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Chapter 1

My finger hovers over the doorbell for a split second before I push it, sending a shrill ring echoing through the house. I shift my weight, adjusting my stance as anticipation builds in my chest. I'm supposed to be here so Carl can do my history paper — perks of being the star quarterback is nerds practically beg to do your homework — but something about this visit feels different. My cock twitches slightly as I wait, like it knows something I don't yet.

Coach always says I've got the best arm in the state, but that's not the only reason girls can't stay away. At eighteen, I've already built quite the reputation around school — and not just for throwing touchdowns. The rumors about what's in my pants spread faster than our playbook. I run a hand through my black hair, a move that usually makes the cheerleaders swoon, and wait for Carl's pasty face to appear.

The door swings open, and holy fuck, it's not Carl.

Kim West stands in the doorway, and my mouth goes dry instantly. Carl's mom is a fucking knockout — the definition of MILF with capital letters. Her black hair cascades over her shoulders, framing a face that looks way too young to have a high school kid. But it's not her face that my eyes are glued to.

"Tyler," she purrs, my name rolling off her tongue like she's tasting it. "What a surprise."

Her night robe clings to every curve of her body like it was painted on, the silky material so thin I can almost see through it. The robe stops mid-thigh, exposing long, smooth legs that seem to go on forever. For forty, her body puts college girls to shame — toned but soft in all the right places, with curves that make my hands itch to grab them.

"I'm here for Carl," I manage to say, though my voice comes out deeper than usual. "For the homework."

Kim leans against the doorframe, the movement causing her robe to shift slightly. The top parts just enough to reveal the edge of a lacy black bra underneath, barely containing her massive tits. They look firm and full, pressing against the thin material, the outline of her nipples visible through both layers. Fuck, I could cut glass with my dick right now.

Her eyes trail down my body, lingering on my crotch before meeting my gaze again. Her lips curl into a knowing smile, like she can read every dirty thought racing through my head. And there are plenty. That smile is pure sex — confident, hungry, promising things that make my heart pound harder.

"Carl's not home yet," she says, her voice low and sultry. "But you're welcome to come in and wait."

Each word sends a shiver down my spine, straight to my groin. There's no mistaking the undertone in her invitation, the slight emphasis on "come in" that makes it sound like she's talking about something else entirely.

"Sure," I nod, trying to look cool despite the heat rushing through my body. "Thanks, Mrs. West."

"Kim," she corrects me, stepping aside to let me pass. "Mrs. West makes me sound old."

As I step into the house, the scent of her perfume hits me — something floral but musky that makes my head swim. The air between us feels charged, electric. I can't help but stare at her ass as she leads me through the living room, my eyes glued to the sway of her hips with each step.

"Can I get you something to drink?" she asks, glancing over her shoulder at me, catching me staring. She doesn't seem to mind. In fact, her walk becomes more exaggerated, her hips swaying more dramatically.

"I'm good," I reply, my throat suddenly dry despite my answer.

As we round the corner into the kitchen, something happens that makes my brain short-circuit. A slight draft from the air conditioning catches the bottom of her night robe, lifting it just enough — just for a second — but it's all I need to see. Kim isn't wearing any panties underneath. The smooth curve of her bare ass flashes before my eyes, perfect and round, before the material settles back into place.

My cock responds immediately, hardening painfully against my jeans. I have to adjust myself discreetly, hoping she doesn't notice, but the knowing look in her eyes when she turns tells me she's well aware of the effect she's having.

"Let's wait in the living room," she says, brushing past me deliberately, her breast grazing my arm. "You can tell me all about the game last Friday. I heard you were... exceptional."

The way she says "exceptional" makes it clear she's not just talking about football. My heart is hammering against my ribs so hard I'm sure she can hear it. Blood rushes to my groin, making me lightheaded. As I follow her to the couch, I can't tear my eyes away from the slight jiggle of her ass with each step, the tantalizing knowledge that there's nothing underneath that thin layer of silk.

She's Carl's mom, I try to remind myself. But all I can think is that I've never wanted to fuck someone so badly in my life. The same nerdy, awkward Carl who struggles to string together a sentence around pretty girls somehow has this goddess for a mother. Life isn't fair.

I take a deep breath, trying to regain some control, but my cock has other ideas. It throbs persistently, demanding attention as Kim sits on the couch and pats the cushion beside her, inviting me closer. My desire for her intensifies with each passing second, overwhelming any sense of propriety or hesitation.

As I sink down next to her, I can feel the heat radiating from her body. Our thighs are inches apart, and the anticipation of what might happen next makes my skin prickle with excitement. One thing's for sure — this homework session is going to be way more interesting than I expected.

I sink deeper into the plush couch, my leg bouncing with nervous energy as I wait. My thoughts race with images of Kim's bare ass beneath that flimsy robe, making my jeans uncomfortably tight. Every second feels like torture, my body primed and ready for something I shouldn't even be thinking about. The air in the room feels heavy, charged with possibilities that make my cock throb in anticipation.

The sound of bare feet padding across tile pulls my attention toward the kitchen doorway. Kim emerges, and my breath catches in my throat. She's still wearing that barely-there night robe, the silky material clinging to her curves like a second skin. But what makes my dick jump is what's in her hand — a white popsicle that she's working between her lips with deliberate slowness.

