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Book 1


Chapter 1

The car jolts to a stop at the end of the winding driveway, and I’m immediately hit with that familiar rush of excitement. Caleb’s family mansion looms ahead, its sprawling grounds transformed into a Halloween wonderland that never fails to make my heart race. My best friend punches my arm as he throws the car into park.

“Dude, we’re here,” Caleb announces, his voice brimming with the same anticipation that’s been building inside me since he first mentioned the Halloween weekend two months ago.

I grab my duffel bag from the back seat and step out into the crisp autumn air. The late afternoon sun bathes the estate in a warm golden light that somehow makes the place look even more imposing than usual. Caleb’s family has owned this property for generations, but it’s this weekend—this specific Halloween tradition—that really makes it feel like home.

“Your dad’s gone all out again,” I say, taking in the elaborate decorations that transform the stately mansion into a gothic playground.

Giant spiderwebs stretch across the portico, their silky strands glistening with artificial dew. Carved jack-o’-lanterns line the walkway, their flickering grins winking at us as we approach. Some are traditional, with triangle eyes and jagged smiles, but others feature more intricate designs—frightening faces that seem to watch our every move.

“Check out the new animatronic zombie Dad got for the entrance,” Caleb says, pointing to a lurching figure that groans mechanically as we draw closer.

The zombie looks almost real—its skin a mottled gray-green, eyes sunken and milky, clothes torn and bloody. It lurches toward us, arms outstretched, then freezes in place before retreating to reset. The sound of its moans echoes across the front lawn, sending an involuntary shiver down my spine despite knowing it’s just a machine.

“That thing’s fucking creepy,” I say with an appreciative grin.

“Wait till you see what he’s got planned for the party tomorrow. Dad’s been ordering shit online for months.” Caleb’s eyes light up as he leads me up the winding stone path. “And Mom’s made about a hundred pumpkin cupcakes.”

I follow close behind, my eyes constantly drawn to new details—plastic rats climbing the stone walls, black lights casting an eerie purple glow from the windows, strings of orange and purple lights wrapping around the ancient oak trees that frame the property. Each year the decorations get more elaborate, more theatrical. It’s like walking onto a movie set.

“Who all’s coming tomorrow?” I ask, already picturing the house packed with people, the music thrumming through the walls, girls in skimpy costumes laughing and dancing.

“Pretty much everyone from school,” Caleb says, pushing open the massive front door. “Mom’s making her signature spiked punch—the one that nearly got us all killed junior year.”

I laugh at the memory. The infamous party where half the football team ended up passed out on the front lawn, and the rest of us had hangovers that lasted two full days. “I still can’t believe your parents didn’t kill us.”

“Dad thought it was hilarious,” Caleb says. “Mom wasn’t thrilled about cleaning up puke from the fountains, though.”

We step into the foyer, and I’m immediately enveloped by the scent of cinnamon and cloves—Mrs. Hurley’s signature Halloween potpourri. The chandelier above is draped with black and orange streamers that cast dancing shadows across the marble floor. In the corner, a life-sized skeleton stands guard, its bony fingers clutching a scythe that looks suspiciously real.

“So what’s your costume this year?” I ask, following Caleb toward the grand staircase. “Please tell me you’re not going as Captain America again.”

Caleb scoffs. “As if. I’m going as a zombie groom. Bloody tux, fake bite marks, the whole deal. What about you?”

I shrug. “Nothing special. Just a vampire. I brought my fangs and a cape.”

“Dude, that’s so fucking lame,” Caleb says, but he’s smiling. “At least you’ve got that whole broody, dark thing going for you. The girls’ll eat it up.”

I roll my eyes, but secretly, I’m hoping he’s right. We’re on the cusp of our senior year of college—our last chance to make our mark before graduation sends us all in different directions. These weekends at the Hurley mansion have become the stuff of campus legend, and I plan to make the most of every minute.

“Whatever,” I say, following him up the sweeping staircase. “I’m just here for the beer and the chance to watch you make an ass of yourself.”

Caleb flips me off as he leads me down the hallway to his room. “You love it.”

The truth is, I do. These Halloween weekends have become the highlight of my year—a tradition that started in freshman year when Caleb’s parents first decided to throw a “small gathering” that somehow ballooned into the most anticipated party of the semester. Now, three years later, the guest list has tripled, the decorations have gotten more elaborate, and the stories more outrageous.

“Your mom still cool with the whole ‘anything goes as long as nobody dies’ policy?” I ask as we reach his bedroom door.

Caleb snorts. “Yeah, but Dad made me promise we’d keep the puking to a minimum this year. Last time, someone hurled in the downstairs bathroom and clogged the toilet. Mom was pissed for a week.”

“She’ll get over it,” I say with a grin, dropping my bag on the floor beside Caleb’s king-sized bed. “That’s what you get for throwing the wildest party in the state.”

From somewhere downstairs, I hear the distinct sound of Mrs. Hurley’s voice, followed by a burst of laughter. My stomach does that weird flip it always does at the sound—a reaction I’ve been trying to ignore ever since I developed a crush on Victoria Hurley. I push the thought aside and focus on unpacking.

“This weekend is going to be fucking awesome,” Caleb says, collapsing onto his bed with a satisfied sigh. “Now help me decide which playlist to use for tomorrow. I’ve got like five different ones.”

I grab my phone and toss it next to him. “Mine’s better.”

“No way. Yours is all emo bullshit,” he argues, but he’s already reaching for it.

The familiar sound of our bickering fills the room as we settle into the comfortable rhythm of friendship. Outside the window, the sun begins its descent, casting long shadows across the manicured lawn. Tomorrow, this place will be transformed again—filled with music and laughter and the kind of chaos that makes for the best memories.

The crisp autumn air is thick with the scent of decaying leaves and a hint of pumpkin spice as Caleb and I make our way up the stone path toward the mansion. I’m mid-sentence, telling him about some girl from my econ class who keeps texting me at 2 AM, when every word vanishes from my brain. There, framed in the doorway like a fucking vision, is Victoria. Caleb’s mom. The woman who’s fueled every one of my filthy fantasies since I was a hormonal teenager.

She’s poured into an autumn-hued dress, a cascade of amber and rust that hugs her body like a lover’s embrace. The thin fabric is stretched taut across her full, heavy breasts, their curves begging to be touched. I can almost see the dark areolas that have haunted my dreams for years, and my mouth goes dry. Her waist dips in sharply before swelling out to hips that are pure sin, designed for a man’s hands to grasp and hold tight. The hem ends mid-thigh, exposing miles of toned, tanned legs that I’ve imagined wrapped around me more times than I can count.

She’s barefoot, her toenails painted a deep crimson that matches her full, pouty lips. A delicate silver spiderweb pendant nestles in the hollow of her throat, a tiny ruby glinting at its center. Her blonde hair tumbles in soft waves around her shoulders, and when she smiles, her lips part just enough to reveal a hint of wet tongue.

“Holy shit,” I whisper, unable to look away.

“What?” Caleb asks, oblivious to my sudden crisis.

I swallow hard, forcing my eyes to the ground. “Nothing. Just... wow, your mom really went all out with the decorations.”

But my body isn’t fooled. My cock instantly begins to swell, a throbbing, undeniable pressure against my jeans. I try to think about baseball—the Red Sox standings, the last game I watched, anything to make this boner go away—but it’s useless. Victoria’s image is burned into my brain, and my body responds like it’s been programmed to do so.

“Mom!” Caleb calls out, breaking into a jog. “We’re here!”

Victoria’s face lights up as she steps out onto the porch, arms outstretched. “My baby!” she exclaims, pulling Caleb into a tight hug. “I’ve missed you so much.”

I hang back, trying to get my body under control while pretending to admire a particularly elaborate jack-o’-lantern. From the corner of my eye, I watch as Victoria squeezes Caleb, her breasts pressing against his chest, her long fingers running through his hair. It’s an innocent mother-son moment, but all I can think about is how badly I wish it was me in her arms.

A movement above catches my attention. Mark waves to me from the upstairs balcony, where I can see orange twinkle lights already strung along the railing. I wave back, grateful for the distraction.

“Liam!” Victoria calls, her voice like honey. “Don’t be shy. Get over here!”

I approach slowly, painfully aware of the semi-hard state of my cock. I’ve had a crush on Victoria since the first time I slept over at Caleb’s house as a teenager It was just a stupid fantasy then—the kind of thing every teenage boy has about his friend’s hot mom. But over the years, as I’ve watched her move through her house in yoga pants and tank tops, as I’ve caught glimpses of her in swimsuits and nightgowns, that crush has evolved into something darker, more consuming.

Victoria turns to me, her blue eyes bright with genuine warmth. “It’s so good to see you,” she says, pulling me into a hug before I can respond.

Her body molds against mine, soft and firm in all the right places. My hardening cock presses firmly against her soft stomach, and I feel the incredible pressure of her tits mashing into my chest. She smells like vanilla and something floral—expensive perfume that makes my head spin. Her arms wrap around my neck, one hand coming to rest at the base of my skull, fingers tangling in my hair.

I’m sure she must feel it—the unmistakable evidence of my arousal pressed against her—but she just holds me for a second too long before letting go. When she pulls back, her cheeks are flushed, and there’s something in her eyes I can’t quite read.

“Welcome to our haunted mansion,” Victoria says with a playful smile. “The party tomorrow is going to be great.”

“Yeah,” I manage, my voice embarrassingly hoarse. “Can’t wait.”

“Mark’s upstairs dealing with the sound system,” she continues, seemingly oblivious to my discomfort. “You boys should go say hi, then come down for dinner. I’m making lasagna.”

“Sweet,” Caleb says, already heading for the stairs. “Come on, Liam. Dad got this new surround sound thing that’s supposed to be insane.”

I nod, not trusting myself to speak again. As Caleb bounds up the stairs, I risk one last glance at Victoria. She’s watching me, her head tilted slightly, a small smile playing at the corners of her mouth. Our eyes meet for a heartbeat, and something electric passes between us—or maybe I’m just imagining it, my desperate fantasy manifesting as wishful thinking.

“Coming?” Caleb calls from the top of the stairs.

“Right behind you,” I reply, tearing my gaze away from Victoria.

As I climb the stairs, I can feel her eyes on my back, tracking my every move. My cock throbs painfully in my jeans, and I adjust myself as subtly as possible. This is going to be the longest weekend of my life—trapped in a house with the woman who’s starred in every one of my fantasies for the past three years, unable to act on the desires that consume me.

But as I reach the top of the stairs and catch one final glimpse of Victoria disappearing into the kitchen, her hips swaying with each step, I know I wouldn’t trade this torture for anything in the world.


Chapter 2

“Die, you fucking asshole!” Caleb shouts, his thumbs hammering the controller as his character on screen delivers a devastating combo to mine.

We’ve been at this for almost two hours, trading wins back and forth in what’s become our traditional pre-party ritual. My throat is parched from yelling and the mountain of pizza we demolished earlier. “I need a drink,” I announce, pausing the game despite Caleb’s protests. “Be right back.”

“Dude, I was about to finish you!” he complains, but he’s already reaching for his phone to check his messages.

“I’ll be thirty seconds,” I promise, already heading for the door.

The Hurley mansion is quiet as I make my way down the hallway toward the kitchen. Late afternoon sunlight streams through the tall windows, casting long golden beams across the hardwood floors. From somewhere downstairs, I can hear the faint sounds of music—Mark’s doing, probably, testing the sound system for tomorrow’s party.

I’m halfway down the grand staircase when movement catches my eye. Through the floor-to-ceiling windows of the living room, I can see the sparkling blue of the pool—and something that makes my steps falter. Victoria.

She’s stretched out on a lounge chair by the pool, wearing a bikini that barely deserves the name. The top consists of three thin triangles of emerald fabric that somehow contain her massive breasts, their perfect roundness spilling over the edges with each breath she takes. The bottoms are just as minimal—a narrow strip of fabric that disappears between the firm, round globes of her ass.

The sun glints off her golden skin, highlighting the subtle curves of her toned stomach and the dramatic flare of her hips. Her long legs are crossed at the ankle, one foot dangling slightly as she reaches for a bottle of sunscreen on the small table beside her.

My mouth goes dry as she squeezes a generous amount of lotion into her palm. With deliberate, sensual movements, she begins to apply it to her legs, starting at her ankles and working her way up. Her fingers splay wide as they glide over her calves, her thighs, the sensitive skin of her inner leg. She takes her time, making sure every inch is covered, her touch almost caressing.

Heat floods my body, pooling low in my stomach as my cock begins to harden. I should look away. I should continue to the kitchen, grab my drink, and return to Caleb’s room like nothing happened. But my feet are rooted to the spot, my eyes unable to tear themselves from the erotic display before me.

Victoria shifts, reaching behind her to apply sunscreen to her back. The movement causes her breasts to jiggle enticingly, the green fabric straining against their weight. A drop of sweat rolls down the valley between them, disappearing beneath the edge of her top. My own skin feels too tight, too hot, as blood rushes to my groin, my cock now fully hard and straining against my jeans.

As if sensing my presence, Victoria glances toward the house. I duck back quickly, pressing myself against the wall, my heart hammering in my chest. When I dare to peek again, she’s returned to her methodical application of sunscreen, now working it into her arms and shoulders.

Something on the couch catches my eye—a flash of black lace against the cream-colored fabric. Victoria’s panties. She must have changed into her bikini here, leaving her underwear behind. Before I can think better of it, I’m across the room, my hand closing around the delicate fabric.

They’re impossibly soft—silk or some expensive synthetic that feels like cool water against my palm. And they’re warm, still faintly holding the heat of Victoria’s body. I bring them to my nose without thinking, inhaling deeply. They smell like her—that intoxicating mix of vanilla and expensive perfume, with an underlying musk that makes my cock throb painfully.

Clutching the panties in my fist, I return to my vantage point by the window. Victoria has moved on to applying sunscreen to her chest, her fingers working the white cream into the tops of her breasts, dangerously close to where the bikini covers her nipples. My free hand moves to my cock, stroking it through my jeans as I watch, my breath coming faster.

This is wrong. I know it’s wrong. She’s my best friend’s mom, for fuck’s sake. But the sight of her—half-naked, unaware of my presence, touching herself with those long, elegant fingers—sends any thought of morality straight out the window.

My cock’s straining against the denim, begging for release, and I can’t help but oblige. I yank the zipper down, the sound sharp and urgent, and shove my hand inside my jeans. My fingers wrap around my shaft, already slick with pre-cum, and holy shit, it’s like lightning shooting up my spine. Every nerve’s on fire, every inch of skin hypersensitive from watching Victoria—fucking Victoria—from across the yard.

Her tits bounce with every move she makes, her fucking perfect, tanned skin glistening under the sun as she rubs sunscreen into her shoulders. My hand tightens around my cock, stroking slow and steady, matching the rhythm of her palms sliding over her creamy flesh. My eyes are glued to her, to the way her fingers dig into her skin, to the way her nipples stiffen under the gauzy fabric of her bikini top. Fuck, I can almost feel her hands on me, her breath hot against my neck.

I pull the panties—her fucking panties—to my face again, inhaling deeply. Her scent fills my nostrils, sweet and musky, like sweat and pussy and pure fucking sin. My cock twitches in my hand, pre-cum dripping onto my fingers as I stroke faster, harder. I can’t help but imagine her on her knees in front of me, her lips wrapped around my shaft, her tongue swirling around the tip. Fuck, I’d lose it right there if she looked at me, if she smirked that devilish smirk that makes me want to pin her down and fuck her until she screams.

My thumb swipes over the head of my cock, spreading the slickness down the length, and I groan low in my throat. Every stroke’s a fucking revelation, every movement sending jolts of pleasure through me. I can’t stop. I won’t stop. Not until I’m spilling myself all over Victoria’s panties, marking them as mine, as hers, as ours. Fuck, I’m close—so fucking close—and the sight of her, the scent of her, is driving me wild.

“Fuck,” I whisper, my voice barely audible. “So fucking hot.”

My hips buck into my hand, my cock throbbing with need. I’m panting now, sweat beading on my forehead as I stroke furiously, chasing that edge, that peak. I want her. I need her. And until I can have her, this’ll have to do. Fuck, it’ll have to be enough. But Christ, it’s not. It’s never enough.

Victoria stands, stretching her arms above her head in a move that pushes her breasts up and out, the green triangles barely containing them. My hand moves faster, my grip tighter as I imagine those breasts free, bouncing as she rides me, my cock disappearing between them.

“You like that, don’t you?” I murmur, my fantasy taking over. “You want my cock, don’t you, Victoria? Want me to fuck those perfect tits?”

In my mind, she’s on her knees before me, looking up with those blue eyes as she takes me in her mouth. Her full lips stretch around my thickness, her tongue working the underside of my cock as her hand cups my balls. The fantasy is so vivid I can almost feel it—the wet heat of her mouth, the scrape of her teeth, the pressure of her throat as she takes me deeper.

My strokes grow more frantic, my breathing ragged. I’m close, so close, watching as Victoria dips a toe into the pool, testing the water. The late afternoon sun highlights the curve of her ass, the dip of her waist, the length of her legs. She’s a fucking goddess, and I’m about to come just from watching her.

Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. Victoria’s still out there, still oblivious to the filth she’s inspired. And I’m here, spent and sticky, already craving more. Fuck, I’ll never get enough of her. Never.

The room’s spinning, my vision blurring as I lose myself in the rhythm, in the heat, in the fucking fantasy of Victoria’s body pressed against mine. My balls tighten, my cock pulses, and I know I’m about to explode. Fuck, I can’t hold back. Not anymore. I—

“Liam!” Caleb’s voice cuts through my fantasy like a bucket of ice water. “Where the hell are you? The game’s been paused for like ten minutes!”

Reality crashes back with brutal force. I shove the panties into my pocket and quickly tuck my cock back into my jeans, wincing at the sensitivity. My face burns with shame as I back away from the window, desperate to put distance between myself and what I’ve just done.

“I’m coming!” I call back, my voice embarrassingly shaky. “Just grabbing a drink!”

I force myself to continue to the kitchen, though all desire for a soda has vanished. My heart is still racing, my cock still painfully hard as I grab a can from the fridge and press it against my forehead, hoping the cold will shock some sense into me.

What the fuck am I doing? This is Caleb’s mom. I’m staying in their house, eating their food, enjoying their hospitality—and here I am, jerking off to the sight of her and stealing her fucking underwear like some kind of pervert.

But as I make my way back to Caleb’s room, the weight of the panties in my pocket a constant reminder of my transgression, I can’t bring myself to feel the proper amount of shame. All I can think about is Victoria—her body, her scent, the way she looked at me when we hugged.

And the way, just for a second, I thought she might have looked back.


Chapter 3

The house is eerily quiet when I wake with a dry mouth and the desperate need for water. My phone says it’s just past eleven—not that late, but after the day we’ve had, Caleb and I both crashed around nine. I slip out of bed, careful not to wake him as he sprawls across his mattress, one arm flung over his face, the other hanging off the edge. The hallway is dark except for the soft glow of nightlights plugged into the outlets, casting just enough illumination to keep me from tripping over my own feet as I make my way toward the kitchen.

The Hurley mansion feels different at night—the Halloween decorations that seemed playful in daylight now cast strange shadows across the walls. A plastic skeleton dangling from the ceiling turns slowly in some unseen draft, its bony fingers reaching for me as I pass. I shiver, though not entirely from fear.

As I reach the top of the grand staircase, a sound stops me in my tracks. A voice—Victoria’s voice—trembling with emotion. I pause, listening. It’s coming from the master suite at the end of the hallway, the door slightly ajar, a thin sliver of light spilling onto the carpet.

“I saw the texts, Mark!” Victoria’s voice carries clearly through the gap. “How could you? Right here in our home?”

My stomach drops. I should keep walking. This is none of my business—a private moment between husband and wife that I have no right to witness. But my feet remain rooted to the spot, my ears straining to catch every word.

“It’s not what you think,” Mark’s voice replies, defensive but with an undercurrent of something harder. “She’s just a friend.”

“A friend?” Victoria’s laugh is brittle, hurt. “Since when do ‘friends’ send pictures of themselves naked? Since when do ‘friends’ talk about how much they want to fuck you while your wife is downstairs making dinner?”

The crude word in Victoria’s usually refined mouth sends an unexpected jolt through me. I’ve never heard her swear before—she’s always been the picture of poised elegance, even when joking around with Caleb and me. Hearing her now, her voice raw with pain, makes my chest ache.

“It was a mistake,” Mark says, his tone shifting to something that might be contrition if it weren’t for the edge of impatience beneath it. “It meant nothing.”

“Nothing?” The hurt in Victoria’s voice is palpable. “We’ve been married for twenty-three years, Mark. Twenty-three years of building a life together, raising a son, creating this home—and you throw it all away for ‘nothing’?”

“It’s not throwing anything away,” Mark snaps, his patience clearly wearing thin. “Jesus, Victoria, it’s just sex. It doesn’t change anything between us.”

“Just sex,” Victoria repeats, her voice hollow. “Just sex with some twenty-five-year-old from your office. In our bed, from the looks of those pictures.”

My blood runs cold. Mark—successful, charming Mark with his perfect family and perfect life—is cheating on Victoria. The woman who greeted me with a hug that made my head spin, who smiled at me like I was worth something, is being betrayed by the man who’s supposed to love her.

“You know what?” Mark’s voice is hard now, all pretense of remorse abandoned. “Maybe if you weren’t so busy with your charity committees and your book club and your fucking yoga, you’d notice there’s more to a marriage than showing up for the occasional dinner party.”

“That’s what this is about?” Victoria’s voice breaks. “You’re blaming me because you can’t keep it in your pants?”

“I’m saying maybe if you showed some interest in me as a man instead of just as Caleb’s father or the guy who pays the bills, we wouldn’t be having this conversation.”

There’s a moment of silence, and then the sound of quiet sobbing fills the hallway—Victoria, breaking down in the face of her husband’s cruelty. The sound cuts through me like a physical blow, igniting a surge of fierce protectiveness that takes my breath away.

I want to burst through that door, to put myself between Victoria and the man hurting her. I want to tell her she’s worth more—so much more—than a husband who dismisses her pain as inconvenient. I want to wipe away her tears and replace them with smiles, to show her that someone sees her—really sees her—the incredible woman she is.

More than that, a darker part of me whispers, I want to replace Mark entirely. To be the man who makes her feel wanted, desired, cherished. To worship her body the way it deserves to be worshiped, to make her forget anyone else ever existed.

The fantasy is so vivid I can almost feel it—Victoria in my arms, her body pressed against mine, her lips parting beneath my kiss. Her hands in my hair, on my chest, lower. My name on her lips as I bring her pleasure she’s never known.

But reality crashes back as Mark’s voice cuts through Victoria’s sobs.

“Look, I’m sorry, okay? It was stupid. It won’t happen again.”

The hollow promise hangs in the air, followed by more crying—quieter now, as if Victoria is trying to contain it. I back away slowly, my thirst forgotten, my heart pounding with a confusing mix of anger, desire, and guilt.

I shouldn’t have heard any of that. It wasn’t meant for me. And yet, now that I have, I can’t un-know it. Can’t un-see the image of Victoria—beautiful, vibrant Victoria—reduced to tears by the man who’s supposed to love her.

As I make my way back to Caleb’s room, each step feels heavier than the last. The weight of what I’ve overheard presses down on me, along with the knowledge of what I did earlier—watching Victoria by the pool, taking her panties, pleasuring myself to the sight of her.

It’s wrong. All of it is wrong. And yet, as I slip back into bed, careful not to wake Caleb, I can’t bring myself to regret it. Because for one perfect moment, watching Victoria through that window, she was mine—if only in my imagination.

And the sound of her voice, broken by her husband’s betrayal, has only strengthened my resolve to make that fantasy a reality.

***

The hot water streams down my chest and abs, highlighting the trail of dark hair that leads to my thick, erect cock. It’s been this way since I woke up—hard and aching, a condition that’s become almost constant since arriving at the Hurley mansion. I stroke myself slowly, enjoying the sensation of my hand gliding over my slick flesh as steam fills the bathroom, fogging the glass door of the shower.

Caleb is still asleep, dead to the world after our late-night gaming session. The house is quiet—Mark left early for a business meeting, according to the note Victoria left on the kitchen counter. Which means, for the first time since I arrived, Victoria is alone in the house with us.

The thought sends a fresh surge of blood to my already hard cock. I lean back against the cool tile, one hand braced above my head, the other working my length with practiced strokes. My eyes drift closed as I lose myself in fantasy.

Victoria on her knees before me, her blonde hair falling in soft waves around her shoulders. Her full, red lips parted, tongue darting out to taste the precum beading at my tip. Those blue eyes looking up at me, filled with desire as she takes me into her mouth, her cheeks hollowing as she sucks.

“Fuck,” I groan, my hand moving faster. “Victoria.”

In my mind, her hands are on my thighs, her nails digging into my skin as she takes me deeper. I can almost feel the wet heat of her mouth, the scrape of her teeth, the pressure of her throat as she swallows around me. My hips thrust forward involuntarily, seeking more friction, more pressure.

“That’s it,” I whisper to my imaginary Victoria. “Take it all. You love my cock, don’t you?”

The fantasy is so vivid I can almost hear her moans, see the way her breasts bounce with each movement, feel the squeeze of her hand around the base of my shaft. I’m close, so close, my breath coming in short, sharp gasps as I chase my release.

The fogged-glass shower door swings open with a suddenness that makes me jump. My eyes fly open, and my hand freezes on my cock as I’m confronted with the last person I expected to see.

Victoria.

She stands in the doorway, one hand still on the handle, her eyes wide with shock. For one endless moment, we stare at each other, the only sound the patter of water against tile and my own ragged breathing. Then her gaze drops, traveling down my chest, my stomach, to where my cock stands proudly at attention, water sluicing over its engorged length.

Her lips part unconsciously, her pink tongue darting out to wet them. I follow the movement with hungry eyes, unable to look away as her chest rises and falls with quickened breaths. Through the thin silk robe she’s wearing, I can see her nipples hardening visibly, pushing against the fabric in twin points of desire.

“I—” she stammers, her face flushing a deep crimson that spreads down her neck to the tops of her breasts. “I’m so sorry. I thought this was the guest bathroom. I didn’t—Caleb usually—”

She’s backing away, her eyes still locked on my naked body, giving me one long, deliberate look that makes my cock throb with an almost painful ache. There’s desire there—raw, unmistakable desire—before she wrenches her gaze away and flees, pulling the door shut behind her with more force than necessary.

I stand frozen under the spray, my heart hammering in my chest, my cock still painfully hard. Did that just happen? Did Victoria Hurley—Caleb’s mom, the woman I’ve been fantasizing about for years—just catch me jerking off in her shower? And more importantly, did she look at me like she wanted to devour me?

The evidence of her arousal was impossible to miss—the hardened nipples, the parted lips, the way her eyes devoured every inch of me. For one perfect moment, the fantasy and reality had merged, and Victoria had wanted me just as badly as I want her.

I turn off the water with shaking hands, grabbing a towel to wrap around my waist. My cock strains against the terry cloth, still half-hard despite the shock of the interruption. I need to get dressed, to find Victoria, to... what? Apologize? Tell her I’ve wanted her since the first time I saw her? That I know about Mark’s infidelity and that she deserves better?

That I could give her better?

The thought sends a fresh wave of heat through me. I’ve seen the way Mark treats her—dismissing her, taking her for granted, betraying her without a second thought. I would never do that. I would worship her, cherish her, make her feel like the goddess she is.

As I dry off and pull on clean clothes, my mind races with possibilities. Victoria saw me. She wanted me. The evidence was written all over her face, in every quickened breath and hardened nipple. The only question now is what happens next.


Chapter 4

I’m halfway through my beer when I hear the soft clink of glass against glass from the living room. The house feels different tonight. With Halloween being tomorrow night, Caleb bailed an hour ago for some pre-party at Jessica’s place, and Mark disappeared into his study with a tumbler of whiskey and a scowl. The Halloween decorations cast weird shadows across the walls as I wander down the hallway, drawn by the sound like a moth to flame.

Victoria sits alone on the plush sectional, a nearly empty bottle of red wine on the coffee table before her. She’s changed out of her sundress into a short silk robe the color of pale honey. It’s tied loosely at the waist, the thin fabric gaping open with each movement to reveal tantalizing glimpses of the soft, tanned skin beneath. Her blonde hair falls in loose waves around her shoulders, and her cheeks are flushed with more than just the wine’s warmth. At first I wonder if she’ll say anything after walking in on me, but thankfully she doesn’t bring it up.

“You’re still here,” she says, her voice slightly slurred as she looks up at me. “I thought you’d gone with Caleb.”

I shake my head, suddenly conscious of my empty beer bottle. “Nah, Jessica’s parties are always the same. Everyone getting wasted before the real party even starts.”

Victoria laughs, the sound soft and melodic. “Smart boy,” she says, lifting her glass in a mock toast. “Waste not, want not.”

I hover in the doorway, unsure if I’m invited to join her or if this is some private moment I shouldn’t interrupt. But Victoria pats the couch cushion beside her with a smile that makes my stomach flip.

“Keep me company,” she says, reaching for the bottle to refill her glass. “It’s too quiet with the boys gone.”

I sink onto the couch, careful to leave a respectable distance between us. The last thing I want is for Victoria to think I’m taking advantage of her tipsy state—no matter how badly my body wants to close that gap.

“What are we drinking to?” I ask, accepting the glass she offers.

Victoria considers for a moment, her blue eyes hazy with alcohol. “To being young and stupid,” she says finally, clinking her glass against mine. “And to not being either anymore.”

We drink in companionable silence for a moment. The wine is rich and full-bodied, sliding down my throat with a warmth that spreads through my chest. From the corner of my eye, I watch as Victoria shifts, crossing one leg over the other. The movement causes her robe to fall further open, revealing the smooth curve of her thigh and a flash of black lace at its apex.

My mouth goes dry as I force my eyes back to my glass. “So,” I say, desperate for distraction, “big party tomorrow. You excited?”

Victoria shrugs, the motion causing another dangerous slip of fabric. “It’s just another party,” she says. “Though I do enjoy seeing what creative costumes people come up with.” She takes another long sip of wine, her eyes meeting mine over the rim of her glass. “What about you? Any special plans for Halloween?”

The question feels loaded, though I can’t say why. “Just the usual,” I reply with a shrug. “Drink too much, make an ass of myself, spend the next day regretting both.”

Victoria laughs again, the sound sending a shiver down my spine. “That sounds about right for twenty-one,” she says. “God, when I was your age...” She trails off, her expression softening with memory.

“What?” I prompt, genuinely curious.

She looks at me, her head tilted slightly, as if deciding whether to continue. Then, with a small shrug that sends her robe sliding off one shoulder, she says, “You know, I wasn’t always like this.”

The words hang between us, heavy with implication. Victoria swirls the wine in her glass, watching the dark liquid climb the sides before settling again.

“In college...” she continues, her voice taking on a dreamy quality, “god, I was wild.”

Something hot and possessive coils in my stomach at her words. “Wild how?” I ask, unable to stop myself.

Victoria’s smile turns mischievous, a glimpse of the girl she’s describing breaking through the composed woman before me. “You wouldn’t believe me if I told you.”

“Try me,” I challenge, leaning slightly toward her.

She studies me for a long moment, then takes another sip of wine. “Junior year,” she begins, “I had this thing with a TA and one of the library assistants. We’d meet in the stacks after hours—you know, those tall shelves in the back where no one ever goes?”

My cock stirs at the image her words conjure—a younger Victoria, reckless and hungry, sandwiched between two equally eager bodies.

“What kind of thing?” I ask, my voice rougher than I intended.

Victoria’s eyes meet mine, a challenge in their depths. “The kind where we took turns,” she says bluntly. “He’d fuck me while I went down on her. Then she’d use this little vibrator on me while I sucked him off. We did it three, four times a week until the library director caught us and the TA got fired.”

The crude description from Victoria’s elegant mouth sends a jolt of electricity straight to my groin. My cock hardens instantly, pressing painfully against my jeans as I imagine her—lips stretched around some lucky bastard’s shaft, another man pounding into her from behind.

“That’s...” I begin, but my brain seems to have short-circuited, leaving me without words.

“That’s nothing,” Victoria continues, warming to her theme. “Senior year, during homecoming, I flashed the entire stadium during the big game. Had my top off and my tits out before security could even reach me.”

She gestures with her free hand, miming the removal of a shirt. The movement causes her robe to gape open further, revealing the soft swell of her breasts and the dark shadow of her nipple through the thin silk.

“Jesus,” I breathe, unable to tear my eyes away.

Victoria doesn’t seem to notice—or if she does, she doesn’t care. She’s far too drunk. “Then there was this Halloween party my senior year,” she continues, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. “I went as a ‘sexy nun’—you know the type, short habit, fishnets, the whole bit. But the costume didn’t last long.”

She pauses, taking another sip of wine, her eyes never leaving mine. “There was this guy—captain of the lacrosse team, built like a god—who challenged me to a drinking game. Strip quarters. Ever played?”

I shake my head, unable to speak past the lump in my throat.

“Every time you miss the cup, you lose an item of clothing,” she explains. “I missed three times in a row.” Her smile turns wicked. “By the end of the night, I was bent over the pool table with him behind me and his roommate feeding me tequila shots between rounds.”

The image is so vivid I can almost see it—Victoria on all fours, her perfect ass in the air, some faceless jock pounding into her from behind while another man holds her hair, tipping alcohol down her throat. My cock throbs painfully, my jeans suddenly too tight, too restrictive.

“I didn’t know you were...” I start, then stop, unsure how to finish the thought.

“Such a slut?” Victoria supplies, the crude word sounding obscene in her refined mouth. “Most people don’t. I’ve gotten very good at hiding that part of myself.”

There’s a sadness in her voice now, a regret that makes my chest ache. Without thinking, I reach for her hand, my fingers closing around hers where they rest on the couch between us.

“Why hide?” I ask softly. “You’re amazing just as you are.”

Victoria looks down at our joined hands, her expression unreadable. For one heart-stopping moment, I think she’s going to pull away—to remember that I’m her son’s friend, that this line we’re toeing shouldn’t be crossed.

But instead, she turns her hand in mine, her fingers intertwining with my own. “Not everyone sees it that way,” she says quietly. “Some people prefer the version of me that hosts charity galas and remembers everyone’s birthday. The version that doesn’t...” She trails off, her eyes finding mine again.

“Doesn’t what?” I prompt, my voice barely above a whisper.

Victoria smiles, a slow, sensual curve of her lips that makes my heart race. “Doesn’t make men lose their minds,” she says simply.

I’m so caught up in Victoria’s stories—in the image of her young and wild and free—that I don’t notice the first touch. Her bare foot brushes against my leg, the contact so light I almost think I’ve imagined it. But then it happens again, her toes dragging along my calf with deliberate slowness, and my breath catches in my throat.

Victoria doesn’t acknowledge the contact. She’s still talking, her voice low and dreamy as she describes a spring break in Cancún that involved tequila, body shots, and a midnight skinny-dipping session with three guys from a rival university. But her eyes—those impossibly blue eyes—watch me with unmistakable intent as her foot continues its upward journey.

“So there we were,” she continues, taking another sip of wine, “completely naked on the beach, these guys we’d just met an hour before. And Jason—this boy with the most perfect ass I’ve ever seen—he looks at me and says, ‘I bet you can’t take all three of us.’”

My cock twitches at her words, responding to the visual even as her foot reaches the sensitive spot behind my knee. The contact sends a jolt of electricity up my thigh, straight to my groin. Victoria’s toes are warm against my skin, her movements deliberate as they trace small circles on the inside of my leg.

“What did you say?” I ask, my voice embarrassingly hoarse.

Victoria smiles, a slow, sensual curve of her lips. “I said, ‘I bet I can,’” she replies, her foot inching higher. “And I was right.”

The blunt admission, combined with the now-steady pressure of her foot against my inner thigh, makes my cock harden to the point of pain. I shift uncomfortably, trying to adjust myself without being obvious, but Victoria notices. Her eyes drop to the growing bulge in my jeans, then back to my face, a flash of something hot and hungry in their depths.

“I was different then,” she says, her voice taking on a sad note. “Younger. Less careful. More...” She pauses, searching for the word. “Free.”

Her foot has reached the junction of my thighs now, her toes pressing lightly against the hard outline of my cock. I bite back a groan, my hands gripping the edge of the couch to keep from grabbing her, from pulling her into my lap and showing her exactly what her stories are doing to me.

“What changed?” I manage to ask, though it’s becoming increasingly difficult to focus on conversation with Victoria’s foot so close to my aching erection.

She shrugs, the motion causing her robe to slip further off her shoulder, revealing the smooth curve of her breast. “Life, I guess. Responsibility. Marriage.” Her expression darkens. “Mark.”

The name hangs between us, a reminder of all the reasons this—whatever this is—can’t happen. Victoria’s foot stills against my thigh, though she doesn’t pull away.

“Mark doesn’t know that girl,” she says with a sad, drunken sigh. “He wouldn’t know what to do with her.”

There’s such raw pain in her voice that I want to reach for her, to pull her into my arms and promise that I see her—all of her, the proper hostess and the wild college girl alike. But before I can move, Victoria’s foot resumes its exploration, her toes now tracing the outline of my cock through my jeans.

The contact is electric, sending sparks of pleasure racing up my spine. My hips buck involuntarily, pushing into her touch, seeking more pressure, more friction. Victoria’s eyes widen at the movement, her lips parting on a soft gasp.

“Liam,” she says, my name a whisper on her lips.

That’s all it takes—the sound of my name in her mouth, the feel of her foot against my cock, the sight of her robe falling open to reveal the soft swell of her breast—and I’m lost. My hand moves of its own accord, closing around her ankle, holding her foot firmly against my erection.

Victoria doesn’t pull away. If anything, she presses harder, her toes curling to apply more pressure to my aching length. My cock throbs in response, a pulse of pre-cum dampening the front of my boxers. The sensation of her—of Victoria, of Caleb’s mom, of the woman I’ve fantasized about for years—touching me like this is almost too much to bear.

“I should go,” I say, though every cell in my body is screaming in protest. “It’s getting late, and you’ve had a lot to drink.”

Victoria’s expression flashes with something that might be disappointment before she nods, slowly withdrawing her foot from my grip. The loss of contact is physical, a cold emptiness where her warmth had been.

“You’re right,” she says, setting her empty wine glass on the table. “I should get some sleep. Big day tomorrow.”

She stands, the motion causing her robe to fall completely open before she can grab the edges. For one glorious moment, I get an unobstructed view of her body—the full, heavy breasts with their dark pink nipples, the flat plane of her stomach, the curve of her hips, the triangle of blonde hair between her thighs. My cock jerks painfully at the sight, a fresh wave of desire flooding my system.

Victoria makes no move to cover herself. Instead, she stands before me, perfectly still, allowing me to look my fill. “Do you like what you see?” she asks, her voice husky with wine and want.

“God, yes,” I admit, unable to lie. “You’re beautiful.”

Something flickers in her eyes—satisfaction, maybe, or desire—before she finally pulls her robe closed, tying it securely at her waist. But instead of heading for the stairs, she steps closer to where I sit, one hand coming to rest on my shoulder.

The touch is light, almost casual, but it sends heat racing through my body. Her fingers are warm through the thin fabric of my t-shirt, her palm resting against the curve of my neck. I look up at her, drinking in the sight of her flushed cheeks, her parted lips, the pulse beating visibly at the base of her throat.

“Goodnight, Liam,” she whispers, her voice thick with alcohol and something that might be regret. Her hand lingers on my shoulder, her thumb brushing once, twice against the sensitive skin of my neck before she finally steps back.

“Goodnight,” I reply, the word barely audible past the lump in my throat.

Victoria smiles—a sad, soft thing that doesn’t reach her eyes—before turning toward the stairs. I watch her go, my eyes fixed on the sway of her hips beneath the thin silk, the graceful line of her back, the fall of blonde hair between her shoulder blades.

Only when she’s disappeared from view do I allow myself to slump back against the couch, one hand moving to the painful erection straining against my jeans. My cock is rock-hard, throbbing with each beat of my heart, a damp spot already forming where pre-cum has soaked through my boxers.

“Fuck,” I whisper to the empty room, my voice shaking with need and frustration.


Chapter 5

The afternoon sun beats down on the Hurley’s backyard, turning the surface of the pool into a mirror of blinding light. I step through the sliding glass doors, a cold beer in hand, and nearly drop it when I see her. Victoria is stretched out on a lounge chair by the pool’s edge, her golden skin glistening with a light sheen of sweat, a tiny black bikini doing absolutely nothing to contain the curves of her body.

The top consists of three thin triangles of fabric that strain against the weight of her breasts, their perfect roundness threatening to spill over with each breath she takes. The bottoms are no better—a narrow strip of black that disappears between the firm, round globes of her ass, leaving the lower curve of each cheek exposed to the warm air. Her blonde hair is pulled up in a loose knot, exposing the elegant line of her neck and the delicate shell of her ear.

My cock hardens instantly, pressing painfully against my swim trunks as blood rushes south. It’s been like this since I arrived—a constant state of arousal that only worsens with each interaction. After last night’s almost-encounter on the couch, I’d hoped a few hours of sleep might reset things, bring some semblance of normalcy back to my body’s reactions. But one look at Victoria in that bikini, and I’m right back where I started—aching, desperate, consumed by want.

She hasn’t noticed me yet, her attention focused on the magazine in her hands. I take the opportunity to study her—the long, toned line of her legs, the flat plane of her stomach, the dramatic flare of her hips. She’s gorgeous, a fucking goddess stretched out in the afternoon sun, and the thought that she might want me—might have wanted me last night, might want me now—makes my head spin.

“Hey,” I say finally, my voice embarrassingly rough. “Mind if I join you?”

Victoria looks up, surprise flashing across her features before melting into a smile that makes my stomach flip. “Of course not,” she says, patting the empty lounge chair beside hers. “The more the merrier.”

I settle into the chair, careful to keep a respectable distance between us. My cock throbs in protest, desperate for the contact it was denied last night, but I ignore it. Whatever’s happening between Victoria and me—this weird, electric thing that’s been building since I arrived—it’s complicated by about a million factors. Not least of which is the fact that I’m her son’s best friend.

Speaking of which... “Where did Caleb and Mr. Hurley go?” I ask, taking a long swallow of my beer to cool my suddenly dry throat.

“Mark realized we were short on supplies for tonight,” Victoria replies, setting her magazine aside. “More people RSVP’d than we expected, so they went to get extra ice and alcohol.” She rolls her eyes fondly. “You know how men are about their beer.”

I laugh, the tension in my shoulders easing slightly. “Yeah, God forbid we run out of IPA while there’s still Natty Light in the fridge.”

Victoria’s smile turns wicked. “Is that what you drink? Natty Light? I pegged you for something with a little more... sophistication.”

The way she says it—her voice dropping to a husky whisper on the last word, her eyes holding mine with unmistakable intent—sends a fresh surge of blood to my already hard cock. I shift in my seat, trying to ease the pressure without being obvious.

“I’m full of surprises,” I reply, matching her tone.

Something hot and hungry flashes in Victoria’s eyes before she looks away, reaching for the bottle of sunscreen on the small table between our chairs. “Speaking of which,” she says, her voice carefully casual, “would you mind helping me with my back? I can never reach the middle.”

The request hangs between us, laden with implications neither of us is brave enough to voice. My mouth goes dry as I stare at the bottle in her outstretched hand, my brain short-circuiting at the thought of touching her—of my hands on her bare skin, spreading lotion over the smooth plane of her back, dipping lower to where her bikini bottoms barely cover the curve of her ass.

“Sure,” I manage, taking the bottle with fingers that aren’t quite steady. “No problem.”

Victoria smiles—a slow, sensual curve of her lips that makes my heart race—before turning to present her back to me. The position pushes her ass out slightly, the black fabric of her bikini bottom stretching tight across the rounded flesh. My cock throbs painfully at the sight, a pulse of pre-cum dampening the front of my swim trunks.

I squeeze a generous amount of sunscreen into my palm, watching as the white cream pools against my skin. “Ready?” I ask, my voice barely audible.

Victoria nods, her eyes closed, her breathing already slightly faster than normal. “Go ahead.”

I place my hands on her shoulders, the first contact electric. Her skin is warm beneath my palms, soft and smooth and slightly damp with sweat. She makes a small sound—not quite a moan, but close—as my thumbs dig into the tense muscles at the base of her neck.

“Sorry,” I murmur, though I’m not, not really. “You’re really tight.”

“It’s okay,” Victoria replies, her voice husky. “It feels good.”

Emboldened by her response, I begin to work the sunscreen into her skin, my hands moving in slow, deliberate circles from her shoulders down to the middle of her back. Each stroke brings me lower, closer to the tantalizing curve where her back meets her ass. Victoria’s breathing grows more ragged with each pass, small, breathy sounds escaping her lips whenever my fingers dip particularly low.

“You have amazing hands,” she says, the words slightly slurred, as if she’s already halfway to drunk despite the early hour. “So strong.”

The compliment sends a fresh wave of heat through me, my cock hardening to the point of pain. I’m achingly aware of every point of contact between us—my palms flat against her shoulder blades, my thumbs working the knots from her muscles, my fingers splayed wide across the smooth expanse of her back. It’s not enough. I need more—need to feel all of her, to learn every inch of her body with my hands, my mouth, my cock.

Almost without conscious thought, I shift closer, my knees bumping against the edge of her lounge chair. The movement brings my hips in line with her ass, my erection pressing against the firm curve through the thin fabric of our swimwear. The contact is electric, sending sparks of pleasure racing up my spine. Victoria gasps at the sensation, her back arching slightly, pushing her ass more firmly against my cock.

“Sorry,” I say again, though I make no move to pull away. “I didn’t mean to—”

“Don’t apologize,” Victoria interrupts, her voice thick with desire. “It’s... it’s okay.”

Her permission fucking ignites me. Sparks shoot down my spine, straight to my fucking dick, which is already straining against my trunks like a caged animal. My hands slide down her back like they’ve got a mind of their own, thumbs pressing into the delicate curve of her spine. I can feel the smoothness of her skin under my fingers, the way it tightens when I graze her waist. The knot of her bikini top teases me, a fucking invitation. One pull, and her tits would be free—soft, perfect, begging for my mouth. But I don’t. Not yet.

Victoria shifts, and holy fucking Christ, her ass grinds into my cock. The pressure is brutal, electric. My dick throbs, already leaking pre-cum into my trunks, staining them with my fucking need. A low moan slips out of me, unbidden, and my hips jerk forward. I can’t help it. I need more. More friction. More heat. More of her.

“That feels good,” she breathes, her voice trembling like she’s trying to hold it together. “Don’t stop.”

Fuck, I’m not stopping. My hands roam lower, tracing the swell of her hips, the dip of her lower back. My thumbs brush the top curve of her ass, teasing the edge of her bikini bottom. Victoria whimpers—a sound that goes straight to my cock—and I fucking lose it. My fingers slip beneath the fabric, tracing the crease where her ass meets her thigh. Her skin is hot, slick with sweat, and I fucking crave more.

I push harder, my fingertips digging into the soft flesh of her ass. She arches into me, her hips rolling against mine, and I swear I’m going to explode. My cock pulses, aching for release, but I’m not ready. Not yet. I want to savor this. I want to fucking ruin her.

My hand slides lower, inch by torturous inch, until I’m cupping her ass fully. I squeeze, hard, and she gasps. Her hips jerk, rubbing against me in ways that make my fucking head spin. I’m throbbing, leaking, fucking desperate. My other hand finds the knot of her bikini top, fingers trembling as I tug it loose. The fabric falls away, and her tits bounce free—perfect fucking globes, her nipples hard and begging for my tongue.

I groan, burying my face in her neck, breathing her in. She smells like salt and sweat and something fucking addictive. My lips find her skin, tasting her, nipping at her pulse point until she’s panting. Her hips keep moving, grinding against my cock in fucking perfect rhythm. I’m so hard it hurts, my dick straining against the fabric of my trunks, desperate to be inside her.

I slide my hand around her hip, fingers dipping into the front of her bikini bottom. She’s wet—so fucking wet—and I can’t wait to taste her. My fingers brush her clit, teasing her until she’s gasping, writhing against me.

“Liam,” she moans, her voice breaking. “Please.”

Fuck. I’m not going to last much longer.

Emboldened by her response, my hands grow bolder. They slide around to her sides, thumbs brushing the undersides of her breasts where they spill over the top of her bikini. Victoria gasps at the contact, her back arching to push her chest more firmly into my touch.

