Close enough to feel the heat radiating from her body. Without a word, I reach out and place my hand on her hip.

She gasps, her body tensing, but she doesn't turn around. Doesn't pull away.

"Don't stop on my account," I murmur, my lips close to her ear. "I was enjoying the show."

"Tyler," she breathes, and this time it's not a fantasy — she's acknowledging my presence, saying my name like it's the answer to a question she's been asking for years.

My hand slides from her hip to her thigh, feeling the warmth of her skin. "Is this what thinking about me does to you?" I ask, my voice low and rough. "Makes you so desperate you need to finger yourself in the kitchen?"

She moans in response, her hand still working between her legs. I move closer, pressing my chest against her back, my erection digging into the curve of her ass.

"Turn around," I command, surprised by my own boldness. "Let me see you."

Slowly, she turns to face me, her hand still beneath her panties, her eyes dark with desire. Her lips are parted, cheeks flushed. She looks wrecked already — and I haven't even touched her yet.

"Show me," I whisper, nodding toward her hand. "Show me how wet you are for me."

Christina holds my gaze as she withdraws her hand, her fingers glistening with her arousal. Without breaking eye contact, she brings them to my lips, pressing them against my mouth. I open automatically, sucking her fingers inside, tasting her essence on my tongue. Sweet and tangy and fucking perfect.

"Fuck," I groan around her fingers, my cock throbbing painfully. "You taste amazing."

"I've been thinking about you," she confesses, her voice a husky whisper. "Since the first time I saw you play. So strong. So powerful. So young."

My hand finds her thigh again, sliding upward, beneath the hiked-up hem of her dress. "Not too young to give you what you need," I assure her, my fingers brushing against the lace of her panties. "Not too young to fuck you properly."

Her eyes flutter closed at my words, a small moan escaping her lips. I take the opportunity to lean in, capturing her mouth with mine. Her lips are soft and yielding, opening instantly to allow my tongue inside. She tastes like expensive wine and forbidden desire. Our tongues dance together, exploring, claiming, demanding.

My fingers push aside the damp lace of her panties, finding her wet heat. She gasps into my mouth as I slide a finger along her slit, feeling just how aroused she is. Soaking. Swollen. Ready.

"Tyler," she moans against my lips as I circle her clit with my thumb. "Oh god..."

I slip a finger inside her, then another, feeling her clench around me. She's tight and hot and so fucking wet. I curl my fingers, searching for that spot that will make her see stars, all while keeping pressure on her clit with my thumb.

"Is this what you want?" I ask, pumping my fingers slowly in and out of her pussy. "Or do you need more? Need my cock inside you? Stretching you? Filling you up?"

"Yes," she hisses, her hips rocking against my hand. "All of it. Everything. I need you to fuck me, Tyler."

Our mouths crash together again, hungrier this time, more demanding. Her hands roam my bare chest, nails scraping lightly over my pecs, down to my abs. When she reaches the tool belt, she makes quick work of the buckle, letting it fall to the floor with a clatter.

Her fingers find the button of my jeans next, popping it open with practiced ease. The zipper follows, and then her hand is inside my boxers, wrapping around my cock. I groan into her mouth as she strokes me, her grip firm and confident.

"Christ," I gasp, breaking the kiss to look down at her hand on me. "That feels so fucking good."

Christina smiles, a predatory gleam in her eye. "Just wait," she purrs, squeezing me harder. "I'm just getting started."

Our lips meet again, teeth clashing, tongues battling for dominance. My fingers continue to work inside her, matching the rhythm of her hand on my cock. We're both breathing hard, grinding against each other in the kitchen, lost in a haze of lust and need.

It's wrong — she's my friend's mom, married, twice my age — but I don't care. All I care about is how good she feels, how much I want to be inside her, how I'm going to make her scream my name for real.

The thought makes me harder, makes me pump my fingers faster inside her, makes me kiss her deeper. Christina moans into my mouth, her hand tightening around my cock as her hips buck against my fingers.

"I need you," she whispers against my lips. "Need your cock inside me. Need you to fuck me like those boys never could."

That's all I need to hear.

In one swift motion, I lift Christina off her feet and place her on the kitchen counter. The cold marble must shock her skin as she gasps, but she doesn't complain. Instead, her legs spread instantly, making room for me between them. Her dress is already bunched around her waist, and I hook my fingers into the sides of her soaked panties, pulling them down her legs. She kicks them away, leaving her lower half completely exposed to me. The sight of her pussy — glistening, swollen, ready — makes my cock throb painfully within the confines of my jeans.