"Thought you might enjoy watching me eat this," she says, her voice like honey as she locks eyes with me. The way her pink tongue darts out to lick the length of the popsicle makes my cock strain against my zipper.

She slides the entire popsicle into her mouth, hollowing her cheeks as she sucks it, then slowly pulls it out with a wet pop. Fuck. I cross my legs to hide my growing bulge, but the movement only creates friction that makes things worse.

I can't believe Carl's mom is this fucking hot. The nerdy little shit who trembles when I tell him to do my calculus homework somehow shares DNA with this sex goddess. The universe has a sick sense of humor.

"Like what you see?" Kim asks, sinking down next to me on the couch — way closer than a friend's mom should sit. Her thigh presses against mine, the heat of her body seeping through my jeans.

"Yeah," I croak, my voice betraying me. She smiles, knowing exactly what she's doing to me.

She continues her show, wrapping her lips around the popsicle, taking it deep into her mouth in a way that's clearly meant to mimic sucking cock. My dick is rock hard now, painfully pressing against my zipper. I shift uncomfortably, trying to adjust without being obvious.

"When's Carl getting home?" I ask, desperate to break the tension before I do something crazy.

Kim's laugh is soft and seductive. "He's not."

"What?" I turn to face her, confusion momentarily cutting through my lust.

"I texted you from his phone," she admits, her eyes gleaming with mischief. "Carl's at debate club until late, and my husband — Kris — is working."

My heart pounds even harder. "Why would you do that?"

Kim leans in closer, her breath warm against my ear. "Because I've heard things about you, Tyler. From the other moms."

"What things?" I ask, though I already know. The divorced mom of our tight end and the hot aunt of our kicker have both been in my bed. Word gets around.

"That you're... gifted," she whispers, her eyes dropping to my crotch. "That you know how to use what God gave you."

As if on cue, the popsicle starts to melt, dripping white, sticky liquid onto my thigh. A drop lands on my shorts, creating a small wet spot right near my bulge.

"Oops," Kim says, not sounding sorry at all. "Let me clean that up for you."

I expect her to grab a napkin, but instead, her hand moves directly to my crotch. My breath hitches as her fingers skillfully undo my button and zipper in one smooth motion. Before I can process what's happening, her hand slides inside my boxers, wrapping around my cock. The sensation of her cool fingers against my hot skin makes me groan.

"Fuck," I hiss as she pulls my cock free, stroking it slowly from base to tip.

"Mmm, the rumors don't do you justice," she purrs, her eyes widening as she takes in my size. "You're even bigger than I thought."

Her hand works me expertly, twisting slightly on the upstroke in a way that makes my toes curl. Pre-cum leaks from my tip, and she uses it to lubricate her movements.

"I saw you in the shower after the game last night," she confesses, her voice dropping to a whisper. "I slipped into the locker room when everyone was gone. Watched you soap up that gorgeous body." Her grip tightens. "Fucked myself with my fingers in the equipment closet while you rinsed off."

The image of her fingering herself while spying on me sends a new surge of blood to my already throbbing cock.

With her free hand, Kim unties her robe, letting it fall open. Holy shit. Her body is even better than I imagined — full, perky tits with dark nipples that point straight at me, a flat stomach that defies her age, and a neatly trimmed pussy that's visibly wet already.

"Touch me," she commands, grabbing my wrist and guiding my hand between her legs.

I don't hesitate. My fingers slide through her folds, finding her soaking wet. She moans when I push two fingers inside her, her walls clenching around me immediately.

"God, yes," she hisses, grinding against my hand while still stroking my cock. "That's what I need."

We find a rhythm, my fingers pumping into her pussy while her hand works my shaft. Her thumb circles the sensitive head of my cock, spreading the pre-cum that keeps leaking out. My other hand finds her breast, squeezing the soft flesh, pinching her nipple between my fingers.

"Kris can't satisfy me," she pants, her hips bucking against my hand. "His cock is too small. Too soft. I need this." She squeezes my dick for emphasis. "I need you, Tyler."

Her confession should make me feel guilty, but it only turns me on more. I'm about to fuck another man's wife — Carl's mom — and the taboo nature of it makes my cock pulse with excitement.

Kim leans forward, capturing my mouth with hers. Her lips are soft but demanding, her tongue pushing past my teeth to tangle with mine. I taste the sweetness of the popsicle as our tongues slide together. My hand leaves her breast to grab the back of her head, fingers threading through her silky hair as I deepen the kiss.

Our breathing grows ragged as we pleasure each other, the wet sounds of my fingers sliding in and out of her pussy mixing with the slick noises of her hand pumping my cock. Her thumb circles my tip on each upstroke, making me groan into her mouth.

"I need more," she whispers against my lips, her eyes dark with desire. "I need all of you."

Before I can suggest we take this further, Kim slides off the couch onto her knees in front of me. Her eyes lock with mine, full of hunger and promise as she positions herself between my legs. My breath comes in short bursts as she leans forward, her hot breath ghosting over my throbbing cock. Without breaking eye contact, she flicks her tongue out, licking a slow stripe from my balls to the sensitive tip, making my hips jerk involuntarily.

"Fuck," I groan, my fingers digging into the couch cushions.