“These have been driving me crazy since I got here,” I confess, my thumbs tracing the lower curves of her breasts with reverent attention. “Every time you bend over, every time you stretch—all I can think about is how they’d feel in my hands, in my mouth.”

Victoria moans—a full, throaty sound that goes straight to my cock. “They’d feel good,” she promises, her voice shaking with need. “So good, Liam. Please.”

I’m about to give in—about to slide my hands fully under her bikini top, to finally feel the weight of her breasts in my palms—when Victoria shifts, grinding her ass more deliberately against my erection. The pressure is incredible, my cock throbbing in response as I imagine how she’d feel wrapped around me, hot and wet and tight.

“Your body is amazing,” I growl, my lips brushing her ear. My cock’s throbbing, straining against my fucking shorts, and I don’t care. I want her to know how hard she makes me—how desperate I am to bury myself inside her.

I’m about to give her what she wants—about to push her bikini top up and finally feel her breasts bare in my hands—when the sound of a car engine cuts through the haze of desire clouding my brain. Victoria freezes beneath my touch, her body going rigid with sudden tension.

“They’re back!” she says, the words sharp with panic.

We spring apart like we’ve been burned, Victoria scrambling to adjust her bikini, me grabbing for my beer with suddenly shaking hands. The sound of the garage door opening echoes through the backyard, followed by the slam of car doors and the murmur of male voices.

“Fuck,” I whisper, running a hand through my hair in frustration. “That was—”

“A mistake,” Victoria finishes, her eyes meeting mine. Her expression is different. The lust is gone. Replacing it is a hesitant coldness. “I’m sorry. I went too far. We shouldn’t have done that.”

She’s still clutching her phone like it’s a talisman, knuckles white, shoulders squared, lips pressed tight as if she can force her confession back down her throat. But her eyes don’t move. They’re glassy and wild and locked on me, and I’m so hard I feel like I might split through my own skin.

“Victoria,” I start, but she holds up a hand, shaky and trembling.

“Please,” she whispers. “Let me just—” Her voice cracks. She steadies herself, pressing the back of her wrist to her forehead, then lets it drop to her lap. “I’m not proud of what happened. I was… tipsy. Stupid, and angry, and you were there, and I—” She cuts off, sucking in a sharp breath, blinking fast to hide the tears.

I want to fall to my knees in front of her, press my face to her thighs, beg her to let me make it better. But I’m stuck, frozen, because she’s already said the thing I was afraid to hear: it was a mistake.

She glances toward the door, then back at me, voice dropping to a whisper. “No one can know. Not ever. Not Mark, and especially not Caleb. Last night I was drunk. And today, I just… I got lost in the moment, and—” She shakes her head, cheeks burning. “I’m sorry.”

I want to say it didn’t feel like a mistake. But I can’t get the words out. I’m afraid if I say anything, the spell will break and she’ll vanish, and I’ll be left with nothing but the memory.

She stands, smoothing her skirt with shaking hands. “It can’t happen again. If Mark ever found out—”

She doesn’t finish, but I know. I nod, once, because what the fuck else am I supposed to do? I want to grab her, haul her onto my lap, bury my face in her neck and breathe her in until I can’t smell anything but her for the rest of my life. But I don’t move. I just watch as she takes a step toward the door, then stops, her silhouette trembling in the morning light.

Her voice is small, barely more than breath: “Thank you for understanding.”

Then she’s gone, and I’m left alone, my cock still hard, my hands shaking, my chest hollowed out like a carved pumpkin.

It didn’t feel like a mistake. Not to me.


Chapter 6

The mansion pulses with bass that rattles the floor beneath my feet, bodies packed tight as costumes and skin press together in the dim orange glow of jack-o’-lantern lights. I’ve been nursing the same beer for twenty minutes, my eyes constantly scanning the crowd for one person only. When I finally spot her through the shifting mass of revelers, my breath catches in my throat. Victoria stands by the makeshift bar, her blonde hair cascading over bare shoulders, a flowing white dress somehow managing to be both angelic and sinful as it clings to her curves.

She’s traded in the tiny black bikini for a conservative angel costume—if you can call anything on her body “conservative.” The white fabric hugs every inch of her, a gold belt emphasizing the narrowness of her waist before the dress flows out over her hips. A halo perches atop her head, tilted at a playful angle, and delicate wings sprout from her back. But it’s the neckline that has my cock stirring—a deep V that reveals the shadow between her breasts, the perfect smooth skin I’d touched just yesterday.

I push through the crowd, ignoring the flirty smiles from a girl dressed as Harley Quinn and the knowing wink from a slutty nurse. Nothing matters except getting to Victoria, seeing her face, knowing if yesterday meant anything or if it was just the heat of the moment.

“Hey,” I say, appearing at her side, my voice slightly rougher than I intended. “Nice costume.”

Victoria turns, surprise flashing across her features before melting into a smile that doesn’t quite reach her eyes. “Liam,” she says, my name a whisper on her lips. “You too.”

I’m not wearing anything special—just black pants and a black shirt with a cape attached, a vampire mask pushed up on my forehead. But Victoria looks me over anyway, her gaze lingering on my chest before snapping back to my face with a flush I can see even in the dim light.

“You having fun?” I ask, desperate to break the awkward silence between us.

She nods, taking a sip from the red cup in her hand. “It’s a good turnout,” she says, gesturing to the packed living room. “Better than last year.”

Another pause stretches between us, heavy with unspoken words. The memory of my hands on her back, her ass grinding against my cock, her moans as my fingers brushed the undersides of her breasts—it all hangs in the air, impossible to ignore.

“About yesterday,” I start, but Victoria cuts me off with a quick shake of her head.

“We shouldn’t,” she says, her voice carefully neutral. “It was a mistake. I’d had too much to drink, and the sun—” She breaks off, her cheeks flushing a deeper pink. “It won’t happen again.”

The words hit me like a physical blow. A mistake. That’s all I am to her—a drunken lapse in judgment, a moment of weakness to be regretted. My cock deflates, the excitement of seeing her replaced by a cold weight in my stomach.

“Right,” I say, the word feeling like sand in my mouth. “No problem.”

But there is a problem—a big one. Because even as Victoria tells me it was a mistake, her eyes keep dropping to my mouth, to my chest, to the growing bulge in my pants that’s responding to her mere presence despite her rejection. Her tongue darts out to wet her lips, a movement so quick I almost miss it, but my body doesn’t. My cock twitches in response, a pulse of pre-cum dampening my boxers.

“I should go check on the food,” Victoria says, not moving. “Mark was supposed to—”

She stops mid-sentence, her eyes fixed on something over my shoulder. The smile falls from her face, replaced by a look of such cold fury that I turn to see what’s caused it.

And there’s Mark—her husband, Caleb’s father, the man who should be making his wife feel wanted—with his hands on another woman. A young woman, maybe twenty-five, dressed as some kind of sexy fairy with wings sprouting from her back and glitter covering every inch of exposed skin. She’s laughing at something he’s said, her head thrown back, her hand on his chest. And Mark—fucking Mark with his thinning hair and softening middle—is looking at her like she’s the answer to every prayer, his eyes hungry on her face, her breasts, the curve of her ass as she sways to the music.

“Excuse me,” Victoria says, her voice so cold it could freeze hell. “I need to speak with my husband.”

She pushes past me, her shoulder brushing my chest in a contact that sends electricity racing through me despite the circumstances. I watch as she makes her way through the crowd, her back straight, her steps measured. She doesn’t look like an angel anymore—she looks like vengeance personified, beautiful and terrible in her rage.

I should walk away. Give them privacy for what’s clearly about to be an ugly confrontation. But my feet remain rooted to the spot, my ears straining to catch every word as Victoria reaches her husband’s side.

“What the fuck do you think you’re doing?” she hisses, her voice low but carrying in the momentary lull between songs.

Mark turns, surprise flashing across his features before melting into annoyance. “Victoria,” he says, his tone making it clear he thinks she’s overreacting. “We’re just dancing.”

“Dancing?” Victoria laughs, the sound brittle and hurt. “Is that what you call having your hands all over some girl half your age? In our house? At our party?”

The fairy looks uncomfortable now, her smile faltering as she glances between Mark and Victoria. “I should go,” she mumbles, already backing away.

“No, stay,” Mark says, grabbing her wrist. “We’re having fun, aren’t we?” He turns to Victoria, his expression hardening. “And it’s my house too. I can dance with whoever I want.”

Something breaks in Victoria’s face—a final surrender, the last thread of hope snapping. “You’re right,” she says, her voice dangerously calm. “It’s your house. Your rules. Your life.” She steps closer, until they’re nose to nose. “But it’s not your pussy anymore. Not after this. Not after her.”

Before he can respond, Victoria turns and walks away, her steps quick and angry. I watch as she pushes through the crowd, heading not for the kitchen or the backyard but for the stairs, for the sanctuary of her bedroom. Mark stares after her for a moment, then shrugs and turns back to the fairy with a smile that makes my stomach turn.

I should follow Victoria—make sure she’s okay, offer a shoulder to cry on, tell her she’s worth more than a husband who treats her like furniture. But as I take a step toward the stairs, Caleb appears at my side, a red cup in each hand.

“Dude, you have to try this,” he says, thrusting one of the cups at me. “Mom’s punch with an extra shot of vodka. It’ll fucking kill you.”

I take the cup automatically, my eyes still fixed on the stairs where Victoria disappeared. “Thanks,” I mutter, though drinking is the last thing on my mind.

“What’s with you?” Caleb asks, following my gaze. “Oh, shit, did you see that? Dad’s being a dick again.” He rolls his eyes. “Mom’ll get over it. She always does.”

But as I take a long swallow of the too-sweet punch, feeling the burn of vodka down my throat, I’m not so sure. There was something in Victoria’s eyes as she looked at Mark—something final, a door closing that can never be opened again.

And as the music swells around us, as costumes and bodies press together in the heat of the crowded room, all I can think about is Victoria—alone in her bedroom, hurt and angry and done.

Done with Mark.

And maybe, just maybe, ready for something new.

***

“Let’s play Seven Minutes in Heaven!” someone shouts from the living room, and the crowd erupts in drunken cheers.

It’s been half an hour since Mark and Victoria’s argument. After someone spilt some alcohol on my costume, I changed into a cowboy costume.

I’m three drinks deep, the vodka punch Caleb handed me having been followed by two shots of tequila that burned all the way down. The room spins slightly when I turn my head, but not enough to dull the ache in my chest where Victoria’s rejection still sits like a physical weight.

“You in?” Caleb asks, already pushing through the crowd toward the circle forming in the center of the living room. “Jessica’s playing, and you know what that means.”

I know exactly what that means—Jessica, Caleb’s on-again, off-again hookup, gets wild when she drinks, and right now she’s dancing on top of the coffee table with a red cup in each hand. But the thought of seven minutes in a closet with her does nothing for me. Not when all I can think about is Victoria—hurt and angry and alone upstairs.

Still, the crowd sweeps me along, everyone too drunk to care who’s playing as long as the game continues. I’m about to slip away when movement at the edge of the room catches my eye.

She’s dressed as a cat—if cats wore skin-tight black bodysuits that leave absolutely nothing to the imagination. The suit clings to every curve, her breasts straining against the thin fabric, her waist dipping in before flaring out to full, round hips. A black mask covers the upper half of her face, her full lips painted a deep red that matches the devilish grin stretching across her mouth. She’s tall for a woman, with long legs that seem to go on forever, ending in black stiletto heels that make her ass look even more perfect.

But it’s her eyes—visible through the slits in the mask—that stop me in my tracks. Blue, almost gray in this light, and fixed on me with an intensity that makes my cock stir despite my drunken state. There’s something familiar about them, something that tugs at the back of my mind, but before I can place it, she looks away, moving to join the circle.

“Who’s that?” I ask Caleb, nodding toward the cat woman.

He follows my gaze, his expression puzzled. “No idea,” he admits. “Must be one of Jessica’s friends from State.”

The cat woman takes her place in the circle, her eyes meeting mine across the room. There’s something in her gaze—a challenge, maybe, or an invitation—that makes my mouth go dry. My cock hardens fully, pressing painfully against my jeans as I imagine those red lips wrapped around it, those long legs wrapped around my waist.

“I’m playing,” I decide, pushing through the crowd to join the circle.

Caleb grins, clapping me on the back. “That’s more like it. Here,” he says, reaching into his pocket. “Wear this. Makes it more fun if no one knows who you are.”

He hands me a black mask—the kind Zoro wears, with eye holes and nothing else. I slip it on, adjusting it until it sits comfortably on my face. The effect is immediate—suddenly I’m anonymous, just another body in the crowd, free to do whatever I want without consequences.

The rules are explained for the benefit of the newcomers: everyone sits in a circle, a bottle is spun in the center, and whoever it points to when it stops gets seven minutes alone in the closet with the person it was pointing to when it was spun. Simple, stupid, and exactly what I need to get my mind off Victoria.

Except as I take my place in the circle, my eyes keep drifting to the cat woman. She’s watching me too, her head tilted slightly, her lips curved in a smile that makes my cock throb. There’s something about her—the set of her shoulders, maybe, or the way she holds herself—that seems familiar, though I can’t quite place it.

“Ready?” Jessica calls, already reaching for the empty beer bottle in the center of the circle. “Round one, spin!”

The bottle whirls, the crowd cheering as it slows, finally stopping to point at a guy dressed as a zombie and a girl in a sexy nurse costume. They’re on their feet immediately, the nurse grabbing the zombie’s hand and practically dragging him toward the hall closet as the crowd counts down from seven.

The next few rounds pass in a blur of spinning bottles and drunken hookups. A mummy and a witch. Captain America and a slutty fairy. A vampire and a pirate. Each pair disappears into the closet for seven minutes of what I can only assume is heavy petting at minimum, returning with flushed cheeks and swollen lips to enthusiastic applause.

Then it’s the cat woman’s turn to spin. She steps into the circle, her movements graceful despite the tequila she’s been knocking back all night. Her fingers—long and elegant, tipped with black-painted nails—close around the neck of the bottle, giving it a hard twist that sends it spinning across the floor.

It slows, wobbling as it turns, before finally coming to a stop.

Pointing directly at me.

The crowd erupts in cheers as I get to my feet, my heart hammering in my chest. The cat woman stands too, her eyes meeting mine across the circle with an intensity that makes my breath catch. For a moment, we just stare at each other, the space between us charged with electricity.

Then she’s moving, crossing the circle in three quick strides to grab my hand. Her fingers are warm against my palm, her grip surprisingly strong as she pulls me toward the closet. I follow without resistance, too stunned by the sudden turn of events to do anything but go along.

We reach the closet, the cat woman pulling the door open with her free hand. “Seven minutes,” someone calls as we step inside. “Starting now!”

The door clicks shut behind us, plunging us into darkness so complete I can’t see my hand in front of my face. The closet is small, barely big enough for the two of us to stand without touching, the air thick with the smell of wool coats and cedar.

“Hi,” I start, suddenly nervous despite the mask hiding my identity. “I’m—”

But I don’t get to finish. One second I’m standing in the dark, the next I’m pressed against the wall, the cat woman’s body flush against mine. Her lips find mine in the darkness, hot and demanding, her tongue pushing into my mouth before I can even process what’s happening.

The kiss isn’t gentle—it’s hungry, almost angry, her teeth catching my lower lip hard enough to make me gasp. Her hands are everywhere, one tangling in my hair, the other sliding down my chest to my stomach, then lower. She’s kissing me like she’s trying to devour me, like she’s starving and I’m the first meal she’s seen in weeks.

And I kiss her back just as hard, my hands finding her waist, her ass, the small of her back. She’s all heat and softness against me, her breasts pressing into my chest, her thighs bracketing one of mine. My cock hardens to the point of pain, straining against my jeans as her hand slides lower, fingers tracing the outline of my erection through the fabric.

“Fuck,” I gasp against her mouth. “You’re—”

But she doesn’t want to talk. Her hand moves to my belt, undoing it with practiced ease before working my button and zipper. Then her hand is inside my boxers, warm fingers wrapping around my cock and stroking from base to tip in one smooth motion.

The sensation is electric, my hips bucking involuntarily into her touch. She’s good—so fucking good—her hand moving with just the right amount of pressure, her thumb brushing over the head to spread the pre-cum already beading there. I groan, my head falling back against the wall as pleasure races up my spine.

“That’s it,” she murmurs, her voice husky in the darkness. “So big. So hard for me.”

There’s something about her voice—a note of satisfaction, of triumph—that tugs at the back of my mind. But before I can place it, her hand speeds up, her strokes becoming more deliberate, more focused on the sensitive spot just under the head of my cock. My breathing grows ragged, my hands clutching at her hips as she works me toward the edge.

Her grip tightens, slick with my own pre-cum, her thumb swirling over the swollen ridge just beneath my cockhead. Jesus Christ. My hips jerk, desperate, but she pins me down with her free hand, nails biting into my thigh.

“Stay still,” she murmurs, and her breath is hot against my ear. “You don’t get to come until I say so.”

I groan, fingers digging into the meat of her hips, dragging her closer. She’s not wearing panties—of course she’s not—and the wet heat of her cunt presses against my leg, leaving a sticky trail. I can smell her, that musky, sweet fucking scent that makes my mouth water.

Her strokes get faster, rougher, her palm cupping my balls, squeezing just enough to make me see stars. My cock throbs, veins standing out like fucking roadmaps, leaking against her fingers. She licks them—slow, filthy—sucking my taste off her skin.

“Fuck—fuck—“ I’m panting like an animal, my abs clenching, thighs shaking.

She smirks, that goddamn smirk, and leans in, her tits brushing my chest.

“Fuck,” I groan again, unable to form more complex thoughts as pleasure builds low in my stomach. “Your hand feels so good.”

She laughs, the sound low and sensual. “Just you wait,” she promises, her free hand sliding up to cup my face. “It gets better.”

And with that, she sinks to her knees before me, her hand still wrapped around my cock, her breath hot against my stomach. In the darkness, I can’t see her face—can only feel the brush of her hair against my thighs, the warm puff of her breath against my straining erection.

Then her mouth is on me, hot and wet and perfect, and every thought flies straight out of my head.

Her lips stretch wide around my cock, her tongue flat against the underside as she takes me deep. The wet heat of her mouth is incredible—so fucking good it makes my knees weak. I brace myself against the wall, one hand automatically finding the back of her head, fingers tangling in soft hair as she works her way down my length.

“Holy shit,” I groan, my head falling back against the wall. “Your mouth feels amazing.”

Jesus fucking Christ, her mouth—it’s like she was born to suck cock. Her lips are slicked with spit, stretched obscenely wide around my shaft, and I can feel every goddamn inch of her hot, wet tongue pressing up against the underside of my dick. She’s not just sucking; she’s devouring me like she’s starving for it. Her tongue flattens out, tracing the throbbing vein that runs along my length, and I swear I hear her moan around me, the vibration sending tremors straight to my balls.

Her head bobs down, slow at first, her lips sliding over me like she’s savoring every inch. Then she picks up the pace, her mouth fucking tight and hot, her cheeks hollowing as she sucks me deeper. I can feel the back of her throat clench around the tip, and fuck, my knees buckle. I slam my palm against the wall to keep upright, my other hand gripping the back of her head, fingers twisting in her hair.

She hums in response, the vibration traveling straight to my balls. Her technique is flawless—tongue swirling around the head, lips sealed tight around the shaft, one hand working what doesn’t fit into her mouth. She’s enthusiastic, taking me deeper with each downward movement, her throat opening to accept more of my length.

In the darkness, I can’t see her face—can only feel the incredible sensation of her mouth around me, the wet sounds of her sucking, the occasional gag as she takes me too deep. But what I can feel is enough to drive me wild—the silky heat of her mouth, the scrape of her teeth just short of pain, the pressure of her throat as she swallows around me.

“Fuck,” I gasp as she pulls back, her lips making an obscene popping sound as they leave my cock. “That’s so good.”

But she’s just getting started. Without giving me time to recover, she’s back on me, this time with even more enthusiasm. Her mouth is sloppy now, drool running down my shaft to her hand, her tongue working the sensitive spot just under the head with expert precision. She’s making noises—wet, hungry sounds that echo in the small space—and the sound alone is almost enough to push me over the edge.

I’ve had blowjobs before—good ones, even great ones—but nothing like this. This is next-level, the kind of head you see in porn, the kind that makes you wonder if it’s even real. And yet here it is, happening to me, in a closet at a Halloween party with a woman whose name I don’t even know.

Except there’s something about her—the way she moves, maybe, or the sounds she makes—that seems almost familiar. A nagging thought at the back of my mind that I can’t quite grasp, not with her mouth working my cock like it’s the last one on earth.

“Shit,” I groan as she takes me particularly deep, her nose pressing against my stomach. “That’s it. Take it all.”

Something shifts then—a change in the air between us, in the rhythm of her movements. Her hand leaves my cock, coming to rest on my thigh instead as she takes me deeper, her throat opening around my length in a way that makes my vision blur. She’s taking control, setting the pace, deciding how much of me she can handle.

But I want more. Need more. My hand tightens in her hair, holding her in place as my hips thrust forward, pushing my cock deeper into her mouth than before. She makes a choked sound—half gag, half moan—but doesn’t pull away. If anything, she relaxes her throat, allowing me to slide even deeper.

“That’s it,” I murmur, my voice barely recognizable to my own ears. “Take it. Take all of it.”

I’m fucking her mouth now, my hips pumping in a steady rhythm, my cock disappearing between her lips with each thrust. The wet sounds are obscene, her gagging and choking as she struggles to take my length. Drool runs down my shaft, dripping onto the floor between us, her lips stretched wide around my thickness.

Her lips are stretched obscenely tight around my cock, trembling with the strain of taking me deeper, deeper, deeper. I can feel her throat spasming, convulsing around the fat, throbbing head of my dick as I shove it into her gullet, inch by brutal inch. Her spit runs slick and hot down my shaft, pooling at the base where my balls are drawn tight, aching and desperate for release.

Her tight, wet heat swallows me whole, and I groan, low and guttural, my hand fisting her hair like a leash. She’s choking, gagging, but she doesn’t pull away—no, she fucking loves it, her whimpers vibrating around me like a goddamn symphony. Her nails claw at my thighs, leaving red marks that only make me fuck her face harder, faster, rougher.

It should be too much—too aggressive, too rough—but she’s into it. Her free hand slides up my thigh to cup my balls, rolling them gently as I thrust into her mouth. Her other hand braces against my hip, not pushing me away but guiding me, setting a pace she can handle.

“You like that, don’t you?” I ask, my voice hoarse with desire. “You like having your throat fucked?”

She moans in response, the sound vibrating around my cock. Her eyes—visible as dark shadows in the slits of her mask—are fixed on my face, watching my reactions as I use her mouth. There’s something in her gaze—a challenge, maybe, or simple hunger—that makes my cock throb painfully.

I feel her throat muscles clench, trying to take me, trying to handle me, and it’s so fucking tight I swear I’m about to explode. Her tears stream down her cheeks, mixing with the spit that drips from the corners of her swollen, reddened lips. She’s a fucking mess, and I can’t get enough of it.

My hips piston forward, driving my cock deeper than ever before, until her nose presses into the wiry curls at the base of my dick. Her eyes roll back, tears glistening on her lashes, and she moans—a wet, gurgling sound that goes straight to my balls.

I pull her head back just enough to let her gasp for air, her puffy lips slick and trembling, her tongue darting out to lap at the precum oozing from my tip. “Fuck, you’re such a filthy slut,” I growl, grinding against her tongue, smearing her face with my wetness.

I pick up the pace, my thrusts becoming harder, more deliberate. My cock slides in and out of her mouth, her lips forming a perfect seal around my length, her tongue working the sensitive spot just under the head with each withdrawal. The pleasure builds, a tight coil of heat low in my stomach that threatens to break with each downward thrust.

“Fuck,” I groan, my free hand coming to rest on her shoulder. “I’m getting close.”

She responds by taking me even deeper, her throat opening around the head of my cock in a way that makes my vision blur. The pressure is incredible, her mouth hot and wet and perfect around me. My hand tightens in her hair, holding her in place as my hips snap forward, driving my cock as deep as it will go.

She gags, her throat clenching around me, but doesn’t pull away. Instead, she relaxes, allowing me to slide even deeper, the head of my cock pushing into her throat with each thrust. The sensation is electric, pleasure racing up my spine to explode behind my eyes.

“You’re so fucking good at this,” I tell her, my voice shaking with the effort of holding back. “The best fucking mouth I’ve ever had.”

She moans again, the sound sending vibrations straight to my balls. Her hand moves from my thigh to my stomach, then higher, coming to rest over my heart. Through the thin fabric of my shirt, I can feel the rapid beat beneath her palm—fast and hard and just for her.

I’m close—so fucking close—the pressure building at the base of my spine, my balls drawing tight against my body. A few more thrusts, a few more seconds of her hot mouth around me, and I’ll be done for.

“Going to come,” I warn her, my hand tightening in her hair. “Going to cum on you face.”

She makes a sound—half moan, half whimper—and takes me even deeper, her throat opening around my length in a way that makes my vision blur. The pressure is incredible, her mouth hot and wet and perfect around me. My hand tightens in her hair, holding her in place as my hips snap forward, driving my cock as deep as it will go.

She gags, her throat clenching around me, but doesn’t pull away. Instead, she relaxes, allowing me to slide even deeper, the head of my cock pushing into her throat with each thrust. The sensation is electric, pleasure racing up my spine to explode behind my eyes.

I grab her by the hair, yanking her off my dick with a wet pop. Her lips glisten with spit, her eyes wide and desperate.

“Open your fucking mouth,” I growl, my voice ragged, strained. She obeys, her tongue darting out, her breath coming in shallow gasps. I stroke myself hard, fast, my fist fucking tightening around my throbbing shaft. The veins bulge, hot and ready to burst. I feel it building, that goddamn pressure coiling in my gut, ready to explode.

“Look at me,” I snarl. Her eyes meet mine, dark and hungry. I can’t hold back anymore. “Fuck—” I grunt, my body shuddering as the first spurt hits her cheek, thick and hot, painting her skin white. Her eyelashes flutter, but she doesn’t pull away. She’s fucking begging for it.

Another shot. Another. Rope after rope of cum splatters across her face, her lips, her chin. She’s fucking wrecked, my cum dripping down her cheeks, pooling in the hollow of her throat. I’m still pumping, still coming, my cock twitching like a goddamn animal. She opens her mouth wider, catching the last drops on her tongue, her lips wrapping around the tip to suck me clean.

Jesus Christ. I’m panting, my chest heaving, but she’s not done. She rubs my cum into her skin, smearing it across her cheeks, her chin, even up to her forehead. She’s fucking filthy, and it’s the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.

“Fuck,” I groan, my head falling back against the wall as the last pulses leave me. “So fucking good.”

She pulls back slowly, her lips making an obscene popping sound as they leave my cock. In the darkness, I can hear her breathing—quick and slightly ragged—and the soft sound of her swallowing. My hand falls from her hair to her shoulder, squeezing gently in gratitude.

“That was...” I start, but words fail me. Nothing seems adequate to describe what just happened—the intensity, the skill, the raw fucking hunger in every movement.

She laughs, the sound low and satisfied. “Not bad for seven minutes,” she says, her voice slightly hoarse.

There’s something about her voice—a note, a cadence—that tugs at the back of my mind. But before I can place it, she’s rising to her feet, her body brushing against mine in the confined space. Her hand finds my face in the darkness, fingers tracing the line of my jaw with surprising gentleness.

“I should go,” she says, though she makes no move to leave. “They’ll be wondering where we are.”

I nod, though she probably can’t see it in the darkness. “Yeah,” I agree, reluctant to break whatever this is between us. “Probably.”

But neither of us moves, caught in the strange intimacy of the moment—two strangers who’ve shared something intense and private, now faced with the prospect of returning to the real world. Her hand is still on my face, her thumb brushing over my lower lip in a touch that’s almost reverent.

“Thank you,” I say finally, the words feeling inadequate. “That was... incredible.”

She laughs again, the sound softer, more intimate. “That was…” She pauses, her breath warm against my skin. Her hand lifts, tracing the edge of my mask. “I want to see you,” she whispers, her fingers already sliding beneath the fabric, seeking contact with my skin.

I don’t stop her. I can’t. Her touch is electric, her curiosity a magnet drawing me in. The mask slips away, and in the dim light from under the door, I see her clearly for the first time. Her cat mask still conceals half her face, but those full, red lips…that elegant jawline…the way her blonde hair cascades over her shoulder…recognition dawns like a physical blow.

Victoria Hurley. The cat woman who just sucked my cock is my best friend’s mother.

“Victoria—” I start, her name catching in my throat. It’s her. It’s undeniably her. Victoria. Caleb’s mom. Mark’s wife. The woman who’s haunted my dreams for years.

She gasps, her hand freezing where it rests against my cheek. For one endless moment, we stare at each other in the dim light, the realization of what we’ve done—what she’s done—hanging between us. Then her hand drops away as if burned, her body stiffening with shock.

“Liam?” Her voice is barely audible, thick with disbelief. “Oh my god. Liam?”

I nod, unable to speak past the lump in my throat. My cock, which had begun to soften after my explosive orgasm, hardens again at the sight of her—at the knowledge that it was Victoria on her knees before me, Victoria’s mouth around my cock, Victoria swallowing my cum.

And there’s evidence of that all over her—my release glistening on her chin, a drop trailing down her neck to disappear into the neckline of her costume. Her lips are swollen from my kisses, from the rough treatment of my cock, her cheeks flushed with exertion and arousal. She’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen, and the fact that she did that—that she wanted me enough to get on her knees in a closet at her own party—makes my head spin.

“I didn’t know,” she says, her voice shaking. “The mask—I couldn’t see—”

“It’s okay,” I start, reaching for her. “It’s more than okay. It’s—”

But Victoria is already backing away, her hands coming up to create distance between us. “No,” she says, the word sharp with panic. “It’s not okay. This is—” She breaks off, swallowing hard. “This is so far from okay.”

The rejection hits me like a physical blow. One minute she was on her knees, taking my cock like she was born for it, and the next she’s looking at me like I’m a stranger—worse, like I’m a threat.

“Victoria,” I try again, desperate to make her understand. “What just happened—it was amazing. You’re amazing.”

She laughs, the sound brittle and hurt. “What just happened,” she says, each word precise, “is that I gave my son’s best friend a blowjob in a closet at my Halloween party.” She runs a hand through her hair, the gesture jerky with agitation. “While my husband is downstairs fucking some girl half his age. What. The Fuck. Did. I. Just. Do.”

The reminder of Mark—of why Victoria was hurt and angry enough to seek comfort in a stranger’s arms—sends a fresh wave of protectiveness through me. “He doesn’t deserve you,” I say, the words coming out harder than I intended. “He never did.”

“This can’t happen again,” she says, her voice steady despite the slight tremble in her hands. “It was a mistake. A... moment of weakness.” She takes a deep breath, squaring her shoulders. “It won’t happen again.”

“Victoria,” I start, but she cuts me off with a sharp shake of her head.

“No,” she says firmly. “This ends now. We go back to the party, we act like nothing happened, and we never, ever speak of this again.” Her voice breaks slightly on the last word, the only crack in her composed facade. “Do you understand?”

I want to argue—to tell her that what happened between us was real, that the chemistry we share is too powerful to ignore. But the look in her eyes—a mixture of fear, regret, and a lingering desire she’s clearly determined to suppress—stops the words in my throat.

“I understand,” I say finally, the words feeling like sand in my mouth.

Victoria nods, relief flashing across her features. “Good,” she says, already reaching for the door handle. “I’m going to go clean up. You should... you should wait a few minutes before coming out.”

Before I can respond, she’s puts on her mask and rushes out the door, leaving me alone.


Chapter 7

I step out of the closet, the sudden brightness of the hallway making me blink. My legs feel like jelly, my cock still half-hard and sensitive inside my boxers. I take a deep breath, trying to get my racing heart under control, to wipe the stunned expression from my face before anyone notices. But all I can think about is Victoria—her mouth on me, her throat opening around my cock, the look in her eyes when she realized who I was.

The party continues around me, oblivious to the life-changing moment that just occurred in the hall closet. Music pounds through the speakers, bodies press together on the dance floor, red cups are raised in toasts to nothing in particular. No one looks twice as I make my way back to the living room, my steps slightly unsteady from the combination of alcohol and post-orgasmic bliss.

I scan the crowd, searching for a flash of blonde hair, the curve of a hip in a skin-tight black bodysuit. But Victoria is nowhere to be seen—or rather, she’s everywhere, her absence more noticeable than her presence would be. She’s hiding, I realize. Avoiding me. Avoiding what happened between us.

Then I spot her, and my heart stops. She’s by the bar, changed out of her cat costume, a fresh drink in her hand. Her lips are still slightly swollen, a faint redness around her mouth the only evidence of what we did. She’s laughing at something the person next to her is saying, her head thrown back, her body relaxed in a way that seems almost forced.

And beside her, his hand on the small of her back, is Mark. Her husband. The man who was grinding on another woman not two hours ago, now smiling at his wife like she’s the center of his universe. Victoria leans into his touch, her body language open and accepting, nothing in her demeanor to suggest that she was just on her knees for another man—for me.

The sight makes my blood boil, a surge of possessive anger rising in my chest. She should be with me, not putting on a show for the man who’s been betraying her for God knows how long. She should be in my arms, not pretending everything’s fine while her heart breaks.

But even as the thought forms, I know it’s not that simple. Victoria made her choice—made it clear that what happened between us was a mistake, a moment of weakness not to be repeated. And as much as I want to cross the room, to pull her into my arms and show her what she’s missing, I can’t. Not without making things worse for her.

So instead, I watch from across the room as Victoria plays the part of the happy wife, her smile never quite reaching her eyes. Every so often, her gaze darts around the room, looking for something—or someone. When her eyes finally find mine, something flashes across her face—surprise, maybe, or desire quickly suppressed—before she looks away, her hand tightening on her cup.

The memory of those eyes looking up at me as I fucked her mouth, of her throat opening around my cock, of her swallowing every drop of my release—it’s burned into my brain, playing on repeat with crystal clarity. The feel of her hair in my fist, the sound of her gagging as I pushed deeper, the sight of my cum on her chin—it’s the hottest thing I’ve ever experienced, and knowing it was Victoria—beautiful, passionate Victoria with her hungry mouth and eager body—makes it even better.

But it’s also the most complicated thing I’ve ever experienced. Because Victoria isn’t just some random hookup—she’s Caleb’s mom, Mark’s wife, the woman I’ve been fantasizing about for years. And now that fantasy is reality, it’s messy and confusing and so much more intense than I could have imagined.

“What’s with you?” Caleb appears at my side, a red cup in each hand. “You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”

I force a smile, accepting the drink he offers. “Just tired,” I say, the lie bitter on my tongue. “Long night.”

Caleb nods, not questioning the obvious falsehood. “Tell me about it,” he says, taking a long swallow of his drink. “Jessica’s been all over me since that closet thing. I think she’s hoping for round two before the night’s over.”

The casual reference to the game—to the closet where my life just changed forever—makes my stomach twist. “Lucky you,” I manage, my voice carefully neutral.

“Damn right,” Caleb agrees with a grin. “Though not as lucky as that guy who got paired with the cat woman. Did you see her? Total fucking smoke show. I’d give my left nut for seven minutes with her. Did you see who went with her? I went to grab another drink and missed her spin.”

The crude assessment of Victoria—of Caleb’s own mother—makes me want to punch him. But I can’t explain why without revealing everything, so I just nod, taking another swallow of my drink to hide my expression.

“No,” I lie. “I didn’t see who got with her.”

“She disappeared right after, though,” Caleb continues, oblivious to my internal struggle. “Probably went home with the lucky bastard.”

This is too much, too complicated, too fucking messed up to process while standing in the middle of a party with a red cup in my hand.

“I need some air,” I say, already moving toward the sliding glass doors that lead to the backyard. “It’s hot in here.”

Caleb nods, already turning to scan the crowd for Jessica. “Yeah, sure. Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do.”

If only he knew.

I push through the doors, stepping out into the cool night air. The backyard is quieter than the house, just a few couples scattered across the patio, talking in low voices or making out in shadowy corners. I make my way to the far edge of the pool, dropping onto a lounge chair with a sigh of relief.

Alone at last, I let my head fall back, staring up at the star-filled sky. My mind is a jumble of conflicting emotions—desire and guilt, triumph and regret, hope and despair all warring for dominance. Part of me wants to march back inside, to find Victoria and tell her that what happened between us was real, that we can’t just pretend it didn’t happen. Another part—the part that’s been Caleb’s friend for years, that’s seen the good and bad of the Hurley marriage—knows that pushing her will only make things worse.

But the largest part—the part that’s still half-hard from Victoria’s mouth, that can still feel the pressure of her throat around my cock—just wants her. Wants to finish what we started, to take her to bed and show her exactly what she’s been missing. Wants to make her forget Mark, forget her reservations, forget everything but the feel of my body against hers.

It’s wrong. I know it’s wrong. She’s married, she’s my best friend’s mom, she’s made it clear that she regrets what happened. And yet, as I sit by the pool, the sounds of the party drifting through the night air, all I can think about is Victoria—her lips around me, her throat accepting me, her eyes looking up at me with unmistakable desire.

The memory is enough to make my cock stir again, a fresh wave of want washing through me. I adjust myself with a wince, the sensitive head of my cock rubbing against my boxers. I should go back inside, should find Caleb and lose myself in the mindless fun of the party. Should try to forget about Victoria, about what happened between us, about the look in her eyes when she realized who I was.

But even as the thought forms, I know it’s impossible. Victoria has gotten under my skin in a way no one else ever has, has awakened a hunger in me that can’t be satisfied by anyone else. And as I stare up at the stars, listening to the distant sounds of laughter and music, I know with perfect clarity what I have to do.

I’m going to find her. I’m going to make her see that what happened between us wasn’t a mistake—it was the beginning of something real. I’m going to show her that she deserves better than a husband who cheats, better than a marriage built on lies. I’m going to make her mine.

And nothing—not Mark, not Caleb, not Victoria’s own fears—is going to stop me.


Chapter 8

I wake with a jolt, my heart hammering in my chest as last night’s memories come flooding back. Victoria on her knees in the darkness, my cock disappearing between her lips, her throat opening around me with hungry enthusiasm. Then her face when she realized who I was—the shock, the desire quickly suppressed, the hasty retreat. My cock stirs at the memory, already half-hard before my eyes are fully open.

Caleb is still asleep, sprawled across his bed with one arm flung over his face, snoring softly. The party raged until almost three in the morning, but I barely slept—my mind too full of Victoria, of what happened between us, of what might happen next. Every time I closed my eyes, I saw her face looking up at me, her lips stretched around my cock, her eyes dark with desire.

I slip out of bed quietly, careful not to wake Caleb. My mouth feels like it’s full of cotton, my head throbbing with a hangover that three Advil barely touches. The house is quiet as I make my way to the bathroom—too quiet after the chaos of last night. No music, no laughter, just the soft creak of the hardwood beneath my feet and the distant sound of water running somewhere downstairs.

Victoria. The thought sends a fresh jolt of heat through me. Is she thinking about me? About what we did? Or has she already put it out of her mind, written it off as a drunken mistake to be forgotten?

The shower does little to clear my head. If anything, the hot water beating down on my chest just brings the memories into sharper focus—Victoria’s mouth on me, her throat accepting me, her eyes looking up at me with unmistakable hunger. My cock hardens fully at the thought, the sensitive head rubbing against the shower wall as I lean forward to adjust the temperature.

“Fuck,” I groan, wrapping my hand around my length. It would be so easy to finish what Victoria started, to stroke myself to release while thinking of her. But even as my hand begins to move, I stop myself. If—when—I get Victoria again, I want to be fully present, not drained from jerking off in the shower.

I step out of the shower with my cock still painfully hard, wrapping a towel around my waist with a grimace. The house is coming alive now—the distant sound of cabinets opening and closing, the murmur of voices from downstairs. Caleb must be up, I realize, or maybe Mark. The thought of facing Victoria’s husband after what I did with his wife makes my stomach turn, but there’s nothing for it. I can’t hide in the bathroom all day.

I dress quickly—jeans and a plain gray t-shirt, nothing fancy—and make my way downstairs. The smell of coffee and bacon hits me as I reach the bottom of the stairs, making my mouth water despite my hangover. My stomach growls in anticipation as I follow the sounds to the kitchen.

And there she is.

Victoria stands at the stove, her back to the doorway, a spatula in her hand as she flips pancakes with practiced ease. But it’s not her casual morning routine that catches my attention—it’s how she’s dressed. A high-collared blouse in pale blue, buttoned all the way to her throat despite the warm kitchen. Severe black slacks that do nothing to showcase the curve of her ass, the length of her legs. Her hair is pulled back in a tight ponytail, not a strand out of place, her posture so rigid she might have a metal rod for a spine.

She looks like she’s dressed for a funeral—or a job interview at a bank. Nothing like the passionate woman who was on her knees for me last night, taking my cock with enthusiastic hunger. The contrast is so stark it’s almost funny.

Until she turns and sees me, and all thoughts of humor vanish.

Her eyes—those impossibly blue eyes that looked up at me with such desire last night—widen in shock before quickly looking away. Her cheeks flush a deep, telling pink, her hand tightening on the spatula until her knuckles go white.

“Good morning,” I say, my voice embarrassingly rough.

Victoria nods without looking at me, turning back to the stove with a jerkiness that speaks volumes. “Morning,” she replies, the word clipped and formal. “There’s coffee if you want some.”

She gestures to the pot on the counter, still not meeting my eyes. I nod, though she can’t see it, and move to pour myself a cup. The kitchen suddenly feels too small, the air between us charged with a tension so thick I could cut it with a knife.

Caleb saves us from having to continue the awkward exchange, stumbling into the kitchen with his hair standing on end and dark circles under his eyes. “Coffee,” he groans, reaching for the pot with grabby hands. “Need coffee.”

Victoria’s posture relaxes marginally at her son’s appearance, her focus shifting to him with visible relief. “How are you feeling?” she asks, her voice warming as she turns to him. “You were pretty far gone when Mark and I finally went to bed.”

Caleb shrugs, already gulping coffee like it’s water. “I’ve been worse,” he says with a grin. “Remember junior year, when I puked in the fountain?”

Victoria rolls her eyes, but there’s affection in the gesture. “How could I forget? I was cleaning pumpkin guts out of the driveway for a week.”

The normalcy of the exchange—mother and son discussing past misadventures—makes the tension between Victoria and me even more apparent. I stand at the edge of the kitchen island, coffee in hand, watching as she sets a plate of pancakes in front of Caleb with a fond smile.

“You want some?” she asks, finally looking at me directly. But the contact lasts only a second before her eyes dart away again, fixing on a point somewhere over my left shoulder.

“Sure,” I say, trying to keep my voice light. “Thanks.”

She nods, turning back to the stove to flip more pancakes. Her movements are mechanical, practiced—flip, slide onto plate, repeat. No wasted motion, no unnecessary contact. When she sets the plate in front of me, she’s careful to keep at least a foot between us, her body angled away from mine.

It’s like I have the plague, or worse—like I’m a constant, painful reminder of something she’d rather forget. The rejection stings more than it should, settling in my chest like a physical weight. Last night, she couldn’t get enough of me—was practically begging for my cock in her mouth. Now she can’t even look at me without flushing with what might be embarrassment or shame.

We eat in relative silence, the only conversation coming from Caleb as he describes various moments from the party I was too distracted to notice. Victoria responds with appropriate noises—laughs at the funny parts, expressions of sympathy at the embarrassing ones—but her eyes never once meet mine across the table. When she thinks I’m not looking, I catch her studying me—my hands, my chest, the line of my jaw—but the moment she realizes I’ve noticed, she looks away, her cheeks flushing that same telling pink.

It should be discouraging—this clear evidence that she regrets what happened between us, that she’s determined to pretend it never occurred. But there’s something in her avoidance, in the way her body tenses whenever I’m near, that gives me hope. If she really wanted to forget, she wouldn’t be so careful to keep her distance, wouldn’t be so aware of my every movement. She’d treat me like she always has—with casual affection, like the extra son she never had.

But this Victoria—this stiff, formal, couldn’t-look-me-in-the-eye-if-her-life-depended-on-it Victoria—is someone completely new. Someone who’s seen me at my most vulnerable, who’s had me at my most primal. Someone who knows exactly what I look like when I come, who’s tasted me, swallowed me, taken me deeper than anyone ever has.

And that knowledge—that intimate, visceral connection—hangs between us with every awkward silence, every averted gaze.

We finish breakfast in record time, Victoria practically bolting from the table the moment Caleb sets down his fork. “I have some things to do upstairs,” she says, already moving toward the doorway. “You boys enjoy your day.”

And then she’s gone, her footsteps quick on the stairs, the sound of her bedroom door closing with unmistakable finality.

“Mom’s acting weird,” Caleb observes, reaching for the orange juice. “You notice that?”

I nod, not trusting myself to speak. Weird doesn’t begin to cover it. Tortured, maybe. Conflicted. Hungry despite herself.

“She and Dad had another fight last night,” Caleb continues, oblivious to my internal struggle. “After the party. I heard them yelling after I went to bed.” He shrugs, used to his parents’ drama. “Probably about that girl he was dancing with. Mom gets pissed when he flirts too obviously.”

The casual mention of Mark’s infidelity—of the reason Victoria was vulnerable enough to seek comfort in my arms—makes my blood boil. How could he do that to her? How could he look at another woman when he has Victoria—beautiful, passionate Victoria with her hungry mouth and eager body—waiting for him at home?

“He’s an idiot,” I say, the words coming out harder than I intended.

Caleb looks surprised for a moment, then nods in agreement. “Yeah, well, that’s Dad. Always has been.” He drains his orange juice, setting the glass down with a clink. “Anyway, he’s gone to the office for a few hours. Some crisis with a client.” He rolls his eyes. “Like there’s ever not a crisis with a client.”

Mark’s gone. The house is empty except for Caleb, Victoria, and me. And Victoria is upstairs, hiding from what happened between us, from the desire she can’t quite suppress no matter how conservatively she dresses.

I know what I need to do.


Chapter 9

I wait until Caleb disappears upstairs before making my move. My heart hammers in my chest as I climb the stairs, each step bringing me closer to Victoria’s door—to the conversation we need to have, to the woman who’s consumed my thoughts since the moment I first laid eyes on her. But when I knock on her bedroom door, there’s no answer—just the soft sound of the shower running through the closed bathroom door. She’s washing away the night, I realize. Washing away what we did, what we shared. The thought makes my stomach twist with a mix of frustration and longing.

I retreat downstairs, unsure what to do next. Maybe she needs time—time to process what happened, to come to terms with the desire that’s clearly still burning between us. Maybe I should give her space, let her come to me when she’s ready.

But as I wander through the empty living room, picking up discarded red cups and wiping spills from the coffee table, I can’t shake the memory of her face when she realized who I was—the shock quickly followed by something that might have been regret, might have been fear, but wasn’t, I’m sure of it, disgust. She wanted me. Wants me still. I could see it in the way she couldn’t look at me this morning, in the flush that painted her cheeks whenever I was near.

The sound of breaking glass cuts through my thoughts, followed immediately by a choked sob. I’m on my feet in an instant, following the sound to the kitchen with my heart in my throat. Please don’t let her be hurt, I think desperately. Please don’t let—

But it’s not physical pain that’s causing Victoria’s distress. She stands in the middle of the kitchen, a broken wine glass at her feet, her shoulders shaking with silent sobs. Another glass—this one intact—is clutched in her hand, the deep red liquid sloshing dangerously close to the rim with each tremor. She hasn’t noticed me yet, too caught up in whatever grief has her in its grip to register my presence.

“Victoria?” I say softly, not wanting to startle her.

She whirls around, eyes wide with shock before narrowing in what might be anger or embarrassment. “What are you doing here?” she demands, her voice thick with tears. “I thought you’d gone with Caleb.”

I shake my head, taking a careful step toward her. “He’s upstairs. I stayed behind to...” I trail off, unsure how to finish the sentence. To talk to you? To convince you that what happened between us wasn’t a mistake? To beg you to let me finish what we started?

But Victoria isn’t listening. She turns away, setting her wine glass on the counter with a hand that isn’t quite steady. “You should go,” she says, her back to me as she reaches for a dish towel. “I’m fine. Just... dropped a glass.”

But she’s not fine—that much is obvious from the tension in her shoulders, the occasional hitch in her breathing. Something’s happened, something beyond the awkwardness of our post-blowjob encounter. Something that’s broken through the careful facade she’s been maintaining all morning.