"Fuck, you're beautiful," I growl, my eyes locked on her most intimate parts.

Christina's hands go to the top of her dress, pulling it down to expose her breasts. They're even more perfect than I imagined — full and round, with rosy nipples that stand at attention. She's kept her body in incredible shape, not a hint that she's given birth or that she's twenty-two years older than me.

"Like what you see?" she purrs, arching her back to push her tits out further.

"Fuck yes," I breathe, reaching out to cup one in my palm. The weight of it feels perfect, the nipple hard against my skin. I squeeze, not gently, and she moans in response.

"I knew you'd be rough," she whispers, her eyes heavy-lidded with desire. "Football players always are."

I pinch her nipple, twisting slightly, and watch her mouth fall open in a silent gasp. "You haven't seen rough yet," I promise, my free hand moving to push my jeans and boxers down far enough to free my cock.

Her eyes widen as it springs out, hard and thick and ready. "Oh my god," she breathes, licking her lips. "The rumors about you are true."

I smirk, wrapping my hand around my shaft and giving it a slow stroke. "All of them."

Christina's hand joins mine, her fingers wrapping around my girth. "I need this inside me," she says, her voice husky with need. "Now, Tyler. Don't make me wait."

I step closer, positioning myself between her spread legs. The head of my cock nudges against her entrance, feeling the heat and wetness there. I grab her hips, pulling her to the edge of the counter, aligning our bodies perfectly.

"Tell me what you want," I demand, rubbing my tip up and down her slit, coating myself in her juices.

"You know what I want," she moans, trying to push her hips forward to capture me inside her.

I hold her still, my grip firm on her hips. "Say it. I want to hear you beg for my cock."

Her blue eyes meet mine, dark with desire. "Fuck me, Tyler," she says, no hesitation in her voice. "Fuck me with that big cock. Make me feel it. Make me forget my own name."

That's all I need to hear. With one powerful thrust, I bury myself inside her to the hilt. We both cry out at the sensation — she's tight, despite being so wet, gripping my cock like a vise. The heat of her surrounds me, sending shockwaves of pleasure up my spine.

"Fuck!" I gasp, my fingers digging into the soft flesh of her hips. "You're so fucking tight."

"And you're so fucking big," she moans, her inner walls clenching around me. "God, you fill me up completely."

I pull back slowly, feeling every inch of her pussy drag along my length, then slam back in with force. The counter shakes with the impact, glasses in a nearby cabinet rattling slightly.

"Yes!" Christina cries out, her head falling back. "Just like that!"

I establish a rhythm — hard, deep thrusts that make her tits bounce with each impact. The sound of our skin slapping together fills the kitchen, a primal rhythm that drives me to move faster, harder. Her legs wrap around my waist, her heels digging into my ass, urging me deeper.

"You like that?" I grunt, watching her face contort with pleasure. "Like my young cock filling your married pussy?"

"Yes," she hisses, her nails digging into my shoulders. "God, yes. You fuck me so good, Tyler. Better than anyone."

The praise goes straight to my cock, making me throb inside her. I lean forward, capturing one of her nipples between my teeth, biting down just hard enough to make her gasp. My hand slides between us, finding her clit, circling it with my thumb as I continue to pound into her.

"Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck," she chants, her inner walls fluttering around me. "Right there, don't stop, please don't stop."

I've never felt so powerful, so in control. This beautiful woman, this MILF fantasy that every guy at school jerks off to, is coming apart beneath me. Her pussy is squeezing my cock, trying to milk me for all I'm worth. But I'm not ready to finish — not even close.

"You're such a slut," I growl into her ear, my hips never stopping their relentless assault. "Getting fucked by your son's friend in your kitchen. What would Larry think if he walked in right now?"

"Don't care," she moans, her eyes closed tight as pleasure overtakes her. "Need this. Need your cock. Been so long since I've been fucked right."

I slow my thrusts, making each one deliberate and deep, grinding against her clit when I'm fully seated inside her. "Look at me," I command, waiting until her eyes flutter open. "I want to see your face when you come on my cock."

Christina's gaze locks with mine, her pupils dilated with desire. "Make me come, Tyler," she begs, her voice breaking. "Please make me come."