Kim smiles wickedly before wrapping her lips around the head of my cock. The warm, wet heat of her mouth sends shockwaves of pleasure through my entire body. She takes me deeper, inch by inch, her tongue swirling around my shaft as she descends.

"Holy shit," I pant as she takes me deeper than any girl has before.

She hollows her cheeks, creating intense suction that makes my toes curl. Then she goes further, taking me until I hit the back of her throat. Her throat constricts around my tip as she gags slightly, but instead of pulling back, she pushes forward, forcing more of me down her throat.

My hand finds its way to her hair, grabbing a fistful of the silky strands. She moans around my cock, the vibrations sending pulses of pleasure straight to my balls. Her eyes water as she chokes on my length, mascara beginning to run down her cheeks in black streaks.

The sight of Carl's mom gagging on my dick is the hottest fucking thing I've ever seen. Her lips stretch wide around my girth, spit dripping from the corners of her mouth as she works me with desperate enthusiasm. Each time she pulls back, a string of saliva connects her lips to my cock before she dives back down.

"That's it," I encourage, my voice husky with desire. "Take that big cock."

The blowjob is gloriously sloppy and lewd. Wet, obscene sounds fill the room as she bobs her head up and down my shaft. Her hands aren't idle either — one massages my balls gently while the other strokes the base of my cock in time with her mouth.

When she comes up for air, her lips are swollen and glistening with spit and pre-cum. She looks up at me with those big eyes, makeup smeared, hair disheveled from my grip, and I've never been more turned on in my life.

"You like sucking my cock, don't you?" I growl, feeling a surge of dominance. "Fucking slut."

Something flashes in her eyes — excitement, not offense. She nods eagerly.

"Say it," I command, tightening my grip in her hair.

"I love sucking your cock," she whispers, her voice raspy from the throat-fucking. "I'm a slut for your big dick."

Hearing Carl's mom call herself a slut for me sends a fresh wave of arousal through my body. My control snaps. I grab her head with both hands now, holding her still as I start thrusting up into her mouth.

"Take it, bitch," I snarl, pumping my hips harder, driving my cock deep into her throat with each thrust.

Kim doesn't resist. If anything, she relaxes her jaw further, allowing me to use her mouth for my pleasure. Tears stream down her face, mixing with mascara and spit, creating a debauched mess. But her eyes show only lust and submission as I fuck her face mercilessly.

I push her down until her nose touches my stomach, my entire length buried in her throat. She chokes violently, her throat spasming around my cock, but I hold her there for several seconds before allowing her to come up for air.

She gasps and coughs when I finally release her, but immediately dives back down, taking me into her mouth with renewed vigor. The sight of her so desperate for my cock pushes me closer to the edge.

"I'm gonna cum," I warn, my balls tightening as the pressure builds. "Gonna fill that slutty mouth."

Kim moans around my length, the vibrations sending me over the edge. My orgasm hits like a freight train, my vision blurring as pleasure tears through me. I grip her hair tight, holding her down as I explode, shooting rope after rope of hot cum directly down her throat.

"Fuck! Take it all!" I groan, my hips jerking uncontrollably as I empty myself into her mouth.

Even after I finish, Kim doesn't immediately pull away. She stays down, swallowing around my sensitive tip, milking every last drop from me. When she finally pulls back, her mouth is full of my cum. Instead of swallowing right away, she does something that nearly makes me hard again instantly — she blows a bubble with my cum, letting it pop and slide back into her mouth before finally swallowing with an exaggerated gulp.

"Jesus Christ," I pant, watching her lick her lips clean.

"You taste good," she purrs, wiping her chin with the back of her hand. "But I'm not done with you yet."

To my amazement, my cock barely softens, still standing at attention despite the powerful orgasm. Kim notices too, a pleased smile spreading across her face as she wraps her fingers around my shaft.

"Perfect," she says, standing up and pulling me to my feet by my cock. "Let's go somewhere more comfortable."

I follow her like a man in a trance as she leads me by my dick, heading toward what I assume is the bedroom. My heart pounds with anticipation of what's to come next, my still-hard cock throbbing in her grip.


Chapter 2

As soon as we enter the bedroom, I take control. I spin Kim around and push her up against the wall, pinning her with my body. My mouth crashes against hers in a hungry kiss that's all teeth and tongue. She tastes like popsicle sweetness mixed with my cum, a combination that shouldn't be hot but somehow is. Her body arches into mine, her hard nipples pressing against my chest through my shirt as I devour her mouth like I'm starving and she's my last meal.

My hands grip her waist possessively, fingers digging into her soft flesh hard enough to leave marks. I want her to remember this tomorrow, to see the evidence of me on her body. Her moans vibrate against my lips as our tongues battle for dominance — a fight I quickly win.

"Fuck, you're so hot," I growl against her mouth, my right hand sliding up to cup her breast.

The weight of it fills my palm perfectly. I squeeze, feeling the softness and firmness in equal measure. Her nipple pebbles against my thumb as I brush over it, drawing another moan from her throat. I pinch it between my fingers, rolling and tugging until she gasps.

"Tyler," she breathes, her head falling back against the wall, exposing the smooth column of her neck.

I attack it immediately, licking and biting my way from her jaw to her collarbone. Her skin tastes salty-sweet, and I suck hard on the spot where her neck meets her shoulder, marking her. Mine. The thought shoots through me with surprising intensity.