“What’s wrong?” I ask, moving closer despite her obvious desire for distance. “Victoria, please. Talk to me.”

She laughs, the sound broken and bitter. “What’s wrong?” she repeats, turning to face me with eyes that blaze with a mixture of hurt and fury. “What’s wrong is that my husband is fucking his secretary. What’s wrong is that I just found a video on his phone of her sucking his dick while he talks about what a cold bitch I am. What’s wrong is that I’ve spent twenty-three years building a life with a man who thinks I’m replaceable by the first pair of tits that crosses his path.”

Each word is like a physical blow, her voice rising with each accusation until she’s practically shouting. Her cheeks are flushed, her eyes bright with unshed tears, her chest heaving with the force of her emotion. She’s beautiful in her rage—wild and passionate and so fucking alive it makes my heart ache.

“That’s what’s wrong,” she finishes, her voice finally breaking on the last word. “That’s what’s fucking wrong with me.”

And then she’s crying in earnest, great heaving sobs that shake her whole body. The wine glass falls from her suddenly nerveless fingers, joining its partner on the tile in a shower of crimson droplets. But Victoria doesn’t seem to notice, doesn’t seem to care about the broken glass or the spreading stain as she wraps her arms around herself, as if trying to hold the pieces together.

I’m across the kitchen in three quick strides, my arms going around her before I can think better of it. For one tense moment, she stands rigid in my embrace, her body rejecting the comfort I’m offering. Then, with a broken sound that might be my name, she collapses against me, her face buried in my chest as she cries.

“It’s okay,” I murmur, one hand coming up to cradle the back of her head. “I’ve got you. It’s okay.”

But it’s not okay—not even close. Victoria is hurting, betrayed by the man who’s supposed to love her, destroyed by the knowledge that she’s not enough. And all I can do is hold her as she falls apart, my hand making soothing circles on her back, my lips pressed to the top of her head in what’s meant to be a gesture of comfort.

Except it’s not just comfort I’m feeling. With Victoria in my arms—her body pressed against mine, her tears soaking through my shirt, her scent filling my lungs with each breath—desire flares hot and urgent. My cock stirs, hardening against her stomach as she shifts in my embrace. I should be ashamed, should be focused solely on her pain, but all I can think about is how right she feels against me, how perfectly we fit together.

Victoria must feel it too—the change in my body, the sudden tension in my muscles. She goes still in my arms, her crying subsiding to the occasional hiccup as she becomes aware of the hardening length pressed against her. For one endless moment, we stand frozen in each other’s embrace, the air between us charged with a tension that has nothing to do with grief and everything to do with want.

Then Victoria looks up, her eyes meeting mine with a hunger that takes my breath away. Her lips are parted, slightly swollen from biting them to hold back her sobs, a tear tracking down one flushed cheek. She’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen, and in that moment, I know with perfect clarity that I would do anything—absolutely anything—to make her mine.

“Liam,” she whispers, my name a prayer on her lips.

That’s all it takes—the sound of my name in her mouth, the feel of her body against mine, the look in her eyes that matches the desire burning through me—and I’m lost. My hand moves to her face, thumb brushing away the tear on her cheek as my head bends toward hers.

Our lips meet in a kiss that’s nothing like the desperate, hungry exchange in the closet. This is softer, almost reverent—my mouth moving against hers with careful tenderness, my hand cradling her jaw with a gentleness that belies the desire raging through me. Victoria makes a small sound—half sob, half moan—as her lips part beneath mine, her tongue meeting my own in a dance that quickly grows more urgent.

One kiss becomes two, becomes three, becomes a desperate exchange of breath and touch as Victoria’s hands fist in my shirt, pulling me closer. Her body presses against mine, her breasts soft through the thin fabric of her blouse, her hips seeking the hardness of my cock through our clothes. The taste of wine and salt tears fills my mouth as her tongue explores, as her teeth catch my lower lip in a bite that’s just short of pain.

“Victoria,” I groan against her mouth, my hand sliding from her face to her neck, then lower to the first button of her blouse. “Please. I need—”

“Yes,” she breathes, the word hot against my lips. “God, yes. Please, Liam.”

That’s all the encouragement I need. My hands move to the buttons of her blouse, fumbling in my haste as I work my way down. Victoria helps, her own fingers making quick work of my belt, my button, my zipper. The sound of her desperate breathing, the occasional broken sob as emotion overtakes her—it’s the hottest thing I’ve ever heard, driving me on as I push her blouse from her shoulders.

It lands on the floor with a soft thud, followed quickly by her bra as my hands move to the front clasp. And then her breasts are free—full and heavy and perfect, their dark pink nipples already hard with desire. I can’t resist lowering my head, taking one peaked tip into my mouth with a hunger that surprises us both.

Victoria gasps, her back arching to push her breast more firmly into my mouth. “Yes,” she hisses, one hand tangling in my hair to hold me in place. “Just like that. Don’t stop.”

I have no intention of stopping. My mouth works her nipple with desperate attention, tongue circling the hardened peak before sucking it deep. My free hand moves to her other breast, thumb brushing over the nipple in counterpoint to my mouth’s movements. Victoria moans, the sound going straight to my already hard cock as it strains against the confines of my boxers.

“Too many clothes,” she gasps, her hands pushing at my shirt. “Need to feel you.”

I straighten reluctantly, allowing her to pull my shirt over my head before returning to her breasts with renewed enthusiasm. Victoria’s hands move to my belt, working it open with practiced ease before pushing my jeans and boxers down in one smooth motion. My cock springs free, the head already beading with pre-cum as it presses against her stomach.

“Fuck,” Victoria breathes, her hand wrapping around my length with reverent attention. “You’re even bigger than I thought.”

The casual admission—that she’s thought about my cock, about how it would feel in her hand, in her mouth, inside her—sends a fresh surge of heat through me. My hips buck involuntarily, pushing my cock deeper into her grip as my mouth moves from her breast to her neck, teeth grazing the sensitive spot just below her ear.

“I’ve wanted you for so long,” I admit, the words torn from somewhere deep inside me. “Since the first time I saw you. Couldn’t stop thinking about you. About this.”

Victoria moans, her hand moving faster on my cock, her other hand clutching at my shoulder for balance. “Me too,” she confesses, her voice thick with desire. “God, Liam, me too.”

The confirmation—that she’s wanted me, has fantasized about me just as I’ve fantasized about her—destroys the last of my control. My hands move to her slacks, pushing them down her legs along with her panties in one desperate motion. Victoria steps out of them, kicking the tangled fabric aside as my hands move to her ass, lifting her onto the kitchen island in a move that has her gasping in surprise.

“Liam,” she starts, but whatever she was going to say is lost as my mouth finds hers again, my hand moving between her legs to find her already wet and ready. “Fuck,” she groans against my lips as my fingers slide through her folds. “So wet. So fucking wet for you.”

I can feel it—the slick evidence of her desire coating my fingers as they circle her entrance. She’s soaking, her pussy clenching around nothing, begging to be filled. The knowledge that she’s this turned on—that she wants me this badly—makes my cock throb painfully, a fresh drop of pre-cum beading at the tip.

“Need to be inside you,” I tell her, my voice barely recognizable to my own ears. “Now, Victoria. Please.”

She nods, her eyes dark with desire as her legs spread wider, inviting me in. “Yes,” she agrees, her hand moving from my cock to guide me to her entrance. “Now, Liam. Please.”

I position myself at her opening, the head of my cock pressing against her wet heat. For one heart-stopping moment, we stare at each other—Victoria with her hair mussed from my hands, her lips swollen from my kisses, her breasts heaving with each quick breath; me with my cock at her entrance, my body trembling with the effort of holding back.

Then Victoria’s hand moves to my hip, her nails digging into the skin as she pulls me forward. “Fuck me,” she demands, her voice raw with need. “Please, Liam. I need you.”

That’s all it takes. With one powerful thrust, I’m inside her, my cock sliding into her wet heat with surprising ease. Victoria cries out—a mix of pleasure and pain that goes straight to my groin—her back arching as she takes me deeper. Her pussy clenches around me, hot and tight and so fucking perfect I can barely think past the sensation.

“Fuck,” I groan, my hands gripping her hips to hold her in place as I push deeper. “You feel amazing. So tight. So fucking wet.”

Victoria moans, her head falling back as her body accepts more of my length. “You’re so big,” she gasps, her inner walls fluttering around me. “So much bigger than—”

She breaks off, but I know what she was going to say. Bigger than Mark. Better than Mark. The thought sends a surge of possessive satisfaction through me, my cock hardening even further as I bottom out inside her, my balls pressed against the curve of her ass.

“Mine,” I growl, the word torn from somewhere deep inside me. “You’re mine now, Victoria. Say it.”

Her eyes meet mine, dark with desire and something that might be surprise. For a moment, I think she’s going to refuse—going to remind me that she’s married, that this is just a moment of weakness, that it can’t happen again. But then her hand moves to my face, her thumb brushing over my lower lip with surprising tenderness.

“Yours,” she agrees, her voice steady despite the desire burning in her eyes. “I’m yours, Liam. Now fuck me like you mean it.”

I give her exactly what she’s asking for. My hands tighten on her hips, fingers digging into the soft flesh as I pull her forward to meet my thrust. The first one is hard and deep, my cock sliding into her wet heat with enough force to push her back an inch on the cold granite. Victoria gasps, her head falling back as her body accepts me, her inner walls clenching around my length with surprised pleasure.

“That’s it,” I growl, already pulling back for another thrust. “Take it all.”

The second thrust is even harder, my hips snapping forward with enough force to rock the heavy island. Victoria cries out, her hands flying to my shoulders for balance as her body adjusts to my size, my pace. Her pussy is so fucking wet, each thrust smoother than the last as her natural lubrication coats my cock, allowing me to slide deeper with each powerful movement.

“Fuck,” I groan, my hands moving from her hips to her ass, lifting her slightly to change the angle. “You feel amazing. So tight. So fucking perfect.”

Victoria can only moan in response, her eyes closed, her lips parted on desperate breaths. Her body is already responding, her inner walls fluttering around my cock, her hips rising to meet each thrust. I watch, mesmerized, as her breasts bounce with each powerful movement—full and heavy and perfect, their dark pink nipples hard with desire.

“Look at me,” I demand, one hand moving to her face, thumb brushing over her lower lip. “I want to see your eyes when you come.”

Her eyes flutter open, meeting mine with a hunger that matches my own. There’s something there—something beyond desire, beyond the physical pleasure building between us—that makes my chest ache. Trust, maybe. Or relief. The knowledge that she’s found what she’s been missing, that she’s exactly where she’s supposed to be.

“Mine,” I say again, the word both question and statement. “Say it, Victoria. Tell me you’re mine.”

“Yes,” she gasps, her back arching as I hit a spot deep inside her that makes her vision blur. “Yours, Liam. Only yours.”

The admission sends a fresh surge of heat through me, my cock hardening even further as I pound into her with renewed enthusiasm. Victoria’s hands move from my shoulders to the edge of the island, bracing herself as my thrusts grow harder, more deliberate. Her breasts bounce with each movement, their perfect roundness a visual feast that drives me on.

Victoria’s moan is a broken, breathy thing—half-sob, half-plea—as her body clenches around me like a fucking vice. Her pussy is dripping, slick heat hugging my cock so tight I can feel every goddamn pulse of her greedy little cunt. She’s not just taking me—she’s milking me, those velvety walls fluttering, spasming, sucking me deeper with every filthy thrust.

Her tits? Christ. Heavy, perfect fucking handfuls, bouncing like they’re begging to be bitten. Those dark pink nipples are hard as diamonds, pebbled and desperate for my mouth. I lean down, dragging my teeth over one, and her back arches off the bed like I’ve electrocuted her. ”Liam—!”

I don’t let up. Fuck no. I slam into her harder, my balls slapping against her ass, the wet smack of skin on skin drowning out her whimpers. Her thighs tremble, her nails clawing at my back, leaving red trails like she’s marking me as hers.

Her hips buck, trying to match me, but I pin her down, grinding deep, making her feel every thick inch. “You like that? Like how I split you open?”

She can’t even answer—just chokes on another moan, her cunt squeezing me like it’s trying to fucking wring me dry. I can taste her on my tongue, that sweet, musky fucking scent of her arousal thick in the air.

“Touch yourself,” I tell her, my voice barely recognizable to my own ears. “I want to feel you come around my cock.”

Something flashes in her eyes—surprise, maybe, or desire at the command—before her hand moves between her legs, fingers finding her clit with practiced ease. The moment she touches herself, her body responds, her inner walls clenching around me with renewed intensity.

“That’s it,” I encourage, watching her face as pleasure builds. “Make yourself come. I want to feel it.”

Victoria moans, her head falling back as her fingers work her clit in quick, desperate circles. Her other hand braces against the island, her body rocking with each of my thrusts. I can feel her getting close—her pussy growing tighter around my cock, her breathing becoming more ragged, small, broken sounds escaping her lips with each downward movement.

“I’m close,” she gasps, her eyes finding mine with desperate need. “So close, Liam. Don’t stop.”

“I’ve got you,” I promise, one hand moving to cover hers between her legs, adding pressure to her movements. “Come for me, Victoria. Let go.”

That’s all it takes. With a cry that’s half sob, half shout, Victoria comes apart around me—her back arching, her inner walls clamping down on my cock with enough force to make my vision blur. Her pussy pulses around me, milking my length as wave after wave of pleasure crashes through her. I keep thrusting, riding out her orgasm, my hand still working her clit as she shakes and trembles beneath me.

“Fuck,” I groan, feeling her tight channel squeeze my cock with each pulse. “That’s it. Take it all. So fucking beautiful when you come.”

Victoria can only moan in response, her body still caught in the throes of her release. Her inner walls continue to flutter around me, each contraction drawing me deeper, pushing me closer to my own edge. But I’m not ready to come yet—not when I’ve only just gotten started, not when Victoria is just beginning to experience what I can give her.

As her breathing begins to slow, as the intense pulses of her orgasm give way to the aftershocks, I ease my thrusts, allowing her a moment to recover. But I don’t stop—can’t stop, not when she feels so good around me, not when each thrust sends fresh pleasure racing up my spine.

“You okay?” I ask, brushing a strand of hair from her sweat-dampened forehead. “Too much?”

Victoria shakes her head, a slow smile spreading across her face. “Not even close,” she says, her voice husky with satisfaction. “I want more. Give me more, Liam.”

The challenge in her voice—the clear evidence that she’s nowhere near done with me—sends a fresh surge of heat through me. My cock, which had begun to soften slightly after her intense orgasm, hardens fully again, pressing against her sensitive inner walls with renewed enthusiasm.

This time, I’m not just fucking her—I’m ruining her. Every thrust is a goddamn masterpiece, my cock pistoning deep, so deep, until the swollen head rams right into that sweet, spongy spot that makes her scream. I can feel her walls clenching around me, greedy little muscles milking me, begging for more even though she just came.

Her nails rake down my chest, leaving angry red trails. Good. I want her marked up, wrecked, mine.

“You like that, baby?” I growl, voice rough as gravel. “Like how I stretch you open? How you drip all over my cock?”

She whimpers, thighs trembling, but I don’t slow down. I grind into her, rolling my hips just to hear her gasp. Her tits bounce with every brutal stroke, nipples hard as fucking diamonds, and I lean down to bite one—hard.

“L-Liam!” Her back arches, her cunt pulsing around me.

“Yeah, scream for me,” I snar, slamming home again. “You take me so fucking good, Victoria. So tight. Like you were made for this cock.”

Her fingers tangle in my hair, yanking, and I laugh—dark, filthy. She’s close. I can feel it in the way her breath hitches, the way her pussy flutters around me like a goddamn vice.

“Gonna come again?” I taunt, dragging my tongue up her throat. “Gonna squirt all over me like the desperate little slut you are?”

“I’m getting close again,” she gasps, her hips rising to meet each thrust. “So soon. It’s never—you’re so—”

She sobs, hips bucking, and I lose it. My hand snakes between us, thumb circling her clit in rough, punishing circles.

“Do it,” I command. “Come.”

And she shatters.

With a cry that’s equal parts surprise and pleasure, Victoria comes again—this time with a deeper, more rolling intensity that has her whole body shaking. Her pussy grips my cock with rhythmic contractions, each one drawing me deeper, pushing me closer to the edge of my own control. Her back arches, her head pressing into the cold granite as pleasure overwhelms her.

“Fuck,” I groan, feeling her tight channel milk my length with each pulse. “That’s it. Take it. So fucking perfect.”

Unlike her first orgasm—sharp and intense and over almost as soon as it began—this one seems to go on forever, wave after wave of pleasure crashing through her willing body. I keep thrusting, riding out each contraction, my hand moving from her breast to her face, thumb brushing over her lower lip in a gesture that’s almost reverent.

When the final pulses finally subside, Victoria lies boneless against the island, her chest heaving with each desperate breath, a fine sheen of sweat making her golden skin glow in the afternoon light. She’s beautiful—absolutely fucking perfect—and the knowledge that I did that, that I brought her that much pleasure, makes my chest swell with possessive satisfaction.

But I’m nowhere near done with her. My cock is still rock hard inside her, still desperate for its own release. And Victoria—beautiful, responsive Victoria with her hungry mouth and eager body—is just getting warmed up.

I don’t slow down, don’t give her a chance to recover. Instead, I keep thrusting, my pace steady and relentless. Victoria moans, a sound that’s equal parts pleasure and protest, as her still-sensitive nerves sing back to life.

“Liam,” she gasps, one hand coming up to brace against my chest. “Please. I need a minute.”

I shake my head, my hand moving to cover hers, lacing our fingers together before pressing her palm back to the island. “No,” I tell her, my voice barely recognizable to my own ears. “You don’t. Your body’s just getting started.”

And to prove my point, I change the angle, my cock now hitting that perfect spot deep inside her with unerring accuracy. Victoria gasps, her eyes widening with surprise as fresh pleasure begins to build.

“See?” I say with a satisfied grin. “Told you.”

This time, the orgasm builds more slowly—a gradual climb rather than the sudden, overwhelming peak of her previous climax. I can see it in her face, in the way her expression shifts from surprised pleasure to focused desire, in the slight furrow between her brows as she concentrates on the feeling. Her pussy grows slicker around me, each thrust smoother than the last as her natural lubrication increases.

“That’s it,” I encourage, one hand moving to her thigh, pushing it higher to open her wider. “Let it happen. I’ve got you.”

Victoria nods, her eyes locked on mine with an intensity that makes my heart race. There’s trust there—pure, unadulterated trust—that humbles me even as it drives me on. She’s giving me everything—her body, her pleasure, her complete surrender—and I’m determined to make it worth her while.

The third orgasm, when it finally hits, is different from the others—deeper, more internal, a rolling wave of pleasure that seems to start at her core and radiate outward. There’s no shouting this time, no dramatic arching of her back or clutching of my shoulders. Instead, Victoria goes completely still, her eyes widening as the pleasure overtakes her, a single, broken sound escaping her lips as her pussy contracts around me with rhythmic intensity.

“Fuck,” I groan, feeling her inner walls flutter against my cock. “That’s it. Take it. So fucking beautiful.”

I keep thrusting through her climax, my pace never faltering despite the growing pressure in my balls. Each downward movement pushes her further into pleasure, each withdrawal leaves her gasping for more. Victoria’s hand moves to my face, her fingers tracing the line of my jaw with surprising tenderness despite the intensity of her release.

And still, I’m not done. My cock remains rock hard inside her, still desperate for its own release. The sight of Victoria—beautiful, responsive Victoria with her hungry mouth and eager body—is enough to keep me going despite the growing pressure in my balls.

“You’re incredible,” I tell her, my hand moving to brush a strand of hair from her sweat-dampened forehead. “The most amazing thing I’ve ever seen.”

Victoria laughs, the sound slightly breathless. “I think you broke me,” she says, her voice husky with satisfaction. “I’ve never... that’s never happened before.”

The casual admission—that I’ve given her something no one else ever has—sends a surge of possessive satisfaction through me. My hand moves to her face, thumb brushing over her lower lip in a gesture that’s almost reverent.

“Get used to it,” I tell her, already feeling my hips begin to speed up again. “I’m just getting started.”

The intensity between us doesn’t diminish—if anything, it grows stronger with each passing second. My hips continue their relentless pace, my cock sliding in and out of Victoria’s wet heat with increasing urgency. She matches me thrust for thrust, her body responding with an enthusiasm that belies the multiple orgasms she’s already had. But I can feel it building—that familiar pressure at the base of my spine, the tightening of my balls, the pre-cum leaking from my tip to ease my way. I’m getting close—so fucking close—and the thought of filling her, of marking her as mine in the most primal way possible, makes my head spin.

“Victoria,” I groan, my voice barely recognizable to my own ears. “I’m getting close. Where do you want it?”

She looks up at me, her blue eyes dark with desire, her cheeks flushed with exertion. For a moment, she seems confused by the question—then understanding dawns, her lips curving in a smile that’s equal parts mischievous and hungry.

“Inside me,” she says, her voice husky with need. “I want to feel you come inside me.”

The permission—the explicit invitation to claim her in the most intimate way possible—sends a fresh surge of heat through me. My hips snap forward with renewed enthusiasm, my cock driving deep into her wet heat as pleasure begins to crest.

“Fuck,” I gasp, feeling my release begin to build. “Yes. God, yes.”

But just as I’m about to tip over the edge, Victoria’s hands come to my chest, pushing me back slightly. “Wait,” she says, her expression shifting to something that might be uncertainty. “I... I can’t. Not this time.”

I freeze, my hips stilling as I struggle to process her sudden change of heart. “What?” I ask, the word coming out harder than I intended. “You don’t want—”

“I want,” Victoria interrupts, her hand moving to my face, thumb brushing over my lower lip in a gesture that’s almost reverent. “God, Liam, I want. But not inside me. Not...” She hesitates, clearly searching for the right words. “Not yet.”

The qualification—the implication that there might be a “yet,” a future where she’s ready for that level of intimacy—sends a surge of possessive satisfaction through me. But it doesn’t solve the immediate problem of my rapidly approaching orgasm.

“Where, then?” I ask, my voice strained with the effort of holding back. “Because I’m about two seconds from coming, and I really need to know.”

Something flashes in Victoria’s eyes—a heat, a hunger that makes my cock throb painfully. “My face,” she says, the words barely audible. “I want it on my face.”

The request—so crude, so explicit from Victoria’s usually refined mouth—destroys the last of my control. With a groan that’s half pleasure, half frustration, I pull out of her in one smooth motion, my cock springing free to stand proudly at attention. Pre-cum beads at the tip, a drop trailing down my length to where Victoria’s desire has made me slick.

“Like this?” I ask, already moving to stand over her where she lies on the island, my cock level with her face.

Victoria nods, her eyes fixed on my length with unmistakable hunger. “Yes,” she says, her voice steady despite the flush painting her cheeks. “Just like that.”

She slides forward on the island until her head is hanging slightly over the edge, her blonde hair cascading toward the floor in a golden waterfall. The position pushes her breasts up and out, their perfect roundness a visual feast that makes my cock throb painfully. But it’s her face that holds my attention—her lips parted in anticipation, her eyes dark with desire, her cheeks flushed with the same need that’s burning through me.

“Fuck,” I groan, wrapping my hand around my length. “You’re so fucking beautiful like this.”

Victoria smiles, the expression equal parts shy and hungry. “Show me,” she says, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. “Show me how much you want me.”

That’s all the encouragement I need. My hand begins to move, stroking from base to tip with quick, deliberate movements. The sensation is electric—my cock hypersensitive after the intense fucking, each stroke sending sparks of pleasure racing up my spine. I’m so close already, the pressure building at the base of my spine, my balls drawing tight against my body.

“I’m close,” I warn, my voice shaking with the effort of holding back. “So fucking close, Victoria.”

She nods, her eyes never leaving my cock as it disappears into my fist with each downward stroke. “Let me,” she says, reaching up to cover my hand with her own. “I want to feel it.”

Her fingers are warm against mine, her touch surprisingly confident as she guides my movements. Together, we work my cock—her hand over mine, her thumb brushing over the sensitive spot just under the head with each upward stroke. The dual sensation—her hand on mine, her eyes on my cock, the memory of her pussy clenching around me just moments before—pushes me rapidly toward the edge.

“Fuck,” I groan, feeling my release begin to build. “That’s it. Right there. Don’t stop.”

Victoria doesn’t stop—if anything, her movements grow more deliberate, more focused on the sensitive head of my cock. Her free hand moves to my thigh, fingers digging into the muscle as if to hold me in place. The slight pain—the possessive gesture—sends a fresh surge of heat through me, my cock jerking in our joined grip.

“I’m going to come,” I warn, my voice barely above a whisper. “Going to cover that pretty face. Are you ready?”

Victoria nods, her eyes meeting mine with an intensity that makes my heart race. “Yes,” she says, the word both permission and encouragement. “Do it, Liam. Now.”

That’s all it takes. With a groan that’s torn from somewhere deep inside me, I come—my cock pulsing as the first rope of cum shoots from the tip to land on Victoria’s cheek. She gasps at the contact, her hand freezing on mine as the warm fluid hits her skin. But she doesn’t pull away—if anything, she leans closer, her eyes locked on my face as the second pulse hits her chin, the third her parted lips.

“Fuck,” I groan, feeling the intense pleasure race through me. “That’s it. Take it all.”

And she does—each pulse of my release finding its mark on her beautiful face, her skin, her lips, the tip of her tongue visible as she opens her mouth to accept more. The sight is almost too much to bear—Victoria, beautiful, composed Victoria with my cum on her face, in her mouth, marking her as mine in the most primal way possible.

When the final pulses subside, leaving me shaking and spent, Victoria looks up at me with eyes that are dark with a mixture of satisfaction and lingering desire. My release covers her face—a white streak across one cheek, a drop on her chin, more on her lips where her tongue darts out to taste it. She’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen, and the knowledge that I did that—that I marked her, claimed her, made her mine—sends a fresh surge of possessive satisfaction through me.

“Fuck,” I breathe, my hand moving to her face, thumb brushing a drop of cum from her lower lip. “You’re incredible.”

Victoria laughs, the sound slightly breathless. “You’re not so bad yourself,” she says, her voice husky with satisfaction.

Both of us are breathing hard, our foreheads pressed together in a gesture of unexpected intimacy. Victoria’s hand moves to my face, her thumb brushing over my lower lip with surprising tenderness.

“That was...” she starts, then breaks off with a small laugh. “I don’t even have words.”

I nod, unable to speak past the lump in my throat. There are no words—nothing adequate to describe what just happened between us, the intensity, the connection, the raw fucking hunger that drove us both. So instead of trying, I simply pull her closer, my arms going around her waist as I press my lips to the top of her head.

We stay like that for a long moment, wrapped in each other’s arms on the cold granite of the kitchen island, the only sound our gradually slowing breaths. It’s perfect—absolutely fucking perfect—and I never want it to end.

We sit there in the aftermath, our bodies still pressed together, hearts pounding in matching rhythms. Victoria’s head rests against my chest, her breath warm through the thin fabric of my shirt. My arms are wrapped around her waist, holding her close as if afraid she might disappear if I let go. The kitchen is quiet except for the sound of our gradually slowing breaths and the occasional soft creak of the house settling. It’s perfect—peaceful in a way I never expected our first time together to be—and for one perfect moment, I allow myself to believe that this is just the beginning.

“I still can’t believe that just happened,” I murmur, my hand making slow circles on Victoria’s bare back. Her skin is warm beneath my palm, slightly damp with the sweat of our exertions. “It’s like something out of a dream.”

Victoria laughs, the sound slightly muffled against my chest. “If it is, don’t wake me up,” she says, her voice husky with satisfaction. She tilts her head back to look at me, her blue eyes bright with a mixture of pleasure and wonder. “That was...”

“Fucking incredible,” I finish for her, unable to keep the grin from my face. “You’re fucking incredible.”

She smiles, a slow, sensual curve of her lips that makes my cock stir despite our recent activities. “You’re not so bad yourself,” she says, her hand moving to my face, thumb brushing over my lower lip in a gesture that’s almost reverent. “I’ve wondered, you know. What it would be like. With you.”

The casual admission—that she’s thought about me, has fantasized about me just as I’ve fantasized about her—sends a surge of possessive satisfaction through me. My hand moves to her face, fingers tangling in her sweat-dampened hair as I pull her closer for a kiss.

“Was it everything you hoped for?” I ask against her lips, unable to keep the note of pride from my voice.

Victoria’s smile turns wicked. “Better,” she says, just before her mouth meets mine in a kiss that’s equal parts tender and hungry. “So much better than I—”

The unmistakable rumble of the garage door opening cuts through her words like a bucket of ice water. We freeze, our lips still pressed together, our bodies suddenly tense with shock. For one endless moment, neither of us moves—as if by staying perfectly still, we might somehow escape the reality of what’s happening.

Then Victoria is pushing away from me, her eyes wide with panic. “Oh my god,” she gasps, already scrambling off the island. “Mark. He must have forgotten something. Oh my god, oh my god, oh my god.”

The repetition—the raw fear in her voice—sends a surge of adrenaline through me. I’m off the island in an instant, reaching for my jeans with suddenly shaking hands. “It’s okay,” I say, though it’s clearly not. “We’ll figure this out. Just—”

But Victoria isn’t listening. She’s in full panic mode, one hand frantically trying to wipe the evidence of my release from her face while the other reaches for her discarded clothes. “He can’t see you,” she hisses, her voice sharp with fear. “He can’t know. He’ll—”

She doesn’t finish the sentence, doesn’t need to. The implications are clear enough in the terror written across her features. Mark will be furious—beyond furious—if he finds me here, if he realizes what we’ve been doing. The fact that he’s been cheating on her for God knows how long won’t matter; all that will matter is that his wife was with another man. With me.

“Hide,” Victoria says, already pulling her blouse over her head with desperate movements. “Behind the island. Now, Liam. Please.”

I don’t argue—there’s no time. As the sound of the garage door closing echoes through the house, I grab my boxers and jeans with one quick motion, diving behind the massive kitchen island just as the side door from the garage swings open.

From my hiding place—crouched on the cold tile, my back pressed against the wooden cabinet, my heart hammering so loudly I’m sure it can be heard throughout the house—I can see only a narrow slice of the kitchen. Victoria’s legs, visible from mid-thigh down as she stands by the sink, one hand still trying to wipe the last traces of my cum from her face. The edge of the island, its granite top still bearing the imprint of our bodies from our passionate encounter. And beyond that, nothing—just the empty doorway and the sound of approaching footsteps.

“Victoria?” Mark’s voice carries clearly from the hallway, accompanied by the sound of keys dropping on the entry table. “You in the kitchen?”

There’s a moment of silence—Victoria, presumably, too shocked to respond—before Mark appears in my limited field of vision. He’s dressed for the office—navy suit, red tie, leather briefcase in one hand—but there’s something off about his appearance. His hair is mussed, as if he’s been running his hands through it, and his tie is loosened, the top button of his shirt undone. He looks like a man who’s had a rough morning—or a very good one.

“Hey,” he says, his eyes narrowing as he takes in Victoria’s appearance. “What’s wrong with you? You look like you’ve been running a marathon.”

From my hiding place, I can’t see Victoria’s face—can only imagine the flush that must be painting her cheeks, the desperate attempt at composure that’s probably written across her features. But I can hear the careful neutrality in her voice as she responds.

“I’m fine,” she says, the words slightly clipped. “Just cleaning up. The kitchen’s a mess from last night.”

Mark makes a noncommittal noise, already moving toward the counter where his wallet presumably sits. “Yeah, well, it was a good party,” he says, his tone making it clear that the conversation is merely a formality. “Sorry to rush out like this, but Johnson’s being a pain in the ass about the Peterson account. Wants a full report by three.”

He’s getting closer—each step bringing him nearer to my hiding place, to the moment when he rounds the island and finds me crouched on the floor with my pants around my ankles. My heart hammers in my chest, each beat seeming to echo in the suddenly quiet kitchen. Please, I think desperately. Please just grab your wallet and go.

“So I’ll be late,” Mark continues, now directly in front of the island, his back to my hiding place. “Don’t wait up. Might be a while.”

There’s a moment of silence—Mark, presumably, grabbing his wallet from the counter—before the sound of his footsteps resumes, moving away from the island toward the garage door. “See you tonight,” he calls over his shoulder, already halfway to the door. “Love you.”

The casual endearment—so at odds with the man who was just caught cheating, who’s been betraying his wife for God knows how long—makes my blood boil. But there’s no time for anger, no space for the possessive rage building in my chest. All that matters is that he’s leaving, that we haven’t been caught, that this perfect, impossible thing between Victoria and me is still our secret.

The sound of the garage door opening cuts through the kitchen, followed quickly by the rumble of Mark’s car engine. Only when we hear the door closing again—sealing us in, keeping the world out—do I allow myself to breathe, a long, shaky exhale that seems to come from the bottom of my soul.

“Holy shit,” I whisper, still crouched behind the island, my legs beginning to cramp from the awkward position. “That was close.”

There’s no response from Victoria—just the sound of her quick, panicked breathing from somewhere above me. After a moment, I risk peeking around the edge of the island, needing to see her, to assure myself that she’s okay.

She’s standing exactly where Mark left her, one hand braced against the counter for support, the other pressed to her mouth as if to hold back hysterical laughter—or sobs. Her hair is a tangled mess, her cheeks flushed with a mixture of exertion and lingering fear, her blouse buttoned crookedly in her haste to cover herself. She looks like exactly what she is—a woman who was just thoroughly fucked, then nearly caught in the act by her husband.

“He’s gone,” I say, straightening slowly, my muscles protesting the movement after so long in one position. “We’re safe.”

Victoria nods, though the movement seems more reflex than agreement. “For now,” she says, her voice carefully neutral. “But he’ll be back tonight. And Caleb will be home from Jessica’s soon. And then what?”

The question hangs between us, heavy with implication. What happens now? What are we—a college kid and his best friend’s mother, caught in a moment of passion that can’t possibly lead anywhere? How do we go back to normal after this—after I’ve been inside her, after she’s taken me in her mouth, after we’ve shared something so intense it’s left us both shaking?

“I don’t know,” I admit, the words feeling like sand in my mouth. “But whatever it is, we’ll figure it out. Together.”

Something flashes in Victoria’s eyes—hope, maybe, or simple relief—before her expression settles into something more guarded. “We should get dressed,” she says, already moving toward the hallway. “Caleb will be home soon, and—”

“Victoria,” I interrupt, taking a step toward her. “What happened between us—it wasn’t just sex. You know that, right?”

She freezes, her back to me, her shoulders tense beneath the thin fabric of her blouse. For one endless moment, she doesn’t respond—doesn’t move, doesn’t speak, doesn’t even seem to breathe. Then, with a sigh that seems to come from the bottom of her soul, she turns to face me.

“I don’t know what it was,” she says, her voice steady despite the slight tremble in her hands. “I don’t know what happens next. All I know is that I can’t think straight when you’re near me, and that’s dangerous for both of us.” She takes a deep breath, squaring her shoulders. “We need to be careful, Liam. More careful than we were today.”

The warning—the clear implication that what happened between us can’t happen again, at least not so recklessly—hits me like a physical blow. But before I can respond, before I can tell her that I don’t care about the risks, that I’d do anything to be with her again, she’s gone—disappearing down the hallway with quick, determined steps that brook no argument.

Leaving me alone in the kitchen, surrounded by the evidence of our passion and the lingering scent of her perfume, with nothing but questions and the hollow ache of wanting more.


Chapter 10

The hot water beats down on my back, but it does little to wash away the memory of Victoria’s body against mine, her pussy clenching around my cock as she came for the fifth time. I’ve been in the shower for fifteen minutes already, my skin starting to prune, but I can’t bring myself to step out—to face the reality of what happened, of what almost happened when Mark came home. So instead, I stand under the spray, one hand braced against the cool tile, the other wrapped around my still-sensitive cock as I replay every second of our encounter in vivid, excruciating detail.

Victoria on her back on the kitchen island, her legs wrapped around my waist as I pounded into her. Victoria on her knees before me, taking my cock deep into her throat. Victoria with my cum on her face, in her mouth, marking her as mine in the most primal way possible. Each image is burned into my brain, playing on repeat with crystal clarity.

“Fuck,” I groan, my hand moving faster on my cock despite its recent workout. Just the memory of Victoria—beautiful, passionate Victoria with her hungry mouth and eager body—is enough to get me hard again, my length throbbing painfully as blood rushes south.

It should be impossible—should be too soon after the intensity of our encounter, after the multiple orgasms that left us both shaking. But my body has other ideas, responding to the fantasy with an enthusiasm that borders on embarrassing. My cock hardens fully, standing proudly at attention as my hand slides from base to tip in one smooth motion.

The sensation is electric—my skin hypersensitive after our activities, each stroke sending sparks of pleasure racing up my spine. I’m already close, the pressure building at the base of my spine, my balls drawing tight against my body. A few more strokes, a few more seconds of this exquisite friction, and I’ll be done for.

But I stop myself, forcing my hand away from my cock with a frustrated groan. If—when—I get Victoria again, I want to be fully present, not drained from jerking off in the shower. I want to give her everything—my cock, my passion, my complete attention—not the halfhearted efforts of a man who’s already spent himself.

So instead of seeking release, I turn off the water with a frustrated sigh, stepping out of the shower to grab a towel. The cool air raises goosebumps on my still-damp skin, a welcome distraction from the persistent ache in my groin. I dry off quickly, wrapping the towel around my waist before running a hand through my wet hair.

The face that looks back at me from the misted mirror is unfamiliar—eyes brighter than I remember, mouth curved in a satisfied smile that doesn’t seem to belong to me. I look... happy. Really, genuinely happy, in a way I can’t remember being before. It’s disorienting, this sudden shift in my perception of myself, this knowledge that I’m capable of bringing someone like Victoria that much pleasure.

It’s also terrifying. Because what happens now? How do we go back to normal after this—after I’ve been inside her, after she’s taken me in her mouth, after we’ve shared something so intense it’s left us both shaking? How do I sit across the dinner table from her, making polite conversation about classes and weather, when all I can think about is the way she looked with my cum on her face?

I don’t have answers—just more questions, more doubts, more worries about what this means for both of us. But as I step out of the bathroom, towel secured around my waist, I know one thing with perfect clarity: I wouldn’t trade what happened for anything. Not the pleasure, not the connection, not even the terrifying moment when we thought Mark had caught us.

What happens next is still up in the air. But whatever it is, I’m ready.

“Hey, man.” Caleb appears at the end of the hallway, already dressed in jeans and a State hoodie, car keys in hand. “You almost ready? We need to head out soon if we’re going to make it to the airport on time.”

I blink, confused by the sudden shift in conversation. “Airport?” I repeat, running a hand through my still-damp hair. “What are you talking about?”

Caleb rolls his eyes, the gesture fond rather than annoyed. “Dude, I told you this morning. My cousin’s flying in from Colorado for a couple days. Her flight gets in at six, and Mom asked if we could pick her up since Dad’s stuck at the office.” He shrugs, already turning toward the stairs. “No big deal. We’ll grab dinner on the way back, be home by nine.”

The cousin. I’d completely forgotten about her—a fact that would have been unthinkable twenty-four hours ago, before Victoria and I crossed the line from fantasy to reality. But now, with the memory of her body against mine still fresh in my mind, it’s all I can do to keep up with the conversation.

“Right,” I say, following him down the hallway. “Sorry. Got distracted.”

Caleb laughs, the sound slightly knowing. “I bet,” he says with a grin. “Jessica was asking about you, by the way. Wanted to know if you had fun in the closet.”

The casual reference to the game—to the moment that started all this—makes my stomach turn. If only he knew what really happened in that closet, who was really on her knees before me. The thought of Caleb’s reaction—the betrayal, the anger, the potential end of our friendship—sends a fresh wave of guilt through me.

But it’s overshadowed by the memory of Victoria—her mouth on me, her throat accepting me, her eyes looking up at me with unmistakable desire. No matter what happens next, no matter the cost, I can’t bring myself to regret it.

“I had a great time,” I say, the words feeling like sand in my mouth. “Best seven minutes of my life.”

Caleb nods, seemingly satisfied with my response. “That’s what I told her,” he says with a grin. “Anyway, we should get going. Traffic’s gonna be a bitch this time of day.”

He’s already heading for the stairs, apparently taking my agreement for granted. And why wouldn’t he? We’ve been friends for years—practically brothers, in some ways. He trusts me completely, has no reason to think I’d betray that trust.

No reason to suspect that I’ve just fucked his mother on the kitchen island, that I’ve had my cock in her mouth, that I’ve marked her as mine in the most primal way possible.

The guilt returns, stronger this time, a physical weight in my chest that makes it hard to breathe. But it’s mixed with something else—a fierce, possessive satisfaction that pushes the guilt aside. Victoria is mine now. Has been, in some ways, since the first time I laid eyes on her. And nothing—not Mark, not Caleb, not even Victoria’s own fears—is going to change that.

“Give me five minutes to get dressed,” I call after him, already turning toward my bedroom. “I’ll meet you at the car.”

Caleb waves in acknowledgment, already disappearing down the stairs. “Don’t take forever,” he calls back. “And bring your wallet. I’m not paying for dinner again.”

I nod, though he can’t see it, already mentally calculating the time. Six now, back by nine. Three hours with Victoria’s cousin—three hours of making polite conversation, of pretending everything’s normal, of ignoring the electricity crackling between Victoria and me with each glance, each accidental touch.

And then?

Then we’ll be alone. The house to ourselves, no Caleb, no Mark, no witnesses to what happens next. The possibilities make my head spin, my cock stirring beneath my towel at the mere thought. Victoria in my arms again. Victoria beneath me, around me, taking me deeper than before. Victoria coming apart as I show her exactly what she means to me.

It’s dangerous—so fucking dangerous I can’t even think about it without my heart racing. But the reward—Victoria’s body, Victoria’s pleasure, Victoria completely surrendered to what’s between us—is worth any risk.

So as I step into my bedroom, already reaching for clean clothes, I make a decision. Tonight, after we drop Caleb’s cousin at home, I’m going to find Victoria. I’m going to make her see that what happened between us wasn’t a mistake—it was the beginning of something real. I’m going to show her that she deserves better than a husband who cheats, better than a marriage built on lies.

I’m going to make her mine.

And nothing—not guilt, not fear, not even the very real possibility of losing everything—is going to stop me.


Chapter 11

I’m sprawled across Caleb’s beanbag chair, Xbox controller hanging loose in my hands as my mind drifts back to Victoria’s touch, her taste, the way her eyes went dark when I pushed inside her. My body still hums with the memory of our encounter this morning, my skin tingling with phantom touches even as I try to focus on the game. Three hours at the airport, another two at dinner with her cousin—all of it excruciating, every second spent away from Victoria like a physical ache I couldn’t soothe.

Caleb had picked up on my distraction—hard not to when I kept checking my phone every thirty seconds, hoping for a text that never came—but he’d put it down to party fatigue. “Dude, you look like shit,” he’d said with characteristic tact as we pulled back into the driveway. “Go crash. I’m heading over to Jessica’s for a bit.”

And so here I am, pretending to play FIFA while the replay of Victoria on that kitchen island plays on loop in my head. Her breasts bouncing with each thrust, her fingers digging into my shoulders, her pussy clenching around me as she came for the fifth time. The memory is enough to make my cock stir despite our marathon session this morning, and I shift uncomfortably in the beanbag, trying to focus on the game.

My phone buzzes against my thigh, and I nearly drop the controller in my haste to grab it. The screen lights up with a name that sends my heart racing.

Victoria: Friends house. 1187 Lakeshore Dr. Halloween party. Come alone. Please.

Three simple sentences that make my head spin. A party invitation—from Victoria, not Caleb. An explicit request for me to come alone. And that “Please” at the end, loaded with implication that sends heat racing through my veins.

I’m on my feet in an instant, already reaching for my wallet and keys. “Hey, man,” I call to Caleb, who’s hunched over his phone on the other side of the room. “I’m heading out for a bit. That cool?”

He looks up, eyebrows raised. “Where you going? Thought you were dead on your feet.”

I shrug, aiming for casual despite the adrenaline surging through my system. “Friend from State. Halloween thing. Probably be back late.”

Caleb nods, already turning back to his phone. “No worries. Mom and Dad are out too—some charity thing. I’ll probably crash at Jessica’s.”

The news—that the house will be empty, that there’s no risk of Mark walking in on us again—makes my cock throb painfully. But I keep my expression neutral, giving Caleb a quick nod before heading for the door.

“Later,” I call over my shoulder, already mentally mapping the fastest route to Lakeshore Drive.


Chapter 12

Twenty minutes later, I’m pulling up outside a sprawling Victorian that’s been transformed into a Halloween fantasy. Orange lights twine through the trees, plastic skeletons hang from the porch railings, and the steady thump of bass vibrates through the night air. The driveway is packed with cars—expensive sedans and SUVs, the occasional sporty convertible—and as I make my way up the winding path to the front door, I catch glimpses of the party through the windows. Women in revealing costumes, their faces hidden behind elaborate masks. No men in sight, except for a bartender in a tight t-shirt mixing drinks behind a makeshift bar.

I pause at the door, suddenly uncertain. Is this some kind of single moms’ party? Some Halloween gathering for the recently divorced and looking? The thought makes my stomach twist with a mixture of anticipation and guilt. Victoria invited me here—asked me to come alone—knowing exactly what she was doing. The implications are clear, and my cock hardens in response, straining against the front of my jeans.

The door opens before I can knock, revealing a woman in her forties dressed as a sexy witch. Her black dress hugs curves that would make a younger woman jealous, her hat perched at a jaunty angle on carefully styled hair. She takes in my plain clothes—jeans and a black t-shirt, the only concession to Halloween a plastic fang I’d grabbed from the bowl by Caleb’s door—with a smile that’s equal parts amused and appreciative.

“You must be Victoria’s friend,” she says, stepping aside to let me in. “She mentioned you might stop by. I’m Diane.”

I nod, accepting the hand she offers. “Liam. Thanks for having me.”

Diane’s smile widens, her eyes dropping to take in my body with frank appreciation. “Trust me, the pleasure’s all mine.” She gestures toward the living room, already crowded with women in various states of undress. “Victoria’s out back. She’s been watching the door for the last hour.”

The casual admission—that Victoria’s been waiting for me, has been anticipating my arrival—sends a fresh surge of heat through me. I nod my thanks, already moving through the crowded living room toward the sliding glass doors that lead to the backyard.

And then I see her, and my breath catches in my throat.

Victoria stands at the edge of the patio, a red cup in one hand, her other arm wrapped around her waist in what might be a self-conscious gesture. But there’s nothing self-conscious about her costume—a devil outfit that leaves absolutely nothing to the imagination. The dress is velvet, a deep crimson that clings to every curve, the neckline dipping low enough to reveal the shadow between her breasts. It’s cut high on the thighs, revealing legs that seem to go on forever, ending in stiletto heels that make her ass look even more perfect. A small pair of horns perches atop her head, her blonde hair falling in loose waves around her shoulders. And on her back—visible as she turns to accept a fresh drink from a passing waiter—a pair of delicate wings, their transparent membrane catching the light as she moves.

She’s breathtaking—absolutely fucking perfect—and the knowledge that she’s dressed this way for me, that she wants me to see her like this, makes my head spin.

As if sensing my presence, Victoria turns, her eyes meeting mine across the crowded patio. Something flashes in her expression—surprise, maybe, or desire quickly suppressed—before she smiles, a slow, sensual curve of her lips that makes my cock throb painfully. She says something to the woman beside her—an apology, judging by the other woman’s good-natured eye roll—before making her way through the crowd toward me.

Each step brings her closer, her hips swaying with a deliberate grace that has every eye in the room following her movement. But she only has eyes for me, her gaze never leaving my face as she closes the distance between us.

“You came,” she says when she’s finally before me, her voice slightly breathless. “I wasn’t sure you would.”

I shrug, trying for casual despite the desire burning through me. “You asked,” I say simply. “That’s all it takes.”

Something softens in her expression—gratitude, maybe, or simple pleasure—before she takes my hand, her fingers warm against my palm. “Come with me,” she says, already pulling me toward a set of French doors that lead to a darkened balcony. “I need to talk to you.”

I follow without resistance, too stunned by her sudden appearance—by the reality of Victoria in that dress, her body just inches from mine—to do anything but go along. The balcony is deserted, the sounds of the party muffled by the closed doors behind us. Victoria leads me to the railing, where the lights of the city spread out below us like scattered jewels.