I increase my pace again, pounding into her with everything I've got. The counter creaks beneath us, our bodies slick with sweat despite the cool air of the kitchen. My thumb works her clit in tight circles, matching the rhythm of my thrusts.

"That's it," I encourage as her breathing becomes more erratic. "Take it. Take all of it."

Her walls clench around me, tighter and tighter, and I know she's close. I lean down to capture her lips in a bruising kiss, swallowing her moans as I drive into her with punishing force. The sound of our bodies meeting is obscene — wet, slick, desperate.

"I'm going to come," she gasps against my mouth. "Oh god, Tyler, I'm going to come so hard."

"Do it," I command, my thumb pressing harder on her clit. "Come for me. Come on my cock."

Her entire body tenses, her back arching off the counter, her pussy clamping down on me like a vise. "TYLER!" she screams, her nails raking down my back hard enough to draw blood. "FUCK! YES! YES!"

I keep thrusting through her orgasm, prolonging it, feeling her juices coat my cock as she comes undone beneath me. The sight of her — head thrown back, eyes closed, mouth open in ecstasy — is the most erotic thing I've ever seen. And knowing that I'm the cause of it, that my cock is making this beautiful woman scream in pleasure, fills me with a primal satisfaction that I've never experienced before.

The distant sounds of the party — music, laughter, car doors slamming as guests arrive — only add to the forbidden nature of what we're doing. Here we are, fucking like animals in the kitchen while people start to gather in the other rooms. The possibility of being caught only makes me harder, makes me thrust deeper into Christina's still-pulsing pussy.

"Don't stop," she begs, her body trembling from the aftershocks of her orgasm. "Keep fucking me. I want more. Need more."

I have no intention of stopping. Not until I've had my fill of her. Not until I've marked her as mine in every way possible.

"Christina? Are you in here?" Jerrod's voice floats in from the hallway, getting closer with each word.

Fuck! I freeze mid-thrust, buried deep inside Christina. Her eyes fly open, panic flashing across her face for just a second before transforming into something else — excitement. A wicked smile curves her lips as she places a finger against them, signaling me to be quiet. The counter partially blocks me from view of the doorway, and Christina's dress, while bunched at her waist, covers enough that from certain angles it might not be obvious what's happening. Instead of pushing me away, she clenches her pussy around my cock, challenging me to stay exactly where I am.

"Yes, honey, I'm in here," she calls out, her voice remarkably steady considering I'm still balls-deep inside her. "Just getting some drinks ready for the guests."

I should pull out. I should hide. But the thrill of possibly getting caught, the taboo nature of the situation, makes my cock throb harder inside her. Christina feels it and bites her lip to suppress a moan.

Footsteps approach the kitchen, and I realize I need to make a decision — fast. Pulling out completely might make too much noise, create too much movement. The kitchen island shields me from the doorway, but only if I stay close to Christina. I make my choice, staying put but ducking my head lower, making myself as small as possible against her body.

"The first guests are arriving," Jerrod says, his voice now in the kitchen but thankfully not coming around the island. "Do you need any help with those drinks?"

Christina's hands find my shoulders, nails digging into my skin as she subtly shifts her hips, grinding herself against me. The message is clear — don't stop.

"No," she replies, her voice hitching slightly as I respond with a shallow thrust. "I've got everything... in hand."

I stifle a groan, biting my lip hard enough to taste blood. The danger of the situation is intoxicating. I move my hips again, a slow, deliberate thrust that makes Christina's breath catch. Her inner walls clench around me, and I can feel her growing wetter.

"Are you sure?" Jerrod asks. "You sound strange."

"I'm fine," Christina says, a little too quickly. "Just a little... overwhelmed with everything that needs to be done."

I take that as my cue, establishing a slow rhythm, my thrusts shallow but persistent. Christina's eyes widen, her lips parting in a silent gasp. The challenge is clear — can she maintain her composure while I fuck her right under her husband's nose?

"Did you put out the Halloween cookies?" Jerrod asks, completely oblivious to what's happening mere feet away.

Christina's hand finds the back of my neck, pulling me closer as she lifts her hips to meet my thrusts. "Not yet," she manages to say. "I'm still... preparing things."

I'm amazed at her control, her ability to carry on a conversation while I'm inside her. It turns me on even more. I slide one hand between us, finding her clit with my thumb. The moment I touch it, her whole body jerks, and she quickly disguises the movement by clearing her throat.