My free hand slides down her back, tracing the curve of her spine before grabbing a handful of her ass. I knead the flesh roughly, feeling the muscles tense beneath my fingertips. Every inch of her body is perfect — firm where it should be, soft where I want it to be.

With a surge of impatience, I push off the wall, spinning her toward the bed. My hands roam freely over her body as we move, exploring every curve and dip. The smoothness of her skin under my calloused fingers feels like silk. I can't get enough of touching her.

When we reach the edge of the bed, I don't hesitate. I shove her forward, and she falls onto the mattress with a surprised gasp. She bounces slightly on impact, her tits jiggling in a way that makes my cock throb painfully. She's completely naked except for a pair of black stiletto heels that make her legs look a mile long.

"Spread your legs," I command, my voice rough with desire.

Kim complies immediately, opening herself to me. Her pussy is pink and glistening with arousal, her clit visibly swollen and begging for attention. I strip off my shirt and kick off my shoes, but leave my pants around my ankles as I climb onto the bed between her legs. I'm too impatient to get fully undressed.

"Fuck, look at that tight pussy," I growl, running my cock through her wet folds, coating myself in her juices. "So wet for me already."

"Please," she whimpers, her hips bucking up, trying to capture my cock. "I need you inside me."

I position myself at her entrance, the head of my cock pushing slightly against her opening. Then, without warning, I thrust forward hard, burying myself to the hilt in one savage stroke.

"Fuck!" Kim screams, her back arching off the bed.

Her pussy grips me like a vise, hot and tight around my throbbing length. I don't give her time to adjust, pulling back and slamming in again immediately. Each thrust is rough and deliberate, claiming her body inch by inch.

"This is my pussy now," I snarl, grabbing her ankles and pushing her legs wider apart. "You're my fucking whore now, aren't you?"

"Yes," she gasps, her eyes rolling back as I pound into her mercilessly. "I'm your whore, Tyler. Your fucking whore."

Hearing her say it drives me wild. I fuck her harder, my hips slapping against hers with each thrust. The sound of skin on skin fills the room, punctuated by her moans and my grunts. My balls slap against her ass with each forward movement, adding to the obscene symphony.

I lean forward, capturing one of her nipples in my mouth. I suck hard, then graze it with my teeth, making her cry out. My hands roam over her body, groping her tits roughly, feeling their perfect weight and firmness. Her skin is flushed and damp with sweat, her black hair splayed across the pillows like a dark halo.

"Fuck, your pussy feels amazing," I pant, increasing my pace. "So fucking tight around my cock."

Kim responds with incoherent moans, her hands clutching at the sheets as I drive her toward orgasm. Her legs wrap around my waist, heels digging into my lower back, pulling me deeper inside her. I can feel her pussy starting to pulse around me, a sure sign she's getting close.

I shift my angle slightly, making sure to hit that spot inside her with each thrust. My pubic bone grinds against her clit, providing the friction she needs. Her moans grow louder, more desperate, her nails raking down my back hard enough to leave scratches.

"That's it," I encourage, my voice strained with the effort of holding back my own release. "Cum on my cock, you fucking slut. Show me how much you love it."

Her eyes lock with mine, glazed with pleasure and something like surrender. I can see the exact moment she tips over the edge — her pupils dilate, her mouth falls open in a silent scream, and then her entire body convulses.

"Tyler! Oh god, I'm cumming!" she wails, her back arching off the bed as her orgasm tears through her.

Her pussy clamps down on my cock in rhythmic pulses, squeezing me so tight it's almost painful. I keep thrusting through her climax, prolonging it, watching in fascination as wave after wave of pleasure contorts her face. Her body shakes and trembles beneath me, completely at my mercy.

Even as her orgasm subsides, leaving her panting and limp on the bed, my cock remains rock hard inside her. I'm nowhere near done with her yet. This is just the beginning of what I plan to do to Carl's mom.

I don't pause after Kim's orgasm subsides. Her body is still trembling, her pussy still spasming around my cock, but I'm just getting started. I grab her calves, pushing her legs wider apart and holding them there, exposing her completely to my assault. Her eyes flutter open, hazy with post-orgasmic bliss, then widen as she realizes I have no intention of slowing down. I drive into her with renewed vigor, my hips slamming against hers with enough force to make her entire body jerk backward with each thrust.

"You didn't think we were done, did you?" I growl, my fingers digging into the soft flesh of her legs. "I'm going to fuck you until you can't walk straight."

Her mouth forms a perfect 'O' of surprise, but it quickly transforms into a moan as I slam into her particularly hard. I keep her legs spread wide, forcing her to stay open for me, making her take every inch of my cock with nowhere to retreat.

"Oh god, Tyler!" she cries out, her hands reaching for something to grab onto, finding only sheets that she twists in her fists.

The sight of her completely at my mercy, legs forced apart by my grip, taking my cock over and over, is intoxicating. I feel powerful, dominant, in complete control of her pleasure. Her tits bounce with each thrust, hypnotic in their movement, drawing my eyes like magnets.

My balls slap against her pussy with each forward drive, creating a rhythm that fills the room alongside our heavy breathing and moans. I adjust my angle, making sure to hit that spot inside her that made her come before. The new position lets me go even deeper, bottoming out inside her with each thrust.