“I’ve been thinking about you all day,” she says without preamble, her eyes fixed on the view rather than my face. “About what happened this morning.”

I nod, though she can’t see it. “Me too,” I admit, the words feeling like sand in my mouth. “Couldn’t think about anything else.”

She turns then, her eyes meeting mine with an intensity that makes my heart race. “That’s never happened to me before,” she says, her voice steady despite the slight tremble in her hands. “Not with Mark, not with anyone. Five orgasms, Liam. Five.” She laughs, the sound slightly breathless. “I didn’t even know that was possible.”

The casual admission—that I’ve given her something no one else ever has—sends a surge of possessive satisfaction through me. My hand moves to her face, fingers brushing a strand of hair from her cheek with a gentleness that belies the desire raging through me.

“You deserved it,” I tell her, my voice barely above a whisper. “You deserve everything, Victoria.”

Something flashes in her eyes—gratitude, maybe, or a hint of the desire that’s clearly still burning between us—before she steps closer, until we’re standing toe to toe, her body just inches from mine. “I’ve wanted you since you turned eighteen,” she admits, the words barely audible. “Watching you grow up, become a man... it was torture, Liam. Pure torture.”

The confession—that she’s wanted me for years, has fantasized about me just as I’ve fantasized about her—destroys the last of my control. My hand moves to her waist, fingers digging into the soft flesh through the thin velvet of her dress. “Why now?” I ask, needing to understand what changed, what finally pushed her across the line we’ve both been dancing around for years. “Why today?”

Victoria smiles, a slow, sensual curve of her lips that makes my cock throb painfully. “Because today, for the first time in twenty-three years, I felt alive,” she says, her voice steady despite the slight tremble in her hands. “Not like Mark’s wife, not like Caleb’s mother. Just me. Victoria. A woman who wants you more than she’s ever wanted anything.”

And with that, she’s moving, her hand finding mine in the darkness as she pulls me back toward the house. Not to the living room, where the party continues in oblivious revelry, but down a deserted hallway to a closed door at the far end.

“This is Diane’s guest room,” she explains, already turning the handle. “She won’t mind.”

And then we’re inside, the door closing behind us with a soft click that seems to echo in the sudden silence. The room is dark, lit only by the thin strip of light coming from under the door, but it’s enough to see Victoria’s face—her eyes dark with desire, her lips parted in anticipation, her cheeks flushed with the same need that’s burning through me.

Neither of us bothers with preliminaries—no slow undressing, no tender kisses building to something more. Instead, Victoria turns, presenting her back to me as she braces her hands against the door. The position pushes her ass out slightly, the black velvet of her dress stretching tight across the rounded flesh. My cock throbs in response, a pulse of pre-cum dampening the front of my jeans.

“You sure?” I ask, my voice embarrassingly rough. “We don’t have to—”

“I’m sure,” Victoria interrupts, already pushing her dress up around her waist. “Please, Liam. I need you. Now.”

That’s all the encouragement I need. My hands move to her hips, fingers digging into the soft flesh as I pull her back against me. With my free hand, I work my jeans open, pushing them down just far enough to free my cock. It springs out, already hard and leaking, the sensitive head brushing against the back of Victoria’s thigh as I position myself.

“Ready?” I ask, my voice barely recognizable to my own ears.

Victoria nods, her head falling forward until her forehead rests against the door. “Yes,” she breathes, the word hot with need. “Please, Liam. Now.”

And with that, I’m pushing forward, the head of my cock pressing against her entrance. She’s already wet—soaking, actually, her desire evident in the slick heat that welcomes me. With one powerful thrust, I’m inside her, my cock sliding into her wet heat with surprising ease.

Victoria cries out—a mix of pleasure and surprise that goes straight to my groin—her back arching as she takes me deeper. Her pussy clenches around me, hot and tight and so fucking perfect I can barely think past the sensation.

“Fuck,” I groan, my hands tightening on her hips to hold her in place. “You feel amazing. So tight. So fucking wet for me.”

Victoria moans in response, her inner walls fluttering around my length as her body adjusts to my size. Her eyes meet mine over her shoulder, dark with desire and something that might be surprise. For a moment, I think she’s going to refuse—going to remind me that she’s married, that this is just a moment of weakness, that it can’t happen again. But then her hand moves to my face, her thumb brushing over my lower lip with surprising tenderness.

“I’m yours, Liam. Now fuck me like you mean it.”

I give Victoria exactly what she’s begging for—my grip on her hips turns brutal, fingers sinking into that plush fucking flesh hard enough to bruise. She whimpers, but it’s not a protest—it’s a plea. A demand.

The first thrust is savage, my cock slamming into her so deep her back arches, tits pressing against the door. She’s dripping, so fucking wet I can hear it—the filthy, slick sound of her greedy cunt swallowing me whole.

“Fuck, Liam!” Her voice cracks, nails clawing at the wood.

I don’t let her catch her breath. I drag her back onto me, my balls slapping against her clit as I bury myself to the hilt. ”That’s it, take it,” I growl, teeth scraping her shoulder.” You love this fat cock splitting you open, don’t you?”

She moans, loud and shameless, her walls fluttering around me like a fucking vice. ”Y-yes!”

I laugh, low and rough, grinding into her just to feel her squirm. ”Say it.”

“I—I love it!” she gasps, her ass jiggling with every brutal snap of my hips. ”Fuck me harder!”

“Begging already?” I smirk, slamming into her so hard the door rattles. ”Good girl.”

Her pussy clenches like she’s trying to milk me dry, and fuck—I can feel her getting tighter, hotter, her body shuddering as she chases her own pleasure.

“You gonna come already?” I taunt, fingers digging into her waist, leaving marks. ”Gonna cream all over my cock like the slutty little thing you are?”

She sobs, her thighs trembling, and I know she’s close. “P-please!”

“Then come.” I fuck into her with a final, punishing thrust—her scream echoes off the walls as she shatters, her cunt pulsing around me in desperate, wet spasms.

And I’m not done. Not even close.

“You feel amazing,” I tell her, my voice barely recognizable to my own ears. “So tight. So fucking wet for me.”

Victoria can only moan in response, her forehead pressed against the door as her body adjusts to my size, my pace. Her inner walls flutter around me, her hips rising to meet each thrust with growing enthusiasm. I watch, mesmerized, as her ass bounces with each powerful movement—full and round and perfect, the black velvet of her dress pushed up around her waist to reveal the pale flesh beneath.

The sight is almost too much to bear—Victoria, beautiful, composed Victoria with her dress around her waist, taking my cock with desperate hunger. My hand moves to the small of her back, fingers splaying across the warm skin as I push her more firmly against the door.

“Harder,” she gasps, the word breaking on a moan as I hit a spot deep inside her that makes her vision blur. “Please, Liam. Harder.”

I give her what she wants, my thrusts growing more forceful, more deliberate. Each downward movement pushes her forward against the door, her breasts pressing into the hard surface, her breath coming in quick, desperate gasps. The wet sounds of our fucking echo in the small room—the slap of skin against skin, the obscene squelch of my cock sliding in and out of her dripping pussy, Victoria’s broken moans as pleasure begins to build.

She’s getting close—I can feel it in the way her inner walls begin to flutter around me, in the slight tremble in her thighs as they brace against each thrust. Her breathing grows more ragged, small, broken sounds escaping her lips with each downward movement.

“Liam,” she gasps, her voice shaking with need. “I’m close. So close. Don’t stop.”

“I’ve got you,” I promise, one hand moving from her hip to the juncture of her thighs, fingers finding her clit with unerring accuracy. “Come for me, Victoria. Let go.”

The moment my fingers touch her sensitive bud, Victoria goes rigid—her back arching, her inner walls clamping down on my cock with enough force to make my vision blur. “Fuck,” she gasps, the word breaking on a moan as pleasure overtakes her. “Yes. Right there. Don’t stop.”

I don’t stop—if anything, my movements grow more focused, more deliberate. My cock pounds into her wet heat, each thrust aimed at that spot deep inside her that made her see stars. My fingers work her clit in quick, desperate circles, adding pressure to her already overwhelming pleasure. Victoria’s pussy pulses around me, milking my length as wave after wave of sensation crashes through her.

“That’s it,” I encourage, watching her face over her shoulder as desire overtakes her. “Take it all.”

Victoria can only moan in response, her eyes closed, her lips parted on desperate breaths. Her inner walls continue to flutter around me, each contraction drawing me deeper, pushing me closer to my own edge. But I’m not ready to come yet—not when Victoria is just getting started, not when I’ve barely begun to show her what I can give her.

As the intense pulses of her orgasm begin to subside, as her breathing starts to slow, I ease my thrusts, allowing her a moment to recover. But I don’t stop—can’t stop, not when she feels so good around me, not when each downward movement sends fresh pleasure racing up my spine.

I keep going.

This time, I’m even more deliberate in my movements—each thrust aimed at that perfect spot deep inside her, each withdrawal slow enough to tease. Victoria’s body responds immediately, her recently satisfied nerves singing back to life as pleasure begins to build again. Her hands brace against the door, her knuckles white with the effort of holding herself in place as I pound into her from behind.

“You’re so fucking perfect,” I tell her, watching her face as desire begins to overtake her again.

Something flashes in her eyes—gratitude, maybe, or simple pleasure at the compliment—before her expression dissolves into one of pure need. Her inner walls begin to flutter around me again, her breathing growing more ragged as I continue my relentless assault on her senses.

But there’s a problem—the door. Each powerful thrust pushes Victoria forward, her face pressed into the hard wood, her cries muffled by the solid surface. I want to hear her—want to know exactly how much she’s enjoying this, want to memorize every sound she makes as I bring her pleasure.

“Wait,” I say, pulling out of her with a careful movement that has her gasping at the sudden emptiness. “Turn around.”

Victoria looks at me over her shoulder, confusion evident in her expression. “What? Why?”

I reach into my back pocket, pulling out the plastic fang I’d grabbed from Caleb’s bowl—the only concession to Halloween in my otherwise plain outfit. “Put this on,” I say, already working my jeans down my legs. “I want to hear you, but we can’t be too loud.”

Understanding dawns in her eyes, a slow smile spreading across her face as she takes the fang from my hand. “Smart,” she says, already slipping it between her lips. The effect is immediate—her full lower lip now sporting a plastic fang that somehow makes her look even more debauched, even more fuckable than before.

But we need a better position—one that allows me to fuck her as hard as I want without the risk of the door giving way beneath us. My eyes scan the room, finally settling on the far wall—solid, unmoving, perfect for what I have in mind.

“Come here,” I say, already moving toward it. “Hands on the wall. Legs apart.”

Victoria follows without hesitation, positioning herself as instructed with the eager obedience of a woman who knows exactly what she wants. The wall is cold against her palms, her breath fogging the painted surface as she braces herself for what’s coming. Her dress is still pushed up around her waist, her ass on perfect display as she spreads her legs wider, inviting me in.

I position myself behind her, one hand guiding my cock to her entrance while the other braces against the wall beside her head. For one perfect moment, we’re frozen like that—Victoria with her back to me, her body open and waiting; me with my cock at her entrance, my body trembling with the effort of holding back.

Then Victoria pushes back, taking the head of my cock inside her with a hungry moan that’s only slightly muffled by the fang between her lips. “Yes,” she hisses, the word distorted around the plastic. “Fuck me, Liam. Now.”

That’s all the encouragement I need. With one powerful thrust, I’m inside her again, my cock sliding into her wet heat with enough force to push her forward against the wall. Victoria cries out—a mix of pleasure and surprise that goes straight to my groin—her inner walls clenching around me as her body accepts my length.

“Fuck,” I groan, already pulling back for another thrust. “You feel amazing. So tight. So fucking perfect.”

My hips slam forward, driving my cock into her so hard her body slams against the wall. Victoria’s cry is louder now—a guttural moan that vibrates through the fang clamped between her teeth. It’s fucking primal, raw, and it makes my balls tighten. Her back arches, her tits pressing against my chest, her nipples hard enough to cut glass. I can feel her pussy clenching around me, wetness gushing as her body surrenders to the rhythm I’m setting.

This position is even better than before—Victoria’s body completely open to me, her pussy stretched wide around my cock, her ass pressed firmly against my stomach with each downward thrust. I can go deeper, hit that perfect spot with unerring accuracy, watch as pleasure builds in her expression with each powerful movement.

“You like that, don’t you?” I ask, my voice barely above a whisper. “Like having your pussy stretched around my cock? Like being fucked against a wall like you’re nothing but a hole for me to use?”

The crude words make her pussy clench around me, her inner walls fluttering against my length with renewed intensity. She nods, unable to speak past the fang between her lips, her eyes meeting mine over her shoulder with a hunger that matches my own.

Her cunt is so fucking tight, so slick, it’s like she’s made for me. Every thrust drags her walls, her wetness coating my shaft, making it glisten in the dim light. She’s dripping, her juices running down her thighs, pooling on the floor. The smell of her arousal is thick, intoxicating—it’s fucking animalistic. My hands grip her hips hard enough to bruise, holding her steady as I fuck her deeper, harder.

“Fuck, Liam,” she gasps, her voice cracking, her nails digging into my shoulders.

I don’t slow. I can’t. Her body is too goddamn perfect, too responsive. Every time I pull out, her pussy grips me like it’s begging me not to go. And when I plunge back in, she lets out this broken, needy whimper that drives me fucking wild. Her tits bounce with each thrust, her ass slapping against my thighs, the sound echoing in the room.

I lean in, my lips grazing her ear. “You love this, don’t you? Love taking my cock like a fucking slut.”

She moans, nodding frantically, her head thrashing against the wall. “Yes, yes, please, don’t stop.”

Her begging is like fucking gasoline on the fire. I reach down, my fingers finding her clit, rubbing it hard and fast. She shudders, her pussy clamping down on me even tighter, her legs trembling. I can feel her orgasm building, her body writhing, her cries turning into desperate screams.

“Cum for me, Victoria,” I growl, my voice rough, my own climax coiling in my gut. “Cum on my cock like the fucking whore you are.”

She does. Her pussy spasms around me, her juices gushing, soaking my dick, my thighs, the floor. I fuck her through it, my thrusts relentless, driving her higher, deeper. Her moans turn to sobs, her body jerking uncontrollably, her hands clawing at me like she’s trying to hold on.

“I’ve wanted you for years,” Victoria admits, her voice shaking with need. “Since you were eighteen. Since the first time I saw you in nothing but a towel after swimming. God, Liam, I’ve wanted you for so long.”

The confession—that she’s fantasized about me, has wanted me just as I’ve wanted her—destroys the last of my control. My thrusts grow harder, more deliberate, each downward movement pushing Victoria firmly against the wall. Her breasts press into the hard surface, her nipples hardening from the friction, her breath fogging the painted surface with each desperate exhale.

“You’re mine now,” I tell her, the words torn from somewhere deep inside me. “No going back after this, Victoria. You understand? You’re mine.”

She nods, unable to speak past the pleasure building inside her. Her inner walls begin to flutter around me, her breathing growing more ragged as she approaches her second climax. I can feel it in the way her pussy tightens around me, in the slight tremble in her thighs as they brace against each thrust.

I don’t stop—if anything, my movements grow more focused, more deliberate. My cock pounds into her wet heat, each thrust aimed at that spot deep inside her that made her see stars. My fingers work her clit in quick, desperate circles, adding pressure to her already overwhelming pleasure. Victoria’s pussy pulses around me, milking my length as wave after wave of sensation crashes through her.

“That’s it,” I encourage, watching her face over her shoulder as desire overtakes her. “Take it all.”

This orgasm is even more intense than the first—Victoria’s whole body shaking with the force of it, her cries loud enough to be heard through the closed door if anyone happened to be passing. Her pussy grips my cock with rhythmic contractions, each one drawing me deeper, pushing me closer to my own edge. But I’m still not ready to come—not when Victoria is just getting warmed up, not when I’ve barely begun to show her what I can give her.

As the intense pulses of her orgasm begin to subside, as her breathing starts to slow, I ease my thrusts, allowing her a moment to recover. But I don’t stop—can’t stop, not when she feels so good around me, not when each downward movement sends fresh pleasure racing up my spine.

“I’m close,” I warn, my voice barely above a whisper. “So fucking close, Victoria. Where do you want it?”

Something flashes in her eyes—a heat, a hunger that makes my cock throb painfully. For a moment, I think she’s going to tell me to pull out, to finish on her ass or between her breasts the way I did this morning. But then her hand moves to my hip, fingers digging into the flesh with surprising strength.

“Inside me,” she says, her voice steady despite the desire burning in her eyes. “I want to feel you come inside me, Liam.”

The permission—the explicit invitation to claim her in the most intimate way possible—sends a fresh surge of heat through me. My thrusts grow harder, more deliberate, each downward movement pushing Victoria firmly against the wall. Her pussy clenches around me, her inner walls fluttering against my length with renewed intensity.

“You sure?” I ask, needing to hear it again, needing to know she understands what she’s asking for. “It’s not safe, Victoria. I could—”

“I’m on the pill,” she interrupts, her eyes meeting mine with an intensity that makes my heart race. “And I want this. Want you. All of you, Liam. Please. Cum in my pussy.”

Oh, fuck. My balls tighten, a savage ache building, coiling at the base of my cock like a goddamn spring ready to snap. Victoria’s pussy is a wet, sucking vice around me, her velvet walls gripping my shaft like she’s trying to wring every drop of cum out of me. I can feel her heartbeat—or maybe it’s mine—throbbing in sync with her clenching cunt. Her moans are ragged, desperate, and it’s fucking music to my ears.

The first spurt hits her cervix like a fucking cannonball, thick and hot and relentless. She gasps, her eyes wide, her mouth falling open in a silent scream. Her pussy clenches tighter, milking me, dragging out the next pulse before it’s even ready. I grit my teeth, growling like an animal as I slam into her, burying myself to the hilt. The second rope of cum shoots deeper, coating her insides in a filthy, sticky glaze. She’s dripping messily around my cock, her juices mixing with mine, and the smell of sex is fucking intoxicating.

“Fuck,” I groan, feeling the intense pleasure race through me.

Her legs wrap around my waist, locking me in place as I pump another load into her. Her cunt is a hot, wet furnace, and I’m fucking drowning in it. Her tits press against my chest, her nipples rubbing against my skin, driving me fucking wild. I grab her hips, slamming her down onto me, driving my cock even deeper. She’s whimpering now, her voice broken, her body trembling.

Victoria moans in response, her back arching to push her ass more firmly against my stomach. “Yes,” she hisses, her voice thick with satisfaction. “So much. So fucking deep.”

The sensation is incredible—my cock pulsing inside her, her pussy clenching around me with each contraction, our bodies joined in the most intimate way possible. I keep thrusting through my orgasm, riding out each pulse, my hand moving from her breast to her face, thumb brushing over her lower lip in a gesture that’s almost reverent.

When the final pulses subside, leaving me shaking and spent, Victoria collapses against the wall, completely drained. Her chest heaves with each desperate breath, a fine sheen of sweat covering her golden skin. She looks well and truly fucked—her hair a tangled mess, her lips swollen from biting them to hold back her cries, her inner thighs glistening with the evidence of our passion.

But there’s something else there too—a look of pure, unadulterated satisfaction that makes my chest swell with possessive pride. I did that. Me. Not Mark, not any of the other men who’ve undoubtedly wanted her over the years. Just me, with my cock still buried deep inside her, my cum filling her in the most primal claim imaginable.

Our lips meet in a exchange that’s nothing like the desperate, hungry kisses that started this encounter. This is softer, almost reverent—my mouth moving against hers with careful tenderness, my hand cradling her jaw with a gentleness that belies the raw passion of moments before. Victoria makes a small sound—half moan, half sigh—as her tongue meets mine, the taste of desire adding a forbidden edge to an already intense moment.

We stay like that for a long moment, wrapped in each other’s arms against the cold wall, the only sound our gradually slowing breaths. It’s perfect—absolutely fucking perfect—and I never want it to end.


Chapter 13

The house is dark when we pull into the driveway, just a single light burning in the upstairs hallway. Mark must still be out, I realize with a surge of relief. One less complication to deal with, one less lie to keep straight. Victoria parks her Lexus in its usual spot, her movements slightly stiff as she turns off the engine. Neither of us has spoken much on the drive home—too caught up in the aftermath of what happened between us, in the implications of the irreversible step we’ve taken.

My cum is still inside her—a fact that’s been driving me crazy for the past twenty minutes, ever since we left Diane’s house with our fingers entwined and knowing smiles on our faces. The memory of Victoria’s pussy clenching around me, of my release filling her, of her voice in my ear begging me not to pull out—it’s enough to make my cock stir despite our marathon session. I want her again, want to feel her around me, want to hear her cries as I bring her pleasure for the fourth, fifth, sixth time.

But the house is dark, and Caleb is probably sleeping, and the reality of our situation is beginning to intrude on the fantasy we’ve been living in. Victoria is still married. I’m still her son’s best friend. And what we’ve done—what we’re planning to keep doing—has consequences neither of us is fully prepared to face.

“We should go in,” Victoria says, her voice carefully neutral. “It’s late, and Caleb might still be up.”

I nod, already reaching for the door handle. “Yeah,” I agree, though the last thing I want is to end this night, to return to the careful distance we’ll have to maintain until we can be alone again. “We should.”

We walk to the front door together, not touching but close enough that I can feel the heat of her body through the thin fabric of my jacket. Victoria’s hand is steady as she fits her key into the lock, her expression composed despite the flush still painting her cheeks. But I catch the slight tremble in her fingers, the quick, nervous glance she shoots my way before pushing the door open.

“We’re home,” she calls into the darkness, her voice bright with false cheer. “Sorry we’re so late. The party ran longer than expected.”

There’s no response—just the soft creak of the house settling and the distant hum of the refrigerator. Caleb must be asleep, I realize with relief. Or still at Jessica’s. Either way, we have the house to ourselves, at least for a little while.

“We should—” I start, but whatever I was going to suggest is cut off by the sound of footsteps on the stairs.

Mark appears at the top of the landing, still dressed in the suit he wore to his charity event, though his tie is loosened and his hair is mussed as if he’s been running his hands through it. He looks tired, dark circles under his eyes, his expression softening slightly when he sees Victoria.

“There you are,” he says, already moving down the stairs toward us. “I was starting to worry. You didn’t answer my texts.”

Victoria laughs, the sound slightly breathless. “Sorry,” she says, already moving toward the kitchen. “My phone died. The party was crazy—Diane outdid herself with the decorations this year.”

I hang back, suddenly unsure of my role in this domestic scene. Should I follow Victoria to the kitchen? Make some excuse and head upstairs? Stand here like an idiot until someone acknowledges my presence? Before I can decide, Mark’s eyes find mine, his expression shifting to one of mild surprise.

“Liam,” he says, as if just noticing I’m there. “Didn’t expect to see you tonight. Caleb mentioned you were going to a friend’s place.”

I nod, forcing a casualness I don’t feel. “Yeah, but plans changed. Victoria offered me a ride home from the party.”

The lie—so small compared to the ones we’ve already told, the ones we’ll have to keep telling—feels like sand in my mouth. But Mark just nods, apparently satisfied with my explanation, before turning to follow Victoria into the kitchen.

“I’ll grab a water and head up,” I call after him, already moving toward the stairs. “It’s been a long night.”

But as I pass the kitchen doorway, something catches my eye—a thin white trail running down the back of Victoria’s leg, visible where her dress has ridden up slightly. My cum. Evidence of what we’ve done, what we’ve shared, right there for anyone to see.

And Mark sees it. I watch, my heart in my throat, as his eyes drop to the back of his wife’s leg, as his expression shifts from casual interest to confused suspicion. For one endless moment, we’re frozen like that—Mark staring at the evidence of his wife’s infidelity, Victoria oblivious as she reaches for a glass in the cabinet, me caught in the doorway with no way to warn her, to help her, to explain.

But before he can say anything, before he can confront us with the evidence of our betrayal, Victoria turns, glass in hand. She follows Mark’s gaze to her leg, to the unmistakable evidence of what we’ve done, and something flashes in her expression—surprise, maybe, or a hint of the panic I’m feeling—before her face settles into a mask of casual embarrassment.

“Oh god,” she says with a laugh that sounds entirely genuine. “That’s so embarrassing. Some drunk guy bumped into me at the party, spilled champagne all down my back.” She gestures to the stain with a grimace. “I tried to clean it up in Diane’s bathroom, but I guess I missed a spot.”

The lie is so smooth, so perfectly delivered, that for a moment I almost believe it myself. And more importantly, Mark believes it—the suspicion in his expression melting into amused sympathy as he reaches for the glass in Victoria’s hand.

“Here,” he says, already moving toward the sink. “Let me get that for you. You look exhausted.”

Victoria smiles, the expression warm despite the tension still evident in her shoulders. “Thanks,” she says, already moving toward the hallway. “I’m going to jump in the shower. It’s been a long night.”

And with that, she’s gone, disappearing up the stairs with quick, determined steps that brook no argument. Mark watches her go, his expression unreadable, before turning back to the sink with a sigh that seems to come from the bottom of his soul.

“I should head up too,” I say, already backing toward the doorway. “Early class tomorrow.”

Mark nods without looking at me. “Sure,” he says, his voice carefully neutral. “See you in the morning.”

I’m halfway up the stairs when I hear it—the soft click of the bathroom door closing, followed immediately by the sound of the shower running. Victoria, washing away the evidence of what we’ve done. The thought makes my stomach turn, a fresh wave of guilt washing through me. But it’s overshadowed by the memory of her face when she came, of her voice begging me not to pull out, of her hand in mine as we left the party together.

Whatever happens next, whatever complications await us, I can’t bring myself to regret it.

My room is exactly as I left it—bed still unmade from this morning, clothes scattered across the floor, laptop open on the desk where I abandoned it hours ago. I drop onto the bed with a sigh, suddenly exhausted despite the adrenaline still racing through my system. My phone buzzes in my pocket—a text, presumably from Caleb wondering where I am—but I can’t bring myself to check it. Not when all I can think about is Victoria, just down the hall, water sluicing over the body I was inside just hours ago.

The thought is enough to make my cock stir, despite our marathon session. I’m about to reach for it, to stroke myself to release while thinking of her, when my phone buzzes again. And again. And again. Someone really wants to get my attention.

With a groan of frustration, I pull the phone from my pocket, already reaching to silence it. But the name on the screen stops me cold.

Victoria.

My heart hammers in my chest as I open the message, my hands suddenly shaking with a mixture of anticipation and fear. What now? An apology? A warning to stay away? A confession that she’s realized this was all a mistake?

But the message, when it finally loads, is none of those things. Just three simple lines that make my head spin:

Happy Halloween, Liam. I expect to see you back here for Thanksgiving. I’m planning on a very good... stuffing.

Below the text is a picture—Victoria in her devil costume, the camera angled to show the shadow between her breasts, the curve of her ass in that skin-tight dress. But it’s her face that holds my attention—her lips curved in a smile that’s equal parts satisfied and hungry, her eyes dark with a promise that makes my cock throb painfully.

She’s not sorry. She’s not having second thoughts. She’s already planning our next encounter, already thinking about how she’ll have me again. The realization sends a surge of possessive satisfaction through me, my hand tightening on the phone as I read the message again, committing every word to memory.

Thanksgiving. Three weeks away. Three weeks of watching her across the dinner table, of making polite conversation while all I can think about is the way she looked with my cum on her face. Three weeks of stolen glances and accidental touches, of building tension with no outlet except our increasingly desperate fantasies.

And when the time finally comes, I’m going to give her exactly what she’s asking for—a stuffing she’ll never forget.


Book 2


Chapter 1

The lock clicks into place, and I test the doorknob twice before retreating to my bed. My laptop hums on the desk, FaceTime open, Victoria’s name bold at the top of the list. One week until Thanksgiving break—until I can touch her again, taste her, feel her body against mine. But for now, we’re left with pixels and anticipation, a hungry ache that won’t let up.

My finger lingers over the call button, nerves sparking like live wires. It’s been two weeks since this started—since I fucked Victoria, my best friend’s MILF mom, in her home right under her husband’s nose. Two weeks of stolen moments, of her mouth on me, my hands gripping her blonde hair. Two weeks of pretending I don’t know exactly how she looks when she comes apart, of choking down small talk while my mind replays her body writhing beneath me.

I press the button and wait, my heart hammering against my ribs. The call connects after three rings, the screen showing Victoria’s bedroom—king-sized bed with its expensive-looking sheets, the reading light on the nightstand casting a warm glow over the scene. And there she is, propped up against the headboard with the sheets pulled just high enough to cover her nipples, her blonde hair falling in loose waves around her shoulders.

“Hey,” she says, her voice already husky with desire. “I was wondering if you’d call.”

“You know I couldn’t wait,” I reply, already reaching for the fly of my jeans. “Where are Mark and Caleb?”

Victoria smiles, a slow, sensual curve of her lips that makes my cock stir despite the hundreds of miles between us. “Mark’s at a conference in Chicago until tomorrow. And Caleb’s staying at Jessica’s tonight—some project for his ethics class.” Her hand moves beneath the sheet, a slight shift in the fabric the only indication of what she’s doing. “We have the house to ourselves. At least, virtually.”

My jeans are open now, my hand already wrapping around my cock through the thin cotton of my boxers. “Show me,” I say, the words coming out harder than I intended. “I want to see what you’re doing.”

Something flashes in her eyes—a heat, a hunger that makes my length throb painfully—before she pushes the sheet down, revealing what she’s hiding. A vibrator—sleek and silver, buzzing quietly as it presses against her clit. Her other hand is between her legs, fingers disappearing inside herself with each careful movement.

“Fuck,” I groan, already pushing my boxers down to free my cock. It springs out, already hard and leaking, the sensitive head brushing against my stomach as I wrap my hand around the base. “That’s so fucking hot, Victoria.”

She moans, the sound slightly muffled by the distance between us. “Tell me what you’re going to do to me,” she says, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. “When you get here for Thanksgiving. Tell me how you’re going to fuck me.”

The invitation—so crude, so explicit from Victoria’s usually refined mouth—destroys the last of my control. My hand begins to move, stroking from base to tip with quick, deliberate movements. “I’m going to bend you over your dining room table,” I tell her, watching her face as desire begins to overtake her. “Going to push that pretty dress up around your waist and fuck you until you can’t remember your husband’s name.”

Victoria gasps, her hips rising slightly to meet the vibrator’s movements. “Yes,” she hisses, her voice shaking with need. “God, yes. I want that, Liam. Want you to fuck me where anyone could walk in and see us.”

The fantasy—Victoria bent over the table, taking my cock from behind while her family gathers in the next room—sends a fresh surge of heat through me. My hand moves faster, pre-cum easing the way as I stroke from base to tip. “I’m going to make you come so hard you scream,” I continue, watching her face as pleasure builds. “Going to fill you up, mark you as mine where everyone can see.”

“Already yours,” she admits, her voice barely above a whisper. “Have been since the first time. You know that, right?”

The casual admission—that she’s mine, has been since the moment I first laid eyes on her—sends a surge of possessive satisfaction through me. My cock throbs in my grip, a fresh drop of pre-cum beading at the tip as I imagine claiming her again, making her mine in the most primal way possible.

“I’m going to fuck you in every room of that house,” I tell her, my voice barely recognizable to my own ears. “Going to bend you over the kitchen counter while dinner’s in the oven. Going to take you on the stairs where anyone could see. Going to fill that pretty mouth with my cock while Mark’s watching football in the next room.”

Victoria moans, the sound going straight to my groin. Her hand moves faster between her legs, the vibrator buzzing louder as it works her clit. “I want that,” she gasps, her voice thick with desire. “Want your cock everywhere, Liam. Want everyone to know I’m yours.”

The image—Victoria with my cum on her face, in her mouth, between her legs—is almost too much to bear. My hand moves faster, my hips bucking involuntarily into my grip as pleasure begins to crest. “I’m getting close,” I warn, my voice shaking with the effort of holding back. “So fucking close, Victoria.”

“Me too,” she admits, her free hand moving to her breast, thumb brushing over her hardened nipple. “So close, Liam. Don’t stop. Please don’t stop.”

I have no intention of stopping. My hand works my cock with desperate attention, each stroke bringing me closer to the edge. On the screen, Victoria’s movements grow more frantic, her breathing more ragged as she works herself toward climax. The sight is almost too much to bear—Victoria, beautiful, composed Victoria with her hand between her legs, taking her pleasure with the same hunger I’ve come to expect from her.

My fist is a vice around my cock, slick with pre-cum, pumping hard and fast like I’m trying to fucking break it. My balls ache, swollen and tight, begging for release. But I won’t give in—not yet. Not until she fucking earns it.

On screen, Victoria is a goddamn masterpiece—her tits bouncing with every frantic thrust of her fingers, her nipples hard as fucking diamonds. She’s sprawled across her bed, legs spread obscenely wide, her pussy glistening under the dim light. I can hear it—the filthy, wet squelch of her fingers plunging in and out, her cunt sucking them back in like it’s fucking starving for more.

“Fuck, Liam,” she moans, her voice ragged, wrecked. Like she’s been screaming my name for hours. Maybe she has.

I groan, my cock throbbing in my grip. Fuck. Her lips are parted, her breath coming in short, desperate gasps. She’s close. So fucking close. I can see it in the way her thighs tremble, the way her back arches off the bed, her tits jutting toward the ceiling.

“You gonna come for me, Victoria?” I growl, twisting my wrist just right, thumb smearing pre-cum over the head of my dick. “Gonna fucking soak those sheets like the desperate little slut you are?”

She whimpers—actually whimpers—and I swear to god, my balls tighten. Her fingers move faster, her hips jerking, fucking herself on her own hand like she’s trying to impale herself.

“Say it,” I demand, my voice rough. “Say you’re gonna come.”

“I—I’m gonna come,” she chokes out, her voice breaking. “Oh fuck, Liam, I’m gonna—”

Her body locks, her cunt clenching around her fingers as her orgasm rips through her. She screams, her back bowing off the bed, her tits bouncing wildly. I can see her pussy pulsing, can almost taste her slick on my tongue.

And that’s when I lose it.

“I’m going to come,” I gasp, feeling the pressure build at the base of my spine. “Going to cover that pretty face. Are you ready?”

Victoria nods, her eyes never leaving mine despite the pleasure clearly overwhelming her. “Yes,” she says, the word both permission and encouragement. “Do it, Liam. Now.”

That’s all it takes. With a groan that’s torn from somewhere deep inside me, I come—my cock pulsing as the first rope of cum shoots onto my stomach. The second follows quickly, then a third, each pulse sending fresh pleasure racing up my spine. On the screen, Victoria’s back arches, a cry escaping her lips as her own orgasm hits—her body shaking, her inner walls presumably clenching around nothing as she rides out the waves of sensation.

“Fuck,” I groan, watching her face as pleasure overtakes her. “That’s it. Take it all.”

Victoria can only moan in response, her body still caught in the throes of her release. Her hand continues to move between her legs, working herself through the aftershocks with practiced ease. The sight is almost too much to bear—Victoria, beautiful, responsive Victoria coming apart for me despite the hundreds of miles between us.

When the final pulses subside, leaving us both shaking and spent, Victoria collapses against the headboard, a slow smile spreading across her face. “That was...” she starts, then breaks off with a small laugh. “I don’t even have words.”

“Fucking incredible,” I finish for her, already reaching for a tissue to clean myself up. “You’re fucking incredible, Victoria.”

She smiles, the expression warm despite the obvious exhaustion written across her features. “You’re not so bad yourself,” she says, her voice husky with satisfaction. “I can’t wait to see you next week. For Thanksgiving.”

The reminder—that in just seven days, I’ll be with her again, will be able to touch her, taste her, feel her around me—sends a fresh surge of heat through me despite our recent activities. “Me too,” I agree, already counting down the hours. “It’s going to be a very... stuffing Thanksgiving.”

Victoria laughs, the sound slightly breathless. “I’m counting on it,” she says, her eyes meeting mine with an intensity that makes my heart race. “Now get some sleep. You’re going to need your strength.”

With that, she’s gone, the call ending with a soft click that seems to echo in the suddenly quiet room. I fall back against my pillows, a slow smile spreading across my face as I stare at the ceiling. Seven days. Then I’ll have her again—in my arms, around my cock, coming apart as I show her exactly what she means to me.

And nothing—not Mark, not Caleb, not even Victoria’s own fears—is going to stop me.


Chapter 2

I pull into the Hurleys’ driveway, my heart hammering against my ribs as I kill the engine. One week since that video call. Seven days of imagining Victoria bent over that dining room table, taking my cock while her family gathers in the next room. Seven nights of jerking off to the memory of her voice, her face, her body coming apart for me. And now I’m here, about to walk through that door and see her again—not on a screen, not in my fantasies, but in the flesh. My cock stirs at the thought, already hardening despite the twenty-plus people I can see through the front window.

I grab my overnight bag from the passenger seat and make my way up the winding path to the front door. The house looks exactly as I remember—sprawling colonial with its white siding and black shutters, pumpkins and cornstalks arranged artfully on the porch. But there’s something different about it today—a warmth, a vibrancy that’s missing during my usual visits. The windows glow with light despite the early afternoon sun, the sound of laughter and conversation carrying clearly through the closed door.

I ring the bell and wait, shifting from foot to foot as anticipation races through me. It’s been too long—seven days since I’ve seen her, seven days since I’ve touched her, seven days since I’ve had my cock inside her. The wait has been torture, each hour stretching into eternity as I counted down the minutes until I could have her again.

The door swings open before I can work myself into a full-blown frenzy, revealing Victoria in all her Thanksgiving glory. She’s dressed simply—dark jeans and a cream-colored sweater that hugs curves I’ve come to know intimately—but there’s something about her today that takes my breath away. Maybe it’s the flush painting her cheeks, or the way her eyes light up when she sees me. Or maybe it’s just the knowledge of what’s to come—of how I’m going to bend her over the nearest surface the moment we’re alone.

“Liam!” she says, her voice bright with a warmth that’s only partly for show. “You made it. I was starting to worry you’d gotten stuck in traffic.”

I shake my head, already stepping forward to accept the brief, carefully chaste hug she offers. “No traffic,” I say, my voice deliberately casual despite the way my body responds to her nearness. “Just took a little longer to get out of the city than I expected.”

She smiles, her eyes meeting mine with an intensity that makes my heart race. “Well, you’re here now,” she says, already pulling me inside. “And just in time—dinner should be ready in about an hour.”

The house is even more crowded than it looked from outside—people everywhere, talking and laughing and moving between rooms with the easy familiarity of family. The air is thick with the smell of roasting turkey and sage, of cinnamon and nutmeg and the yeasty warmth of freshly baked bread. My stomach growls in anticipation despite the more pressing hunger building lower down.

“Mark’s out back with the guys,” Victoria says, already leading me through the living room toward the kitchen. “Something about the perfect temperature for the turkey. And Caleb’s upstairs with Jessica—they’re ‘helping’ with the place settings.” She makes air quotes with her fingers, her smile fond despite the obvious sarcasm. “Which means they’re probably making out in the linen closet.”

I laugh, the sound slightly strained. The thought of Caleb and Jessica together—doing exactly what I’ve been fantasizing about doing with his mother—sends a fresh wave of guilt through me. But it’s quickly overshadowed by Victoria’s hand on my arm, her fingers brushing against my skin with deliberate casualness.

“I’m so glad you could make it,” she says, her voice dropping to a tone meant for my ears alone. “It’s been... a long week.”

Before I can respond—before I can tell her exactly how long it’s been, how many times I’ve jerked off thinking of her, how desperate I am to get her alone—we’re interrupted by a voice from the kitchen doorway.

“Well, well, well. If it isn’t the famous Liam.”

I turn to find a woman watching us from the threshold—a slightly younger, slightly wilder version of Victoria with the same blonde hair and blue eyes, but where Victoria is polished and poised, this woman is all chaotic energy. She’s dressed in a low-cut black top that showcases an impressive amount of cleavage, tight jeans that hug every curve, and heels high enough to make my mother faint. A glass of red wine dangles from her fingers, her lips curved in a smile that’s equal parts amused and assessing.

“Chloe,” Victoria says, her voice carefully neutral. “I didn’t realize you’d arrived.”

The woman—Chloe—rolls her eyes, already moving forward with the confident stride of someone completely at ease in her own skin. “Like you’d notice if the house was on fire,” she says, her tone making it clear this is an old, familiar argument. “Too busy playing the perfect hostess to keep track of your own sister.”

There’s something in the exchange—a tension, a history—that makes the air between them crackle with barely suppressed hostility. But before I can figure out what’s happening, Chloe is turning to me, her hand extended in a gesture that’s only nominally polite.

“Chloe Bennett,” she says, her eyes meeting mine with frank appreciation. “Victoria’s much more fun younger sister. And you must be Liam—the famous best friend I’ve heard so much about.”

I take her hand, already caught in the gravitational pull of her personality. “That’s me,” I say, aiming for casual despite the sudden intensity of her attention. “Nice to meet you.”

Chloe’s smile widens, her grip on my hand tightening slightly. “Oh, the pleasure’s all mine,” she says, her voice dropping to a husky purr that makes my cock stir despite my best intentions. “Victoria didn’t mention you were so... fit.”

Something flashes in Victoria’s expression—a mixture of annoyance and what might be jealousy—before her face settles into a mask of polite interest. “Chloe just got divorced,” she explains, her tone making it clear this is not new information. “Six months ago. She’s... adjusting.”

“Adjusting,” Chloe repeats with a laugh that holds no humor. “That’s one way to put it. Another would be ‘finally free of the asshole who thought monogamy was optional but only for him.’” She takes a long drink of her wine, her eyes never leaving mine. “What about you, Liam? Anyone special in your life? Or are you playing the field these days?”

The question—so direct, so obviously loaded—hangs between us, heavy with implication. I can feel Victoria tensing beside me, can sense the sudden shift in the atmosphere as Chloe waits for my response. But before I can answer—before I can say anything that might acknowledge the complicated, impossible thing between Victoria and me—we’re interrupted by a crash from the kitchen, followed immediately by a chorus of surprised exclamations.

“Shit,” Victoria says, already moving toward the sound. “That’s the gravy. I’ll be right back—Chloe, can you get Liam a drink? He knows where everything is.”

And with that, she’s gone, disappearing into the kitchen with quick, determined steps that brook no argument. Leaving me alone with Chloe—beautiful, dangerous Chloe with her assessing eyes and her frankly appreciative smile.

“Well,” she says, already reaching for the bottle of wine on the counter. “This is... unexpected.”

I nod, not trusting myself to speak. There’s something about Chloe—some combination of boldness and need—that reminds me painfully of Victoria. Of how she was before Mark, before Caleb, before twenty years of marriage wore away the edges of her personality. It’s like looking at a version of Victoria that never got broken, and the sight makes my chest ache with a mixture of desire and protectiveness.

“So,” Chloe continues, already pouring wine into a fresh glass. “Tell me everything Victoria hasn’t mentioned. Starting with why a hot guy like you is spending Thanksgiving with his best friend’s family instead of with some lucky girl who knows exactly what she’s got.”

The question—so direct, so obviously loaded—makes my head spin. How do I answer? How do I explain that the lucky girl is actually my best friend’s mother? That I’ve been fucking her for weeks, that I’ve had my cock in her mouth, that I’ve marked her as mine in the most primal way possible?

“I, uh—” I start, but whatever lie I was planning is cut off by Chloe’s laugh, the sound bright with genuine amusement.

“God, you’re cute when you’re flustered,” she says, already handing me the wine with a smile that’s equal parts mischievous and hungry.

And with that cryptic comment, she’s moving, already leading me toward the living room with a confidence that brooks no argument. I follow without resistance, too stunned by her sudden appearance—by the reality of Chloe, beautiful, chaotic Chloe with her hungry eyes and her obvious interest—to do anything but go along.

Whatever happens next, one thing is crystal clear: this Thanksgiving is going to be even more complicated than I thought.

***

I find Victoria in the dining room, her back to the doorway as she arranges the centerpiece with meticulous attention. The cornucopia sprawls across the center of the table, its woven surface overflowing with autumn bounty—apples and pears, small pumpkins and gourds in shades of orange and green, dried corn and wheat stalks artfully arranged to look like they’re spilling from the horn’s mouth. Victoria adjusts a pear by a fraction of an inch, steps back to check the effect, then moves forward to shift a pumpkin half an inch to the left. Her tongue peeks out between her lips as she concentrates, a gesture so unconsciously adorable it makes my chest ache.

“Need some help?” I ask, leaning against the doorframe as I watch her work.

Victoria startles slightly, one hand flying to her chest in a gesture that’s half surprise, half pleasure. “Liam,” she says, her voice warm with a welcome meant just for me. “I didn’t hear you come in.”

I shrug, already moving toward her with the casual confidence of a man who knows exactly what he wants. “You were pretty focused,” I say, stopping just close enough that I can smell her perfume—something light and floral that makes my cock stir despite the family gathering happening just rooms away. “It’s looking good.”

She smiles, the expression soft with genuine pleasure. “Thanks. It’s a tradition—my grandmother’s cornucopia. She made it herself, back in the sixties.” Her hand moves to the woven surface, fingers tracing the pattern with reverent attention. “Every Thanksgiving, no matter where we were, she’d bring it out and fill it with whatever we had. Even that year in London, when all we could find were those sad little apples from the corner store.”

There’s something in the story—in the simple way Victoria shares this piece of herself—that makes my chest tighten with an emotion I’m not ready to name. It’s too big, too complicated, too wrapped up in everything else I feel for her—the desire, the hunger, the raw fucking need that’s been driving me crazy since Halloween.

“It’s beautiful,” I say, meaning it completely. “Just like its caretaker.”

Something flashes in Victoria’s eyes—gratitude, maybe, or a hint of the desire that’s clearly still burning between us—before she steps closer, until we’re standing toe to toe, her body just inches from mine.

“Liam,” she starts, her voice dropping to a tone meant for my ears alone. “About tonight—”

Whatever she was going to say is cut off by the sound of heels on hardwood, followed immediately by a voice that makes Victoria tense beside me.

“There you are! I’ve been looking everywhere for my big sister.”

We break apart like guilty teenagers, putting a careful foot of space between us as Chloe appears in the doorway. She’s changed since I saw her last—her hair now pulled back in a messy ponytail, her lipstick slightly smudged, a fresh glass of wine dangling from her fingers. But there’s something in her expression—a calculation, a cold assessment—that makes the hair on the back of my neck stand up.

“Chloe,” Victoria says, her voice carefully neutral. “I thought you were helping Mom with the sweet potatoes.”

Chloe rolls her eyes, already moving into the room with the confident stride of someone completely at ease in her own skin. “Please. One ‘helpful’ suggestion about marshmallows and suddenly I’m ‘interfering with a generations-old tradition.’” She makes air quotes with her fingers, her smile not quite reaching her eyes. “So I thought I’d see what my favorite sister was up to instead.”

The emphasis—the clear implication that Victoria is anything but her favorite—hangs between them, heavy with history. I hang back, suddenly unsure of my role in what’s clearly an ongoing sibling drama.

“I’m just finishing up the centerpiece,” Victoria says, already turning back to the table. “We should be ready to eat in about twenty minutes.”

Chloe nods, already moving toward the cornucopia with what might be genuine interest. “It’s looking good,” she says, reaching for a particularly large gourd near the edge of the table. “Very... traditional.”

There’s something in her tone—a hint of mockery, a suggestion of condescension—that makes Victoria stiffen beside me. But before either of us can respond, Chloe is moving, the gourd clutched in her hand as she reaches for the centerpiece.

“Here,” she says, already placing the heavy fruit directly on top of the delicate woven horns. “This would look perfect right... here.”

The moment the gourd touches the cornucopia, there’s a sharp crack—the sound of something breaking, of carefully maintained tradition giving way beneath too much weight. Victoria gasps, one hand flying to her mouth as she stares at the damage—a clean break in one of the horns, the carefully arranged bounty now tilting precariously toward the edge of the table.

“Oh my god,” Chloe says, her voice thick with a concern that doesn’t match the satisfied gleam in her eyes. “I’m so sorry, Vicky. I’ve always been so clumsy. Remember that time in high school? When I just tripped and ended up kissing your boyfriend, what was his name?”

The question—so casually cruel, so deliberately targeted—hangs between them, heavy with implication. Victoria goes completely still, her face draining of color as she stares at her sister. For one endless moment, neither woman moves—Victoria rigid with what might be shock or hurt, Chloe watching with the satisfied expression of a cat who’s just cornered a particularly juicy mouse.