"Are you catching a cold?" Jerrod asks, concern in his voice. "Your face looks flushed."

"It's just hot in here," Christina replies, her voice a little breathier now as I increase my pace, still careful to keep our movements quiet. "I've been... working hard."

I lean forward, pressing my lips to her neck, tasting the salt of her skin. My thumb circles her clit faster, matching the rhythm of my thrusts. Christina's free hand grips the edge of the counter, knuckles turning white with the effort of staying quiet.

"Well, don't overdo it," Jerrod says, still completely clueless. "Larry just texted. He'll be back in about fifteen minutes."

The time constraint only adds to the urgency. Fifteen minutes. The countdown makes my blood pump faster, makes me thrust harder despite the risk. Christina's eyes roll back briefly before she catches herself.

"Perfect," she gasps, the word ending in what could almost be a moan. "That gives me plenty of time to... finish up in here."

I hear the refrigerator open on the other side of the island. Jerrod is still in the kitchen, still unaware that his wife is being fucked right in front of him. The thought makes my cock swell impossibly harder inside Christina.

"Do you need anything from the store?" Jerrod asks, the sound of bottles clinking indicating he's rummaging through the fridge. "I could make a quick run."

"No," Christina says, her voice strained as I hit a particularly sensitive spot inside her. "Everything I need is right... here."

Her eyes meet mine, dark with lust and excitement. She's loving this — the danger, the forbidden thrill of fucking me while talking to her husband. Her pussy is soaking wet now, her arousal making it easier for me to slide in and out without making noise.

"If you're sure," Jerrod says, closing the fridge. "I'll go greet the guests, then."

"Yes," Christina replies, her voice higher as I press harder on her clit. "You do that. I'll be... coming... shortly."

The double meaning almost makes me laugh, but the sensation of her pussy tightening around my cock quickly replaces any humor with pure pleasure. She's close — I can feel it, the telltale fluttering of her walls, the increased wetness, the way her thighs are starting to shake.

"Don't take too long," Jerrod says, his voice moving back toward the door. "People are asking for you."

"I won't," Christina promises, her breath coming in short gasps now that she can't completely hide. "Just need to... reach... the climax of my preparations."

I hear Jerrod's footsteps retreating, but I don't slow down. If anything, I speed up, my thrusts becoming more forceful now that we don't need to be quite so quiet. Christina's head falls back, her mouth open in a silent scream.

"He's gone," I whisper, my voice rough with desire. "You can let go now."

That's all she needs. Christina's body convulses, her pussy clamping down on my cock with incredible force. She buries her face in my neck to muffle her cries as the orgasm rips through her. I feel her juices flooding around me, soaking both of us as her entire body trembles.

"Fuck, Tyler," she gasps against my skin, her voice ragged and broken. "Fuck, fuck, fuck."

I hold her tight as she rides out the waves of pleasure, my cock still hard inside her, still thrusting to extend her orgasm. Her nails dig half-moons into my shoulders, her teeth grazing my neck as she struggles to stay quiet.

"That was the most intense thing I've ever felt," she confesses when she can finally speak again, her body still twitching with aftershocks. "The danger of him finding us... god, it made everything so much more intense."

I smirk, slowing my thrusts but not stopping completely. "You're such a naughty fucking MILF," I growl into her ear. "Getting off on the risk of being caught. What if he had come around the counter? What if he had seen his wife being fucked by a teenager?"

The thought makes her pussy clench around me again, and I know it turns her on just as much as it does me. She pulls back slightly, looking into my eyes, her own still dark with desire despite her recent climax.

"I'm not done with you yet," she whispers, her hand sliding between us to feel where we're joined. "And it seems like you're not done with me either."

She's right. My cock is still rock hard, still throbbing inside her, still hungry for more. The brief encounter with Jerrod only heightened my arousal, made me want to claim Christina even more thoroughly.

"Not even close to done," I confirm, grinding my hips against hers. "I want to fuck you in ways your husband never has. Ways that will ruin you for anyone else."

Christina's eyes light up with anticipation. "Show me," she challenges, her voice dropping to a seductive purr. "Show me everything you can do with that young, hard cock."

I plan to do exactly that. And I know just how I want to take her next.

"Turn around," I growl into Christina's ear, my cock still hard and throbbing inside her pussy. "I want to fuck that perfect ass."