I lean forward, still holding her legs wide, and capture her mouth in a brutal kiss. Our teeth clash, tongues battling as I continue to pound into her. When I break away, I trail harsh kisses down her jaw to her neck, sucking and biting, marking her as mine.

"You like this, don't you?" I whisper harshly against her ear. "You like being fucked by a teenager while your husband's at work. Fucking slut."

"Yes," she whimpers, the admission seeming to turn her on even more.

"Say it," I demand, slowing my thrusts to torturous, deliberate strokes. "Tell me what you are."

"I'm a slut," she gasps, her eyes locked on mine. "Your slut. Please don't stop."

"That's right," I snarl, rewarding her with a series of hard, fast thrusts that make her scream. "You're a fucking whore who needs a real cock. Your husband can't give you what you need, can he?"

"No," she moans, her eyes rolling back. "Only you can, Tyler. Only you."

The headboard begins to bang rhythmically against the wall as I increase my pace, fucking her with abandon now. The wooden frame protests with each impact, adding to the symphony of our fucking — skin slapping against skin, her high-pitched moans, my low grunts, and the steady thud-thud-thud of the bed hitting the wall.

I wonder if the neighbors can hear us. I hope they can. I want everyone to know I'm turning this MILF into my personal fucktoy.

Kim's moans grow higher in pitch, her body tensing beneath me. I can feel her pussy starting to clench around my cock again, signaling another approaching orgasm. Her face contorts in pleasure, her mouth open in a silent scream as the sensation builds.

"That's it," I encourage, maintaining my relentless pace. "Cum on my cock again. Show me how much you love getting fucked by a real man."

Her second orgasm hits even harder than the first. Her entire body goes rigid, her back arching off the bed as she screams my name. Her pussy clamps down on my cock like a vise, pulsating around me in waves that nearly push me over the edge too. But I grit my teeth and hold back, determined to wring every last drop of pleasure from her body before I allow myself to finish.

"Tyler! Fuck! Oh god!" she wails, her words dissolving into incoherent sounds as the orgasm tears through her.

I don't slow down. If anything, I fuck her harder through her climax, prolonging it, making her take every thrust even as her body convulses with pleasure. When she finally comes down, gasping for breath, I'm still rock hard inside her, still moving, still claiming her body.

Without warning, I release her legs and slide my hand up to her throat. I wrap my fingers around it, applying just enough pressure to restrict her breathing slightly without cutting it off completely. Her eyes widen in surprise, then darken with lust as I assert this new level of dominance.

My other hand roughly gropes her tits, squeezing and kneading the soft flesh, pinching and tugging at her nipples until they're red and swollen from my attention. She whimpers, the sound strained by my grip on her throat, but her pussy gets even wetter around my cock, telling me she loves this treatment.

"You like being choked while I fuck you?" I ask, tightening my grip slightly. "You like being treated like the whore you are?"

She tries to nod, limited by my hand around her neck. Her eyes are watering now, mascara running down her cheeks, lips swollen from our brutal kisses. She looks thoroughly debauched, and it only makes me want to ruin her more.

I release her throat but quickly grab both her wrists, pinning them above her head with one hand. The position arches her back, thrusting her tits upward like an offering. With her hands restrained, she wraps her legs around my waist, crossing her ankles behind my back, the stiletto heels digging into my skin painfully.

The new angle lets me hit even deeper inside her, and I groan at the sensation. Her pussy is squeezing me rhythmically now, little aftershocks of her orgasm still rippling through her body.

I lower my head to her breast, taking a nipple into my mouth. I suck hard, then graze it with my teeth, making her gasp. I alternate between gentle sucking and light biting, teasing the sensitive bud until she's squirming beneath me, begging for more.

"Please, Tyler," she pants. "Don't stop. Don't ever stop."

I move to her other breast, giving it the same treatment while maintaining my steady thrusting. Then I work my way up, kissing and biting her neck, her jaw, her face. She turns her head to capture my mouth, kissing me desperately as our bodies move together in a primal rhythm. Her moans of pleasure mix with small cries of pain, creating a symphony of debauchery that fills the room and fuels my desire to possess her completely.

I'm not nearly done with Kim yet. With a sudden move, I pull out and flip her over onto her stomach. "Get on your hands and knees," I command, my voice husky with lust. She complies eagerly, pushing herself up and arching her back, presenting her ass to me like an offering. The sight of her in this position — back curved, ass high in the air, face pressed into the pillow — sends a fresh surge of blood to my already throbbing cock. Her pussy glistens with her arousal, pink and swollen from the pounding I've already given it, beckoning me to take her again.

I position myself behind her, grabbing her hips with both hands. My thumbs dig into the soft flesh of her ass cheeks, spreading them slightly to give me a better view of my target. I guide my cock to her entrance, rubbing the head through her slick folds, teasing her.

"Please," she whimpers, pushing back against me, desperate to be filled again.

I respond by slamming into her in one brutal thrust, burying myself to the hilt. The new angle lets me penetrate her even deeper than before, and we both cry out at the sensation. Her pussy grips me like a vise, hot and wet around my length.

"Fuck, you're so tight from behind," I growl, digging my fingers into her hips as I pull almost all the way out before driving back in with force.