“Jason,” Victoria says finally, her voice barely above a whisper. “His name was Jason.”

Chloe nods, her smile never reaching her eyes. “That’s right. Jason. Cute guy. Great kisser.” She shrugs, already reaching for her wine. “Some guys just like sisters, I guess.”

Before I can respond, before I can tell her exactly how wrong she is, Victoria is moving—already gathering the fallen fruit with hands that aren’t quite steady.

“I should check on the turkey,” she says, her voice carefully neutral despite the hurt evident in her eyes. “Mark will be wondering where I’ve gotten to.”

And with that, she’s gone, disappearing through the doorway with quick, determined steps that brook no argument. Leaving me alone with Chloe—beautiful, dangerous Chloe with her assessing eyes and her satisfied smile.

“Well,” she says, already reaching for the wine bottle on the sideboard. “That was... illuminating.”

I don’t respond—can’t respond, not when all I can think about is Victoria’s face as she left, the hurt in her eyes, the way her hands trembled as she gathered the fallen fruit. It’s all I can do not to follow her, to pull her into my arms and tell her exactly how wrong her sister is, how completely mine she’s become.

But Chloe isn’t done. She moves closer, her body just inches from mine as she reaches for a fresh glass. “I’ve always wondered about you,” she says, her voice dropping to a husky purr that makes my skin crawl despite her obvious beauty. “Victoria’s talked about you for years—Caleb’s best friend, the one who’s always around, the one who looks at her like she’s the only woman in the room.” Her eyes meet mine, frank appreciation mingling with something that might be challenge. “But she never mentioned how hot you are. Or how you look at her when you think no one’s watching.”

The assessment—so direct, so obviously loaded—makes my head spin. How much does she know? How much has she guessed? The questions race through my mind, each one more terrifying than the last as I stare at Chloe’s knowing smile.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I say, the lie feeling like sand in my mouth.

Chloe laughs, the sound bright with genuine amusement. “Sure you don’t,” she says, already moving closer until we’re standing toe to toe. “That’s why you jumped apart when I walked in. That’s why you’re looking at the door like you’re counting the seconds until you can follow her.” She rolls her eyes, already reaching for my hand. “Please. I’ve been watching you two for all of five minutes, and it’s obvious what’s going on.”

My heart hammers in my chest, each beat seeming to echo in the suddenly quiet room. If Chloe’s figured it out after five minutes, how long until someone else does? How long until Mark realizes why his wife’s been so distant, why she flushes whenever I’m near? How long until Caleb understands exactly why his best friend can’t look him in the eye?

“I should go,” I say, already backing toward the doorway. “Victoria might need help with—”

“Victoria can handle a turkey,” Chloe interrupts, her hand closing around my wrist with surprising strength. “What she can’t handle is a man who looks at her the way you do and then walks away when things get complicated.” Her eyes meet mine, frank assessment mingling with something that might be genuine concern. “So which is it, Liam? Are you going to follow through on whatever’s happening between you? Or are you going to break her heart because you’re too scared to admit what you want?”

The question—so direct, so obviously loaded—hangs between us, heavy with implication. How do I answer? How do I explain that what I want is Victoria—beautiful, impossible Victoria with her hungry mouth and her eager body—but that having her means betraying everything I’ve ever known? That loving her means potentially losing Caleb, means destroying a family, means facing consequences I’m not sure either of us is ready for?

“I—” I start, but whatever I was going to say is cut off by the sound of the front door opening, followed immediately by Mark’s voice calling for Victoria.

Saved by the husband. The irony isn’t lost on me as I pull away from Chloe’s grip, already moving toward the doorway with quick, determined steps. “I should go help,” I say, the excuse weak even to my own ears. “They’ll be wondering where I am.”

Chloe nods, her expression unreadable. “Sure,” she says, already reaching for her wine. “But this conversation isn’t over, Liam. Not by a long shot.”


Chapter 3

I’m barely two steps into the kitchen when a hand closes around my wrist, yanking me sideways into the narrow space between the refrigerator and the wall. I stumble, nearly losing my balance, but strong arms catch me, pulling me deeper into the shadows. And then Victoria is there, her body pressed against mine, her mouth finding my neck with desperate hunger.

“God, I’ve missed you,” she whispers against my skin, her breath hot and quick. “It’s been torture watching you across the room, not being able to touch you.”

I don’t respond—can’t respond, not when Victoria’s hands are already moving, already pushing me back against the cold stainless steel of the fridge. Her body follows, pressing against mine with enough force to rock me back an inch, her breasts soft through the thin fabric of her sweater. My cock responds immediately, hardening against her stomach as her mouth moves from my neck to my jaw, then finally to my lips in a kiss that’s equal parts desperate and demanding.

“Fuck,” I groan against her mouth, my hands already moving to her waist. “Victoria, we can’t—someone might—”

“I don’t care,” she interrupts, already pushing her tongue between my lips. “I need this, Liam. Need you. Now.”

The demand—so raw, so at odds with Victoria’s usual composure—destroys the last of my control. My hands move to her face, fingers tangling in her hair as I kiss her back with all the hunger I’ve been suppressing since Halloween. Victoria moans, the sound going straight to my groin as her body presses more firmly against mine.

We’re hidden here, just barely—the narrow space between the fridge and the wall providing just enough cover that anyone glancing into the kitchen would miss us. But it’s not enough, not really. The house is full of people—Mark and Caleb just rooms away, Chloe and Victoria’s parents in the living room, various aunts and uncles and cousins scattered throughout. Any one of them could walk in, could see us, could destroy everything with a single well-timed entrance.

But I can’t bring myself to care, not when Victoria is kissing me like she’s drowning and I’m air, not when her hands are already moving to my belt, already working the button open with practiced ease. My cock strains against the confines of my jeans, already hard and leaking, the sensitive head brushing against Victoria’s stomach as she pushes closer.

“We should stop,” I say, the words feeling like sand in my mouth. “Someone could—”

“I don’t care,” Victoria repeats, already working my zipper down. “Let them see. Let them all see what you do to me, how much I want you.”

There’s something in her voice—a desperation, a wildness—that makes my head spin. This isn’t the careful, controlled Victoria I’ve come to know—the woman who plans each encounter with military precision, who times our meetings to the minute to avoid discovery. This is someone else entirely—someone raw and hurting and so fucking alive it makes my chest ache.

“What’s wrong?” I ask, already reaching for her face. “Victoria, please. Talk to me.”

Something flashes in her eyes—a mixture of hurt and fury quickly suppressed—before she steps back, putting a careful foot of space between us. “I found them,” she says, her voice steady despite the slight tremble in her hands. “On his phone. The texts. The pictures.”

The implication—that Mark has been cheating, that Victoria has proof—hangs between us, heavy with implication. But before I can respond, before I can tell her how sorry I am, how much I want to make it better, she’s continuing, each word coming faster than the last.

“I overheard him talking to her last night. In his office. ‘Just one more day,’ he said. ‘Then I’m all yours.’” Her laugh holds no humor. “And then this morning, when he was in the shower, I checked his phone. There were pictures, Liam. Dozens of them. Her tits. Her ass. Her pussy, spread open for him like she’s begging for it.” Her voice breaks on the last word, a single tear tracking down her cheek. “And him. Pictures of his cock that he sent her. With messages about how much better she is than me, how much tighter she is, how she actually wants him instead of just tolerating him.”

Each word is like a physical blow, her voice rising with each accusation until she’s practically shouting. Her cheeks are flushed, her eyes bright with unshed tears, her chest heaving with the force of her emotion. She’s beautiful in her rage—wild and passionate and so fucking alive it makes my heart ache.

“That’s why I’ve been so... off today,” she admits, already reaching for my hand. “I couldn’t stop thinking about it. About them. About how he’s been fucking her for God knows how long while I’ve been right here, waiting for him to remember I exist.”

The casual admission—that she’s been lonely, that she’s been wanting—sends a surge of possessive satisfaction through me. My hand moves to her face, thumb brushing away the tear on her cheek as my head bends toward hers.

“He’s an idiot,” I tell her, the words torn from somewhere deep inside me. “The biggest fucking idiot on the planet if he can’t see what he’s got.”

Victoria laughs, the sound slightly broken. “What I’ve got is a husband who’d rather fuck his secretary and a life that’s falling apart at the seams,” she says, her voice steady despite the hurt evident in her eyes. “And you. I’ve got you, at least for now.”

The qualification—the clear implication that what’s between us might be temporary—makes my stomach turn. But before I can respond, before I can tell her that I want more—want everything—Victoria is moving, her hand already diving into my open jeans to wrap around my cock.

“Fuck,” I groan, my hips bucking involuntarily into her grip. “Victoria, please—”

“I hate him,” she whispers, her voice raw with emotion as her hand begins to move. “And I hate her. But God, Liam, I want you. Need you. Please.”

That’s all the encouragement I need. My hand moves to her waist, fingers digging into the soft flesh as I pull her closer.Her lips crash into mine, bruising and demanding, and I can taste her anger, her frustration, her betrayal. She bites my lower lip, hard, and I groan into her mouth, my cock pulsing in her hand. She doesn’t let up, her tongue fucking into my mouth like she’s claiming every inch of me. Her hand moves faster now, her strokes rougher, and I can feel the slickness of pre-cum coating her palm as she works me closer to the edge.

But Victoria isn’t interested in tenderness—not now, not with the evidence of Mark’s betrayal still fresh in her mind. Her hand moves faster on my cock, each stroke deliberate and focused as she works me toward the edge. The sensation is electric—my skin hypersensitive after days of wanting, each downward movement sending sparks of pleasure racing up my spine.

Victoria’s grip is tight, fuckin’ perfect, her fingers sliding up and down my shaft like she’s trying to milk every drop of sanity out of me. I’m rock hard, throbbing in her fist, and the way she strokes me—slow, deliberate, like she’s savoring the feel of my skin under her fingertips—sends electric jolts straight to my balls. My hips buck into her hand, fucking desperate, but she doesn’t speed up. She’s got control, and she’s not letting go.

Her other hand digs into my shoulder, nails biting into my skin like she’s marking me as hers. I can feel her breath on my neck, hot and uneven, her lips brushing against my pulse point in a way that makes my cock twitch in her hand. She’s punishing me—forcing me to feel every inch of her grip, every stroke, every fucking second of this agonizing pleasure.

“That’s it,” I encourage, watching her face as desire begins to overtake her. “Just like that. Don’t stop.”

My cock is leaking, dripping, and she’s using it to make every stroke smoother, faster, hotter. My hips jerk into her hand, fucking desperate, but she pulls back slightly, just enough to torment me. “Not yet,” she says, her voice a wicked whisper. “You’re not gonna come until I say so.”

Her hand speeds up, her grip tightening around my cock, and I can feel the pressure building in my balls, my hips bucking uncontrollably into her fist. “Fuck,” I gasp, my fingers digging into her ass as she strokes me harder, faster, and I swear I can feel every fucking vein in my cock throbbing against her palm.

Victoria nods, already reaching for the hem of her sweater with her free hand. “I want to feel you,” she says, her voice husky with need. “All of you, Liam. Now.”

Victoria’s hand is still wrapped around my cock, her thumb brushing over the sensitive head with deliberate attention. My breath catches in my throat as pleasure builds, each stroke bringing me closer to the edge. But it’s not enough—not after days of wanting, not with the memory of Victoria’s mouth on me still fresh in my mind. I need more—need her lips, her tongue, the wet heat of her throat accepting me.

“Suck it,” I groan, my hand already moving to her hair. “Suck my cock like a filthy slut.”

Something flashes in her eyes—a heat, a hunger that makes my cock throb painfully—before she’s moving, already sinking to her knees on the hard kitchen floor. The position pushes her breasts together, creating a shadow of cleavage visible above the neckline of her sweater. Her eyes never leave mine as she leans forward, her breath hot against my sensitive skin.

“You’re so fucking beautiful like this,” I tell her, my voice barely above a whisper. “On your knees for me. Taking my cock like you were made for it.”

Victoria smiles, the expression equal parts shy and hungry. “Maybe I was,” she says, already reaching for the waistband of my jeans. “Maybe everything—Mark, the marriage, all of it—was just to get me here. To you.”

The admission—that she sees meaning in what’s happening between us, that she believes there’s a purpose to the chaos—sends a surge of possessive satisfaction through me. My hand moves to her face, fingers brushing a strand of hair from her cheek as my head bends toward hers.

“Maybe,” I agree, already feeling my cock harden further at the mere thought. “Or maybe we’re just really fucking lucky.”

With a hunger that matches my own, Victoria leans forward, her lips parting to take me inside. The first touch of her mouth—hot and wet and so fucking perfect—sends a jolt of electricity straight to my groin. My cock throbs painfully, a pulse of pre-cum dampening the sensitive head as Victoria’s tongue circles the crown with careful attention.

“Fuck,” I groan, my hand tightening in her hair. “That’s it. Just like that. Don’t stop.”

Victoria’s moan vibrates through my cock like a fucking electric shock, and I groan, my fingers tangling in her silky hair. Her lips—perfect, fucking sinful lips—are stretched tight around my dick, and I can feel every inch of her hot, wet mouth as she takes me deeper. Her hand wraps around the base, fingers squeezing just tight enough to make my balls ache with need.

She’s humming now, the sound traveling up my shaft and making my thighs tremble. I look down and Jesus fucking Christ, the sight of her on her knees, obedient and desperate, her cheeks hollowed out as she sucks me like she’s starving for it—it’s almost too much. Her eyes flick up to meet mine, and fuck, they’re glazed over, dripping with lust. Her tongue flattens against the underside of my cock, swirling around the sensitive spot just below the head, and I swear I see stars.

“Fuck, Victoria,” I growl, my voice rough and broken. Her lips slide up and down, her throat opening up, taking me, swallowing me like she’s been made for this. I can feel the tightness of her throat muscles, the way they contract around the tip of my dick, and I almost lose it right there.

Her hand works in perfect sync with her mouth, pumping the part of me she can’t fit inside her. The spit-slick sounds of her sucking me off fill the room, and I’m drowning in her, in the wet heat of her mouth, the way she’s moaning like this is the best fucking thing she’s ever tasted.

Her free hand drifts between her legs, and I can hear the wet slap of her fingers as she rubs herself. She’s dripping for me, soaking her thighs, and the smell of her pussy mixed with the sight of her lips stretched around my cock is fucking obscene.

“You’re so fucking good at this,” I tell her, watching her face as pleasure builds. “The best I’ve ever had. The only one I’ll ever want.”

I tug her hair, pulling her closer, forcing her to take me deeper. She gags a little, tears welling up in her eyes, but she doesn’t stop. Her throat opens wider, and I feel the tip of my dick hitting the back of her mouth, teasing her tonsils. Her moans are muffled now, her lips sealed tight around me, and I swear I can feel her heartbeat in her throat.

Her nose brushes against my stomach as she swallows me to the root. The sensation is electric—her throat clenching around me, her inner walls fluttering against the sensitive head as she holds me there, not moving, not breathing, just accepting me completely.

“You fucking love this, don’t you?” I sneer, my voice dripping with lust. She nods, her eyes locked on mine, and I can see the fucking desperation in them. She’s gagging, but she’s not stopping, and it’s making me harder than I’ve ever been.

Her hand moves faster now, jerking me off with a rhythm that’s making my balls tighten. Her lips are swollen, her mouth a fucking mess of spit and pre-cum, and she’s moaning louder, her body trembling as she works herself closer to the edge.

“You’re such a fucking slut for my cock,” I growl, and she whimpers, the sound vibrating around my dick like she’s begging for more. I can feel her pussy pulsing, her fingers buried deep inside herself, and I know she’s close

“Jesus Christ,” I gasp, my vision blurring at the edges. “Victoria, I can’t—you’re going to make me—”

But she’s not stopping—if anything, she’s doubling down, her hand moving faster on what her mouth can’t reach, her throat working around me with deliberate attention. Each downward movement pushes me deeper, each withdrawal leaves me gasping for more. I’m so close already, the pressure building at the base of my spine, my balls drawing tight against my body as pleasure begins to crest.

“I’m going to come,” I warn, my voice shaking with the effort of holding back. “So fucking close, Victoria. You need to—”

But whatever I was going to say—whatever warning or request or desperate plea was on my lips—is cut off by the sound of the kitchen door swinging open, followed immediately by Mark’s voice calling for Victoria.

She freezes, my cock still buried deep in her throat, her eyes widening with shock as realization dawns. For one endless moment, we’re caught like that—Victoria on her knees before me, my hand in her hair, my cock in her mouth—with nowhere to hide, no way to explain what’s happening.

Then Victoria is moving, pulling back with a careful movement that has us both gasping at the sudden emptiness. She’s on her feet in an instant, already turning toward the sink with a casualness that doesn’t match the panic clearly written across her features. “In here,” she calls, her voice steady despite the slight tremble in her hands. “Just washing up. The pumpkin was... messier than I expected.”

I’m still trying to process what just happened—still trying to reconcile the Victoria who was just on her knees for me with the composed woman now calmly rinsing her hands at the sink—when Mark appears in the doorway. He looks exactly as he always does—slightly rumpled, slightly distracted, completely oblivious to what was happening just seconds before.

“There you are,” he says, already moving toward the drawer where the bottle opener is kept. “Mom’s asking about the wine. Something about it being too... something. I wasn’t really listening.”

Victoria laughs, the sound slightly strained. “It’s probably too warm,” she says, already reaching for a dish towel. “Dad always keeps the house like a sauna. The bottle opener’s in the drawer by the fridge.”

Mark nods, already moving toward the indicated drawer. I hang back, suddenly unsure of my role in this domestic scene. Should I say something? Make some excuse and leave? Stand here like an idiot until someone acknowledges my presence? Before I can decide, Mark’s eyes find mine, his expression shifting to one of mild surprise.

“Liam,” he says, as if just noticing I’m there. “Didn’t expect to see you in here. Victoria roping you into kitchen duty?”

I nod, forcing a casualness I don’t feel. “Something like that,” I say. “Just helping out where I can.”

Mark smiles, the expression warm despite the obvious distraction written across his features. “That’s our Liam,” he says, already moving toward the doorway with the bottle opener clutched in his hand. “Always willing to lend a hand. Or... other parts, apparently.”

The joke—so casual, so completely unaware of its accuracy—makes my stomach turn. But before I can respond, before I can tell him exactly how right he is, Mark is gone, disappearing through the doorway with a quick wave over his shoulder.

Leaving me alone with Victoria—beautiful, impossible Victoria with her flushed cheeks and her kiss-swollen lips, the evidence of what we were doing still visible if you know where to look.

“Well,” she says, already moving toward me with quick, determined steps. “That was...”

“Fucking terrifying,” I finish for her, already reaching for her hand. “I thought we were done for.”

Victoria laughs, the sound slightly breathless. “Me too,” she admits, her fingers intertwining with mine. “But we’re okay. He didn’t see anything.”

The reassurance—that we’ve gotten away with it, that our secret is still safe—should be comforting. But all I can think about is how close we came to discovery, how easily everything could have fallen apart. And underneath that, a more pressing concern: my cock, still hard and aching, still desperate for the release that was so cruelly denied.

“We’ll finish this later,” Victoria promises, her eyes meeting mine with an intensity that makes my heart race.

And with that, she’s gone, already moving toward the doorway with the confident stride of someone completely at ease in her own skin. I watch her go with the biggest case of blue balls I’ve ever had.


Chapter 4

I pause in the doorway of the dining room, my breath catching at the sight before me. The table stretches the length of the room, covered in a crisp white tablecloth and set with the Hurleys’ finest china. Crystal goblets catch the light from the chandelier, sending prisms dancing across the walls. But it’s the food that really makes my stomach clench—a feast of autumnal abundance centered around a massive golden-brown turkey. My mouth waters, but it’s not just hunger making my pulse race. It’s Victoria, standing at the far end of the table, her eyes meeting mine with an intensity that makes my cock stir despite our near-discovery in the kitchen.

“Liam!” Mark calls from the head of the table, carving knife already in hand. “Perfect timing. We’re just about to sit down.”

I nod, forcing a casualness I don’t feel. “Thanks for having me. It looks amazing.”

“Victoria outdid herself this year,” Mark says, already moving toward his customary seat. “As always.”

I hang back, suddenly unsure of where to sit. The Hurleys’ dining table has an established hierarchy—Mark at the head, Victoria at the foot, Caleb and various relatives arranged in descending order of importance. As Caleb’s friend, I’m usually relegated to the middle of the table, somewhere between Great-Aunt Edna and whichever cousin drew the short straw this year.

But Victoria has other ideas. “Liam,” she says, her voice warm with welcome meant just for me. “Why don’t you sit here?” She gestures to the chair immediately to her right—a position of honor typically reserved for the guest of highest standing.

Something flashes in Mark’s expression—surprise, maybe, or a hint of confusion—before his face settles into its usual mask of polite interest. “Good idea,” he agrees, already reaching for the wine. “That way you two can catch up. Victoria’s been asking about you all week.”

I move toward the indicated chair, my heart hammering against my ribs. Victoria smiles as I approach, the expression soft with genuine pleasure as she pulls out my chair with a gesture that’s both welcoming and possessive.

“Thank you,” I say, already sinking into the seat. “For everything.”

Something passes between us—an acknowledgment, a promise—before Victoria turns toward the table with the practiced grace of the perfect hostess. “Shall we begin?”

The table is a masterclass in Thanksgiving excess. In addition to the massive turkey—golden-brown and glistening with pan juices—there are bowls of creamy mashed potatoes, glistening cranberry sauce, steaming green bean casserole, and at least four different kinds of bread. The smell is incredible—rich and buttery and so fucking homey it makes my chest ache with something that might be longing.

“Before we dig in,” Mark says, his voice taking on the false gravitas he reserves for special occasions, “let’s give thanks for this bountiful meal and for our family, gathered together.” He bows his head, the gesture immediately copied by everyone at the table. “Dear Lord, we thank you for these blessings...”

I bow my head too, more out of habit than any real religious feeling. The prayer drones on—Mark thanking God for everything from the turkey to the unseasonably warm weather—while my mind drifts to earlier that day, to Victoria on her knees before me, to the look on her face when she came apart in my arms. The memory is enough to make my cock stir, already hardening at the mere thought of her mouth on me.

Then I feel it—a warm, soft weight on my thigh. I jump almost imperceptibly, my eyes flying open to find Victoria still perfectly composed, her head bowed in apparent devotion. But under the table, hidden from everyone by the pristine white tablecloth, her hand is moving, fingers tracing the seam of my jeans with deliberate attention.

“...and we thank you for the health and happiness of our children,” Mark continues, completely oblivious to what’s happening just feet away.

I should stop her. Should move her hand, should put some distance between us before someone notices. But my body has other ideas, my cock hardening further as her fingers grow bolder, deftly undoing my button and zipper with practiced ease. My breath hitches, a small sound escaping my lips before I can swallow it back.

Victoria’s hand snakes into my open jeans, wrapping around my already hardening cock with a confidence that makes my vision blur. Her grip is perfect—not too tight, not too loose—her palm warm against my sensitive skin. I reach for my water glass, taking a long sip to hide my gasp as she begins to slowly, expertly stroke me, her thumb circling the head and smearing the bead of pre-cum that has gathered there.

“And finally,” Mark concludes, his voice taking on the solemn tone that signals the end of the prayer, “we thank you for the love that binds this family together. Amen.”

“Amen,” the table choruses, the sound slightly ragged as I fight to control my breathing.

Victoria’s hand doesn’t stop—if anything, her movements grow more deliberate, more focused as she works me toward the edge. My cock throbs painfully in her grip, already desperate for release despite the brief attention.

“Now,” Mark says, already reaching for the carving knife, “who wants dark meat?”

The knife plunges into the turkey with a sickening crunch, the sound oddly appropriate as Victoria’s thumb presses against the sensitive spot just under the head of my cock. I bite my lip to keep from groaning, my hand moving under the table to wrap around her wrist.

“Wait,” I mouth, already feeling my release begin to build. “Not yet.”

Something flashes in Victoria’s eyes—amusement, maybe, or a hint of the challenge that’s been driving us both crazy for months—before her hand stills, though she doesn’t withdraw. Instead, she leans closer, her breath hot against my ear as she reaches for the bread basket with her free hand.

“We’re just getting started,” she whispers, the words meant for my ears alone. “Save it for later, when I can really make you scream.”

The promise—explicit and impossible and so fucking hot it makes my head spin—sends a fresh surge of heat through me. But before I can respond, before I can tell her exactly what I want her to do to me, Mark is speaking again, his voice bright with false cheer.

“Liam? Dark or white?”

I blink, suddenly aware that everyone is watching me, waiting for my answer. “Dark,” I manage, my voice slightly strangled. “Please.”

Mark nods, already reaching for a slice with the serving fork. “Good choice,” he says, dropping the meat onto my plate with a practiced flick of his wrist. “Victoria makes the best turkey. Secret’s in the brine.”

As if on cue, Victoria’s hand begins to move again, her grip tightening as she establishes a rhythm that has me seeing stars. Each downward stroke pushes me closer to the edge, each careful circle of her thumb against the sensitive head making my vision blur. I’m so close already, the pressure building at the base of my spine, my balls drawing tight against my body as pleasure begins to crest.

But Victoria isn’t stopping—if anything, she’s doubling down, her movements growing more focused, more deliberate as she works me toward release. My hand moves under the table, fingers digging into her thigh through the thin fabric of her dress in a silent plea to slow down, to wait, to not make me come at the fucking Thanksgiving table with her husband just feet away.

Mark slaps a thick slice of dark meat onto my plate, the turkey landing with a wet thud that seems to echo in the suddenly silent room. “There you go,” he says, already reaching for the next plate. “Victoria always saves the dark meat for the guests. Says it’s the most flavorful part.” I nod, trying for casual despite the fact that Victoria’s hand is now moving faster under the table, her grip tightening around my cock with each deliberate stroke.

“Thank you,” I manage, my voice slightly strained. “It looks amazing.”

Victoria’s grip tightens around my cock like she’s trying to milk every last drop of pre-cum from me—and Christ, she’s doing a damn good job. Her fingers are slick, sliding up and down my shaft in slow, torturous strokes, her thumb grinding against the swollen head in tight little circles that make my hips jerk. I can feel my pulse throbbing under her palm, my dick so hard it’s practically aching for release.

Her nails dig in just enough to sting, dragging down my length before she twists her wrist on the upstroke, squeezing the base until my balls tighten like fucking rocks. She smirks, watching me unravel, her other hand sliding down to cup my sac, rolling my balls in her palm like she’s weighing them, deciding how much more I can take.

It’s terrifying and exhilarating all at once—the danger of discovery, the impossibility of the situation, the raw fucking hunger driving us both. My hand moves under the table, fingers digging into Victoria’s thigh through the thin fabric of her dress in a silent plea to slow down, to wait, to not make me come at the fucking Thanksgiving table with her husband just feet away.

“So, Liam,” Mark says, already reaching for the mashed potatoes. “Victoria tells me you’re quite the scholar. What are your plans after graduation?”

The question—so normal, so completely at odds with what’s happening under the table—makes my head spin. I open my mouth to answer, but Victoria chooses that exact moment to press her thumb firmly into the slit at the tip of my cock, smearing the bead of pre-cum that’s gathered there. The sensation is electric—a jolt of pleasure so intense I nearly choke on my response.

“I, uh...” I stammer, already feeling my face flush with a mixture of embarrassment and desire. “I’m... thinking about... grad school.”

“Grad school,” Mark repeats, his tone making it clear he’s impressed. “In what field?”

Victoria’s hand is a fucking masterpiece, her fingers slick with spit and pre-cum as she pumps me raw. Her grip tightens, her nails digging into my throbbing shaft just enough to make me groan like a desperate animal. Every stroke is a fucking revelation—down, up, twisting her wrist just so, her thumb rubbing circles over my swollen head. Precum leaks like a faucet, and she smears it down my length, making her movements slicker, filthier.

I’m balanced on the edge, every nerve in my cock screaming for release, but she’s not letting me fucking cum—not yet. Her eyes lock on mine, dark and hungry, her lips parted as she watches me unravel. She’s a fucking tease, her wrist slowing just as I’m about to lose it, her thumb flicking over the slit in a way that makes my thighs fucking tremble.

“Or maybe... law,” I manage, the words feeling like sand in my mouth. “I’m still... deciding.”

Mark nods, apparently satisfied with my non-answer. “Both excellent choices,” he says, already reaching for the green beans. “Though law school’s a beast. My cousin’s boy just finished at Harvard. Said he didn’t sleep for three years.”

My hips are nearly bucking into her fist. My balls are drawn so tight they ache, the pressure in my spine building like a fucking storm. She knows exactly what she’s doing, her hand working me with cruel precision, her other hand cupping my sack, rolling my balls between her fingers in a way that makes me see stars.

“How wonderful,” Chloe chimes in from across the table, a knowing smirk playing at the corners of her mouth. “You’ll have to come back and tell us all about it. Next Thanksgiving.” Her eyes meet mine, frank assessment mingling with something that might be challenge. “If Victoria is willing to share her guest.”

The jab is clear—a direct reference to whatever she’s guessed is happening between Victoria and me. I watch, my heart in my throat, as something flashes in Victoria’s expression—surprise, maybe, or a hint of the panic I’m feeling—before her face settles into a mask of polite interest.

But her hand tells a different story. For a fraction of a second, it stills completely, her grip on my cock going slack with what might be shock. Then, just as quickly, she’s moving again, her strokes taking on an angry, possessive energy that makes my head spin. Each downward movement is deliberate, focused, her thumb pressing firmly against the sensitive spot just under the head as if she’s marking me, claiming me, reminding me exactly who I belong to.

“Chloe, be nice,” Victoria says, her voice perfectly serene as she reaches for the gravy boat with her free hand. “Liam is part of our family now.” She passes the gravy to me, her eyes meeting mine with an intensity that makes my heart race. “We’re so thankful to have him.”

As she says this, her hand squeezes my cock hard, the pressure just shy of painful as she works me toward release. I feel a spurt of wetness escape onto my stomach, my body responding to her touch despite my best intentions. I’m right on the edge—so fucking close I can taste it—my vision blurring at the edges as pleasure begins to overwhelm me.

“Liam’s practically a son to us,” Mark agrees, completely oblivious to the fact that his wife is currently giving me a hand job under the Thanksgiving table. “Always have room for one more at the Hurley table.”

Victoria’s hand moves faster, her grip tightening as she works me toward the edge. Each downward stroke pushes me closer to release, each careful circle of her thumb making my vision blur.

I’m going to come. Right here, right now, with Mark just feet away and the entire family watching. The thought is terrifying—the potential consequences, the betrayal, the absolute fucking disaster that would follow—but it’s also, perversely, the hottest thing I’ve ever experienced. My hand moves under the table, fingers wrapping around Victoria’s wrist in a desperate, silent signal.

Stop. Wait. Not here, not now.

Victoria lets go of my cock, but only for a second. Before I can even process the sudden emptiness, her hand is back, this time cupping my balls with surprising gentleness. Her palm is warm against the sensitive skin, fingers rolling the twin orbs with careful attention that makes my breath catch in my throat.

“More potatoes, dear?” she asks, her voice perfectly casual as she reaches for the serving spoon with her free hand.

I can only nod, my jaw clenched tight as I fight to maintain my composure. Victoria serves me with practiced ease, a heaping spoonful of mashed potatoes landing on my plate with a soft plop that seems to echo in the suddenly silent room. But her other hand doesn’t stop—if anything, her movements grow more deliberate, more focused as she returns to my shaft, wrapping around it with a confidence that makes my vision blur.

“That’s my boy,” she says, the endearment both innocent and loaded with meaning. “Always had a healthy appetite.”

Victoria’s fingers tighten around my cock like she owns it—and right now, she fucking does. Her grip is slick, hot, perfect—every stroke dragging my swollen length through her tight fist, her thumb smearing pre-cum over the throbbing head in slow, filthy circles. I can hear it, the wet, obscene sound of her hand working me, the slick slide of skin on skin making my balls tighten.

I’m so close I can taste it—the pressure building at the base of my spine, my balls drawing tight against my body as pleasure begins to overwhelm me. Victoria’s hand moves faster, her grip tightening as she works me toward release. The wet sounds of her hand on my cock—the obscene squelch of each downward movement, the slight catch of her palm against my sensitive skin—should be obvious to everyone at the table. But they’re lost in the general chatter, in the clink of silverware against plates, in the occasional burst of laughter as someone tells a particularly good story.

It’s the perfect cover—the chaos of family dinner hiding what’s really happening just inches away. No one is paying attention to Victoria’s slightly flushed cheeks, to the careful way she keeps her right arm below the table, to the occasional catch in her breath when her hand moves just right. They’re too caught up in their own conversations, in the food, in the careful performance of family harmony to notice the much more interesting drama unfolding beneath the pristine white tablecloth.

But I notice. God, do I notice. Each stroke brings me closer to release, each careful circle of Victoria’s thumb making my vision blur. I’m right on the edge—so fucking close I can taste it—my body trembling with the effort of holding back.

And then Victoria leans closer, her breath hot against my ear as she reaches for the salt with her free hand. “Let go,” she whispers, the words meant for my ears alone. “I want to feel it. Want to feel you come for me, Liam.”

That’s all it takes. With a groan that I barely manage to swallow, I come—my cock pulsing as the first rope of cum shoots onto Victoria’s hand. The sensation is electric—a wave of pleasure so intense it makes my vision blur, my back arching slightly as release crashes through me. Victoria’s hand doesn’t stop—if anything, her movements grow more focused, more deliberate as she works me through each pulse, her thumb pressing firmly against the sensitive spot just under the head.

As the last pulse fades, leaving me trembling and breathless, Victoria’s hand finally stills, her grip loosening as she gently milks the last drops from my sensitive tip. The sensation is almost too much to bear—my oversensitive nerves singing with each careful movement, my body still caught in the aftershocks of the most intense orgasm of my life.

And through it all, no one notices. Not Mark, currently engaged in a heated debate with Victoria’s father about the merits of electric versus gas grills. Not Caleb, happily devouring his third helping of stuffing while explaining the intricacies of emergency medicine to a politely interested Jessica. Not even Chloe, who’s watching the exchange with barely concealed amusement, her eyes occasionally flicking to my flushed face with knowing assessment.

No one has any idea what just happened—that Victoria just gave me a hand job under the Thanksgiving table, that I just came all over her hand while her husband carved the turkey just feet away. The thought should be terrifying—the potential consequences, the betrayal, the absolute fucking disaster that would follow discovery—but it’s also, perversely, the hottest thing I’ve ever experienced.

I slump in my chair, my face flushed, my heart hammering against my ribs as I struggle to catch my breath. My jeans are a mess—sticky with cum, the front visibly damp where Victoria’s enthusiastic movements caught me by surprise. But no one is looking at my lap, no one is paying attention to the obvious evidence of what just happened. They’re too caught up in their own conversations, in the food, in the careful performance of family harmony to notice the much more interesting drama unfolding right under their noses.

Victoria, on the other hand, is the picture of maternal grace. She calmly reaches for a napkin with her free hand, already wiping the evidence of my release from her palm with careful attention. The movement is so smooth, so practiced, that no one at the table even glances her way—they’re too busy passing dishes, too caught up in their own conversations to notice what’s happening just inches away.

Then, with a casualness that makes my head spin, Victoria brings her hand to her lips, ostensibly to take a sip of wine. But as the crystal touches her mouth, her eyes meet mine across the table, and I see it—her tongue, darting out to taste the faint, salty trace of me on her skin. The gesture is so deliberate, so obviously meant for me to see, that I nearly choke on my own breath.

“That was delicious,” she says, her voice perfectly casual despite the hunger burning in her eyes. “Though I think I might have overdone it with the pepper.”

The double meaning—so clear, so obviously loaded—makes my cock stir despite our recent activities. But before I can respond, before I can tell her exactly how much I want her, Victoria is already moving on, already reaching for the sweet potatoes with the confident stride of someone completely at ease in her own skin.

“More, Liam?” she asks, her eyes meeting mine with an intensity that makes my heart race. “There’s plenty to go around.”

And as she says it, her hand moves under the table again, fingers brushing against my still-sensitive cock in a gesture that’s both promise and threat. The look in her eyes is one of absolute, triumphant ownership—the expression of a woman who knows exactly what she wants and exactly how to get it.

And what she wants, clearly, is me.


Chapter 5

I drop onto the couch next to Caleb, a fresh beer cold in my hand as the pre-game commentary drones from the massive TV mounted above the fireplace. The living room is a study in masculine comfort—oversized leather furniture arranged for optimal viewing, a coffee table littered with empty chip bags and half-empty dip containers, the air thick with the smell of beer and the occasional whiff of cologne. Mark occupies his customary spot in the recliner, remote control firmly in hand as he flips between the game and whatever else catches his interest. A couple of Victoria’s uncles—men I’ve met maybe three times in the five years I’ve known Caleb—are sprawled across the remaining chairs, already arguing about a call that hasn’t even happened yet.

“You guys want another round?” I ask, already reaching for the cooler at my feet. “I’m heading to the kitchen anyway.”

Caleb shakes his head, his eyes never leaving the screen. “I’m good. But grab some more of those pretzel things if you see them. They’re fucking amazing.”

I nod, already pushing to my feet with the casual confidence of someone who’s spent enough time in this house to know where everything is. But before I can take a single step toward the kitchen, my phone buzzes in my pocket—a single, insistent vibration that makes my heart skip a beat.

I know without looking that it’s Victoria. Has to be. No one else would text me during the sacred Thanksgiving football ritual, when all red-blooded American males are contractually obligated to ignore everything except the game and occasionally the snack situation.

“Be right back,” I mutter, already moving toward the hallway with quick, determined steps. “Forgot to text my mom.”

It’s a weak excuse—my mother knows better than to expect a response on Thanksgiving, when tradition dictates I’m either eating, drinking, or watching men in tight pants run into each other at high speeds—but it’s enough to get me out of the room without raising suspicions. I slip into the half-bath off the main hallway, locking the door behind me with a soft click that seems to echo in the suddenly silent space.

My hands are shaking slightly as I pull out my phone, already swiping to the messages with an eagerness that would be embarrassing if anyone could see. The screen lights up with Victoria’s name, followed by a message that makes my cock stir despite our recent activities.

That was just the appetizer. I’m saving the main course for later.

I stare at the words, reading them again and again as if they might disappear if I look away. There’s something about the message—the casual confidence, the explicit promise, the absolute fucking certainty that I’ll be there—that makes my head spin. Victoria knows exactly what she’s doing, exactly what she’s offering, and the knowledge is enough to make my already sensitive cock harden painfully.

My fingers move across the screen before I can think better of it, typing out a response that’s equal parts promise and plea.

Can’t wait. Been thinking about your mouth all day. About how good it felt around my cock.

I hit send before I can chicken out, already imagining Victoria’s reaction—the flush painting her cheeks, the slight catch in her breath, the way her eyes go dark when she’s turned on. The thought is enough to make me groan, my hand already moving to adjust myself through my jeans.

The response comes almost immediately, the phone buzzing in my hand with an insistence that matches the hunger building inside me.

Maybe you should come find me now. I’m in the kitchen with the pies. All alone. Think you can be quiet?

The invitation—so explicit, so obviously dangerous—sends a fresh surge of heat through me. But before I can respond, before I can tell her exactly how much I want that, how desperate I am to have her again, there’s a knock at the door—three quick raps that make me jump nearly a foot in the air.

“Liam? You in there? Game’s starting.”

Caleb. Of course it’s Caleb—the one person who might actually follow me to the bathroom, who might actually notice I’ve been gone too long. I stuff my phone back in my pocket with hands that aren’t quite steady, already reaching for the door handle with casual confidence I don’t feel.

“Yeah,” I call, already turning the lock. “Just washing up. Be right there.”

The door swings open to reveal Caleb, his expression a mixture of concern and mild annoyance. “You good?” he asks, already turning back toward the living room. “You’ve been acting weird all day.”

I force a laugh, the sound slightly strained even to my own ears. “I’m fine,” I say, already following him down the hallway. “Just a lot of people. You know how it is.”

Caleb nods, apparently satisfied with my explanation. “Tell me about it,” he says, already dropping back onto the couch. “Uncle Rick’s been telling that story about the fishing trip since I was six. You’d think he’d have a new one by now.”

I settle back into my spot, already reaching for my abandoned beer with casual confidence I don’t feel. But before I can take a sip, before I can lose myself in the mindless distraction of the game, I feel it—a pair of eyes on me, a weight of attention that makes the hair on the back of my neck stand up.

I look up to find Chloe watching me from the doorway, a fresh glass of wine dangling from her fingers. She’s changed since dinner—her hair now loose around her shoulders, her lipstick slightly smudged, her top unbuttoned one button lower than propriety would dictate. But it’s her expression that really catches my attention—the frank assessment, the knowing smile, the absolute certainty that she’s figured out exactly what’s happening.

“Mind if I join you boys?” she asks, already moving toward the empty spot on the couch—the one directly next to me. “The ladies are talking about baby names, and I’ve reached my limit on reproductive discussions for one day.”

Before anyone can respond—before I can tell her that yes, I absolutely mind, that the last thing I need right now is Victoria’s sister sitting next to me while her messages burn a hole in my pocket—Chloe is settling onto the couch, her thigh pressing against mine with deliberate casualness. She smells like wine and some expensive perfume, her body warm through the thin fabric of her jeans.

“So, Liam,” she says, her voice dropping to a tone meant for my ears alone. “Enjoying your Thanksgiving so far?”

There’s something in the question—a challenge, a knowing assessment—that makes my stomach turn. But before I can respond, before I can tell her exactly how complicated my day has been, my phone buzzes again—a single, insistent vibration that seems to echo in the suddenly silent room.

Chloe’s smile widens, her eyes never leaving mine as she reaches for the chip bowl. “You might want to get that,” she says, her voice carefully neutral. “Might be important.”

I nod, already reaching for my pocket with hands that aren’t quite steady. But before I can check the message, before I can see what Victoria wants now, Mark is speaking, his voice bright with false cheer.

“Ladies and gentlemen, we have kickoff!”

The room erupts—men shouting, beer cans clinking, the general chaos of competitive fandom drowning out everything else. It’s the perfect cover, the ideal distraction from whatever’s happening between Victoria and me, whatever game Chloe thinks she’s playing. For a few blessed minutes, I can lose myself in the mindless pleasure of the game, in the simple joy of watching large men run into each other at high speeds.

But it doesn’t last. My phone buzzes again, and again, each vibration a physical reminder of what’s waiting for me, of what Victoria’s offering. I wait until the first commercial break—until Mark is fully engaged in explaining the intricacies of the prevent defense to Victoria’s increasingly bored-looking father—before pulling out my phone with careful casualness.

The screen lights up with three new messages from Victoria, each one more explicit than the last.

Need you now. And Liam? I’m not wearing any panties.

The invitation—so direct, so obviously dangerous—sends a fresh surge of heat through me. My cock hardens painfully, already desperate for release despite our recent activities. I’m about to respond, about to tell her exactly how much I want that, when I feel it—a warm weight on my thigh, fingers pressing into the muscle with deliberate attention.

“Interesting game,” Chloe says, her voice carefully neutral despite the hunger burning in her eyes. “Though I think I’m more interested in what’s happening off the field.”

I follow her gaze to where her hand rests on my leg, fingers tracing small, deliberate circles on the inside of my thigh. The touch is innocent enough—could be dismissed as casual, as merely friendly—but there’s nothing casual about the look in her eyes, about the slight curve of her lips as she watches my face.

“I should go,” I say, already pushing to my feet with quick, determined steps. “Bathroom. Too much beer.”

Chloe nods, her smile never reaching her eyes. “Of course,” she says, already reaching for her wine. “Though you might want to check your phone first. Looks like you’ve got another message.”

I glance down to find my screen lit up with Victoria’s name, the preview of her latest text visible despite my efforts to keep it hidden.

I’m so wet for you, Liam. Been thinking about your cock all day. About how good it felt in my mouth, in my hand, in my pussy. Need you inside me. Now.


Chapter 6

The house creaks around me as I tiptoe down the hallway, each sound amplified in the midnight quiet. My heart hammers against my ribs, my cock already hard at the mere thought of what’s waiting for me. Victoria’s messages have been playing on repeat in my head all night—“I’m so wet for you“ and “Need you inside me. Now.”—leaving me half-mad with wanting as I count down the hours until I can finally have her again.

We’d exchanged a dozen texts during dessert, her getting bolder with each message, me getting harder with each dirty promise. But the family was everywhere—Caleb asking me to play Mario Kart, Mark wanting to discuss my post-grad plans, Chloe watching us with knowing eyes—and we couldn’t get a single second alone. So I waited, my balls aching with need, until the house finally went dark and quiet.

Now it’s past midnight, and I’m finally making my move. Victoria told me to meet her in the laundry room—“It’s the only place Mark never goes,” she’d texted—and I’m already counting the steps, already imagining her waiting for me, already picturing her body in the soft glow of the laundry room light.

I’m two steps from the door when a hand darts out from the shadows, fingers wrapping around my wrist with surprising strength. I startle, nearly crying out, but Victoria’s other hand is already covering my mouth, her body pressing me back against the wall with an urgency that makes my cock throb painfully.

“Shhh,” she whispers, her breath hot against my ear. “They’re all asleep, but the floors creak.”

I nod, already leaning down to find her mouth with mine. But Victoria pulls back, her eyes meeting mine with an intensity that makes my heart race. “Not here,” she says, already pulling me toward the laundry room door. “Too risky.”

The laundry room is dark when we enter, the only light a soft blue glow from the digital display on the dryer. Victoria closes the door behind us with careful attention, the lock clicking into place with a soft sound that seems to echo in the suddenly quiet room. My eyes adjust quickly to the darkness, taking in the scene—Victoria, beautiful, impossible Victoria with her hair loose around her shoulders and her eyes dark with need, the room smelling of clean linens and fabric softener, the dryer humming as it tumbles Thanksgiving dinner napkins in a warm, steady rhythm.

Her hands are already moving, already hiking the thin fabric up around her waist. The sight of her—panties already gone, the bare curve of her ass visible in the soft blue light—destroys the last of my control. I’m moving before I can think better of it, already reaching for my own pants with desperate, shaking hands.

Victoria turns, presenting her perfect, round ass to me with deliberate casualness. She reaches back, fingers finding the waistband of her pantyhose, already tearing a hole in the delicate fabric with a sound that seems to echo in the suddenly quiet room.

“Fuck me,” she whispers, her voice barely above a whisper.

I’m already moving, already freeing my cock from the confines of my boxers with hands that aren’t quite steady. It springs out, already hard and leaking, the sensitive head brushing against my stomach as I step forward.

“Like this?” I ask, already positioning myself behind her, my cock pressing against her entrance with deliberate pressure.

Victoria nods, her back arching to push her ass more firmly against my stomach. “Yes,” she hisses, her voice thick with need. “Hard. I want to feel it tomorrow.”

That’s all the encouragement I need. With a single, brutal thrust, I push into her, my cock sinking into her wet heat with enough force to rock her forward an inch. Victoria cries out, the sound equal parts pain and pleasure as she takes me deeper than I’ve ever been before.

“Fuck,” I groan, feeling her inner walls clamp down around me. “You’re so fucking tight.”

Victoria’s scream is raw, shattered—half pain, half filthy fucking bliss. Her nails rake down my back, drawing blood, her body convulsing around me like a vice. Christ, she’s tight. Hot, clenching velvet, sucking me deeper than I’ve ever been.

I groan, low and feral, my balls slapping against her ass as I grind in. Every inch of her grips me like a fist, pulsing, milking my cock like she’s trying to drain me dry. Fuck. I can feel her heartbeat in her pussy, fluttering around my shaft, her juices coating me, dripping down my thighs.

“Liam!” she gasps, her voice breaking, her tits bouncing with every ragged breath.

I don’t let her adjust. I pull back, her cunt clinging, begging me to stay, then slam back in—harder. Deeper. Her back arches, her hips bucking, her pussy spasming around me like she’s already coming.

“That’s it, take it,” I growl, my fingers digging into her hips, leaving bruises. “Take every fucking inch.”

Her breasts sway with each powerful thrust, the soft globes catching the blue light in a way that makes my head spin. I want to touch them, to feel their weight in my hands, to watch her face as I work her nipples between my fingers.

But I can’t reach, not with Victoria bent over the dryer, not with my hands holding her hips in a grip that’s probably leaving marks. So instead, I watch—mesmerized by the movement of her body, by the flush painting her cheeks, by the absolute fucking perfection of Victoria taking my cock like she was made for it.