I don't ask if she's done it before. I don't ask if she wants it. The way she moaned when I mentioned three guys at once tells me everything I need to know. Christina Henderson is no stranger to anal, and the shudder that runs through her body at my words confirms it. She nods eagerly, her eyes dark with renewed lust despite her recent orgasm. I pull out of her slowly, my cock glistening with her juices, and help her turn over on the counter, positioning her ass toward me.

"Bend over," I command, my voice rough with desire. "Show me that ass."

Christina complies without hesitation, bending at the waist and resting her forearms on the cool marble. Her dress is still bunched around her waist, giving me a perfect view of her round, firm ass. For a forty-year-old woman, she's kept herself in incredible shape — not a dimple or sag in sight. Just perfect, smooth skin begging to be marked.

I bring my hand down on her right cheek, not holding back. The sharp crack of skin on skin fills the kitchen, followed by Christina's surprised gasp.

"You like that?" I ask, watching a red handprint bloom on her pale skin.

"God, yes," she moans, pushing her ass back toward me. "Do it again."

I spank her other cheek, harder this time, enjoying the way she jerks and gasps. The contrast of the red marks against her skin is intoxicating. I deliver three more quick slaps, watching her ass jiggle with each impact.

"Please," she whimpers, her voice thick with need. "I need you inside me again."

I run my hands over the heated skin of her ass, soothing the sting briefly before spreading her cheeks apart. Her puckered hole is tight and pink, contrasting with the glistening, swollen lips of her pussy below.

"Look at that tight little asshole," I murmur appreciatively. "Bet your husband never fucks you here, does he?"

"No," she admits, her voice small but eager. "He thinks it's dirty."

"It is dirty," I laugh, pressing my thumb against her entrance. "That's what makes it so fucking hot."

I gather some of her abundant wetness from her pussy, using it to lubricate my thumb before pressing it against her ass again. This time, I apply more pressure, feeling her resistance give way as my thumb slides inside to the first knuckle.

"Fuck," she hisses, her body tensing then relaxing around the intrusion.

"Relax," I instruct, working my thumb deeper. "We're just getting started."

I pump my thumb in and out slowly, watching as her body accepts the invasion, her tight ring of muscle gradually loosening. My cock throbs painfully, desperate to feel that tightness around it. I withdraw my thumb and spit into my hand, using the saliva to lubricate my shaft, already slick with Christina's juices.

"You ready to take my cock in your ass?" I ask, positioning the head against her now slightly loosened hole.

"Yes," she moans, wiggling her hips enticingly. "Fuck my ass, Tyler. Please."

I press forward, the head of my cock meeting resistance at first. "Push out," I instruct, remembering techniques from past experiences. "Like you're trying to push me away."

Christina follows my direction, and I feel the moment her body yields, the tight ring of muscle giving way as the head of my cock pops inside. We both gasp — me at the incredible tightness gripping me, her at the intense stretch.

"Holy fuck," I breathe, forcing myself to stay still despite the urge to thrust all the way in. "You're so fucking tight."

"Big," she whimpers, her hands gripping the edge of the counter. "You're so fucking big."

I grab her hips, holding her steady as I slowly push deeper. Inch by excruciating inch, I work my cock into her ass, feeling her body gradually accept me. The heat and pressure are mind-blowing — tighter than any pussy I've ever felt.

"That's it," I encourage as I finally bottom out, my pelvis pressed against her ass cheeks. "Take all of my cock like a good little slut."

Christina moans at the degradation, her back arching, pushing her ass more firmly against me. "Yes," she hisses. "I'm your slut. Fuck my ass, Tyler. Use me."

I withdraw slowly, nearly pulling all the way out before sliding back in. The friction is incredible, her tight hole gripping every inch of my length. I establish a rhythm, each thrust a little faster, a little harder than the last. The sound of my hips slapping against her ass fills the kitchen, punctuated by our heavy breathing and Christina's increasingly desperate moans.

"You love this, don't you?" I taunt, my hands digging into her hips hard enough to leave bruises. "Love getting your ass fucked by a teenager while your husband entertains guests in the next room."

"Yes," she cries out, beyond shame now. "Love your young cock in my ass. So big. So hard."

I reach around to grab a handful of her hair, yanking her head back. "You're such a dirty fucking whore," I growl into her ear. "Bet you've been fantasizing about this since the first time you saw me."

"Yes," she admits, her voice breaking as I thrust particularly deep. "Always wanted you. Wanted this."