I set a punishing pace, my hips slamming against her ass with each thrust. The sound of skin slapping against skin fills the room, accompanied by the wet noises of my cock plunging in and out of her soaked pussy. Each time I bottom out inside her, my balls slap against her clit, adding another layer of sensation that has her moaning uncontrollably.

"Harder," she begs, her voice muffled by the pillow. "Fuck me harder, Tyler!"

I'm powerless to resist her plea. My thrusts grow more savage, more primal, as I pound into her with everything I have. The bed rocks violently beneath us, the headboard hammering against the wall with a rhythm that matches our fucking. I watch, mesmerized, as my cock disappears into her pussy over and over, glistening with her juices each time I pull back.

"You like it rough, don't you?" I taunt, delivering a sharp smack to her ass that leaves a red handprint on her pale skin. "You like being fucked like a whore."

"Yes!" she cries out, her back arching even more. "I love it!"

The admission spurs me on. I reach forward and grab a fistful of her black hair, yanking her head back sharply. The sudden pain makes her gasp, but her pussy clenches around my cock, telling me she enjoys this rougher treatment. I keep my grip tight on her hair, using it as leverage to pull her back onto my cock with each forward thrust.

"Take it," I snarl, giving her hair another yank. "Take every fucking inch."

My free hand finds its way to her throat, wrapping around it from behind and squeezing just enough to restrict her breathing slightly. The combination of hair-pulling and choking sends her into a frenzy, her body writhing beneath me as I continue my relentless assault on her pussy.

"Who's pussy is this?" I demand, tightening my grip on both her hair and throat.

"Yours," she chokes out, her voice strained. "It's your pussy, Tyler."

"That's right," I growl, releasing her throat to deliver another harsh smack to her ass. "And don't you fucking forget it."

Sweat gleams on her skin, making it slick beneath my hands. Her hair is damp at the roots where I'm gripping it, and strands stick to her back and neck. The scent of sex hangs heavy in the air, a musky, primal smell that only fuels my desire. I'm like an animal now, driven by nothing but the need to claim, to possess, to dominate this woman beneath me.

I release her hair to grab both her wrists, pulling them behind her back and holding them there with one hand. The position forces her chest down into the mattress, her ass raised even higher. She's completely at my mercy now, unable to move, forced to take whatever I give her.

"Fuck!" she screams as I drive into her harder, the new angle letting me hit spots inside her that make her whole body tremble.

Her screams are getting too loud. Someone might hear. I thrust two fingers of my free hand into her mouth, pressing down on her tongue, muffling her cries. She sucks on them instinctively, her tongue swirling around my digits in a way that reminds me of how she sucked my cock earlier.

I lean forward, my chest pressing against her back, my mouth next to her ear. "You're nothing but a hole for me to fuck," I whisper harshly, my fingers still in her mouth, her wrists still pinned behind her back. "A worthless slut who cheats on her husband with her son's classmate."

She moans around my fingers, the degradation clearly turning her on more. I can feel her pussy clenching rhythmically around my cock, getting closer to another orgasm. The complete submission, the way she's surrendered her body to me, drives me to new heights of dominance.

I pull my fingers from her mouth, leaving a trail of saliva down her chin, and grab her hair again, yanking her head back so far that her back forms a bow. "Beg for it," I command. "Beg me to let you cum."

"Please," she gasps, her voice raw from screaming. "Please let me cum, Tyler. I need it. I need you to make me cum on your cock."

Her desperate pleas satisfy something dark inside me. I increase my pace even more, pounding into her with bruising force, my grip on her hair and wrists maintaining my complete control over her body. She's just a vessel for my pleasure now, a toy for me to use however I want.

Just as I feel her starting to tense, her pussy tightening around me in preparation for her orgasm, I hear something that should make me stop — footsteps in the hallway outside the bedroom. Someone's home. It must be Carl or Kris, maybe both.

For a split second, I consider pulling out, hiding, trying to salvage the situation. But then I look down at Kim, her body trembling beneath me, her pussy gripping my cock like it never wants to let go, and I make my decision.

I don't stop. If anything, I fuck her harder, the added danger of being caught only heightening my arousal. Kim hears the footsteps too — I can tell by the way her body tenses momentarily — but she doesn't ask me to stop either. Instead, she pushes back against me, meeting my thrusts with equal fervor, her moans growing louder as if she wants whoever is approaching to hear exactly what's happening.

The footsteps draw closer, and I feel a wicked smile spread across my face. Let them see. Let them watch me claim what's mine.

The bedroom door flies open with a bang, slamming against the wall. I don't stop thrusting, but I do turn my head to see Kris and Carl frozen in the doorway, their expressions morphing from confusion to shock in real-time. Carl's face goes pale, his mouth hanging open in horror at the sight of his star quarterback teammate balls-deep in his mother. Kris stands beside him, his eyes wide and disbelieving, taking in the obscene tableau of his wife on all fours, being pounded from behind by a teenager. The moment stretches, thick with tension, but my hips never stop moving.

"What the fuck is happening here?" Kris finally manages to sputter, his voice cracking with emotion.

I lock eyes with him, a smirk spreading across my face as I deliver a particularly deep thrust that makes Kim moan loudly. "What does it look like? I'm fucking your wife."