She whimpers, her walls fluttering, her clit swollen and throbbing against my pelvis. I can smell her—musky, sweet, fucking drenched—and it drives me wild.

I don’t stop. I fuck her. Hard. Fast. Relentless. Each thrust punches a choked moan from her lips, her tits swaying, her ass jiggling with every brutal snap of my hips.

“Harder,” she gasps, already pushing back to meet my next thrust. “Please, Liam. I need it.”

I give her what she wants, each downward movement harder than the last, each thrust aimed at that perfect spot deep inside her. Victoria moans, the sound going straight to my groin as her inner walls begin to flutter around me. She’s getting close—I can feel it in the tension building in her body, in the way her breathing grows more ragged with each careful movement.

Her cunt is a furnace, a slick, greedy hole, sucking me in, owning me. I can feel her orgasm building, her walls clamping down, her thighs shaking.

“That’s it,” I encourage, watching her face as pleasure begins to overwhelm her. “Cum for me, you dirty MILF slut.”

And with that, she’s coming—her back arching, a broken moan escaping her lips as pleasure crashes through her. The sight is almost too much to bear—Victoria, beautiful, composed Victoria coming apart for me despite the family sleeping just rooms away. My cock throbs in her grip, already desperate for release despite the short time we’ve been at it.

But I’m not done. Victoria’s cunt is a wet, clenching vice around my cock, her slick walls pulsing like a greedy little mouth trying to suck me deeper. I can feel every ridge, every tight fold of her pussy molding to my shaft as I drive into her, slow and deliberate, savoring the way her body fights to keep me buried inside. Her juices are dripping down my balls, hot and thick, the scent of her arousal thick in the air—musky, sweet, fucking intoxicating.

Her hips buck against me, desperate, her nails digging into my shoulders hard enough to leave marks. Good. I want her to fucking claw at me, to beg for it. Her tits bounce with every thrust, those perfect pink nipples stiff and begging for my mouth. I lean down, dragging my teeth over one, and she gasps, her cunt clenching around me like a fist.

“Again,” I tell her, already feeling my own release begin to build. “Come for me again, Victoria. I want to feel it.”

She nods, unable to speak past the pleasure building inside her. Her hand moves to the wall, fingers splaying against the painted surface as she braces herself for what’s coming.

“Yes,” she gasps, the word breaking on a moan as I hit that perfect spot. “So close, Liam. Don’t stop.”

“Fuck, Liam—harder—”

I grin against her skin. Gladly.

I slam into her, my balls slapping against her ass, the filthy smack of skin on skin filling the room. Her pussy is so fucking wet now, every thrust smoother, slicker, my cock gliding through her tightness like she was made for me. And she was.

Her breath hitches, her thighs trembling. I can feel her orgasm building—her walls fluttering, her moans turning into broken little whimpers. Not yet. I slow down, just to torture her, grinding deep, letting her feel every inch of me stretching her open.

With a cry that’s loud enough to be heard throughout the house if anyone’s listening, Victoria comes apart around me—her back arching, her inner walls clamping down on my cock with enough force to make my vision blur. This orgasm is different from the first—deeper, more internal, a rolling wave of pleasure that seems to start at her core and radiate outward.

I fuck her through it, relentless, my cock throbbing, my balls tight. She’s so fucking tight when she comes, her pussy milking me, demanding I fill her up.

I grab her hips, yanking her onto my cock, pounding into her like I own her. Because I do. Her pussy grips me like a velvet fucking glove, her juices coating my shaft, dripping down my thighs. The sound of her pleasure—those choked, sobbing moans—drives me fucking wild.

“Fuck,” she gasps, the word torn from somewhere deep inside her. “Yes. Right there. Don’t stop.”

I don’t stop—if anything, my movements grow more focused, more deliberate. My cock pounds into her wet heat, each thrust aimed at that spot deep inside her that made her see stars. Victoria’s pussy pulses around me, milking my length as wave after wave of sensation crashes through her. Her cries grow louder, more desperate—raw sounds of pleasure that would be embarrassing if they weren’t so fucking hot.

Victoria’s body shakes with the force of another orgasm, her inner walls clenching around my cock with rhythmic pulses that make my head spin. I keep thrusting through it, riding each contraction, my hand moving from her hip to her face, thumb brushing over her lower lip in a gesture that’s almost reverent.

“You’re so fucking perfect,” I growl into her ear, my voice rough with hunger, my cock throbbing against her ass like a goddamn battering ram. Her skin is slick with sweat, her body trembling under my hands as I grip her hips hard enough to leave bruises.

I watch her face in the mirror—lips parted, eyes glazed with lust, her tits bouncing with every rough thrust I drive into her. “Look at you,” I snarl, “taking my cock like a fucking slut made just for me.”

She whimpers, her fingers clawing at the sheets, her cunt clenching around me like a greedy little vice. “Fuck, Liam—”

“Say it,” I demand, slamming into her harder, my balls slapping against her dripping wet pussy. “Tell me who owns this tight little hole.”

”You do,” she gasps, her back arching, her nipples stiff and begging for my mouth. “Only you—fuck, only you—”

I lean down, biting her shoulder, my fingers digging into her flesh as I fuck her like I’m trying to ruin her for anyone else. “Damn right,” I grunt, “this pussy’s mine. And I’m gonna wreck it.”

Her moans turn into broken cries as I pound her relentlessly, the filthy slap of skin on skin filling the room. I can feel her tightening around me, her body begging for release. “You gonna come on my cock, baby?” I taunt, dragging my fingers through her soaked folds, rubbing her clit in rough circles. “Gonna scream for me?”

Victoria laughs, the sound slightly breathless. “I think you broke me,” she says, her voice husky with satisfaction. “I’ve never... that’s never happened before.”

The casual admission—that I’ve given her something no one else ever has—sends a surge of possessive satisfaction through me. My hand moves to her face, fingers brushing a strand of hair from her cheek with surprising tenderness.

“Get used to it,” I tell her, already feeling my hips begin to speed up again. “I’m just getting started.”

I don’t slow down, don’t give Victoria a chance to recover. Instead, I keep thrusting, my pace steady and relentless. Victoria moans, a sound that’s equal parts pleasure and protest, as her still-sensitive nerves sing back to life. Her pussy grows slicker around me, each thrust smoother than the last as her natural lubrication increases. I can feel her getting close again—her inner walls beginning to flutter around my cock, her breathing growing more ragged with each downward movement.

My hand moves from her breast to her face, fingers tangling in her sweat-dampened hair as I pull her closer for a kiss. Our lips meet in an exchange that’s nothing like the desperate, hungry kisses that started this encounter. This is softer, almost reverent—my mouth moving against hers with careful tenderness, my hand cradling her jaw with a gentleness that belies the raw passion of moments before.

Victoria makes a small sound—half moan, half sigh—as her tongue meets mine, the taste of desire adding a forbidden edge to an already intense moment. When we finally break apart, both of us are breathing hard, our foreheads pressed together in a gesture of unexpected intimacy. Victoria’s hand moves to my face, her thumb brushing over my lower lip with surprising tenderness.

“That was...” she starts, then breaks off with a small laugh. “I don’t even have words.”

I nod, unable to speak past the lump in my throat. There are no words—nothing adequate to describe what just happened between us, the intensity, the connection, the raw fucking hunger that drove us both. So instead of trying, I simply pull her closer, my arms going around her waist as I press my lips to the top of her head.

But we’re still joined, my cock still buried deep inside her, and the slight movement is enough to send fresh sparks of pleasure racing up my spine. Victoria gasps, her inner walls clenching around me with renewed intensity as my length shifts inside her.

“I’m getting close,” I warn, my voice barely above a whisper. “So fucking close, Victoria. Where do you want it?”

Something flashes in her eyes—a heat, a hunger that makes my cock throb painfully. For a moment, I think she’s going to tell me to pull out, to finish on her ass or between her breasts the way I did this morning. But then her hand moves to my hip, fingers digging into the flesh with surprising strength.

“Inside me,” she says, her voice steady despite the desire burning in her eyes. “I want to feel you come inside me, Liam.”

The permission—the explicit invitation to claim her in the most intimate way possible—destroys the last of my control. My thrusts grow harder, more deliberate, each downward movement pushing Victoria firmly against the dryer. Her pussy clenches around me, her inner walls fluttering against my length with renewed intensity.

“You sure?” I ask, needing to hear it again, needing to know she understands what she’s asking for. “It’s not safe, Victoria. I could—”

“I’m on the pill,” she interrupts, her eyes meeting mine with an intensity that makes my heart race. “And I want this. Want you. All of you, Liam. Please.”

That’s all it takes—one last brutal thrust, my cock buried to the hilt inside her, and I lose it. A raw, animal groan rips from my throat like I’m being fucking gutted, and then—explosion. The first thick, molten rope of cum blasts straight into her tight little cunt, so deep I swear I can feel it painting her fucking womb.

Victoria gasps, her pussy convulsing around me like a greedy, wet fist, sucking me in deeper as if she’s trying to drink every drop. Her nails claw into my back, her hips bucking against mine, and I can’t fucking stop—pulse two erupts, even hotter, even thicker, flooding her insides as her slick walls tremble around my shaft.

“Fuck, fuck—” she whimpers, her voice breaking as my cock twitches inside her, unloading another vicious spurt. I can feel it—the way her pussy clenches, milking me, begging for more.

I’m not done. Pulse three hits like a fucking freight train, my balls emptying another scalding jet straight into her core. Her thighs shake, her cunt dripping around me, my cum mixing with her slick until it’s a filthy, sticky mess.

“Fuck,” I groan, feeling the intense pleasure race through me. “That’s it. Take it all. So fucking perfect.”

Victoria moans in response, her back arching to push her ass more firmly against my stomach. “Yes,” she hisses, her voice thick with satisfaction. “So much. So fucking deep.”

When the final pulses subside, leaving me shaking and spent, Victoria collapses against the dryer, completely drained. Her chest heaves with each desperate breath, a fine sheen of sweat covering her golden skin. She looks well and truly fucked—her hair a tangled mess, her lips swollen from biting them to hold back her cries, her inner thighs glistening with the evidence of our passion.

When we finally break apart, both of us are breathing hard, our foreheads pressed together in a gesture of unexpected intimacy. Victoria’s hand moves to my face, her thumb brushing over my lower lip with surprising tenderness.

“We should go,” she says finally, her voice slightly muffled against my chest. “Mark will be wondering where I’ve gotten to.”

I nod, reluctantly withdrawing from her body with a careful movement that has us both gasping at the sudden emptiness. My cum follows, a thin white trail running down Victoria’s inner thigh to disappear into the tattered remains of her pantyhose. The sight is almost too much to bear—visual evidence of what we’ve done, of how completely I’ve claimed her—and my cock stirs despite our marathon session.

Victoria notices, her lips curving in a smile that’s equal parts satisfied and hungry. “Down, boy,” she says, reaching down to adjust herself with a wince. “We’ve got all night.”

The casual promise—that this is just the beginning, that there’s more to come—sends a fresh surge of heat through me. But before I can respond, before I can pull her back into my arms for another round, the doorknob jiggles violently—a sharp, insistent sound that seems to echo in the suddenly quiet room.

“Victoria?” It’s Mark’s voice, thick with sleep. “Are you in there?”

We freeze, my cock still slick with her juices, Victoria’s nightgown still rucked up around her waist, my cum still running down her thigh. One twist of that knob, one push of that door, and everything is over—the affair, our secret, maybe even Victoria’s marriage. All it would take is one well-timed entrance, one moment of bad luck, and everything we’ve worked so hard to protect comes crashing down.

“Just a minute, honey!” Victoria calls out, her voice astonishingly steady despite the panic clearly written across her features. She’s already moving, one hand pushing her nightgown down with quick, efficient movements while the other reaches for a towel from the nearby shelf. “Couldn’t sleep,” she continues, already wiping the evidence of my release from her inner thigh. “Just getting a glass of water.”

I’m still frozen in place, my mind racing with possibilities, each one worse than the last. If Mark opens that door—if he sees us like this—everything is over. The affair. The secret. Maybe even Victoria’s marriage. All because we couldn’t keep our hands off each other for one fucking night.

“Here,” Victoria whispers, already shoving me toward the narrow space between the washing machine and the wall. “Stay there. Don’t make a sound.”

I nod, already squeezing into the tiny gap with quick, desperate movements. It’s a tight fit—the washing machine digging into my back, the wall cold against my shoulder—but it’s better than the alternative. Better than Mark finding me here, cum still drying on my cock, the smell of sex still clinging to my skin.

The doorknob jiggles again, more insistently this time. “Victoria?” Mark’s voice is thicker now, edged with the beginnings of annoyance. “What are you doing in there?”

I watch, my heart in my throat, as Victoria moves toward the door with the confident stride of someone completely at ease in her own skin. There’s no trace of the panic I saw just seconds before—no hint of the woman who was just coming apart around my cock, begging me to fill her with my cum. This is Victoria the perfect wife, the composed hostess, the woman who can lie with such conviction you’d swear she was telling the truth.

“Sorry,” she says, already cracking the door open just enough to block any view of the room beyond. “I couldn’t sleep, so I came down for some water. Then I noticed your good shirt was all wrinkled from dinner.” She gestures to the pile of laundry waiting to be folded, her smile warm with genuine affection. “Thought I’d throw it in the dryer so it’s ready for tomorrow.”

The lie is so smooth, so perfectly delivered, that for a moment I almost believe it myself. And more importantly, Mark believes it—the suspicion in his expression melting into amused sympathy as he reaches for the glass in Victoria’s hand.

“That’s my girl,” he says, his voice warm with appreciation. “Always thinking ahead.” He takes a sip of the water, already turning back toward the hallway. “Don’t stay up too late, though. Your mom wants to hit the outlets first thing tomorrow.”

Victoria nods, already pulling the door closed with careful attention. “I’ll be up in a minute,” she promises, her voice steady despite the slight tremble in her hands. “Go back to bed. I’ll join you soon.”

And with that, she’s closing the door, the lock clicking into place with a soft sound that seems to echo in the suddenly quiet room. For one endless moment, neither of us moves—Victoria still pressed against the door, me still wedged between the washing machine and the wall. Then, as Mark’s footsteps fade down the hallway, Victoria’s legs give out, her back sliding down the door until she’s sitting on the hard linoleum floor, a hand pressed to her chest as if to keep her heart from escaping.

“Holy shit,” she gasps, the words slightly breathless. “That was...”

“Fucking terrifying,” I finish for her, already moving toward her with quick, determined steps.

“We should go,” she says. “Mark is expecting me.”

I nod, already reaching for my discarded boxers with hands that aren’t quite steady. “Yeah,” I agree, though the last thing I want is to end this night, to return to the careful distance we’ll have to maintain until we can be alone again. “We should.”

We clean up quickly, efficiently—Victoria wiping the last traces of my cum from her thighs, me adjusting myself with careful attention. Within minutes, we look almost presentable—Victoria’s hair smoothed back into its usual style, my boxers arranged to hide the evidence of our activities. The only signs of what happened are the slight flush still painting Victoria’s cheeks and the hungry look in her eyes when she thinks I’m not watching.

“I’ll go first,” Victoria says, already moving toward the door with quick, determined steps. “Wait five minutes, then follow.”

And with that, she’s gone, slipping through the doorway with the confident stride of someone completely at ease in her own skin. I watch her go, my mind racing with questions I’m not sure I want answered. What happens after tonight? After Thanksgiving? After Mark inevitably discovers what’s been happening right under his nose?

Whatever comes next, one thing is crystal clear: I’m in too deep to walk away now. Victoria is mine—has been since the first time I laid eyes on her—and nothing, not even the very real possibility of losing everything, is going to change that.


Chapter 7

The morning sun beats down on my bare chest as I stretch out on one of the Hurleys’ loungers, a cold beer sweating in my hand. It’s barely eleven, but already the temperature is pushing eighty—unseasonably warm for late November, even by Connecticut standards. I take a long sip, letting the cold liquid slide down my throat as I replay last night’s encounter for the hundredth time. Victoria beneath me, around me, coming apart as I filled her with my cum. The memory is enough to make my cock stir despite the relatively public setting, and I shift slightly, adjusting myself through my swim trunks with careful casualness.

The backyard is quiet—most of the family still recovering from yesterday’s feast, Mark and Victoria’s father already on the golf course, the various aunts and uncles scattered throughout the house in various states of digestion. It’s just me out here, enjoying the rare moment of peace before the day’s activities really get going.

Or so I thought.

“Mind if I join you?”

I startle, nearly dropping my beer as Chloe appears at the edge of the patio. She’s dressed in a bikini that barely qualifies as clothing—tiny triangles of electric blue fabric struggling to contain breasts that are even more impressive without the cover of her Thanksgiving sweater. Her hair is pulled back in a messy ponytail, oversized sunglasses hiding her eyes, a bottle of sunscreen dangling from one perfectly manicured hand.

“Uh, sure,” I say, already sitting up to make room. “It’s all yours.”

Chloe smiles, the expression equal parts mischievous and hungry as she drops onto the lounger next to mine. Not the one across the patio, not the one a respectful distance away, but close enough that I can feel the heat of her body, can smell the faint trace of whatever expensive perfume she’s wearing.

“Thanks,” she says, already reaching for the sunscreen. “Would you mind? I can’t quite reach my back.”

The request is so transparent, so obviously an excuse to get me touching her, that for a moment I consider calling her on it. But before I can respond, before I can tell her exactly how inappropriate this is, Chloe is already turning, presenting her bare back to me with the confident casualness of someone completely at ease in her own skin.

“My divorce was final six months ago,” she says, her voice carefully neutral as I squeeze a dollop of sunscreen onto my palm. “Twenty years of marriage, down the drain because my husband couldn’t keep it in his pants.” She laughs, the sound holding no humor. “Or rather, because he could keep it in his pants—just not with me.”

My hand freezes mid-application, suddenly unsure how to respond. But Chloe isn’t looking for sympathy—if anything, there’s a note of fierce triumph in her voice as she continues.

“It’s actually been pretty amazing, being single again,” she says, already reaching for her water bottle. “Like getting a second chance at thirty. All the confidence of adulthood, none of the insecurities of youth.” Her eyes meet mine over the rim of her glass, frank assessment mingling with something that might be challenge. “Plus, the sex is fucking incredible when you don’t have to worry about what your husband thinks.”

Each word is like a physical blow, her voice rising with each revelation until she’s practically shouting. Her cheeks are flushed, her eyes bright with unshed tears, her chest heaving with the force of her emotion. She’s beautiful in her rage—wild and passionate and so fucking alive it makes my heart ache.

“I’m sorry,” I say, the words feeling inadequate even to my own ears. “That really sucks.”

Chloe laughs, the sound slightly broken. “Don’t be,” she says, already reaching for more sunscreen. “It’s the best thing that ever happened to me. I’m finally free to do whatever I want, with whoever I want.” Her eyes meet mine, frank appreciation mingling with something that might be challenge. “And let me tell you, twenty-something guys are way more fun than forty-something husbands. So much energy. So... enthusiastic.”

The implication—that she’s been with men my age, that she might be interested in adding me to that list—makes my head spin. But before I can respond, before I can tell her exactly how complicated my situation is, Chloe is continuing, each word coming faster than the last.

“Take last weekend, for example,” she says, her voice dropping to a husky purr. “This guy—twenty-four, works in finance, abs you could literally wash clothes on—picked me up at a bar in the Village. Three hours later, I’m bent over his bathroom sink, taking his cock from behind while his roommate bangs on the door asking if we’re almost done with the hot water.” She shrugs, the movement causing her breasts to shift in a way that makes it difficult to concentrate on her words. “It was fucking amazing. Raw. Dirty. Nothing like the careful, scheduled sex Mark and I had for the last decade of our marriage.”

Each story is more explicit than the last—Chloe with a stranger in a club bathroom, Chloe with her yoga instructor after class, Chloe with her neighbor’s college-aged son while his parents were at work. It’s like she’s trying to shock me, to see how much I can take before I break, before I admit exactly how much her stories are affecting me.

And they are affecting me—there’s no denying the way my cock stirs at the mental images her words conjure, no hiding the flush painting my cheeks as she describes exactly how the yoga instructor made her come. It’s been less than twelve hours since I had Victoria bent over the dryer, since I filled her with my cum while her husband slept just rooms away, and already I’m hard again, already imagining what it would be like to have Chloe instead.

“You should try it,” she says, her voice carefully neutral despite the hunger burning in her eyes. “Dating an older woman. We know exactly what we want, exactly how to get it.” Her hand moves to my thigh, fingers tracing small, deliberate circles on the inside of my leg. “No games. No pretending. Just honest, raw fucking whenever the mood strikes.”

The touch is innocent enough—could be dismissed as casual, as merely friendly—but there’s nothing casual about the look in her eyes, about the slight curve of her lips as she watches my face. I should move away, should put some distance between us before this goes any further. But my body has other ideas, my cock hardening further as her fingers move higher, tracing the seam of my swim trunks with deliberate attention.

“I, uh—” I start, but whatever lie I was planning is cut off by Chloe’s laugh, the sound bright with genuine amusement.

“Don’t worry,” she says, already withdrawing her hand with careful casualness. “I’m not going to jump your bones. At least, not without an explicit invitation.” Her eyes meet mine, frank assessment mingling with something that might be genuine concern. “But you should know that Victoria’s not the only one who’s noticed you, Liam. And unlike some people, I don’t have a husband to worry about.”

The casual reference to Victoria—to what might be happening between us—makes my head spin. How much does she know? How much has she guessed? The questions race through my mind, each one more terrifying than the last as I stare at Chloe’s knowing smile.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I say, the lie feeling like sand in my mouth.

Chloe laughs, the sound holding no humor. “Sure you don’t,” she says, already pushing to her feet with quick, efficient movements. “That’s why you jumped when I mentioned her name. That’s why you’re looking at the house like you’re counting the seconds until you can get back to her.” She rolls her eyes, already reaching for her towel. “Please. I’ve been watching you two for all of five minutes, and it’s obvious what’s going on.”

My heart hammers in my chest, each beat seeming to echo in the suddenly quiet yard. If Chloe’s figured it out after five minutes, how long until someone else does? How long until Mark realizes why his wife’s been so distant, why she flushes whenever I’m near? How long until Caleb understands exactly why his best friend can’t look him in the eye?

“Whatever’s happening between you,” Chloe continues, her voice dropping to a tone meant for my ears alone, “just be careful. Victoria’s got a lot more to lose than you do.” Something flashes in her eyes—concern, maybe, or a hint of the protectiveness that’s clearly driving her—before her expression settles into one of careful neutrality. “And if you ever decide you want something less... complicated... you know where to find me.”

And with that, she’s gone, moving toward the house with the confident stride of someone completely at ease in her own skin. I watch her go, my mind racing with questions I’m not sure I want answered. How much does she know? How much has she guessed? And most importantly, what’s she planning to do with that information?

Whatever happens next, one thing is crystal clear: this weekend just got a whole lot more complicated.


Chapter 8

The living room is a study in post-Thanksgiving lethargy—Mark and Victoria’s father dozing in matching recliners, Caleb and Jessica curled together on the couch, various aunts and uncles scattered throughout in various states of digestion. The TV drones in the background, some forgettable action movie providing cover for the occasional snore or murmured comment. I’m half-watching, half-dozing, my body still humming from last night’s encounter with Victoria, when I feel it—a weight of attention, a focused gaze that makes the hair on the back of my neck stand up.

I look up to find Victoria watching me from the doorway, a fresh glass of wine dangling from her fingers. She’s changed since breakfast—her hair now loose around her shoulders, her sweater exchanged for a simple blue blouse that brings out the color of her eyes. But it’s her expression that really catches my attention—the hunger, the promise, the absolute fucking certainty that she’s about to get exactly what she wants.

Our eyes meet across the crowded room, and something passes between us—an acknowledgment, a challenge, a reminder of what happened last night, of what’s still to come. Victoria’s lips curve in a smile that’s equal parts satisfied and hungry, her head tilting slightly toward the hallway in a gesture that’s clear despite the careful casualness of her movements.

Five minutes, that look says. Don’t be late.

I wait until the movie reaches a particularly loud explosion—until Mark is fully engaged in explaining the intricacies of the hero’s motivation to a politely interested Jessica—before pushing to my feet with careful casualness. “Bathroom,” I mutter to no one in particular, already moving toward the doorway with quick, determined steps that brook no argument.

The house is quiet as I make my way down the hallway, each sound amplified in the afternoon stillness. My heart hammers against my ribs, my cock already hard at the mere thought of what’s waiting for me. Victoria’s messages have been playing on repeat in my head all day—”I’m so wet for you” and “Need you inside me. Now.”—leaving me half-mad with wanting as I count down the minutes until I can finally have her again.

The basement door is slightly ajar, a thin slice of darkness visible beyond. I slip through with careful attention, already reaching for the light switch with hands that aren’t quite steady. But before my fingers can connect with the plastic, a hand closes around my wrist, pulling me deeper into the shadows.

“Shhh,” Victoria whispers, her breath hot against my ear. “They’re all upstairs, but the floors creak.”

I nod, already leaning down to find her mouth with mine. But Victoria pulls back, her eyes meeting mine with an intensity that makes my heart race. “Not here,” she says, already pulling me toward the back of the basement. “Too risky.”

The basement is exactly as I remember—a sprawling, unfinished space crowded with the detritus of twenty years of family life. An ancient pool table dominates the center of the room, its green felt faded with age. Boxes of Christmas decorations line one wall, next to a collection of exercise equipment that’s clearly seen better days. And in the far corner, partially hidden by a sagging bookshelf, sits an old armchair—worn leather cracked with age, its springs clearly shot after years of use.

Victoria pushes me toward it with surprising strength, her hand flat against my chest as she guides me backward. “Sit,” she commands, her voice husky with need. “I’ve been thinking about this all day.”

I don’t need to be asked twice. I drop into the chair with a grateful sigh, already reaching for Victoria with eager hands. But she has other ideas. With a graceful movement that makes my cock stir painfully, she sinks to her knees between my legs, her eyes never leaving mine as she reaches for the fly of my jeans.

“I’ve been watching you all day,” she says, her voice dropping to a tone meant for my ears alone. “Watching you with Chloe by the pool. Watching the way she looks at you.” Something flashes in her eyes—jealousy, maybe, or a hint of the possessiveness that’s been driving us both crazy for months. “I don’t like sharing, Liam. Especially not with my sister.”

Before I can respond—before I can tell her exactly how wrong she is, how completely mine she’s become—Victoria’s hand is moving, already working my jeans open with practiced ease. My cock springs free, already hard and leaking, the sensitive head brushing against my stomach as she leans forward.

“You’re so fucking beautiful,” she tells me, her breath hot against my sensitive skin. “The most perfect thing I’ve ever seen.”

The compliment—so sincere, so at odds with Victoria’s usual composure—makes my head spin. But before I can respond, before I can tell her exactly how much I want her, Victoria’s mouth is on me, her lips parting to take me inside with careful attention.

The first touch of her tongue—hot and wet and so fucking perfect—sends a jolt of electricity straight to my groin. My cock throbs painfully, already desperate for more despite the brief attention. Victoria moans, the vibration going straight to my groin as she takes me deeper, her hand moving to the base of what her mouth can’t reach.

“Fuck,” I groan, my hand already moving to her hair. “That’s it. Just like that. Don’t stop.”

Victoria nods, already establishing a rhythm that has us both gasping. Up and down, her lips stretching around my thickness, her throat accepting me with eager hunger. Each downward movement pushes me deeper, each careful withdrawal leaves me desperate for more. The sensation is electric—her mouth hot around me, her tongue circling the sensitive head with deliberate attention.

“You’re so fucking good at this,” I tell her, watching her face as pleasure builds. “The best I’ve ever had. The only one I’ll ever want.”

Something flashes in her eyes—gratitude, maybe, or a hint of the desire that’s clearly still burning between us—before she takes me deeper, her nose brushing against my stomach as she swallows me to the root. The sensation is overwhelming—her throat clenching around me, her inner walls fluttering against the sensitive head as she holds me there, not moving, not breathing, just accepting me completely.

“Jesus Christ,” I gasp, my vision blurring at the edges. “Victoria, I can’t—you’re going to make me—”

But she’s not stopping—if anything, she’s doubling down, her hand moving faster on what her mouth can’t reach, her throat working around me with deliberate attention. Each downward movement pushes me deeper, each withdrawal leaves me gasping for more. I’m so close already, the pressure building at the base of my spine, my balls drawing tight against my body as pleasure begins to crest.

Just when I think I can’t take anymore—when the pleasure is so intense I’m sure I’m going to come—Victoria pulls back, my cock slipping from her mouth with a soft, wet sound that seems to echo in the suddenly quiet room. She’s breathing hard, her cheeks flushed, her lips swollen from the enthusiastic attention. But there’s something in her expression—a calculation, a hunger—that makes my cock throb painfully despite the brief respite.

“I’ve been thinking about this,” she says, her voice husky with need as her hand begins to move on my wet length. “About your cock. About how good it felt in my mouth, in my hand, in my pussy.” Each word is accompanied by a careful stroke, her palm hot against my sensitive skin. “About how much I want to taste you, to feel you come down my throat.”

The casual admission—that she’s been fantasizing about me, that she wants me with the same desperate hunger that’s been driving me crazy—sends a fresh surge of heat through me. My hand moves to her face, fingers brushing a strand of hair from her cheek as my head bends toward hers.

“Then take it,” I tell her, already feeling my release begin to build. “All of it, Victoria. However you want it.”

Something flashes in her eyes—gratitude, maybe, or a hint of the challenge that’s been driving us both crazy for months—before she’s moving again, already leaning forward to take me back into her mouth. This time, her movements are even more deliberate, even more focused—each downward stroke bringing me closer to the edge, each careful circle of her tongue making my vision blur.

“You’re so fucking perfect,” I tell her, watching her face as pleasure builds. “Taking my cock like you were made for it.”

Victoria moans in response, the vibration going straight to my groin as she takes me deeper. Her hand moves to my thigh, fingers digging into the muscle with enough force to leave marks as she works me toward release. I’m so close I can taste it—the pressure building at the base of my spine, my balls drawing tight against my body as pleasure begins to overwhelm me.

“That’s it,” I encourage, already feeling my hips begin to buck involuntarily into her grip. “Just like that. Don’t stop.”

But Victoria has other ideas. With a hunger that matches my own, she pulls back, my cock slipping from her mouth with a soft, wet sound that seems to echo in the suddenly quiet room. She’s breathing hard, her cheeks flushed, her lips swollen from the enthusiastic attention. But there’s something in her expression—a calculation, a hunger—that makes my cock throb painfully despite the brief respite.

“I want to watch you,” she says, her voice barely above a whisper. “Want to see your face when you come. Want to know exactly what I do to you, Liam.”

Before I can respond—before I can tell her exactly how much I want that too—Victoria’s hand is moving again, already wrapping around my wet length with confident attention. Each stroke is long and deliberate, from base to tip, her palm hot against my sensitive skin. My cock throbs in her grip, already desperate for release despite the short time we’ve been at it.

Before I can respond, before I can tell her exactly how much I want her, Victoria is moving again, already leaning forward to take me back into her mouth. This time, her movements are even more deliberate, even more focused—each downward stroke bringing me closer to the edge, each careful circle of her tongue making my vision blur.

“I’m getting close,” I warn, my voice shaking with the effort of holding back. “So fucking close, Victoria. You need to—”

But whatever I was going to say—whatever warning or request or desperate plea was on my lips—is cut off by the feeling of Victoria’s mouth around me, her throat accepting me with eager hunger. The sensation is electric—her inner walls clenching around me, her tongue circling the sensitive head with deliberate attention. I’m so close I can taste it—the pressure building at the base of my spine, my balls drawing tight against my body as pleasure begins to crest.

“Fuck,” I groan, my hand already moving to her hair. “That’s it. Just like that. Don’t stop.”

Victoria nods, already doubling down on her efforts. Her hand moves faster on what her mouth can’t reach, her throat working around me with deliberate attention. Each downward movement pushes me deeper, each withdrawal leaves me gasping for more. I’m right on the edge—so fucking close I can taste it—my vision blurring at the edges as pleasure begins to overwhelm me.

And then she does something that destroys the last of my control—her free hand moving to my balls, fingers rolling the sensitive orbs with careful attention that makes my breath catch in my throat. The dual sensation—her mouth around me, her hand on my most sensitive place—is almost too much to bear. My back arches, a broken moan escaping my lips as pleasure crashes through me.

I’m about to—about to give in to the building pressure, about to fill her mouth with my release—when Victoria pulls back, my cock slipping from her lips with a soft, wet sound that seems to echo in the suddenly quiet room. She’s breathing hard, her cheeks flushed, her lips swollen from the enthusiastic attention. But there’s something in her expression—a calculation, a hunger—that makes my cock throb painfully despite the brief respite.

“Not yet,” she says, her voice husky with need. “I’m not done with you.”

Victoria’s hand continues its relentless assault on my senses, each stroke bringing me closer to the edge. But it’s not enough. I need more—need her lips, her tongue, the wet heat of her throat accepting me completely.

“Take off your top,” I tell her, the words torn from somewhere deep inside me. “I want to see you. All of you, Victoria.”

Something flashes in her eyes—surprise, maybe, or a hint of the vulnerability I rarely get to see—before her hands are moving, already reaching for the hem of her blouse with quick, efficient movements. She pulls it over her head in one smooth motion, revealing the simple black bra beneath. My hand moves to the front clasp, already working it open with careful attention.

“Fuck,” I groan as her breasts spill free, full and perfect and so fucking beautiful it makes my head spin. “You’re even more gorgeous than I remembered.”

Victoria laughs, the sound slightly breathless. “It’s been less than twelve hours,” she says, already reaching for my cock again. “Hard to forget that quickly.”

Before I can respond—before I can tell her exactly how unforgettable she is, how completely she’s ruined me for anyone else—Victoria’s mouth is on me again, her lips parting to take me inside with eager hunger. The first touch of her tongue—hot and wet and so fucking perfect—sends a jolt of electricity straight to my groin. My cock throbs painfully, a pulse of pre-cum dampening the sensitive head as Victoria’s tongue circles the crown with careful attention.

“That’s it,” I encourage, watching her face as pleasure builds. “Just like that. Don’t stop.”

Victoria moans in response, the vibration going straight to my groin as she takes me deeper. Her hand moves to the base of my cock, fingers wrapping around what her mouth can’t reach as she establishes a rhythm that has us both gasping. Up and down, her lips stretching around my thickness, her throat accepting me with eager hunger. The sight is almost too much to bear—Victoria, beautiful, composed Victoria on her knees for me, taking my cock like she was born for it.

“You’re so fucking good at this,” I tell her, watching her face as pleasure builds. “The best I’ve ever had.”

Something flashes in her eyes—gratitude, maybe, or a hint of the desire that’s clearly still burning between us—before she takes me deeper, her nose brushing against my stomach as she swallows me to the root. The sensation is electric—her throat clenching around me, her inner walls fluttering against the sensitive head as she holds me there, not moving, not breathing, just accepting me completely.

“Jesus Christ,” I gasp, my vision blurring at the edges. “Victoria, I can’t—you’re going to make me—”

But she’s not stopping—if anything, she’s doubling down, her hand moving faster on what her mouth can’t reach, her throat working around me with deliberate attention. Each downward movement pushes me deeper, each withdrawal leaves me gasping for more. I’m so close already, the pressure building at the base of my spine, my balls drawing tight against my body as pleasure begins to crest.

Just when I think I can’t take anymore—when the pleasure is so intense I’m sure I’m going to come—Victoria pulls back, my cock slipping from her mouth with a soft, wet sound that seems to echo in the suddenly quiet room. She’s breathing hard, her cheeks flushed, her lips swollen from the enthusiastic attention. A thin strand of saliva connects her mouth to my cock, breaking as she reaches up to wipe it away with the back of her hand.

“I want you to fuck my face,” she says, her voice husky with need. “Want you to use me, Liam. However you want.”

My hand moves to the back of her head, fingers tangling in her hair as I pull her closer. “You sure?” I ask, needing to hear it again, needing to know she understands what she’s asking for. “I don’t want to hurt you.”

Victoria smiles, the expression equal parts satisfied and hungry. “I can take it,” she says, her voice steady despite the desire burning in her eyes.

That’s all the encouragement I need. With a hunger that matches her own, I push forward, my cock sliding into her waiting mouth with enough force to rock her back an inch. Victoria gasps around me, the vibration going straight to my groin as she takes me deeper than I’ve ever been before.

“Fuck,” I groan, feeling her throat constrict around me. “You’re so fucking perfect.”

Victoria’s only response is a broken moan, her eyes watering slightly as she struggles to accommodate my length. But she’s not stopping—if anything, she’s pushing forward, taking me deeper with each careful movement. Her hand moves to my thigh, fingers digging into the muscle with enough force to leave marks as she braces herself for what’s coming.

I start slowly, carefully—each thrust measured and deliberate as I work my way deeper into her throat. Victoria takes it all, her inner walls fluttering against my length as she struggles to breathe around my cock. The sight is almost too much to bear—Victoria, beautiful, composed Victoria with tears tracking down her cheeks, taking my cock like she was made for it.

“You’re doing so well,” I tell her, already feeling my hips begin to speed up. “Taking my cock so perfectly. Like you were born for it.”

Victoria nods, already pushing forward to take me deeper. Her throat constricts around me, her inner walls fluttering against my length as she struggles to breathe. But she’s not stopping—if anything, she’s doubling down, her hand moving to my balls, fingers rolling the sensitive orbs with careful attention that makes my breath catch in my throat.

“I’m going to go harder,” I warn, already feeling my control begin to slip. “You sure?”

Victoria nods, her eyes never leaving mine despite the tears tracking down her cheeks. “Yes,” she gasps when I pull back just enough to let her breathe. “Please, Liam. I need it.”

That’s all it takes. With a hunger that matches her own, I push forward, my cock sliding into her waiting mouth with enough force to rock her back an inch. Victoria gasps around me, the vibration going straight to my groin as she takes me deeper than I’ve ever been before. But I’m just getting started—the second thrust is even harder, followed quickly by a third, a fourth, each one pushing Victoria further toward the edge of what she can take.

“Fuck,” I groan, watching her face as pleasure begins to overwhelm her. “That’s it. Take it all. So fucking beautiful when you struggle.”

Victoria can only moan in response, her eyes watering as she struggles to breathe around my cock. Each downward thrust pushes me deeper, each careful withdrawal leaves her gasping for air. The sight is almost too much to bear—Victoria, beautiful, composed Victoria with tears tracking down her cheeks, taking my cock like she was born for it.

“You’re so fucking perfect,” I tell her, already feeling my hips begin to speed up. “Taking my cock so deep. Making me so fucking hard.”

Victoria nods, already pushing forward to take me deeper. Her throat constricts around me, her inner walls fluttering against my length as she struggles to breathe. But she’s not stopping—if anything, she’s doubling down, her hand moving to my balls, fingers rolling the sensitive orbs with careful attention that makes my breath catch in my throat.

The dual sensation—her throat around me, her hand on my most sensitive place—is almost too much to bear. My back arches, a broken moan escaping my lips as pleasure crashes through me. I’m so close already, the pressure building at the base of my spine, my balls drawing tight against my body as pleasure begins to crest.

“I’m getting close,” I warn, my voice shaking with the effort of holding back. “So fucking close, Victoria. You need to—”

But whatever I was going to say—whatever warning or request or desperate plea was on my lips—is cut off by the feeling of Victoria’s throat constricting around me, her inner walls fluttering against my length as she struggles to breathe. The sensation is electric—her body accepting me completely, taking everything I have to give with eager hunger.

“Fuck,” I groan, already feeling my release begin to build. “That’s it. Just like that. Don’t stop.”

Victoria nods, already pushing forward to take me deeper. Her throat constricts around me, her inner walls fluttering against my length as she struggles to breathe. But she’s not stopping—if anything, she’s doubling down, her hand moving faster on what her mouth can’t reach, her throat working around me with deliberate attention.

Each downward thrust pushes me deeper, each careful withdrawal leaves me desperate for more. I’m so close I can taste it—the pressure building at the base of my spine, my balls drawing tight against my body as pleasure begins to overwhelm me.

And then Victoria does something that destroys the last of my control—her free hand moving to my balls, fingers rolling the sensitive orbs with careful attention that makes my breath catch in my throat. The dual sensation—her mouth around me, her hand on my most sensitive place—is almost too much to bear. My back arches, a broken moan escaping my lips as pleasure crashes through me.

I’m about to—about to give in to the building pressure, about to fill her mouth with my release—when the basement door swings open with a loud creak, the sound echoing in the suddenly quiet room. We freeze, caught in the sudden, horrifying spotlight of discovery—Victoria on her knees before me, my cock buried deep in her throat, her breasts bare and heaving with each desperate breath.

“Liam?” It’s Caleb’s voice, slightly muffled by the distance. “You down there? Mom said you might be getting the extra chairs for dinner.”

Time seems to stop as Caleb’s voice echoes through the basement. Victoria freezes beneath me, her throat still stretched around my cock, her eyes wide with a mixture of terror and desperate hunger. One sound, one movement, and everything is over—the affair, the secret, maybe even Victoria’s marriage. All it would take is Caleb deciding to come down those stairs, and the carefully constructed fantasy we’ve been living in comes crashing down.

“Liam?” Caleb calls again, his voice slightly closer now.

I’m still buried deep in Victoria’s throat, my cock pulsing with each frantic beat of my heart. But somehow, through some miracle of self-control I didn’t know I possessed, I manage to keep my voice steady as I call back.

“Yeah,” I say, already resuming my careful thrusts into Victoria’s willing mouth. “Just... grabbing the chairs now. Be up in a minute.”

Each word is punctuated by a careful movement—my cock sliding deeper into Victoria’s throat as I speak, then withdrawing just enough to let her breathe before the next thrust. The sensation is electric—her inner walls constricting around me, her tongue circling the sensitive head with deliberate attention. It takes every ounce of my concentration to keep my voice even, to not let the pleasure show in my tone as Victoria works me with desperate hunger.

“Cool,” Caleb says, already moving back toward the living room. “Hey, you want to play Risk after dinner? Jessica’s heading home soon, and Dad’s already claimed the TV for the game.”

The casual invitation—so normal, so completely at odds with what’s actually happening—makes my head spin.

“Sure,” I manage, the word slightly strained as pleasure begins to overwhelm me. “Sounds... good.”

The dual sensation—Victoria’s mouth around me, her hand on my most sensitive place—is almost too much to bear. My back arches, a broken moan nearly escaping my lips before I can swallow it back. I’m so close already, the pressure building at the base of my spine, my balls drawing tight against my body as pleasure begins to crest.

“Awesome,” Caleb says, already moving back toward the living room. “I’ll set it up. See you in a bit.”

Each word is punctuated by a careful thrust—my cock sliding deeper into Victoria’s throat as Caleb speaks, then withdrawing just enough to let her breathe before the next movement. The sensation is electric—her inner walls constricting around me, her tongue circling the sensitive head with deliberate attention. It takes every ounce of my concentration to keep my voice even, to not let the pleasure show in my tone as Victoria works me with desperate hunger.

“You’re such a perfect slut,” I tell her when Caleb’s footsteps finally fade, my voice dropping to a tone meant for her ears alone. “Taking my cock so deep. Making me so fucking hard.”

Victoria can only moan in response, her eyes watering as she struggles to breathe around my length. But she’s not stopping—if anything, she’s doubling down, her hand moving faster on what her mouth can’t reach, her throat working around me with deliberate attention. Each thrust pushes me deeper, each careful withdrawal leaves her gasping for air. The sight is almost too much to bear—Victoria, beautiful, composed Victoria with tears tracking down her cheeks, taking my cock like she was born for it.

“I’m getting close,” I warn, my voice shaking with the effort of holding back. “So fucking close, Victoria. You need to—”

But whatever I was going to say—whatever warning or request or desperate plea was on my lips—is cut off by the feeling of Victoria’s throat constricting around me, her inner walls fluttering against my length as she struggles to breathe. The sensation is electric—her body accepting me completely, taking everything I have to give with eager hunger.

Victoria nods, already pushing forward to take me deeper. Her throat constricts around me, her inner walls fluttering against my length as she struggles to breathe. But she’s not stopping—if anything, she’s doubling down, her hand moving faster on what her mouth can’t reach, her throat working around me with deliberate attention.

“I’m going to come,” I warn, my voice barely above a whisper. “So fucking close, Victoria. Where do you want it?”

Something flashes in her eyes—a heat, a hunger that makes my cock throb painfully. For a moment, I think she’s going to tell me to finish in her mouth, to fill her throat with my release the way I’ve been fantasizing about for days. But then her hand moves to my hip, fingers digging into the flesh with surprising strength.

“On my face,” she says, her voice steady despite the desire burning in her eyes. “I want to feel it, Liam. Please.”

The request—so explicit, so obviously loaded—destroys the last of my control. With a careful movement that has us both gasping, I pull back, my cock slipping from Victoria’s mouth with a soft, wet sound that seems to echo in the suddenly quiet room. She’s breathing hard, her cheeks flushed, her lips swollen from the enthusiastic attention. A thin strand of saliva connects her mouth to my cock, breaking as she looks up at me with eyes dark with need.

“Tell me when,” I say, already wrapping my hand around my length. “Want to make it perfect for you.”

Victoria smiles, the expression equal parts satisfied and hungry. “Now,” she says, her voice husky with need. “I’m ready, Liam. Please.”

That’s all it takes. With a groan that’s torn from somewhere deep inside me, I come—my cock pulsing as the first rope of cum shoots onto Victoria’s face. The sensation is electric—a wave of pleasure so intense it makes my vision blur, my back arching as release crashes through me. But I’m just getting started—the second pulse is even stronger, followed quickly by a third, a fourth, each one adding to the mess on Victoria’s beautiful face.

“Fuck,” I groan, watching her face as pleasure overtakes her. “That’s it. Take it all. So fucking perfect.”

Victoria can only moan in response, her eyes closing as my release lands on her cheeks, her forehead, even her closed eyelids. The sight is almost too much to bear—Victoria, beautiful, composed Victoria with my cum on her face, taking everything I have to give with eager hunger.

When the final pulses subside, leaving me shaking and spent, Victoria collapses against my legs, completely drained. Her chest heaves with each desperate breath, a fine sheen of sweat covering her golden skin. She looks well and truly fucked—her hair a tangled mess, her lips swollen from taking my cock, my cum painting her face in thin white streaks.

“That was...” she starts, then breaks off with a small laugh. “I don’t even have words.”

“Fucking incredible,” I finish for her, already reaching to adjust myself. “You’re fucking incredible, Victoria.”

She smiles, the expression warm despite the obvious exhaustion written across her features. “You’re not so bad yourself,” she says, her voice husky with satisfaction. “Though we should probably clean up before someone comes looking for us.”

“Wait,” I say, already reaching for her wrist. “Leave it. For a minute.”

Something flashes in her eyes—surprise, maybe, or a hint of the vulnerability I rarely get to see—before her expression softens into one of understanding. “You like it,” she says, her voice carefully neutral. “Seeing your cum on my face.”

It’s not a question, but I answer anyway. “Yeah,” I admit, the word feeling like sand in my mouth. “It’s... I don’t know. Like marking you. Claiming you.” My hand moves to her face, thumb brushing a strand of hair from her cheek. “Making sure everyone knows exactly who you belong to.”

Victoria laughs, the sound slightly breathless. “Pretty sure that’s the opposite of careful,” she says, already reaching for a tissue from the nearby box. “But I like it too. Makes me feel... I don’t know. Dirty. Used. In the best possible way.”

The casual admission—that she gets off on being marked, on being claimed—sends a fresh surge of heat through me. My cock stirs despite our recent activities, already hardening at the mere thought of having her again, of filling her in some other way, of marking her even more completely than I already have.

“We should go,” Victoria says, already wiping the evidence of my release from her cheeks with careful attention. “Dinner’s probably ready, and people will be wondering where we’ve gotten to.”

I nod, already reaching for my discarded jeans with hands that aren’t quite steady. “Yeah,” I agree, though the last thing I want is to end this encounter, to return to the careful distance we’ll have to maintain until we can be alone again. “We should.”

We clean up quickly, efficiently—Victoria wiping the last traces of my cum from her face, me adjusting myself with careful attention. Within minutes, we look almost presentable—Victoria’s hair smoothed back into its usual style, my jeans arranged to hide the evidence of our activities. The only signs of what happened are the slight flush still painting Victoria’s cheeks and the hungry look in her eyes when she thinks I’m not watching.