The admission fuels my lust, makes me thrust harder, faster. The taboo nature of what we're doing — her age, her marriage, my friendship with her son — all of it just adds to the eroticism of the moment.

"You're nothing but a cock-hungry MILF," I continue, my words as much for my pleasure as hers. "A slutty housewife who needs a real man to put her in her place."

Each degrading word makes her tighten around me, her body responding to the humiliation with increased arousal. My balls slap against her pussy with each thrust, feeling the wetness there, evidence of how much she's enjoying this.

"Touch yourself," I command, still gripping her hair. "Make yourself come while I fuck your ass."

Christina's hand immediately snakes between her legs, her fingers finding her clit. I can feel the vibrations of her movements through the thin wall separating her channels, adding to the intense sensations around my cock.

"That's it, work that clit

"Touch yourself," I command, still gripping her hair. "Make yourself come while I fuck your ass."

Christina's hand immediately snakes between her legs, her fingers finding her clit. I can feel the vibrations of her movements through the thin wall separating her channels, adding to the intense sensations around my cock.

"That's it, work that clit while I destroy this tight ass," I growl, my thrusts becoming more forceful. "You're just a set of holes to be filled, aren't you?"

"Yes," she sobs, the word breaking as pleasure overtakes her. "Just holes. Your holes. Fuck me, Tyler. Use me."

The depravity of her words pushes me closer to the edge. I'm pounding into her now, any gentleness long forgotten. My hand leaves her hair to grab her throat, applying just enough pressure to make her gasp but not enough to cut off her air completely.

"Fucking slut," I hiss, feeling her ass clench tighter around me as I squeeze her throat. "Taking it up the ass like a pornstar. What would your son think if he saw you now? His friend's cock buried in his mother's ass?"

The taboo seems to push Christina further into ecstasy. Her fingers move faster between her legs, her moans growing more desperate. I can feel her body tensing, preparing for another release.

"You're nothing but a fuck toy," I continue, my words becoming more depraved as my own orgasm builds. "A desperate, cock-hungry MILF who needs young dick to feel satisfied."

"Yes," she agrees breathlessly. "Need your cock. Need you to fill me. Use me."

I'm relentless now, driving into her with savage force. The kitchen island shakes beneath us, the sound of skin slapping against skin echoing off the tiled walls. Christina's tight hole grips me like a vise, the friction and heat nearly unbearable in their intensity.

"I'm going to ruin you," I promise, my voice rough with exertion. "After this, nothing will satisfy you. You'll always crave my cock, always remember how I fucked you better than anyone ever has."

"Already ruined," she gasps, her body beginning to tremble. "Can't go back. Don't want to go back."

The thought of her craving me, needing me, thinking of me when her husband touches her — it drives me wild. I thrust even harder, my fingers digging into her hip with one hand while the other maintains its grip on her throat.

"When I'm done with you," I pant, feeling my balls tighten with approaching release, "you won't be able to sit for a week without remembering this moment. Without remembering my cock stretching your ass wide open."

Christina's entire body goes rigid suddenly, her ass clamping down on my cock with incredible force. "Fuck! I'm coming!" she cries out, her voice breaking with the intensity of her orgasm. "Oh god, Tyler! Fuck!"

The feeling of her ass convulsing around me nearly pushes me over the edge, but I grit my teeth, determined to make this last. I continue to pound into her, riding out her orgasm, feeling the wetness from her pussy dripping down her thighs as she comes hard against her own hand.

"That's it," I encourage, my voice strained with the effort of holding back my own release. "Come on my cock like the dirty slut you are."

Her body shakes uncontrollably, wracked with pleasure so intense it borders on pain. I don't let up, don't give her a moment to recover. I keep thrusting, keep talking, keep degrading her as she rides wave after wave of her climax.

"Whose ass is this?" I demand, slapping her cheek hard enough to leave another red handprint.

"Yours," she gasps, barely coherent through her pleasure. "All yours, Tyler. Only yours."

"And what are you?" I ask, twisting her hair around my fist.

"Your slut," she responds immediately. "Your whore. Your fuck toy. Anything you want me to be."

The submissiveness in her voice, the complete surrender of this beautiful, older woman to my will — it's intoxicating. I've never felt so powerful, so in control. My cock swells even more inside her tight channel, stretching her further.