The crude simplicity of my answer seems to hit Kris like a physical blow. He flinches, his hands curling into fists at his sides. Carl makes a choking sound, taking a step backward as if trying to escape the reality of what he's seeing.

"Kim," Kris says, his voice pleading now, "what are you doing?"

She doesn't answer him. Can't answer him, really, with the way I'm fucking her so hard that each thrust pushes a breathless moan from her lips. Her face is turned away from the door, pressed into the mattress, her body still completely surrendered to me despite our audience.

Instead of slowing down or pulling out, I intensify my efforts. I grab Kim's hips with both hands, digging my fingers into her flesh, and slam into her with renewed vigor. The wet slapping sounds of our bodies colliding fill the room, obscenely loud in the charged atmosphere.

"Get out," Kris says weakly, but he's not looking at me. He's talking to Carl, who seems rooted to the spot, his eyes wide with trauma. "Go to your room, son."

Carl doesn't need to be told twice. He stumbles backward, nearly tripping over his own feet in his haste to escape the sight of his mother being ravaged. The door remains open after he leaves, Kris still standing there, watching us with a mixture of anger, humiliation, and — surprisingly — resignation.

Far from feeling embarrassed, I'm getting more turned on by the presence of an audience. There's something darkly thrilling about fucking a man's wife while he watches, powerless to stop it. My cock feels even harder inside Kim, my thrusts becoming more deliberate, more performative, as I maintain eye contact with Kris.

"How could you do this again, Kim?" Kris asks, his voice hollow. "In our bed? With our son's classmate?"

Again. The word hangs in the air, heavy with implication. This isn't the first time Kim has cheated. The realization sends a fresh wave of arousal through me.

"I can't believe you," Kris continues, shaking his head. "Just yesterday I caught you sucking the pool boy's cock behind the shed."

The image of Kim on her knees, servicing the pool guy, flashes through my mind, making my balls tighten with excitement. I slow my pace slightly, wanting to hear more of these sordid details.

"And the day before that," Kris goes on, his voice growing stronger with indignation, "I came home early to find you bent over the mailman's car, letting him fuck you right in our driveway where the whole neighborhood could see."

Fuck. Each revelation makes my cock throb harder inside Kim's pussy. I look down at her, seeing her in a new light — not just a horny MILF, but an insatiable slut who can't control her urges, who needs cock so badly she'll risk everything for it.

"You're a fucking whore, aren't you?" I growl, giving her ass a sharp slap that echoes through the room. "You'll spread your legs for anyone with a hard dick."

Kim moans in response, the sound muffled by the mattress but unmistakably affirmative. Her pussy clenches around me, telling me that being exposed as a slut in front of her husband turns her on even more.

The depravity of the situation drives me to fuck her harder, my hips slamming against her ass with brutal force. Each thrust makes her entire body jerk forward, the bed creaking and groaning under the assault. Her moans grow wilder, less human, more like the desperate sounds of an animal in heat.

Kris just stands there, watching, his face a mask of conflicted emotions. I can see the humiliation in his eyes, but there's something else too — a hint of arousal, perhaps, or at least fascination. He can't look away as I claim his wife, marking her as my territory with each powerful thrust.

"You like watching me fuck your wife better than you ever could?" I taunt, my voice husky with exertion. "Is that why you're still standing there? Want to see how a real man makes her scream?"

I don't wait for his answer. I shove Kim's head roughly into the mattress, forcing her upper body down while keeping her ass high in the air. The position makes her even tighter around my cock, drawing a groan of pleasure from deep in my chest. I grab a handful of her hair, yanking her head back just enough to expose her face to Kris — her eyes glazed with lust, mascara streaking down her cheeks, lips swollen and parted as she pants and moans.

"Look at her," I command Kris. "Look at how much she loves taking my cock. When's the last time she looked like this for you?"

Kim's moans reach a fever pitch, her body trembling beneath me as another orgasm builds within her. I can feel her pussy pulsating around my length, gripping me tighter with each thrust. The knowledge that she's about to cum while her husband watches fills me with a perverse sense of triumph.

"She's about to cum on my cock," I announce, locking eyes with Kris again. "Watch carefully. This is what a satisfied woman looks like."

I reach around and find her clit with my fingers, rubbing it in tight circles as I continue to pound into her from behind. The additional stimulation is all she needs. With a scream that surely carries throughout the entire house, Kim comes apart beneath me, her entire body convulsing with the force of her orgasm.

Throughout it all, Kris stands motionless in the doorway, bearing witness to his wife's infidelity and ecstasy, a silent, impotent figure whose presence only enhances the forbidden pleasure of conquering what belongs to another man.

In a sudden move that makes Kim gasp in surprise, I rip my cock out of her pussy. The abrupt emptiness makes her whimper, but I'm not done with her yet — not by a long shot. I grab her by the shoulders and flip her onto her back, dragging her to the edge of the bed so her head hangs upside down over the side. Her hair cascades toward the floor, her neck extended, her mouth perfectly positioned at the height of my cock. From this angle, I can see Kris still standing in the doorway, his expression a mixture of shame and fascination. Good. I want him to see exactly what I'm about to do to his wife.

"Open," I command, tapping my cock against Kim's lips. It's still slick with her juices, glistening in the bedroom light.