“I’ll go first,” Victoria says, already moving toward the stairs with quick, determined steps. “Wait five minutes, then follow. And Liam?” She pauses at the bottom of the steps, her eyes meeting mine with an intensity that makes my heart race. “Tonight. My room. Don’t be late.”

And with that, she’s gone, disappearing up the stairs with the confident stride of someone completely at ease in her own skin. I watch her go, my mind racing with questions I’m not sure I want answered. What happens after tonight? After Thanksgiving? After Mark inevitably discovers what’s been happening right under his nose?


Chapter 9

I wake with a start, something pulling me from a dream so vivid I can still feel Victoria’s lips on my cock. The bedroom is flooded with late morning light, and for a moment, I’m confused—why am I awake? Then I see her. Chloe. Perched on the edge of my bed like she owns it, one leg crossed over the other, a smile playing at the corners of her mouth. And fuck me, she’s wearing next to nothing—a thin, pale blue nightgown that barely reaches mid-thigh, the thin fabric doing absolutely nothing to hide the fact that she’s completely naked underneath.

“Good morning,” she purrs, her voice dripping with something that makes my cock stir despite the sudden shock of her presence. “Sleep well?”

I sit up quickly, dragging the sheets with me to cover my waist. “What are you doing here?” The question comes out sharper than I intended, my voice still rough with sleep.

Chloe laughs, the sound low and rich in the quiet room. “Victoria’s making pancakes,” she says, already reaching for the blanket covering my legs. “She asked me to see if you’d like some.” Her hand brushes against my thigh as she pulls the sheet back, the casual contact sending a jolt of electricity straight to my groin. “Though from the looks of things, you’re already having quite the... rise and shine.”

My face burns hot as I realize what she’s seeing—my morning wood tenting the front of my boxers, impossible to hide despite my best efforts. “I, uh—”

“You don’t have to explain,” Chloe says, her eyes never leaving the obvious bulge in my underwear. “It’s a perfectly natural reaction. Especially when a beautiful woman wakes you up.” She leans closer, her breath hot against my ear. “Though I’m guessing it’s not me you were dreaming about, is it?”

The question makes my head spin. But before I can respond, before I can tell her exactly how complicated my situation is, Chloe is moving, already climbing onto the bed with the confident stride of someone completely at ease in her own skin.

“The funny thing about dreams,” she continues, already settling beside me with careful casualness, “is how they never quite measure up to reality.” Her hand moves to my chest, fingers tracing small, deliberate circles on my skin. “Dreams are safe. Predictable. Reality?” She smiles, the expression equal parts mischievous and hungry. “Reality can be so much more... interesting.”

I should stop her. Should move her hand, should put some distance between us before this goes any further. But my body has other ideas, my cock hardening further as her fingers move lower, tracing the line of hair that leads from my navel to the waistband of my boxers.

“We shouldn’t,” I manage, the words feeling like sand in my mouth. “Victoria—”

“Victoria is downstairs,” Chloe interrupts, already pushing me back against the pillows with surprising strength. “Making pancakes. Being the perfect wife. The perfect hostess.” Something flashes in her eyes—jealousy, maybe, or a hint of the challenge that’s been driving us both crazy since she arrived. “Meanwhile, I’m up here. With you. And this.” Her hand wraps around my cock through the thin cotton, her grip just firm enough to make my breath catch in my throat. “Which, by the way, is even more impressive than I expected.”

The compliment makes my head spin. But before I can respond, before I can tell her exactly how complicated this situation is, Chloe is moving, already straddling me with the confidence of someone who knows exactly what she wants.

“My sister gets so possessive of her toys,” she whispers, her breath hot against my ear as she grinds herself against my trapped cock. “But today I’m going to play with her favorite toy.”

The casual reference to Victoria—to what might be happening between us—makes my stomach turn. How much does she know? How much has she guessed? The questions race through my mind, each one more terrifying than the last as I stare at Chloe’s knowing smile.

“You don’t know what you’re talking about,” I say, the lie feeling like sand in my mouth.

Chloe laughs, the sound holding no humor. “Please,” she says, already reaching for the waistband of my boxers. “I’ve known Victoria my entire life. I can read her like a fucking book.” Her hand moves beneath the elastic, fingers wrapping around my cock with surprising strength. “And right now, that book is screaming one thing loud and clear: she wants you. Has wanted you for months.”

The casual admission—that she’s figured it out, that she knows exactly what’s been happening—sends a fresh wave of panic through me. But before I can respond, before I can tell her exactly how dangerous this conversation is, Chloe is moving again, already sliding her panties to the side with quick, efficient movements.

“Don’t worry,” she says, her voice dropping to a tone meant for my ears alone. “Your secret’s safe with me. Mostly because...” She reaches between us, already guiding my cock to her entrance with deliberate attention. “...I want a turn.”

And with that, she’s sinking down, taking me inside with a single, smooth motion that has us both gasping. The sensation is electric—her pussy hot and wet around me, her inner walls fluttering against my length as she struggles to accommodate my size. I groan, my head falling back against the pillows as pleasure begins to overwhelm me.

“Fuck,” I gasp, already feeling my hips begin to buck involuntarily into her grip. “You’re so fucking tight.”

Chloe moans in response, her head falling back as she takes me deeper. “God, you’re huge,” she says, her voice slightly breathless. “No wonder Victoria can’t keep her hands off you.”

The casual reference to her sister—to what might be happening between Victoria and me—makes my head spin. But before I can respond, before I can tell her exactly how complicated this situation is, Chloe is moving again, already establishing a rhythm that has us both gasping.

Up and down, her pussy stretching around my thickness, her inner walls accepting me with eager hunger. Each downward movement pushes me deeper, each careful withdrawal leaves me desperate for more. The sensation is electric—her body hot around me, her breath coming in short, desperate pants as pleasure begins to build.

“You feel so fucking good,” I tell her, watching her face as pleasure begins to overwhelm her. “So fucking perfect around my cock.”

Chloe nods, already doubling down on her efforts. Her hand moves to my chest, fingers digging into the muscle with enough force to leave marks as she braces herself for what’s coming. “That’s it,” she encourages, her voice husky with need. “Just like that. Don’t stop.”

My hands move to her hips, fingers digging into the soft flesh as I guide her movements. Each downward thrust pushes her further onto my cock, each careful withdrawal leaves her gasping for more. The sight is almost too much to bear—Chloe, beautiful, impossible Chloe with her head thrown back and her lips parted in pleasure, taking my cock like she was born for it.

Her cunt is a fucking vice, slick and tight, squeezing my cock like it’s trying to milk me dry. I’m buried balls-deep inside her, every inch of my throbbing shaft swallowed by her greedy hole. She’s dripping, her juices coating my dick, making every thrust a slippery fucking dream. Her inner walls clutch me, pulsing around my length like she’s trying to suck me deeper, tighter, harder. I can’t fucking think—just feel.

Her tits bounce with every thrust, her nipples hard little peaks begging to be bitten. I lean down, grabbing one in my mouth, sucking hard as I fuck her like a demon. She’s writhing above me, her thighs trembling, her pussy clenching around me like she’s trying to fucking milk me. I’m relentless, slamming into her over and over, the sound of my hips slapping against her ass filling the room.

Her moans are getting louder, her breath hitching as she edges closer to climax. I can feel her tightening around me, her cunt spasming as she starts to fucking unravel.

“Fuck,” she gasps, her inner walls clamping down around me with renewed intensity. “So deep. So fucking deep, Liam.”

The sound of my name on her lips—raw and desperate and so fucking hot it makes my head spin—sends a fresh surge of heat through me. My cock throbs painfully inside her, already desperate for release despite the short time we’ve been at it.

“You’ve got a tight pussy for a slut,” I say, my voice shaking with the effort of holding back.

But whatever I was going to say—whatever warning or request or desperate plea was on my lips—is cut off by the feeling of Chloe’s pussy constricting around me, her inner walls fluttering against my length as pleasure begins to overwhelm her. The sensation is electric—her body accepting me completely, taking everything I have to give with eager hunger.

“Don’t stop,” she pleads, already pushing forward to take me deeper. “Please, Liam. I’m so close.”

That’s all it takes. With a hunger that matches her own, I thrust upward, my cock sinking into her waiting pussy with enough force to rock her forward an inch. Chloe cries out, the sound equal parts pain and pleasure as she takes me deeper than she’s ever been before.

“Fuck,” she gasps, already pushing back to meet my next thrust. “Yes. Right there. Don’t stop.”

I don’t stop—if anything, I double down, each thrust harder than the last as I work her toward release. Chloe’s breasts bounce with each powerful movement, the soft globes catching the morning light in a way that makes my head spin. I want to touch them, to feel their weight in my hands, to watch her face as I work her nipples between my fingers.

So I do. My hands move from her hips to her breasts, fingers wrapping around the soft flesh with careful attention. They’re even more perfect than they looked—full and heavy and so fucking responsive it makes my head spin. Each careful squeeze, each deliberate circle of my thumb around her nipple, earns me a gasp, a moan, a desperate push of her hips that takes me even deeper.

“That’s it,” I encourage, watching her face as pleasure begins to overwhelm her. “Cum for me, you dirty slut. Cum on my cock.”

And with that, she’s coming—her back arching, a broken moan escaping her lips as pleasure crashes through her. The sight is almost too much to bear—Chloe, beautiful, composed Chloe coming apart for me despite the family downstairs, despite Victoria making pancakes just rooms away. My cock throbs in her grip, already desperate for release despite the short time we’ve been at it.

“Fuck,” she gasps when the first wave subsides, her inner walls still fluttering around me with aftershocks. “That was... holy shit.”

I laugh, the sound slightly breathless as I continue my careful thrusts. “We’re just getting started,” I tell her, already feeling my hips begin to speed up again. “I’ve got a lot more where that came from.”

Chloe rides me like she’s been waiting her whole life for this moment, her hips grinding down on my cock with each upward thrust. Her tits bounce in my face, those perfect pink nipples stiff and begging for my mouth. Her tits are a goddamn masterpiece—full, heavy, tipped with nipples so stiff they could cut glass. I lean up, dragging my teeth over one pink peak, and she gasps, arching her back, her fingers knotting in my hair.

“Suck them, you bastard,” she growls, shoving my face into her chest. I obey, taking one nipple between my lips, flicking my tongue over it before biting down just enough to make her whimper.

I give her what she wants, my mouth closing over her nipple, sucking hard enough to make her back arch. She moans, the sound raw and desperate as she grinds herself down on my cock. Her pussy is so fucking wet now, every thrust smoother, slicker, my cock gliding through her tightness like she was made for me. And maybe she was.

“Fuck, yes—” Her voice is ragged, her hips rolling in slow, torturous circles, her cunt stretching around me, so tight I can feel every fucking ridge inside her. She’s dripping, her juices coating my cock, making filthy, wet sounds every time she slams down.

“God, you’re so fucking good at this,” I groan against her skin, already feeling my release begin to build. “Taking my cock like you were born for it.”

Chloe laughs, the sound slightly breathless. “Maybe I was,” she says, already reaching for my hands. “Touch me, Liam. I want to feel your hands everywhere.”

I don’t need to be asked twice. My hands move to her breasts, fingers wrapping around the soft flesh with careful attention. They’re even more perfect than they looked—full and heavy and so fucking responsive it makes my head spin. Each careful squeeze, each deliberate circle of my thumb around her nipple, earns me a gasp, a moan, a desperate push of her hips that takes me even deeper.

“That’s it,” I encourage, watching her face as pleasure begins to overwhelm her. “Just like that. Don’t stop.”

Chloe nods, already doubling down on her efforts. Her hand moves to my chest, fingers digging into the muscle with enough force to leave marks as she braces herself for what’s coming. “Harder,” she gasps, her voice breaking on a moan as I hit that perfect spot. “Please, Liam. I need it.”

My hands move from her breasts to her hips, fingers digging into the soft flesh as I guide her movements. Each downward thrust pushes her further onto my cock, each careful withdrawal leaves her gasping for more. The sight is almost too much to bear—Chloe, beautiful, impossible Chloe with her head thrown back and her lips parted in pleasure, taking my cock like she was born for it.

“Fuck,” she gasps, her inner walls clamping down around me with renewed intensity. “So deep. So fucking deep, Liam.”

The sound of my name on her lips—raw and desperate and so fucking hot it makes my head spin—sends a fresh surge of heat through me. My cock throbs painfully inside her, already desperate for release despite the short time we’ve been at it.

She moans, her head falling back, her thighs shaking as she rides me harder, faster, her cunt gripping me like a goddamn fist. “Yes—fuck—yes—” Her words dissolve into a broken whine as I reach between us, my thumb finding her swollen clit, rubbing tight little circles until she’s gasping, her body tensing, her pussy fluttering around me like she’s about to come.

The sensation is electric—her body accepting me completely, taking everything I have to give with eager hunger.

“Don’t stop,” she pleads, already pushing forward to take me deeper. “Please, Liam. I’m so close.”

That’s all it takes. With a hunger that matches her own, I thrust upward, my cock sinking into her waiting pussy with enough force to rock her forward an inch. Chloe cries out, the sound equal parts pain and pleasure as she takes me deeper than she’s ever been before.

“Fuck,” she gasps, already pushing back to meet my next thrust. “Yes. Right there. Don’t stop.”

I slow her down, gripping her hips, forcing her to take me at my pace—deep, grinding thrusts that make her whimper, her nails digging into my chest. “You don’t get to come until I say so,” I snarl, slamming up into her, relishing the way her breath hitches, the way her cunt clenches like it’s begging for more.

She’s panting, her lips parted, her tits bouncing with every movement, her skin flushed and slick with sweat. “Please—” she whines, her voice wrecked.

“Please what?” I grind the word out, my cock throbbing inside her, my balls tight, aching to fill her up.

“Please let me come,” she begs, her hips stuttering, her pussy pulsing around me.

I smirk, dragging my hand up her body to wrap around her throat—not hard, just enough to make her gasp. “Then fucking earn it.”

And just like that, she’s moving again, riding me like a woman possessed, her cunt squeezing me in perfect, rhythmic pulses, her breath coming in ragged little moans. I can feel her getting close, her body tightening, her pussy clamping down like it’s trying to suck me deeper.

“That’s it,” I growl, my own release coiling in my gut. “Come all over my cock, you filthy little slut.”

And she does—with a broken cry, her body convulsing, her cunt spasming around me as she falls apart. I follow right after, fucking up into her one last time before I empty myself inside her, my cum flooding her tight little hole as she collapses against me, trembling and spent.

Chloe smiles, the expression equal parts satisfied and hungry. “Show me,” she says, her voice husky with need. “I want to feel all of it, Liam. Everything you’ve got.”

That’s all the encouragement I need. With a quick, fluid movement that has us both gasping, I flip us over, pinning Chloe beneath me with my weight. She laughs, the sound slightly breathless as she adjusts to the new position, her legs already wrapping around my waist to pull me closer.

“Better?” I ask, already reaching between us to guide my cock back to her entrance.

Chloe nods, her eyes never leaving mine. “Much,” she says, her voice steady despite the desire burning in her eyes. “Now fuck me, Liam. However you want.”

I don’t need to be asked twice. With a single, brutal thrust, I push into her, my cock sinking into her wet heat with enough force to rock her up the bed an inch. Chloe cries out, the sound equal parts pain and pleasure as she takes me deeper than she’s ever been before.

“Fuck,” she gasps, her nails already digging into my shoulders. “So big. So fucking big, Liam.”

“Fuck, you take me so goddamn good,” I growl, grinding my hips deep. Her pussy clenches around me, tight as sin, and I swear to Christ I see stars. She arches beneath me, tits bouncing with every thrust, her nipples stiff and begging for my mouth.

So I bite.

She screams.

I don’t stop.

Each thrust pushes me deeper, each careful withdrawal leaves her desperate for more. The sensation is electric—her pussy hot and wet around me, her inner walls fluttering against my length as she struggles to accommodate my size. I’m so close already, the pressure building at the base of my spine, my balls drawing tight against my body as pleasure begins to crest.

“You feel so fucking good,” I tell her, watching her face as pleasure begins to overwhelm her. “So fucking perfect around my cock.”

Chloe nods, already pushing back to meet my next thrust. “That’s it,” she encourages, her voice husky with need. “Just like that. Don’t stop.”

My fingers dig into her thighs, leaving angry red marks as I fuck her into the mattress. The bedframe pounds the wall—bang, bang, bang—like some filthy goddamn metronome. And every time I bottom out inside her, her greedy little cunt milks me like she’s desperate to keep me buried in her heat.

My hand moves to her face, fingers brushing a strand of hair from her cheek as my head bends toward hers. Our lips meet in an exchange that’s nothing like the desperate, hungry kisses that started this encounter. This is softer, almost reverent—my mouth moving against hers with careful tenderness, my hand cradling her jaw with a gentleness that belies the raw passion of moments before.

Chloe makes a small sound—half moan, half sigh—as her tongue meets mine, the taste of desire adding a forbidden edge to an already intense moment. When we finally break apart, both of us are breathing hard, our foreheads pressed together in a gesture of unexpected intimacy. Chloe’s hand moves to my face, her thumb brushing over my lower lip with surprising tenderness.

“You’re so fucking beautiful,” she tells me, her voice barely above a whisper. “The most perfect thing I’ve ever seen.”

I’m moving again, already leaning down to find her neck with my mouth. I start at her collarbone, my lips brushing over the sensitive skin with careful attention. Each kiss moves higher—her throat, the spot just behind her ear, the curve of her jaw—until I’m finally, inevitably, at her mouth again. But this time, there’s nothing careful about it—just raw, desperate hunger as our lips meet in a kiss that’s all teeth and tongue and the occasional broken moan.

Chloe’s hand moves to my hair, fingers tangling in the short strands as she pulls me closer. “Yes,” she hisses against my mouth. “Just like that. Don’t stop.”

“Liam—! Oh God—!” She claws at me, nails leaving trails down my back. Fuck yes. Let her mark me. Let her ruin me.

I steal her moans with my tongue, kissing her filthy and deep while our bodies collide. Her legs lock around my waist, pulling me in harder, deeper, until I swear I can taste her heartbeat in the way her pussy flutters around my cock.

My cock pounds into her wet heat, each movement aimed at that spot deep inside her that made her see stars. Chloe’s pussy pulses around me, milking my length as wave after wave of sensation crashes through her. Her cries grow louder, more desperate—raw sounds of pleasure that would be embarrassing if they weren’t so fucking hot.

That’s when I feel it—the clench of her orgasm, sudden and brutal. She shatters beneath me, screaming my name like a fucking prayer. And I don’t stop. I can’t stop.

Because I’m too fucking close.

Up and down, her pussy stretching around my thickness, her inner walls accepting me with eager hunger. Each downward movement pushes me deeper, each careful withdrawal leaves me desperate for more. The sensation is electric—her body hot around me, her breath coming in short, desperate pants as pleasure begins to build.

I’m so close already, the pressure building at the base of my spine, my balls drawing tight against my body as pleasure begins to crest. Each thrust pushes me closer to the edge, each careful circle of her hips making my vision blur. I’m right there—so fucking close I can taste it—when the room suddenly fills with the sound of an electronic ringtone.

We both freeze, caught in the sudden spotlight of reality—Chloe still impaled on my cock, her hair a tangled mess, her lips swollen from our kisses. For a moment, neither of us moves, both of us trying to figure out where the sound is coming from. Then Chloe’s eyes widen, her head turning toward the nightstand where her phone sits, screen lit up with an incoming call.

And—holy shit—the caller ID: “ASSHOLE EX.”

Something flashes in Chloe’s eyes—amusement, maybe, or a hint of the mischievousness that’s been driving us both crazy since she climbed into my bed—before she’s moving, already reaching for the phone with quick, determined movements.

“I should get that,” she says, her voice carefully neutral despite the obvious hunger burning in her eyes. “He’s been calling all week.”

Before I can respond—before I can tell her exactly how much I don’t want her to answer, how completely I want to keep her to myself—Chloe is already swiping to accept the call, the speaker icon lighting up with deliberate attention.

“Hello?” she says, her voice perfectly casual despite the fact that she’s still impaled on my cock. “What do you want, Jack?”

There’s a pause—long enough that I can hear the sound of the caller breathing, the slight catch in his throat as he prepares to speak—before a male voice fills the room, thick with what might be emotion.

“Chloe? Baby, I love you, I miss you,” her ex pleads, each word slightly slurred as if he’s been drinking. “Please, just come home. We can work this out. I’ll do anything.”

Chloe laughs, the sound slightly breathless as she begins to move again, her hips rising and falling on my cock with deliberate attention. “I’m... a little busy... being... fucked!” she grunts with each downward thrust, her eyes never leaving mine as she grinds down on my length.

The confession sends a fresh surge of heat through me. My cock throbs painfully inside her, already desperate for release despite the short time we’ve been at it.

“What?” the voice on the phone sputters, disbelief clear in his tone. “Chloe, this isn’t funny. I’m being serious here—”

“So am I,” Chloe interrupts, already doubling down on her efforts. Each downward movement pushes her further onto my cock, each careful withdrawal leaves her gasping for more. “By a man half your age!” she continues, her voice breaking on a moan as I hit that perfect spot. “And he’s so much bigger!”

The casual reference to my size makes my head spin. But before I can respond, before I can tell her exactly how much I want her, I’m moving again, already establishing a rhythm that has us both gasping.

Up and down, her pussy stretching around my thickness, her inner walls accepting me with eager hunger. Each thrust pushes me deeper, each careful withdrawal leaves me desperate for more. The sensation is electric—her body hot around me, her breath coming in short, desperate pants as pleasure begins to build.

“Jesus Christ, Chloe,” her ex says, his voice rising with each word. “What the fuck is wrong with you? It’s nine in the fucking morning!”

Chloe laughs, the sound slightly breathless as she continues her careful movements. “And?” she challenges, already reaching for my hand. “Good girls get breakfast in bed. Isn’t that right, Liam?”

My cock throbs painfully inside her, already desperate for release despite the short time we’ve been at it.

“That’s it,” I encourage, watching her face as pleasure begins to overwhelm her. “Just like that. Don’t stop.”

“Fuck,” her ex gasps, the word barely audible over the sound of our ragged breathing. “You’re actually—with someone—right now?”

Chloe nods, already pushing forward to take me deeper. “That’s generally what fucking entails, yes,” she says, her voice steady despite the desire burning in her eyes. “Though I’m guessing you wouldn’t know much about that, given our last six months together.”

Fuck. I can’t hold back anymore. I slam deep inside her one last time—her pussy clamping around me like a greedy little vice—and then I yank my cock out, throbbing, aching, already spurting before I can even aim.

First rope hits her cheek, thick and white, painting a fucking stripe right across her face. “Open that pretty fucking mouth,” I growl, but she’s already licking her lips, eyes locked on the fat head of my dick as it jerks in my hand. The next shot lands right on her tongue—warm, salty, fucking mine. She moans, swallowing what she can before the next gush smears across her nose.

I don’t stop. I keep stroking myself, milking every last fucking drop onto her. Some of it drips down into her eyelashes—fuck yes—and she blinks it away, sticky and glazed like a goddamn slut made just for this.

“Look at you,” I smirk, my thumb rubbing the mess into her skin, smearing it down toward her chin. “Could’ve swallowed it all, but you wanted me to mark you, didn’t you?”

She nods, breathless, lips parted like she’s waiting for more. So I give it to her. One more squeeze, and the last thick glob of cum oozes onto her lower lip before she finally laps it up with this filthy little tongue flick.

And still—fuck me—she’s not done. She licks around her mouth, collecting every stray drop like she’s starving for it. Then she tilts her head back and grins, all covered in me, wrecked and proud of it.

“Good girl,” I mutter, slapping my half-hard cock against her cheek just to watch it stick.

Chloe focuses back on the phone. “Did you hear all that, Jack?” she says into the phone.

“…yes,” Jack meekly replies.

“Good. Now go have your breakfast, Jack.” Chloe scoops up some of the cum from her face and drinks it like milk. “I’ve already had mine.”


Chapter 10

The breakfast table is a study in domestic harmony—Mark at the head, Victoria at the foot, various relatives scattered throughout in various states of morning alertness. The smell of coffee and pancakes fills the air, the occasional burst of laughter punctuating the general hum of conversation. I slide into my assigned seat with careful casualness, already reaching for the orange juice with hands that aren’t quite steady. My body still hums from this morning’s activities, my skin still tingles where Chloe’s mouth and hands explored every inch of me. And underneath it all, a fresh wave of guilt—this time, not just about Victoria, but about her sister too.

“You sleep well, Liam?” Mark asks, already reaching for the syrup with practiced ease. “Victoria mentioned you were up late.”

Before I can respond, before I can tell him exactly how complicated my night was, I feel it—a warm, soft weight on my thigh. I jump almost imperceptibly, my eyes flying to Victoria, who’s still perfectly composed, already passing a plate of bacon to Caleb with careful attention. But under the table, hidden from everyone by the pristine white tablecloth, her foot is moving, toes tracing the seam of my jeans with deliberate pressure.

“Fine,” I manage, my voice slightly strained as Victoria’s foot moves higher. “Great, actually. The guest bed is really comfortable.”

Mark nods, apparently satisfied with my answer. “Good,” he says, already reaching for the coffee pot. “Because we’ve got a full day ahead. I was thinking we could hit the mall this afternoon—Victoria mentioned you needed some new clothes for that interview next week.”

The foot pauses, Victoria’s toes pressing firmly against the growing bulge in my jeans. “That’s right,” she says, her voice perfectly casual despite the hunger burning in her eyes. “The one at Mercer. They’re really interested in you, Liam. The recruiter called twice while you were in the shower.”

Victoria’s foot grows bolder, toes pressing firmly against my trapped cock with each careful movement. I grab for my water glass, taking a long sip to hide my gasp as she establishes a rhythm that has me seeing stars.

“I, uh...” I stammer, already feeling my face flush with a mixture of embarrassment and desire. “That sounds... great. Thank you.”

Victoria smiles, the expression warm with genuine pleasure. “Of course,” she says, already passing a plate of pancakes to Jessica with practiced ease. “That’s what family’s for, right? Helping each other out.”

Before I can respond, before I can tell her exactly how much I want her, Mark is speaking again, his voice bright with false cheer.

“So, Liam,” he says, already reaching for the newspaper. “Any plans for after graduation? Victoria mentioned you’re thinking about law school?”

Victoria’s foot continues its relentless assault on my senses, each careful circle bringing me closer to the edge. I’m so hard it hurts, my cock throbbing painfully against the constraints of my jeans as she works me with deliberate attention.

“I, uh...” I start, but whatever lie I was planning is cut off by Victoria’s foot pressing firmly against my trapped cock, her toes working the sensitive head with careful attention. “Still deciding,” I manage, the words feeling like sand in my mouth. “Weighing my... options.”

Mark nods, apparently satisfied with my non-answer.

Victoria’s foot pauses, her toes pressing firmly against my trapped cock as if marking me, claiming me, reminding me exactly who I belong to. The look in her eyes is one of absolute, triumphant ownership—the expression of a woman who knows exactly what she wants and exactly how to get it.

“I should check on the toast,” she says, already pushing to her feet with quick, efficient movements. “Be right back.”

And with that, she’s gone, already moving toward the kitchen with the confident stride of someone completely at ease in her own skin. I watch her go, my mind racing with questions I’m not sure I want answered. What happens after breakfast? After the mall? After Mark inevitably discovers what’s been happening right under his nose?

But before I can think too deeply about the consequences, before I can tell myself exactly how dangerous this situation is, the chair next to me creaks—a soft, careful sound that seems to echo in the suddenly quiet room. I look up to find Chloe settling into Victoria’s recently vacated seat, a fresh cup of coffee dangling from her fingers.

“Morning,” she says, her voice carefully neutral despite the obvious hunger burning in her eyes. “Sleep well?”

The question—so direct, so obviously loaded—makes my head spin. But before I can respond, before I can tell her exactly how complicated this situation is, Chloe is moving, already leaning closer with the casual confidence of someone completely at ease in her own skin.

“I’m still dripping with you from this morning,” she whispers, her breath hot against my ear. “I had to go to the bathroom and clean up so my perfect sister wouldn’t see what a mess you made of me.”

The casual admission—that she’s still feeling the effects of our encounter, that she’s had to hide the evidence from Victoria—sends a fresh surge of heat through me. My cock stirs despite the relatively public setting, already hardening at the mere thought of having her again.

“Chloe,” I start, but whatever warning or request or desperate plea was on my lips is cut off by the feeling of her hand on my thigh, fingers tracing the seam of my jeans with deliberate attention.

“I want more,” she says, her voice dropping to a tone meant for my ears alone. “Tonight. Meet me in the guest room at 2 a.m.”


Chapter 11

The house is deathly quiet as I slip from my bedroom, the floorboards creaking under my weight despite my careful steps. Two in the morning, the perfect hour for secrets—for stolen moments and dangerous promises. My body still hums from this morning’s encounter with Chloe, from Victoria’s foot pressed firmly against my cock beneath the breakfast table. Two women. Two separate chances to lose everything. And here I am, walking straight into the fire.

My heart hammers against my ribs as I make my way down the darkened hallway, each sound amplified in the pre-dawn stillness. The guest room is at the far end, nestled between Mark and Victoria’s master suite and Caleb’s childhood bedroom. Any wrong step, any creak of floorboard, and everything collapses—the affair, my relationship with Caleb, maybe even Victoria’s marriage.

I pause outside the door, hand raised to knock. But before my knuckles can connect with the wood, it swings open—not completely, just enough for a pale, slender arm to reach out, fingers curling around my wrist with surprising strength.

“Get in here,” Chloe whispers, already pulling me into the darkened room. “Before someone sees you.”

The door closes behind me with a soft click that seems to echo in the suddenly quiet room. For a moment, I can’t see anything—just darkness, and the faint outline of furniture against deeper shadows. Then my eyes adjust, and holy fucking shit.

Chloe stands before me, completely naked, her skin glowing with a soft luminescence in the sliver of moonlight that cuts across the bed. She’s already pulled the covers down, revealing crisp white sheets and a space clearly meant for me. Her hair is loose around her shoulders, her lips slightly parted, her eyes dark with a hunger that makes my cock stir painfully.

“You came,” she says, the words not quite a question.

I nod, suddenly unable to speak past the lump in my throat. My eyes move over her body—the perfect curve of her breasts, the narrow waist, the flare of her hips—taking in every detail with careful attention. She’s even more beautiful than I remembered—more perfect than the mental image I’ve been carrying since this morning.

“I couldn’t stay away,” I admit, already reaching for her with eager hands. “Been thinking about you all day.”

Chloe laughs, the sound slightly breathless as she steps into my embrace. “Just thinking?” she challenges, already reaching for the waistband of my boxers. “I’ve been dripping since breakfast. Had to change my panties twice.”

The casual admission—that she’s been turned on all day, that she’s been fantasizing about me as much as I’ve been fantasizing about her—sends a fresh surge of heat through me. My hand moves to her face, fingers brushing a strand of hair from her cheek as my head bends toward hers.

Our lips meet in an exchange that’s nothing like the desperate, hungry kisses we shared this morning. This is softer, almost reverent—my mouth moving against hers with careful tenderness, my hand cradling her jaw with a gentleness that belies the raw passion building between us.

Chloe makes a small sound—half moan, half sigh—as her tongue meets mine, the taste of desire adding a forbidden edge to an already intense moment. When we finally break apart, both of us are breathing hard, our foreheads pressed together in a gesture of unexpected intimacy. Chloe’s hand moves to my face, her thumb brushing over my lower lip with surprising tenderness.

“I’ve wanted this all day,” she tells me, her voice barely above a whisper. “Couldn’t stop thinking about your cock, about how good it felt inside me.”

The explicit reference—so direct, so obviously sincere—makes my head spin. But before I can respond, before I can tell her exactly how much I want her, Chloe is moving again, already pushing me toward the bed with quick, determined steps.

“Take off your clothes,” she commands, her voice husky with need. “I want to see you. All of you, Liam.”

I don’t need to be asked twice. My t-shirt goes first, followed quickly by my boxers, both landing in a heap on the floor beside the bed. Chloe watches with hungry eyes as I stand before her, completely naked, my cock already hard and leaking against my stomach.

“Fuck,” she groans, her eyes never leaving my length. “You’re even more impressive than I remembered.”

Before I can respond, before I can tell her exactly how much I want her, Chloe is moving again, already climbing onto the bed with the confidence of someone completely at ease in her own skin.

She settles in the center of the mattress, legs spread in open invitation, one hand already moving between her thighs. “I’m so wet for you,” she says, her voice dropping to a tone meant for my ears alone. “Been thinking about this all day. About your cock stretching me open, about how good it felt when you came on my face.”

My cock throbs painfully, already desperate for release despite the short time we’ve been at it.

“I want you to treat me like the cheap slut I am,” she continues, her eyes never leaving mine. “Fuck me like you hate me, Liam. Like I’m nothing but a warm hole for your cock.”

The request—so explicit, so obviously loaded—destroys the last of my control. With a hunger that matches her own, I move toward the bed, already climbing on with quick, determined movements. Chloe laughs, the sound slightly breathless as she adjusts to make room for me, her legs already wrapping around my waist to pull me closer.

“That’s it,” she encourages, her voice husky with need. “Use me, Liam. However you want.”

I don’t need a fucking invitation. I’m on her like a starving animal, pinning Chloe to the mattress with the full weight of my body. Her legs wrap around my hips, her heels digging into my ass like she’s begging me to go deeper, harder, faster. I’m throbbing, my cock swollen and leaking pre-cum like a fucking faucet, and when I slide into her, it’s not gentle. It’s raw.

“Fuck,” she gasps, her nails already digging into my shoulders. “So big. So fucking big, Liam.”

One brutal thrust. That’s all it takes. My dick spears her cunt, slick and tight, and the wet heat of her grips me like a goddamn vice. She’s drenched—so fucking wet I can hear the filthy squelch as I bury myself to the hilt. Her body bucks beneath me, her tits bouncing, her nipples hard and begging for my mouth. I don’t give her a second to adjust. I’m already pulling out just to slam back in, shoving her up the bed with the force of it.

The compliment—so direct, so obviously sincere—makes my head spin. But before I can respond, before I can tell her exactly how much I want her, I’m moving again, already establishing a rhythm that has us both gasping.

Each thrust pushes me deeper, each careful withdrawal leaves her desperate for more. The sensation is electric—her pussy hot and wet around me, her inner walls fluttering against my length as she struggles to accommodate my size. I’m so close already, the pressure building at the base of my spine, my balls drawing tight against my body as pleasure begins to crest.

“You feel so fucking good,” I tell her, watching her face as pleasure begins to overwhelm her. “So fucking perfect around my cock.”

Chloe nods, already pushing back to meet my next thrust. “That’s it,” she encourages, her voice husky with need. “Just like that. Don’t stop.”

Her breath comes in ragged gasps, her lips parted, her eyes hazy with lust. I can feel her trembling beneath me, her body close to breaking, and it only makes me fuck her harder. I want her to feel every inch of me, every fucking vein, every pulse of my cock as it stretches her open, filling her up until she can’t take anymore.

Chloe’s hand moves to my hair, fingers tangling in the short strands as she pulls me closer. “Yes,” she hisses against my mouth. “Just like that. Don’t stop.”

Her thighs tremble, slick with sweat, her tits bouncing as I piston into her with brutal precision. Every thrust slams home, balls-deep, the obscene slap of flesh on flesh echoing like a fucking drumbeat of sin. My cock is iron-hard, veins pulsing as her needy cunt sucks me in tighter, hotter—Christ, it’s like she’s trying to milk every last drop of cum already.

I drag her hips back onto me, fingers digging into the plush meat of her ass, spreading her wider as I fuck into her harder. Her pussy squirms around me, fluttering like a desperate little mouth, and the noises she’s making—whimpering, ragged moans, the kind that would shame a whore in a back alley. But fuck if it doesn’t just make me drill her deeper.

“Fuck—fuck, Liam! I’m—ohgodohgod—!”

Her voice breaks, high and wrecked as I pull almost all the way out—just to slam back in, burying myself to the hilt. Again. Again. She’s so swollen inside, her walls spasming around me, drenching my cock in sticky-slick heat. I can feel her heartbeat there, throbbing against me like she’s begging for more—always more—and who the hell am I to deny her?

Her nails rake down my back, gasping like she’s drowning in it. Good. Let her. Let her choke on the pleasure, let her come so hard she forgets her own goddamn name.

My rhythm turns brutal, fucking into her with purpose—short, sharp jabs grinding against that spongy spot inside her that makes her eyes roll back. Her body jerks, her cunt clamping down like a vice as she cries out, shaking apart under me.

“That’s it,” I encourage, watching her face as pleasure overtakes her. “Cum for me, you dirty slut. Cum on my cock.”

She’s coming—her back arching, a broken moan escaping her lips as pleasure crashes through her. The sight is almost too much to bear—Chloe, beautiful, impossible Chloe coming apart for me despite the family sleeping just rooms away. My cock throbs in her grip, already desperate for release despite the short time we’ve been at it.

“Fuck,” she gasps when the first wave subsides, her inner walls still fluttering around me with aftershocks. “That was... holy shit.”

I laugh, the sound slightly breathless as I continue my careful thrusts. “We’re just getting started,” I tell her, already feeling my hips begin to speed up again. “I’ve got a lot more where that came from.”

Chloe smiles, the expression equal parts satisfied and hungry. “Show me,” she says, her voice husky with need. “I want to feel all of it, Liam. Everything you’ve got.”

That’s all the encouragement I need. With a quick, fluid movement that has us both gasping, I flip Chloe over so that I can fuck her from behind. She laughs, the sound slightly breathless as she adjusts to the new position.

Her ass juts up at me, round and ripe like a fucking peach begging to be bitten. Chloe’s on all fours, back arched so deep I can see the slick shine of her pussy lips glistening between her thighs. She’s dripping already—always so fucking eager.

“Better?” I ask, already reaching between us to guide my cock back to her entrance.

Chloe nods, her eyes never leaving mine. “Much,” she says, her voice steady despite the desire burning in her eyes. “Now fuck me, Liam. However you want.”

I grab her hips hard enough to bruise, my cock throbbing against her entrance. No teasing. No mercy. Just one brutal thrust, burying myself to the hilt in one go.

“Fuck—!” she chokes, her walls clamping down like a velvet fucking vice.

I don’t let her adjust. I pull back just enough to feel her inner muscles cling to me, desperate, then slam home again. And again. Each thrust knocks a gasp out of her, her tits swaying, her nails digging into the sheets.

“You take it so fucking good,” I growl, watching my dick disappear inside her, her tight little hole stretched wide around me. “Like you were made for this cock.”

She whimpers, pushing back against me, greedy. “Harder—please, Liam, harder—”

I oblige. My hips piston, driving into her with enough force to make the bedframe rattle. The wet slap of skin on skin fills the room, her ass reddening under my grip. Every time I bottom out, her pussy flutters around me, hot and slick and so fucking tight.

I reach around, fingers finding her clit, rubbing rough circles. “Gonna make you come on my dick like a fucking slut,” I snarl in her ear. “Gonna feel you squeeze me dry.”

Her moans pitch higher, her body trembling. I can feel her getting close, her cunt clenching rhythmically, trying to milk me.

“That’s it,” I grunt, fucking her through it, my balls slapping against her. “Come for me. Let me feel it.”

She shatters with a scream, her pussy convulsing around me, drenching my cock in her release. I don’t stop. I keep pounding into her, chasing my own fucking pleasure now, my thrusts turning erratic, brutal.

My cock pounds into Chloe with brutal, relentless force, her ass slapping against my thighs with each downward thrust. Her pussy is a furnace, a slick, greedy hole, sucking me in, owning me. I can feel her next orgasm building—her walls beginning to flutter, her moans growing more desperate with each careful movement.

But as my gaze moves from her flushed face to the mirror above the dresser, I freeze, my rhythm faltering for just a moment. The door—the one I’m positive I closed behind me—is slightly ajar, a thin slice of darkness visible beyond. And in that darkness, a face. Victoria’s face. Her eyes wide, her lips parted, one hand buried between her legs as she watches her sister take my cock.

“Fuck,” I gasp, the word torn from somewhere deep inside me.

Chloe moans in response, already pushing back to meet my next thrust. “That’s it,” she encourages, her voice husky with need. “Just like that. Don’t stop.”

But I can’t look away from Victoria—from the raw hunger burning in her eyes, from the deliberate movements of her hand beneath her robe. She’s touching herself. Watching us. Getting off on the sight of me fucking her sister into the mattress.

The realization sends a fresh surge of heat through me. My cock throbs painfully inside Chloe, already desperate for release despite the short time we’ve been at it. But it’s not just physical—something deeper, more primal takes hold as my eyes meet Victoria’s across the darkened room. This is about possession. About ownership. About showing her exactly what she’s missing, exactly what she could have if she’d just take it.

“Harder,” Chloe begs, already pushing back to meet my next thrust. “Please, Liam. I need it.”

I give her what she wants, my hips snapping forward with enough force to drive her further up the bed. Each thrust is harder than the last, each careful withdrawal leaves her desperate for more. But my eyes never leave Victoria’s—never stop watching the way her breath catches as my cock disappears inside her sister, the way her hand moves faster beneath her robe as pleasure begins to build.

“You’re so fucking perfect,” I tell Chloe, my voice dropping to a tone meant for Victoria’s ears. “Taking my cock like you were born for it. Like you need it to survive.”

Chloe moans, the sound slightly breathless as she pushes back to meet my next thrust. “Yes,” she agrees, her voice breaking on a moan. “That’s it. Give it to me. However you want.”

My hips snap forward with enough force to drive her further up the bed. Each thrust is harder than the last, each careful withdrawal leaves her desperate for more. The sight is almost too much to bear—Chloe, beautiful, impossible Chloe with her face pressed into the pillow and her ass raised for my cock, taking everything I have to give with eager hunger.

But it’s Victoria who holds my attention—Victoria whose eyes never leave mine despite the explicit scene unfolding before her. There’s something in her expression—a hunger, a challenge, a promise of what’s to come—that makes my head spin. My cock throbs painfully inside Chloe, already desperate for release despite the short time we’ve been at it.

“You’re such a fucking whore,” I growl, my voice barely above a whisper. “Taking my cock like you need it to survive. Like you’d die without it.”

Chloe moans, the sound slightly breathless as she pushes back to meet my next thrust. “Yes,” she agrees, her voice breaking on a moan. “That’s it. Make me feel used. Make me feel dirty.”

The request—so explicit, so obviously loaded—sends a fresh surge of heat through me. My hand moves from her hair to her ass, fingers digging into the soft flesh as I guide her movements. Each downward thrust pushes her further onto my cock, each careful withdrawal leaves her gasping for more.

“I’m getting close,” I warn, my voice shaking with the effort of holding back. “So fucking close, Chloe. You need to—”

But whatever I was going to say—whatever warning or request or desperate plea was on my lips—is cut off by the feeling of Chloe’s pussy constricting around me, her inner walls fluttering against my length as pleasure begins to overwhelm her. The sensation is electric—her body accepting me completely, taking everything I have to give with eager hunger.

“Don’t stop,” she pleads, already pushing forward to take me deeper. “Please, Liam. I’m so close.”

With a hunger that matches her own, I thrust forward, my cock sinking into her waiting pussy with enough force to rock her up the bed an inch. Chloe cries out, the sound equal parts pain and pleasure as she takes me deeper than she’s ever been before.

“Fuck,” she gasps, already pushing back to meet my next thrust. “Yes. Right there. Don’t stop.”

My cock pounds into her wet heat, each movement aimed at that spot deep inside her that made her see stars. Chloe’s pussy pulses around me, milking my length as wave after wave of sensation crashes through her. Her cries grow louder, more desperate—raw sounds of pleasure that would be embarrassing if they weren’t so fucking hot.

“That’s it,” I encourage, watching her face as pleasure overtakes her. “Cum for me, you dirty slut. Cum on my cock.”

She cums. A broken moan escapes her lips as pleasure crashes through her. The sight is almost too much to bear—Chloe, beautiful, composed Chloe coming apart for me despite Victoria watching from the doorway, despite the risk of discovery adding a forbidden edge to an already intense moment.

But it’s not just Chloe who’s affected—across the room, Victoria’s breath comes in short, desperate pants, her hand moving faster beneath her robe as she watches her sister take my cock. There’s something in her expression—a hunger, a jealousy, a desperate need—that makes my head spin. My cock throbs painfully inside Chloe, already desperate for release despite the short time we’ve been at it.

“Fuck,” Chloe gasps when the first wave subsides, her inner walls still fluttering around me with aftershocks.

“I’m going to explode,” I warn, my voice shaking with the effort of holding back. “So fucking close, Chloe. You need to—”

“I’m not on the pill,” Chloe gasps, the words breaking on a moan as I hit that perfect spot. “You need to pull out. Liam, please—”

“Turn around,” I command, my voice barely above a whisper. “I want to see your face.”

Something flashes in her eyes—surprise, maybe, or a hint of the vulnerability I rarely get to see—before she’s moving, already turning to face me with quick, efficient movements. Her eyes never leave mine as I guide my cock back to her entrance, already pushing forward with careful attention.

“I said I’m not on the pill,” Chloe repeats, her voice slightly breathless. “Liam, you can’t—”

“I know,” I interrupt, already pushing into her with enough force to rock her back an inch. “I don’t care.”

With one last brutal thrust, my cock buried to the hilt inside her, and I lose it. A raw, animal groan rips from my throat like I’m being fucking gutted, and then—explosion. The first thick, molten rope of cum blasts straight into her tight little cunt, so deep I swear I can feel it painting her fucking womb.

Chloe gasps, her pussy convulsing around me like a greedy, wet fist, sucking me in deeper as if she’s trying to drink every drop. Her nails claw into my back, her hips bucking against mine, and I can’t fucking stop—pulse two erupts, even hotter, even thicker, flooding her insides as her slick walls tremble around my shaft.

“Fuck, fuck—” she whimpers, her voice breaking as my cock twitches inside her, unloading another vicious spurt. I can feel it—the way her pussy clenches, milking me, begging for more.

I’m not done. Pulse three hits like a fucking freight train, my balls emptying another scalding jet straight into her core. Her thighs shake, her cunt dripping around me, my cum mixing with her slick until it’s a filthy, sticky mess.

“Fuck,” I groan, feeling the intense pleasure race through me. “That’s it. Take it all. So fucking perfect.”

Chloe moans in response, her back arching to push her breasts more firmly against my chest. “Yes,” she hisses, her voice thick with satisfaction. “So much. So fucking deep.”

When the final pulses subside, leaving me shaking and spent, Chloe collapses against the pillows, completely drained. Her chest heaves with each desperate breath, a fine sheen of sweat covering her golden skin. She looks well and truly fucked—her hair a tangled mess, her lips swollen from our kisses, my cum painting her inner thighs in thin white streaks.

But it’s not just Chloe who’s affected—across the room, Victoria’s body shudders, her hand moving beneath her robe with desperate hunger as she watches her sister take my cock. There’s something in her expression—a hunger, a jealousy, a desperate need—that makes my head spin. Her breath catches, her back arching, a silent cry escaping her lips as pleasure crashes through her.

And then she’s gone—slipping away into the darkness with the careful movements of someone who knows exactly what she’s doing. For a moment, I think I imagined it—the whole encounter, Victoria watching, getting off on the sight of me fucking her sister. But the lingering heat in her eyes, the promise of what’s to come, tells me it was real. Every fucking second of it.

“Jesus Christ,” Chloe gasps when she can finally speak, her voice slightly muffled against my chest. “That was...”

“Fucking incredible,” I finish for her, already reaching to adjust myself. “Your pussy is fucking incredible, Chloe.”

She smiles, the expression warm despite the obvious exhaustion written across her features. “You’re not so bad yourself,” she says, her voice husky with satisfaction. “Though we should probably clean up before someone comes looking for us.”


Chapter 12

The garage is quiet as I slip through the side door, the morning light filtering through the dusty windows in thin, golden shafts. I slept like shit—tossing and turning, replaying last night’s encounter for the hundredth time. Chloe beneath me, around me, coming apart as I filled her with my cum. And Victoria watching, her hand between her legs as she got off on the sight of me fucking her sister. The memory is enough to make my cock stir despite the relatively public setting, and I adjust myself through my jeans with careful casualness.

I’m supposed to be getting the Christmas decorations—Victoria asked me to bring them up from storage so she can start decorating after breakfast. But as I reach for the light switch, a voice cuts through the silence, low and dangerous and so fucking hot it makes my head spin.