"Remember this," I growl, my rhythm becoming erratic as my own orgasm approaches. "Remember how a teenager made you come harder than your husband ever has. Remember who owns this ass now."

"I will," she promises, her body still trembling with aftershocks. "Never forget. Couldn't forget if I tried."

I'm close now, so close. The tightness of her ass, the depravity of the situation, the power I hold over her — it's all combining to create the most intense sexual experience of my life. But something holds me back from finishing inside her. A better idea forms in my mind, something that will truly mark her as mine.

"I'm going to pull out," I warn her, my voice tight with restraint. "And you're going to turn around and suck my cock clean. Understand?"

"Yes," she agrees instantly, eagerly. "Want to taste myself on you."

The filthiness of her response nearly undoes me. I give her ass three more hard, deep thrusts, searing the sensation into my memory, before I pull out completely. Christina turns around immediately, sliding off the counter and dropping to her knees before me.

Her mouth opens, ready to receive me, to clean her own ass from my cock. The sight of this beautiful MILF on her knees, looking up at me with eager submission in her eyes — it's almost too much to bear.

The kitchen door swings open with a bang, and there stands Jerrod, a tray of empty glasses in his hands. They crash to the floor as he takes in the scene before him — his wife on her knees, face inches from my cock, both of us naked from the waist down.

Time seems to freeze for a moment, the three of us locked in a tableau of shock and forbidden desire. Jerrod's face drains of color, his mouth opening and closing like a fish out of water. But instead of panic, I feel a surge of something else — power. The cuckold husband has finally discovered the truth, and rather than fear, I feel only triumph.

"Christina?" Jerrod's voice cracks, barely above a whisper. "What... what are you doing?"

Christina doesn't jump up in shame. Doesn't scramble to cover herself. Instead, she turns her head slightly toward her husband, not even bothering to rise from her knees.

"What does it look like I'm doing, Jerrod?" she asks, her voice dripping with disdain. "I'm getting what you can't give me."

The humiliation on his face is palpable, his pathetic vampire costume making him look even more ridiculous. The fake fangs have fallen out, hanging from the string around his neck. He takes a step forward, then stops, seemingly unable to process what he's seeing.

"But he's... he's just a teenager," Jerrod stammers, his eyes darting between us. "He's Larry's friend. This is wrong."

I laugh, the sound harsh in the tension-filled kitchen. "I'm man enough to satisfy your wife," I taunt, my hand moving to stroke my still-hard cock. "Something you clearly can't do."

The cruelty of my words hits him like a physical blow. He flinches, his shoulders hunching as if trying to make himself smaller. But he doesn't leave. Doesn't yell. Just stands there, watching, a mixture of shock, humiliation, and — is that arousal? — in his eyes.

Christina looks up at me, a wicked smile playing on her lips. There's a question in her eyes — what now? The answer is clear to me. This is the ultimate power move, the ultimate dominance display. To take what's his right in front of him, to show him exactly how inadequate he is.

"You were about to clean my cock," I remind Christina, my voice commanding. "Don't let your husband's presence stop you. In fact..." I turn my gaze to Jerrod, locking eyes with him. "Watch closely. See how a real man gets served."

Christina's smile widens, her blue eyes darkening with renewed lust. Without breaking eye contact with her husband, she leans forward and takes my cock into her mouth. The heat and wetness of her tongue sliding along my length pulls a groan from deep in my chest.

"Fuck," I hiss, my hand moving to the back of her head. "That's it. Clean your ass off my cock like a good little slut."

Jerrod makes a strangled sound, somewhere between a protest and a moan. His eyes are glued to the scene before him — his wife on her knees, eagerly sucking the cock that was just in her ass. The taboo of it, the utter degradation, should disgust him. But I can see the bulge forming in his pants. The pathetic cuck is getting turned on watching his wife service me.

"Look at your husband," I command Christina, pulling her head back by her hair so my cock slips from her mouth with an obscene pop. "Look at him while you worship my cock."

Christina turns her gaze to Jerrod, maintaining eye contact with him as she runs her tongue along the underside of my shaft. The eroticism of the moment is almost too much to bear — the beautiful MILF on her knees, her husband watching in humiliated arousal, my cock glistening with her saliva.

"Tell him," I demand, my fingers tightening in her hair. "Tell him how much better I fuck you."

"You can't imagine, Jerrod," Christina says, her voice husky with desire. "His cock fills me completely. Makes me come harder than I ever have. He fucks me like you never could."