She obeys immediately, parting her lips to receive me. I don't ease in gently. I thrust forward, burying my cock in her throat in one savage motion. The upside-down angle opens her throat perfectly, allowing me to slide deeper than before. Her eyes widen as I hit the back of her throat, gagging her instantly.

My fingers twist in her hair, gripping the silky strands tightly to hold her head in place as I begin to face-fuck her. I establish a brutal rhythm, my hips pumping as I drive my cock in and out of her mouth. The wet, obscene sounds of her choking fill the room, punctuated by my grunts and the slap of my balls against her face.

"That's it," I growl, looking down at her reddening face. "Take it all the way down your throat like the good little slut you are."

From my position, I can see Kris perfectly, still frozen in the doorway. Our eyes meet as I continue to fuck his wife's face. I want him to see this — to watch another man use his wife in the most degrading way possible. The eye contact adds another layer of dominance to the act, asserting my position as the alpha male who's taken what was his.

My thrusts are relentless and unyielding. I don't care if Kim can breathe or not. All that matters is my pleasure, my power, my dominance over this woman and, by extension, her pathetic husband. Each forward motion forces my cock deeper into her throat, making her gag and choke around my length. Saliva runs from the corners of her mouth, down her face and into her hair, creating a messy, debauched sight.

"Look at your wife, Kris," I taunt, never breaking my rhythm. "Look how well she takes my cock down her throat. Has she ever sucked you like this?"

The humiliation on his face tells me everything I need to know. His wife has become my personal fuck toy right before his eyes, and there's nothing he can do about it. The knowledge sends a fresh surge of arousal through me, making my cock throb inside Kim's throat.

My balls slap against her chin with each thrust, heavy and full despite my earlier orgasm. The sensation of her throat constricting around my cock as she gags is unlike anything I've felt before — tight, wet, and completely at my mercy. Her hands come up to grip my thighs, not pushing me away but steadying herself as I continue my assault on her mouth.

I increase my pace, fucking her face with abandonment, using her throat like it's nothing more than another hole to conquer. Her mascara runs down her face in black streaks from her watering eyes, mixing with saliva and sweat to create a mess that only adds to the depraved tableau.

"Fuck, I'm getting close," I announce, my voice strained as the pressure builds at the base of my spine. I want Kris to know exactly what's about to happen, to prepare him for the final act of claiming his wife.

With a few more brutal thrusts that make Kim's throat bulge visibly, I feel my climax approaching fast. At the last moment, I pull out of her mouth completely, gripping my cock with my free hand while still holding her hair with the other.

"Watch me mark your wife," I say to Kris, my voice thick with impending release.

I aim my cock at Kim's face and let go. The first rope of cum shoots across her cheek and nose, thick and white against her flushed skin. The second lands across her parted lips and chin, some of it dripping into her open mouth. I continue stroking myself, making sure to cover as much of her face as possible with my seed — her forehead, her other cheek, her eyes. By the time I'm done, her face is coated in my cum, a visual declaration of my complete conquest.

Not yet satisfied with the level of degradation, I grab a handful of her sweat-dampened hair and use it to roughly wipe my cock clean, making sure to get every last drop of cum off my shaft. The act is deliberate, emphasizing that even her hair is nothing more than a tool for my pleasure.

Kim lies there, exhausted and used, her face a mess of cum, mascara, and saliva. Her chest heaves with exertion, her body covered in a sheen of sweat. When she tries to speak, her words come out slurred and barely comprehensible, her throat raw from the face-fucking I've just given her.

"Thaa... was... amazing," she manages to mumble, her eyes unfocused, her body limp on the bed.

I reach for my phone in my jeans pocket, which are still around my ankles, and snap a quick picture of her cum-covered face. A souvenir of my conquest, and maybe something to share with the team later. Who wouldn't want to see the slutty mom of nerdy Carl West wearing my cum like a facial mask?

Satisfied with my work, I pull up my pants and fasten them leisurely, in no hurry to leave. I feel powerful, dominant, completely in control of the situation despite being caught in the act. Once dressed, I stride confidently toward the door where Kris still stands, shell-shocked and humiliated.I pause as I reach the doorway, standing face to face with Kris. His eyes are downcast, unable to meet mine — the ultimate sign of submission. I've not just fucked his wife; I've broken his spirit, stripped away whatever remained of his manhood. The knowledge fills me with a savage sense of triumph.

"Next time," I say, loud enough for Kim to hear from the bed, "I'm going to bend her over the dumpster behind the school and fuck her ass while you watch. Maybe I'll let Carl watch too, so he can see what a real man looks like in action."

The cruel suggestion hangs in the air as I push past him, my shoulder deliberately bumping his, a final physical reminder of my dominance. I walk through their house with the confidence of someone who owns it, who owns them. Because in a way, I do now. I've claimed his wife, humiliated him in his own bedroom, and walked away without consequences.

As I reach the front door, I can't help but smile to myself. My reputation at school just got a whole lot more interesting. And as for homework? Well, I'm pretty sure Carl will be doing mine for the rest of the year without complaint. After all, who would dare say no to the guy who turned his mom into a cum-covered mess while his dad watched?

I step outside into the cool evening air, already thinking about when I'll return to claim what's now rightfully mine. Because one thing's for certain — this was just the beginning.
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