Each word is a dagger to Jerrod's ego, but he doesn't leave. Can't leave. He's transfixed by the sight of his wife's submission to me, by the power I hold over both of them.

I guide Christina's mouth back to my cock, pushing her down until she takes me deep into her throat. She gags slightly but doesn't pull away, her eyes watering as she looks up at me with pure devotion.

"That's it," I encourage, holding her in place for a moment before allowing her to come up for air. "Show your husband what a cock-hungry slut you really are."

She doubles her efforts, her head bobbing enthusiastically, one hand cupping my balls while the other strokes what doesn't fit in her mouth. Her technique is incredible — clearly the result of years of experience. The wet, slurping sounds fill the kitchen, punctuated by my groans and Jerrod's shallow breathing.

"Your wife gives the best head I've ever had," I tell Jerrod, never breaking eye contact with him. "Must be all that practice she got in college. All those football players training her mouth."

Jerrod's face flushes with shame, but he still doesn't leave. I can see his hand twitching at his side, like he wants to touch himself but doesn't dare.

"You like this, don't you?" I taunt him, my hips now thrusting into Christina's mouth. "Like watching your wife get used by a real man. Probably the closest you'll ever get to satisfying her — watching someone else do it."

Christina moans around my cock, the vibrations sending shivers of pleasure up my spine. She's into this — the humiliation of her husband, the dominance I'm displaying. Her hand moves from my balls to between her legs, touching herself as she sucks me off.

"Look at that," I laugh, nodding toward Christina's self-pleasure. "Sucking my cock gets her so hot she needs to touch herself. When's the last time she got this excited over you, Jerrod?"

The pressure is building in my balls now, my orgasm approaching fast. The combination of Christina's skilled mouth and the power trip of dominating both her and her husband is pushing me rapidly toward the edge.

"I'm going to come," I announce, pulling my cock from Christina's mouth. "And you're going to take it on your face. Let your husband see exactly who you belong to now."

"Yes," Christina gasps, her face flushed with arousal, lips swollen from the rough face-fucking. "Mark me. Claim me."

I stroke myself rapidly, aiming at her upturned face. Christina closes her eyes, mouth open, tongue out, the picture of submission. With a final groan, I explode, thick ropes of cum painting her face — across her cheeks, her lips, her chin, some even landing in her hair.

"Fuck!" I grunt as the intense orgasm tears through me, my cock pulsing in my hand as I drain every last drop onto Christina's eager face. "Take it all."

The sight of her — this beautiful, mature woman covered in my cum, on her knees before me while her husband watches — is the most erotic image I've ever seen. Christina opens her eyes, looking up at me with pure adoration, my seed dripping down her face.

"Thank you," she whispers, her tongue darting out to lick a drop of cum from her upper lip.

I tuck myself back into my jeans, fastening them with deliberate slowness. I pick up my tool belt from the floor, strapping it back around my waist before finally turning to Jerrod.

"You should thank me," I tell him, my voice casual as if we're discussing the weather. "I just gave your wife what she's been craving for years."

Jerrod's face is a mask of conflicting emotions — humiliation, anger, arousal. He opens his mouth to speak, but no words come out.

"I'll let myself out," I say with a smirk, adjusting my hard hat. "I need to find Larry anyway, let him know I was... entertaining his mom while he was gone."

Christina remains on her knees, cum still dripping down her face, looking thoroughly debauched and completely satisfied. I bend down to whisper in her ear, loud enough for Jerrod to hear.

"This isn't a one-time thing," I promise her. "I'll be back for more. Next time, we'll see if your husband wants to just watch, or if he wants to learn how a real man fucks."

With a final victorious glance at Jerrod, I stride past him and out of the kitchen, feeling like a conqueror. The Halloween party is in full swing in the living room, people laughing and drinking, completely unaware of the drama that just unfolded in the kitchen.

As I move through the crowd, I spot Larry coming through the front door, arms full of ice bags and mixers. He grins when he sees me, completely oblivious to what I've just done with his mother.

"Hey, man! Sorry I took so long. Did you and my mom manage to keep yourselves entertained?"

I can't help the smirk that spreads across my face. "Yeah, you could say that. Your mom's quite the hostess."

The party is just getting started, but I've already had the highlight of my night. Though something tells me this is just the beginning of what Christina and I will explore together.

The thought makes my cock stir again in my jeans. Round two won't be far away.
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