“I saw you.”

I freeze, hand still raised toward the switch, heart hammering against my ribs. When I turn, Victoria is there—leaning against the workbench, arms crossed over her chest, face a mask of cold fury. But it’s her eyes that really catch my attention—dark with a possessive fire that makes my cock throb painfully.

“Victoria,” I start, but whatever lie or explanation or desperate plea was on my lips dies as she pushes away from the workbench, already moving toward me with quick, determined steps.

“I saw everything,” she continues, her voice dangerously quiet. “I saw you treat my sister like the cheap whore she is. I saw you call her names, fuck her from behind, pull her hair.” Each word is punctuated by another step forward, until she’s close enough that I can feel the heat of her body, can smell the faint trace of her expensive perfume. “And I saw you cum in her slutty pussy... and it made me so fucking wet.”

The confession—so direct, so obviously sincere—sends a fresh surge of heat through me. My cock throbs painfully, already hardening at the mere thought of Victoria watching, of her getting off on the sight of me fucking her sister.

“I’m sorry,” I say, the words feeling like sand in my mouth. “It just... happened. We didn’t plan—”

“I don’t care,” Victoria interrupts, already reaching for me with desperate hands. “I don’t give a fuck how it happened. All I care about is this.” Her hand wraps around my trapped cock, fingers digging into the sensitive flesh with enough force to make my breath catch in my throat. “You’re mine. Not hers. Mine.”

Before I can respond—before I can tell her exactly how much I want her, how completely I’m hers—Victoria is moving, already pushing me toward the workbench with surprising strength. My back hits the heavy wood with enough force to knock the breath from my lungs, but before I can recover, Victoria is on me—her mouth on mine, her hand still working my cock through my jeans with desperate hunger.

“You’re going to fuck me,” she tells me, her voice husky with need as she breaks the kiss. “Right here. Right now.”

She drops to her knees, already working my jeans open with practiced ease. My cock springs free, already hard and leaking, the sensitive head brushing against my stomach as she leans forward. Before I can tell her exactly how much I want her, Victoria’s mouth is on me, her lips parting to take me inside with eager hunger.

The first touch of her tongue—hot and wet and so fucking perfect—sends a jolt of electricity straight to my groin. My cock throbs painfully, already desperate for more despite the short time we’ve been at it. Victoria moans, the vibration going straight to my groin as she takes me deeper, her hand moving to the base of what her mouth can’t reach.

“Fuck,” I groan, my hand already moving to her hair. “That’s it. Just like that. Don’t stop.”

Victoria nods, already establishing a rhythm that has us both gasping. Up and down, her lips stretching around my thickness, her throat accepting me with eager hunger. Each downward movement pushes me deeper, each careful withdrawal leaves me desperate for more. The sensation is electric—her mouth hot around me, her tongue circling the sensitive head with deliberate attention.

“You’re so fucking good at this,” I tell her, watching her face as pleasure builds.

Her lips are a fucking vice around my cock—warm, wet, sinful perfection. I groan, my fingers tangling in her hair, gripping tight as she takes me deeper, her nose pressing into my stomach. Fuck. Her throat opens for me like she was made for this, like her only purpose is to swallow me whole.

I can feel every inch of her—the tight, fluttering muscles of her throat spasming around my shaft, the slick heat of her tongue dragging along the underside, the way her lips stretch obscenely around my girth. She doesn’t pull back, doesn’t fucking breathe—just holds me there, buried to the hilt, her eyes watering but locked on mine.

“Jesus Christ,” I hiss, my hips jerking instinctively, fucking deeper into that tight, wet heat. She gags—just a little—but doesn’t stop. Doesn’t even slow down. Her fingers dig into my thighs, nails biting into my skin as she swallows around me, her throat working in slow, deliberate pulses. It’s like she’s milking me, sucking me deeper with every fucking swallow.

I can’t think. Can’t fucking breathe. All I know is the slick, filthy sound of her mouth on me, the way her spit drips down my balls, the way her tongue swirls around the head when she finally pulls back—just enough to tease, just enough to make me fucking beg.

“Again,” I growl, dragging her back down. “Take it all.”

And she does. Like a fucking champ. Her throat opens, her body yielding, her lips sealed tight at the base as she chokes herself on my cock. I can feel her gag reflex kick in, her body trembling, but she doesn’t stop. She fucking loves it.

Her fingers slide between her own thighs, rubbing frantic circles over her clit as she sucks me off, her moans vibrating around my dick. Fuck, she’s getting off on this. On the taste, the stretch, the way I fill her up until she can’t fucking breathe.

I yank her hair, forcing her to look up at me—her lips swollen, her mascara smudged, her cheeks flushed. “You look so fucking pretty like this,” I snarl. “Like a goddamn whore made for my cock.”

She moans, her eyes rolling back as she takes me even deeper, her throat convulsing around me. I’m so close. So fucking close.

Just when I think I can’t take anymore—when the pleasure is so intense I’m sure I’m going to come—Victoria pulls back, my cock slipping from her mouth with a soft, wet sound that seems to echo in the suddenly quiet room. She’s breathing hard, her cheeks flushed, her lips swollen from the enthusiastic attention. But there’s something in her expression—a calculation, a hunger—that makes my cock throb painfully despite the brief respite.

“Don’t cum yet,” she commands, her voice husky with need. “I want you inside me. Now.”

I don’t need to be asked twice.

“Stay seated,” she says, the word not quite a command. “I want to ride you. Want to feel every fucking inch.”

Victoria hikes up her dress up around her waist with quick, efficient movements. She’s not wearing anything underneath—no panties, no stockings, just bare skin and the evidence of her arousal glistening between her thighs.

“Fuck,” I groan, watching her face as pleasure builds. “You’re so fucking wet.”

Victoria smiles, the expression equal parts satisfied and hungry. “For you,” she says, already reaching between us to guide my cock to her entrance. “Always for you, Liam.”

And with that, she’s sinking down, taking me inside with a single, smooth motion that has us both gasping. The sensation is electric—her pussy hot and wet around me, her inner walls fluttering against my length as she struggles to accommodate my size. I groan, my head falling back against the workbench as pleasure begins to overwhelm me.

“Fuck,” I gasp, already feeling my hips begin to buck involuntarily into her grip. “You’re so fucking tight.”

Victoria moans in response, her head falling back as she takes me deeper. “God, you’re huge,” she says, her voice slightly breathless. “No wonder Chloe can’t keep her hands off you.”

Her hips are hips rolling like she’s fucking me to the rhythm of some dirty underground club track. Her pussy is slick, soaking wet, and clenching around my cock like it’s trying to milk every drop out of me. I can feel her inner walls trembling, fluttering with every inch she takes, every inch she gives back. Her hot, tight cunt is fucking divine, and I’m throbbing so hard inside her I swear I might explode.

Her tits bounce with every thrust, her nipples hard and begging for my mouth. I reach up, grabbing her tits roughly, squeezing them until she gasps, her hips stuttering for a second before she picks up the pace again. Her nails dig into my chest, leaving angry red marks, and I fucking love it.

Up and down, her pussy stretching around my thickness, her inner walls accepting me with eager hunger. Each downward movement pushes me deeper, each careful withdrawal leaves me desperate for more. The sensation is electric—her body hot around me, her breath coming in short, desperate pants as pleasure begins to build.

She leans forward, her lips brushing against mine, her breath hot and ragged. “Fuck me harder,” she whispers, her voice dripping with need.

I don’t need to be told twice. I grip her hips, slamming her down onto me with a force that makes her scream. Her pussy clenches tighter, her wetness dripping down my cock, soaking my balls. I can hear the filthy slap of flesh on flesh, the sound echoing in the room, and it’s fucking obscene.

She’s riding me like she’s trying to break me, her hips grinding against mine, her clit rubbing against my pelvis with every thrust. Her moans are desperate, broken, and I know she’s close. I can feel her pussy pulsing, her walls tightening like a vice around my cock.

“Fuck,” she gasps, her inner walls clamping down around me with renewed intensity. “So deep. So fucking deep, Liam.”

The sound of my name on her lips—raw and desperate and so fucking hot it makes my head spin—sends a fresh surge of heat through me. My cock throbs painfully inside her, already desperate for release despite the short time we’ve been at it.

“Don’t stop,” she pleads, already pushing forward to take me deeper. “Please, Liam. I’m so close.”

“That’s it,” I encourage, watching her face as pleasure begins to overwhelm her. “Cum for me, you dirty slut. Cum on my cock.”

She screams, her body shaking as she comes hard, her pussy squeezing me until I’m fucking delirious with pleasure. She collapses on top of me, her body still trembling, her pussy still twitching around my cock. I grab her ass, squeezing it hard as I pull her closer, keeping her impaled on my cock, my cum still leaking out of her.

“Fuck,” she pants, her voice shaky. “Liam…”

I grin, fucking proud of myself. “You’re mine,” I say, my voice low and possessive. “And I’m going to make you cum again.”

She’s still on top of me, thighs slick with sweat, her tight little cunt swallowing my cock inch by filthy inch. Fuck, she’s so wet—I can hear it, that obscene squelch as she sinks down, taking me balls-deep like she was made for it. Her tits bounce, pink nipples hard as fucking diamonds, and her mouth falls open in this perfect, slutty little oh as she starts to ride me once more.

I grab her hips, fingers digging into soft flesh, guiding her up and down my shaft. She’s tight, so fucking tight, her pussy clenching around me like a greedy fist. Every time she lifts up, I can see my cock glistening with her juices before she slams back down, burying me inside her again.

“Fuck, yeah,” I growl, watching her tits jiggle, her body working mine like a goddamn professional. She’s panting, her breath coming in short, desperate gasps, her fingers clawing at my chest.

“You like that?” she moans, rolling her hips in slow, filthy circles, grinding her clit against me. “You like how I fuck you?”

Christ. I can feel her walls fluttering, getting tighter, hotter. She’s close. I slap her ass—hard—leaving a red handprint on that perfect fucking cheek. She whimpers, but she doesn’t stop, just rides me harder, faster, her cunt gripping me like a vice.

“Come on, baby,” I snarl, thrusting up to meet her, driving deeper. “Let me feel you cum.”

She shudders, her whole body tensing, thighs trembling as she clenches around me. A high, broken moan tears from her throat, and then—fuck—her pussy spasms, milking my cock as she comes, her juices dripping down my shaft.

I’m balls-deep inside her, her pussy clenching around my cock like a sinful vise. Fuck. Her walls grip me, wet and tight, pulsing with every thrust. She’s moaning, filthy little sounds that drip with lust, her nails raking down my back. I grunt, my hips slamming into her, her ass jiggling with each harsh, delicious slap.

I can feel the heat rising in my gut, the coil winding tighter and tighter. Her cunt is so fucking perfect, sopping wet, taking every inch of me like it was made for me. She’s whimpering now, begging me not to stop, but I’m close—so fucking close.

I lean down, my lips grazing her ear. “I’m gonna fill you up,” I growl, my voice rough, raw. “Gonna pump you full of my cum.” She shudders beneath me, her pussy clenching harder, milking me, demanding every drop.

I can’t hold back anymore. My balls tighten, my cock throbbing, and then I’m cumming, fucking exploding inside her. Hot, thick ropes of my seed shoot deep into her cunt, coating her walls, marking her mine. She gasps, her body trembling as her own orgasm crashes over her, her pussy spasming around my cock, milking me for every last drop.

I groan, my hips grinding into her, forcing my cum deeper. I can feel it leaking out, warm and sticky, dripping down her thighs. Fuck. I collapse onto her, my breath ragged, my cock still twitching inside her. She whimpers, her body limp beneath me, our sweat mingling, our breaths hot and uneven.

I pull out slowly, my cock slick with her juices and my cum. She moans softly, her pussy glistening, swollen from our fucking. I can’t resist. I lean down, my tongue lapping at her folds, tasting us both. Fuck, she’s delicious—sweet and salty, my cum mixing with her slick. She cries out, her fingers tangling in my hair, her hips bucking against my mouth.

“Holy shit,” she gasps. “That was… the best… sex ever…”

“Hell yeah…” I reply.

I’m still catching my breath when Victoria leans in, her mouth brushing the shell of my ear. “I expect you back here for Christmas,” she whispers, her tone so soft it’s almost lost in the brittle hush of the garage. “And don’t think for a second that I won’t be finding ways to see you before then.”

“Sounds great,” I respond. “We’ll make sure it’s a white Christmas for sure.”


Book 3


Chapter 1

The cheap hotel room reeks of stale cigarettes and desperation, but I don’t give a fuck as I pound into Victoria with everything I’ve got. Her legs are locked around my waist, those expensive high heels she refuses to take off digging into my ass, urging me deeper with each thrust. Her back arches off the thin mattress, her perfect tits bouncing with every movement of my hips. Two weeks before Christmas, and here I am, fucking my best friend’s mom in a shitty motel while her husband thinks she’s out shopping.

“Yes, Liam, just like that,” she gasps, her fingernails clawing red trails down my back. “Fuck me harder. Make me forget everything.”

I oblige, increasing my pace until the headboard slams against the wall with each powerful thrust. The room fills with the sounds of our passion—her desperate moans, my ragged breathing, the wet slap of skin on skin. Victoria’s blonde hair is a mess, spread across the cheap pillows like a halo, her face flushed with pleasure and maybe a little bit of shame.

Not that she shows it. At forty-two, Victoria Hurley knows exactly what she wants—and right now, that’s my cock buried deep inside her, her husband’s boring ass completely forgotten. We’ve been hooking up since Halloween, meeting in hotels like this one, in parking lots, once even in Mark’s office when he was out of town. Every time, it’s the same—raw, desperate, almost violent in its intensity.

“Harder,” she demands, her voice breaking on a moan as I hit that spot deep inside her. “God, yes, right there.”

I double down, my hips snapping forward with enough force to drive her further up the bed. My cock throbs painfully inside her, already desperate for release despite the short time we’ve been at it. But I’m not done—not even close. Not when Victoria’s pussy is clenching around me like a greedy fist, not when every thrust earns me another desperate gasp or broken plea for more.

“Fuck, you’re so tight,” I groan, my hands moving to her hips to guide her movements. “So fucking perfect around my cock.”

Victoria nods, already pushing back to meet my next thrust. “That’s it,” she encourages, her voice husky with need. “Just like that. Don’t stop.”

I don’t stop—if anything, I double down, each thrust harder than the last as I work her toward release. The mattress squeaks beneath us, the cheap bedframe groaning in protest with every powerful movement. But neither of us cares—if anything, the risk of discovery, of someone in the neighboring room hearing exactly what we’re doing, only makes it hotter.

“Liam,” Victoria gasps, her eyes widening as pleasure begins to overwhelm her. “I’m going to—oh fuck, I’m going to come.”

“That’s it,” I encourage, watching her face as pleasure overtakes her. “Cum for me. Cum on my cock.”

And with that, she’s coming—her back arching, a broken moan escaping her lips as pleasure crashes through her. The sight is almost too much to bear—Victoria, beautiful, composed Victoria coming apart for me despite the risk of discovery, despite the very real consequences if we’re caught. My cock throbs in her grip, already desperate for release despite the short time we’ve been at it.

“Fuck,” she gasps when the first wave subsides, her inner walls still fluttering around me with aftershocks. “That was... holy shit.”

I laugh, the sound slightly breathless as I continue my careful thrusts. “We’re just getting started,” I tell her, already feeling my hips begin to speed up again. “I’ve got a lot more where that came from.”

Victoria smiles, the expression equal parts satisfied and hungry. “Show me,” she says, her voice husky with need. “I want to feel all of it, Liam. Everything you’ve got.”

That’s all the encouragement I need. With a hunger that matches her own, I thrust forward, my cock sinking into her waiting pussy with enough force to rock her up an inch. Victoria cries out, the sound equal parts pain and pleasure as she takes me deeper than she’s ever been before.

“Fuck,” she gasps, her nails already digging into my shoulders. “So big. So fucking big, Liam.”

Each thrust pushes me deeper, each careful withdrawal leaves her desperate for more. The sensation is electric—her pussy hot and wet around me, her inner walls fluttering against my length as she struggles to accommodate my size. I’m so close already, the pressure building at the base of my spine, my balls drawing tight against my body as pleasure begins to crest.

“You feel so fucking good,” I tell her, watching her face as pleasure begins to overwhelm her. “So fucking perfect around my cock.”

Victoria nods, already pushing back to meet my next thrust. “That’s it,” she encourages, her voice husky with need. “Just like that. Don’t stop.”

My hips don’t just move—they punish, pistoning into her with the kind of relentless rhythm that makes her toes curl, her thighs quiver, her breath hitch in broken little gasps. Every thrust is a claim, a fucking branding, my cock splitting her open so deep she whimpers like a bitch in heat.

Her nails rake down my back, leaving angry red trails that sting in the best fucking way. I growl against her lips, biting down hard enough to make her yelp before soothing the mark with my tongue.

“Harder,” she begs, her voice breaking on a moan as I hit that perfect spot. “Please, Liam. I need it.”

“Fuck, you take me so good,” I snarl, my voice rough as gravel. “Like you were made for this cock.”

She arches beneath me, her tits bouncing with every brutal snap of my hips. I palm one, squeezing hard, thumb flicking over her nipple until it’s a stiff little peak begging for my teeth. And who am I to deny her?

I bite down—hard—and she screams, her cunt clenching around me like a velvet fucking vice.

“Yesss,” I hiss, dragging my tongue over the abused flesh. “Squeeze me just like that, you greedy little slut. Milk every fucking inch.”

Her legs lock around my waist, heels digging into my ass as she tries to pull me deeper. As if I’m not already balls-deep, stretching her to the fucking limit.

I chuckle darkly, grabbing her hips and yanking her down to meet my next thrust. The wet slap of skin on skin is obscene, the air thick with the scent of sex and sweat and her—that intoxicating mix of arousal and desperation.

“Gonna ruin you,” I promise, my voice a filthy whisper against her ear. “Gonna fuck you so good you forget every other cock that’s ever been inside you.”

And then I deliver, driving into her with a pace that borders on cruel, my balls slapping against her ass with every savage stroke. She’s sobbing now, her moans turning ragged, her body trembling on the edge.

“Come for me,” I command, my fingers finding her clit, rubbing tight, fast circles. “Do it. Let me feel it.”

She shatters—a broken, keening cry tearing from her throat as her cunt spasms around me, drenching my cock in her release. And fuck, it’s too much, the way she clenches, the way she milks me, dragging my own orgasm out of me with ruthless efficiency.

I keep pounding into Victoria, her pussy still clenching around me in the aftermath of her orgasm. The cheap mattress squeaks in protest beneath us, the bedframe groaning with each powerful thrust. Her legs are still wrapped tightly around my waist, her heels digging into my ass as if she’s afraid I might pull away. As if I could ever stop now, when she’s so fucking perfect around me.

The room fills with the sounds of our passion—her desperate moans, my ragged breathing, the rhythmic creak of the bed as I drive into her over and over. The thin walls of this shitty motel mean anyone passing by can probably hear exactly what we’re doing. The thought sends a fresh surge of heat through me, my cock throbbing painfully inside her already sensitive cunt.

“You’re still so tight,” I groan, watching her face as pleasure begins to build again. “So fucking perfect for me.”

Victoria nods, already pushing back to meet my next thrust. “That’s it,” she encourages, her voice husky with need. “Just like that. Don’t stop.”

I don’t stop—if anything, I double down, each thrust harder than the last as I work her toward another release. My hand moves from her hip to her breast, fingers wrapping around the soft flesh with careful attention. They’re full and heavy and so fucking responsive it makes my head spin. Each careful squeeze, each deliberate circle of my thumb around her nipple, earns me a gasp, a moan, a desperate push of her hips that takes me even deeper.

“God, yes,” Victoria gasps, her back arching to push her breast more firmly into my hand. “Just like that. Don’t stop.”

Victoria moans, the sound slightly breathless as she pushes back to take me deeper. Her eyes never leave mine—dark with a hunger that matches my own, a desperate need that goes beyond the physical.

“I’m getting close,” I warn, my voice shaking with the effort of holding back. “So fucking close, Victoria. I’m gonna cum.” My hand moves to her face, fingers brushing a strand of hair from her cheek. “I’m gonna cum inside you.”

Something flashes in her eyes—a heat, a hunger that makes my cock throb painfully. For a moment, I think she’s going to tell me to pull out, to finish on her ass or between her breasts the way I did that first time in her kitchen. But then her hand moves to my hip, fingers digging into the flesh with surprising strength.

“Do it,” she says, her voice a raw, desperate whisper. “Fill me up, Liam. I want to feel all of it.”

With one final, brutal thrust, I bury myself to the hilt and groan, my cock pulsing as I empty a massive load deep inside her quivering pussy.

The first thick rope of cum blasts straight into her tight little cunt, so deep I swear I can feel it painting her womb. Victoria gasps, her pussy convulsing around me like a greedy, wet fist, sucking me in deeper as if she’s trying to drink every drop. Her nails claw into my back, her hips bucking against mine, and I can’t fucking stop—pulse two erupts, even hotter, even thicker, flooding her insides as her slick walls tremble around my shaft.

“Fuck, fuck—” she whimpers, her voice breaking as my cock twitches inside her, unloading another vicious spurt. I can feel it—the way her pussy clenches, milking me, begging for more.

I’m not done. Pulse three hits like a fucking freight train, my balls emptying another scalding jet straight into her core. Her thighs shake, her cunt dripping around me, my cum mixing with her slick until it’s a filthy, sticky mess.

“Fuck,” I groan, feeling the intense pleasure race through me. “That’s it. Take it all. So fucking perfect.”

Victoria moans in response, her back arching to push her breasts more firmly against my chest. “Yes,” she hisses, her voice thick with satisfaction. “So much. So fucking deep.”

When the final pulses subside, leaving me shaking and spent, Victoria collapses against the pillows, completely drained. Her chest heaves with each desperate breath, a fine sheen of sweat covering her golden skin. She looks well and truly fucked—her hair a tangled mess, her lips swollen from our kisses, my cum already beginning to leak from her used pussy.

“Holy shit,” she gasps when she can finally speak, her voice slightly muffled against my chest. “That was...”

“Fucking incredible,” I finish for her, already reaching to adjust myself. “You’re fucking incredible, Victoria.”

***

We lie tangled in the scratchy sheets, the smell of sex and cheap motel air freshener filling the room. My heart’s still hammering against my ribs, sweat cooling on my skin as Victoria shifts beside me. She reaches for the nightstand, her naked body a perfect curve in the dim light, and pulls a small bottle of wine from her purse—the expensive kind, not the shit they sell in the vending machine downstairs. With careful movements that make her breasts sway enticingly, she uncorks it and takes a long swallow before passing it to me.

The wine burns pleasantly as it slides down my throat, a stark contrast to the cheap vodka I usually drink. Victoria watches me with hungry eyes, her lips slightly parted, a flush still painting her cheeks from our activities. Even after everything we just did, there’s something in her expression—a calculation, a hunger—that makes my cock stir despite our recent exertions.

“I heard them the other day,” she says suddenly, her voice quiet but laced with a cold fury that makes the hair on the back of my neck stand up. “Mark and his little secretary. He thought he was being so quiet, but I could hear her disgusting, fake moans through the wall.”

The casual admission—that she’s caught her husband cheating again—sends a fresh wave of panic through me. But before I can respond, before I can tell her exactly how sorry I am, Victoria is continuing, each word coming faster than the last.

“She’s twenty-six. Has a master’s in business administration. Wears those pencil skirts that make her ass look like it’s been Photoshopped.” She takes another long swallow of wine, her eyes never leaving mine. “And the worst part? He’s so fucking pathetic about it. All those ‘business trips’ where he forgets to take his wedding ring. The way he smells like her perfume when he gets home.” Something flashes in her eyes—bitterness, maybe, or a hint of the hurt that’s clearly still driving her—before her expression softens into one of genuine appreciation. “At least you’re honest about what you want.”

Victoria is moving again, already reaching for the wine bottle with quick, determined movements.

“He’s so pathetic,” she says, her voice carefully neutral despite the obvious anger burning in her eyes. “Thinks he’s being so clever, so discreet. Doesn’t realize I’ve known for months.” She laughs, the sound holding no humor. “Probably thinks I’m too stupid to notice. Or too wrapped up in being the perfect wife to care.”

There’s something in her tone—a vulnerability, a hurt that goes beyond the casual dismissal—that makes my stomach turn. I reach for her, my hand moving to her face with careful attention. “I’m sorry,” I say, the words feeling inadequate even as they leave my lips. “That’s... fuck, Victoria. That’s fucked up.”

She nods, already reaching for the wine bottle again. “Yeah, well.” She takes another long swallow, her eyes never leaving mine. “At least I’ve got you.”

Victoria’s phone buzzes on the nightstand—a soft, insistent sound that seems to echo in the suddenly quiet room.

We both freeze, caught in the sudden spotlight of reality—Victoria still naked, her hair a tangled mess, her lips swollen from our kisses. For a moment, neither of us moves, both of us trying to figure out if we should answer. Then Victoria’s eyes narrow, her hand already reaching for the phone with quick, determined movements.

And—holy shit—the caller ID: “MARK.”

Something flashes in her eyes before she’s swiping to accept the call, the speaker icon lighting up with deliberate attention.

“Hey, honey,” Mark’s cheerful, oblivious voice fills the room, each word slightly muffled as if he’s holding the phone too close to his mouth. “Just finalizing the plans for Christmas. It’s going to be great! The whole family.”

Victoria’s eyes never leave mine, a silent challenge passing between us as Mark continues, completely unaware of what’s happening just feet from his voice.

“Hey, can you invite Liam?” he asks, already moving on to the next item on his mental checklist. “Caleb would love it. You know how he gets about having friends around for the holidays.”

The request—that I, the man currently naked in bed with his wife, be invited to Christmas dinner—almost makes me laugh.

“Of course, Mark,” she says, her eyes never leaving mine. “I’d be happy to. I’m sure Liam would love to come.”

“Great!” Mark says, apparently satisfied with her response. “I’ll let Courtney know. She’s really looking forward to meeting everyone. I think it’s important that my secretary gets to meet my family.”

The casual reference to his mistress is insane.

“Can’t wait,” she says, the words feeling like sand in her mouth. “It’ll be... interesting to meet her.”

If Mark notices the edge in her voice, he doesn’t comment. “Yeah, well. Gotta run—meeting in five. Love you!”

The call ends with a soft click that seems to echo in the suddenly quiet room. For one endless moment, neither of us moves—Victoria still holding the phone, me still sprawled across the bed, both of us trying to process what just happened.

“Well,” Victoria says finally, her voice carefully neutral. “That was...”

“Fucking terrifying,” I finish for her, already reaching for the wine bottle. “I thought he was on to us.”

Victoria laughs, the sound slightly breathless as she accepts the bottle with careful attention. “He’s too self-absorbed to notice anything,” she says, already taking another long swallow. “Always has been. Even before the secretary.” Something flashes in her eyes—bitterness, maybe, or a hint of the hurt that’s clearly still driving her—before her expression softens into one of genuine appreciation. “At least you pay attention.”

Before I can tell her exactly how much I want her, Victoria is moving again, already setting the wine bottle on the nightstand with quick, efficient movements.

“So,” she says, her voice dropping to a tone meant for my ears alone. “Christmas at my house. You, me, Mark, and his mistress.” Her smile widens, the expression equal parts satisfied and hungry. “This should be interesting.”


Chapter 2

The Hurley house is a warzone of Christmas chaos—boxes of decorations strewn across the living room, the smell of cinnamon and pine filling the air, some sappy holiday movie playing at full volume on the TV. I barely make it through the front door, my overnight bag clutched in one hand, when a familiar voice cuts through the noise, low and dangerous and so fucking hot it makes my head spin.

“Well, look what Santa brought.”

I turn to find a woman leaning against the staircase, one hip cocked at a provocative angle, a half-empty glass of wine dangling from her fingers. It’s Chloe. Victoria’s younger and equally sexy sister. The memory of the two of us hooking up on Thanksgiving flashes through my mind.

Chloe is dressed for the occasion—tight red sweater that hugs her curves, black skirt that barely covers her ass, those fuck-me heels that make her legs look a mile long. Her blonde hair falls in loose waves around her shoulders, her lips curved in a smile that promises exactly what I’m thinking.

“I was hoping you’d be here,” she purrs, her eyes raking over my body with deliberate attention. “Victoria mentioned you were coming, but I wasn’t sure you’d actually show.”

Chloe steps closer with the confident stride of someone completely at ease in her own skin.

“Miss me?” she asks, already close enough that I can smell her perfume—something expensive and subtle that makes my cock stir despite the relatively public setting.

“We shouldn’t—” I start, but whatever warning or request or desperate plea was on my lips is cut off by Chloe’s hand on my chest, fingers tracing the outline of my pecs through my thin sweater.

“Relax,” she says, her voice dropping to a tone meant for my ears alone. “No one’s watching. They’re all too busy being the perfect family.” Her smile widens, the expression equal parts mischievous and hungry. “Besides, we’re just talking. Catching up. Like old friends do.”

Before I can respond, a voice cuts through the noise, bright with false cheer.

“Dude! You made it!”

I turn to find Caleb bounding down the stairs, already reaching for my bag with eager hands. At twenty-one, he’s all energy and enthusiasm—sandy hair falling across his forehead, blue eyes bright with genuine pleasure. My best friend since third grade, completely unaware that I’ve been fucking his mother for months.

“Thanks for coming, man,” he says, already slinging an arm around my shoulders. “Christmas is so much better with you here. Mom makes this amazing eggnog that will literally knock you on your ass, and Dad—” He breaks off, his attention already caught by something across the room. “Oh! Hey, I want you to meet my girlfriend, Avery.”

Standing in the doorway to the living room is a girl I’ve never seen before—tall and athletic, with long blonde hair and a smile that could power the entire neighborhood. She’s dressed casually in jeans and a sweater, but there’s something about the way she carries herself—a confidence, a self-awareness—that makes my head spin.

“This is Liam,” Caleb continues, already pulling me toward her with eager hands. “My best friend since, like, forever. Liam, this is Avery. She’s a cheerleader over at State.”

Avery steps forward, already extending her hand with practiced ease. “Hey,” she says, her voice slightly breathless. “I’ve heard so much about you. Caleb talks about you all the time.”

There’s something in her eyes—a calculation, a curiosity—that makes my stomach turn. But before I can respond, deeper, more authoritative, with an edge of false cheer that sets my teeth on edge.

“Everyone, this is Courtney.”

I turn to find Mark Hurley standing in the doorway, one arm draped casually around the shoulders of a petite brunette in a sweater that’s at least two sizes too small. She’s pretty in a conventional way—big eyes, full lips, curves in all the right places—but there’s something about her expression, a carefully maintained blankness, that makes my head spin.

“She’s my new assistant,” Mark continues, already moving into the room with practiced ease. “The office is closed, but we have a few projects to finish up, so she’ll be staying with us to help.”

I catch sight of Victoria standing by the Christmas tree, a glass of wine clutched in one hand, her face a mask of careful neutrality. Only her eyes give her away—dark with a fury that makes the hair on the back of my neck stand up, focused with laser precision on the woman currently draped across her husband’s arm. For a moment, I think she’s going to say something—to call him out, to expose the whole charade for what it is. But then her gaze shifts, meeting mine across the crowded room, and something flashes in their depths—a challenge, a promise of what’s to come.

“Coffee?” she asks, her voice perfectly casual despite the obvious anger burning in her eyes. “I just made a fresh pot.”

Chloe is moving, already stepping between us with the confident stride of someone completely at ease in her own skin.

“I’ll help,” she says, already linking her arm through mine with deliberate attention. “Liam looks like he could use something stronger than coffee, though.”

Victoria, Chloe, Avery, and Courtney all under one roof with me for the next few days. Whatever comes next, one thing is crystal clear: this is going to be the most complicated Christmas of my life.


Chapter 3

The game room is mercifully quiet compared to the chaos upstairs—just the soft click of pool balls, the occasional burst of laughter, the low hum of the space heater in the corner. Caleb lines up his shot, tongue caught between his teeth in concentration, cue balanced with careful attention. “Eight ball, corner pocket,” he calls, already pulling back for the strike.

The cue connects with a satisfying crack, sending the eight ball sailing neatly into the designated pocket. Caleb whoops, already pumping his fist in triumph. “That’s game, my man,” he says, already reaching for the rack to set up again. “You’re going down this round. I can feel it.”

I laugh, the sound slightly strained as I reach for my beer. “In your dreams,” I tell him, already moving to line up my break. “You got lucky last time. Pure fluke.”

Caleb grins, the expression so familiar it makes my stomach turn. We’ve been friends since third grade—sleepovers and birthday parties, first crushes and broken hearts, all the milestones of growing up shared between us. And now I’m fucking his mother. Regularly. Enthusiastically. With absolutely no intention of stopping.

The thought sends a fresh wave of guilt through me, but it’s quickly overshadowed by the buzz of my phone against my thigh. I reach for it with careful casualness, already knowing exactly who it is. Only two people would text me now, and neither message is going to be appropriate for mixed company.

Sure enough, Victoria’s name lights up the screen, followed by a message that makes my cock stir despite the relatively public setting: “Thinking about your cock stretching me open. So wet for you. Come find me when everyone’s asleep. I’ll be waiting.”

Holy fucking shit. My hand shakes slightly as I slide the phone back into my pocket, already feeling my face flush with a mixture of embarrassment and desire. Across the table, Caleb is still lining up his shot, completely oblivious to the filth currently lighting up my screen.

“So,” he says, already pulling back for the strike. “Avery’s pretty great, right? I mean, I know you just met her, but she’s... she’s special, you know?”

“Yeah, she’s great, man,” I reply.

Caleb takes his next shot, and he executes a perfect one that knocks three balls into the side pockets.

“Yes!” he crows, already pumping his fist in triumph. “That’s what I’m talking about!”

I laugh, the sound slightly strained as I reach for my own cue. “Beginner’s luck,” I tell him, already moving to line up my shot. “Don’t get too excited.”

But my mind isn’t on the game—not really. It’s on Victoria, on the text currently burning a hole in my pocket, on the very real possibility of what might happen later, when the house is quiet and everyone’s asleep. The thought sends a fresh surge of heat through me, my cock stirring painfully despite the relatively public setting.

I’m so distracted I completely miss my shot, the cue ball sailing wide of its target to land with a soft thud against the rail. Caleb whoops, already moving to line up his next shot with eager attention.

“That’s what I’m talking about,” he says, already pulling back for the strike. “Easy money.”

My phone buzzes again, another message lighting up the screen with insistent attention. But this time, it’s not Victoria.

It’s Chloe.

“Remember Thanksgiving? How you filled my tight little pussy with cum? I’m still dripping with you. Come find me. I want more.”

Jesus fucking Christ. My hand shakes as I slide the phone back into my pocket, already feeling my face flush with a mixture of embarrassment and desire. Across the table, Caleb is still lining up his shot, completely oblivious to the filth currently lighting up my screen.

I’m so distracted I completely miss my shot again, the cue ball sailing wide of its target to land with a soft thud against the rail. Caleb whoops, already moving to line up his next shot with eager attention.

But the game is the last thing on my mind. Whatever happens next, one thing is crystal clear: this Christmas is going to change everything.


Chapter 4

The steam rises around me in lazy curls as I sink deeper into the hot tub, the jets pulsing against my back with delicious pressure. After the chaos from earlier today—Victoria’s desperate texts, Chloe’s explicit invitation, and my pool game with Caleb where I could barely focus—I needed this moment of peace. I close my eyes, letting my head fall back against the edge, the hot water bubbling around my chest as I try to make sense of the clusterfuck that is my life right now.

Two women. Two sisters. One house. And me—caught in the middle of what’s quickly becoming the most complicated situation of my life.

I’ve been fucking Victoria for months now—hotel rooms and parking lots and that one incredible time in Mark’s office. But now Chloe’s in the picture—Victoria’s sister, Caleb’s aunt—and the look in her eyes when she caught me watching her this morning? Fuck. Pure, undiluted hunger. The same look Victoria gets right before she begs me to fill her up.

The thought sends a fresh surge of heat through me, my cock stirring despite my best efforts to keep things in check. I shift in the water, trying to find a more comfortable position as my mind races with possibilities. Victoria or Chloe? Risk or reward? Friendship or desire?

Before I can decide—before I can tell myself exactly how dangerous this situation is—the patio door slides open with a soft, careful sound. My eyes snap open, heart hammering against my ribs as I turn to find Chloe standing in the doorway, a towel clutched to her chest and a smile playing at the corners of her mouth.

“Mind if I join?” she asks, her voice dropping to a tone meant for my ears alone. But she doesn’t wait for an answer—already dropping the towel to reveal a tiny black bikini that barely contains her curves. The sight makes my mouth go dry—her full breasts spilling over the top, her narrow waist flaring to hips that make my hands itch to grab.

“I thought you went shopping with everyone else,” I manage, my voice slightly strained as she steps closer.

Chloe laughs, the sound slightly breathless as she lowers herself into the water with careful attention. “Changed my mind,” she says, already moving to the seat opposite mine. “Figured I’d rather stay here. With you.”

I can’t look away from her barely-covered tits.

“Victoria’s text was pretty convincing,” she says, her eyes never leaving mine. “All that stuff about your cock stretching her open? About how hard and ready you’d be?” She smiles, the expression equal parts satisfied and hungry. “Though I have to say, I’m a little disappointed you chose her over me. I thought we had something special.”

My stomach drops, the water suddenly feeling too hot against my skin. “You read her texts?” I ask, the words feeling like sand in my mouth. “Chloe, I—”

“Relax,” she interrupts, already moving closer with quick, determined steps. “I’m not mad. If anything, it just makes things more interesting.” Her hand moves to my face, thumb brushing over my lower lip with surprising tenderness. “Two sisters. One man. Who gets him first?” Her smile widens, the expression equal parts mischievous and hungry. “Though I have to say, I think I’ve got the advantage.”

Chloe settles onto the seat beside me with careful attention.

“Besides,” she continues, her voice dropping to a tone meant for my ears alone. “I saw how you looked at me this morning.” Her hand moves to my thigh beneath the water, fingers tracing the seam of my swim trunks with deliberate attention. “You want me, Liam. Just like you want Victoria. The only difference is, I don’t make you feel guilty about it.”

Chloe’s hand is on my thigh, already moving higher with each careful circle.

“We shouldn’t,” I manage, the words feeling like sand in my mouth. “Someone could come back. Victoria—”

“Won’t be home for hours,” Chloe interrupts, already moving to straddle my lap with quick, efficient movements. “And even if she does...” Her smile widens, the expression equal parts mischievous and hungry. “Maybe that’s the point.”

Chloe’s mouth is on mine, her lips parting to take me inside with eager hunger. The kiss is nothing like the careful, controlled exchanges we’ve shared before—this is raw, almost violent in its intensity, her tongue meeting mine with enough force to push me back against the edge of the tub.

“Fuck,” I groan when we finally break apart, both of us breathing hard. “Chloe, we can’t—”

“We can,” she interrupts, already reaching between us to cup my trapped cock through the thin fabric of my swim trunks. “And we will. Right here, right now.” Her hand moves with surprising strength, fingers wrapping around my length with enough force to make my breath catch in my throat. “Unless you don’t want me?”

Chloe is moving again, already grinding against me with quick, determined movements.

“Tell me,” she demands, her voice husky with need. “Tell me you want this, Liam. Want me.”

“I want you,” I admit, the words torn from somewhere deep inside me. “Fuck, Chloe, I want you so much it hurts.”

That’s all it takes. With a hunger that matches my own, Chloe leans forward, her mouth finding mine in an exchange that’s all teeth and tongue and the occasional broken moan. Her hand moves from my cock to my hair, fingers tangling in the short strands as she pulls me closer. The sensation is electric—her body hot against mine, her breasts pressed firmly against my chest as she works herself into a rhythm that has us both gasping.

“Fuck,” she groans when we finally break apart, both of us breathing hard. “I’ve wanted this since Thanksgiving. Since you fucked me better than I’ve ever been fucked before.” Her hand moves back to my trapped cock, fingers wrapping around my length with enough force to make my vision blur. “I want to feel you inside me, Liam. Stretching me open, filling me up. Making me yours.”

My hands move to her hips, fingers digging into the soft flesh as I guide her movements. Each careful circle, each deliberate grind, earns me a gasp, a moan, a desperate push of her hips that takes her closer to where we both want to be.

“Yes,” she hisses against my mouth, already reaching between us to adjust my swim trunks. “That’s it. Just like that. Don’t stop.”

The second her thighs lock around my hips, I know I’m fucking doomed. Chloe’s got me pinned against the hot tub’s edge, her slick little cunt grinding against the hard ridge of my cock through our swimsuits like she’s trying to start a fire. The water’s boiling around us, but it’s nothing compared to the heat pouring off her skin—sweet fucking Christ, she’s dripping, and I can feel every goddamn pulse of her through the thin, soaked fabric.

Her mouth crashes into mine, all teeth and tongue, no fucking mercy. She tastes like tequila and sin, and I groan into her, hands sliding down to grip her ass hard enough to leave marks. Fuck, she’s soft—every curve of her pressed against me, her tits heaving against my chest, nipples pebbled and begging for my mouth. I don’t give a shit who’s watching; I bite her lip, tugging just to hear her whimper, and she rewards me by rolling her hips in slow, filthy circles.

“You’re fucking killing me,” I growl, one hand fisting in her hair, tilting her head back so I can lick a hot stripe down her throat. She arches, gasping, and I take the invitation to suck a bruise right over her pulse. Her thighs tremble around me, her pussy clenching nothing like she’s already imagining me inside her.

“Then do something about it,” she breathes, voice wrecked, fingers digging into my shoulders.

Oh, I fucking will.

Our lips crash together again, Chloe’s tongue invading my mouth with hungry insistence. The hot water bubbles around us as her hands move to the thin strings of her bikini bottom, fingers working with practiced ease. My cock throbs painfully against the confines of my swim trunks, desperate for freedom as she breaks our kiss with a wicked smile.

“I’ve been dreaming about this since Thanksgiving,” she whispers, her breath hot against my ear. “Remembering how you fucked me until I orgasmed. Then you came all over my face.”

Chloe pushes her bikini bottom down her thighs with quick, determined movements. The black fabric floats to the surface, already disappearing among the bubbles as she shifts to straddle my lap again.

“Your turn,” she says, already reaching for the strings of her bikini top. “I want to feel you. All of you, Liam.”

I don’t need to be asked twice. I reach for her top, fingers working the thin strings with deliberate attention. The material gives way with surprising ease, falling open to reveal her perfect breasts—full and heavy and tipped with nipples already hard with arousal.

“Fuck,” I groan, already reaching to cup their weight in my hands. “You’re so fucking hot.”

Chloe laughs, the sound slightly breathless as she pushes her chest more firmly into my grip. “You’re not so bad yourself,” she says, her voice husky with need. “Though I think we’d both be more comfortable if you lost the trunks.”

I push my swim trunks down my thighs, my cock springing free with enough force to break the surface of the water. Chloe’s eyes widen, her lips parting in a silent gasp as she takes in my length.

“Jesus Christ,” she breathes, already reaching between us to wrap her fingers around my shaft. “You’re even bigger than I remembered.”

Chloe positions herself above me with quick, determined movements.

“Wait,” I start, already reaching for her hips with careful attention. “We should—”

“Stop talking,” she interrupts, already reaching between us to guide my cock to her entrance. “I’ve been on the pill since I was sixteen, and I’m clean. Last test was three months ago.” Her smile widens, the expression equal parts satisfied and hungry. “Now, are you going to fuck me, or do I need to find someone else?”

She doesn’t waste time. With a filthy moan, she sinks down, taking me in one slow, torturous inch at a time. Fuck. Fuck. Her cunt’s like a vice, clenching around me like she’s trying to milk me dry before I even get a chance to move. The water sloshes around us, waves crashing against the sides of the tub as she starts to rock her hips, grinding down on me like she’s trying to fuse us together.

“Fuck,” she gasps, already pushing back to meet my next thrust. “So big. So fucking big, Liam.”

I snarl, dragging my hands up her slick body, thumbs brushing over her nipples—hard as fucking diamonds under my touch. “Take every inch. You love this fat cock stretching you open, don’t you?”

She whimpers, nails digging into my shoulders as she lifts herself up, then slams back down, taking me balls-deep with a wet slap that echoes over the steam. The water’s making everything slick, her tight little hole sucking me in like she was fucking made for me. Every time she rises, I can see my cock glistening, coated in her juices before she swallows me whole again.

Chloe nods, already pushing back to meet my next thrust. “That’s it,” she encourages, her voice husky with need. “Just like that. Don’t stop.”

I let her set the pace for now, watching the way her tits bounce, those perfect pink nipples begging for my mouth. So I lean forward, sucking one between my teeth, biting just hard enough to make her scream. Her pussy clenches around me like a fucking fist, and I groan, my balls tightening.

The water churns around us, splashing over the edge of the hot tub with each powerful thrust. Chloe’s breasts bounce with each movement, the soft globes catching the morning light in a way that makes my head spin.

My hands move from her hips and back to her breasts, fingers wrapping around the soft flesh with careful attention. They’re even more perfect than they looked—full and heavy and so fucking responsive it makes my head spin. Each careful squeeze, each deliberate circle of my thumb around her nipple, earns me a gasp, a moan, a desperate push of her hips that takes me even deeper.

“That’s it,” I encourage, watching her face as pleasure begins to overwhelm her. “Cum for me, you dirty slut. Cum on my cock.”

Her thighs squeeze around my hips like a fucking vice, her pussy clenching around my cock in desperate, rhythmic pulses as she comes undone on top of me. Chloe’s head tilts back, her wet hair clinging to her shoulders, her tits bouncing with every shuddering gasp that rips out of her. Her moans are stifled, choked, like she’s trying to hold back the sound, but her body’s too far gone to care. Her fingers dig into my chest, nails carving crescents into my skin as she rides the wave of her orgasm like a fucking goddess losing control.

“Fuckkkk!!” she gasps.

Big mistake.

Because I’m not done with her. Not yet.

Her pussy’s still pulsing around me, her cunt slick and tight, and I grab her hips hard enough to bruise, pulling her down onto my cock with a brutal thrust. She cries out, her voice breaking as my dick spears deep into her, hitting that spongy spot inside her that makes her legs shake. The water sloshes around us, fucking hot against my skin, but it’s nothing compared to the heat of her dripping cunt.

“God, Liam—” she gasps, her voice wrecked, her lips swollen from biting back her screams.

“Shut up,” I growl, my voice rough as I slam her down again, harder this time. Her tits jiggle in my face, her nipples hard and begging for my mouth. I lean forward, catching one between my teeth, sucking and biting until she’s whimpering, her hands tangling in my hair as she grinds herself against me.

The family could be home any minute, but I don’t care. All I can focus on is her—the way her pussy grips me like a fucking velvet vise, the way her body trembles as I fuck her raw. Her cunt’s still spasming from her first orgasm, but I’m not letting her catch her breath. I pin her hips down, driving into her with deep, punishing thrusts that make her squeal, her pussy so wet it’s practically gushing around my cock.

“Y-you’re gonna make me—” she stammers, her voice cracking as I piston into her, the water sloshing louder now, threatening to spill over the edge of the tub.

“Yeah, I’m gonna make you,” I snarl, gripping her ass cheeks hard enough to leave fingerprints. “You’re gonna fucking come again, Chloe. You’re gonna scream when you do.”

Her breath hitches, her body tensing as I fuck her harder, faster, my cock slamming into her cunt with brutal precision. Her pussy’s tightening again, her walls fluttering around me as her second orgasm crashes over her like a fucking tidal wave. She clamps down on me, her wetness dripping down my shaft as she lets out a muffled scream, her thighs shaking so hard I’m surprised she doesn’t collapse.

But I’m not letting her off that easy. I keep fucking her through it, my cock buried deep as her pussy milks me, her cunt quivering around me like it’s trying to suck me dry. Her nails rake down my chest, her body writhing as she tries to pull away, overstimulated and trembling, but I hold her in place, forcing her to take every fucking inch.

“Take it, you dirty MILF bitch,” I growl.

Chloe’s hips move in a perfect rhythm, rising and falling on my cock with practiced ease. Each downward thrust sends a fresh jolt of pleasure racing up my spine, my balls drawing tight against my body as I fight to hold back. But it’s getting harder—each careful movement, each desperate gasp, bringing me closer to the edge despite my best efforts to maintain control.

“You feel so fucking good,” I tell her, watching her face as pleasure begins to overwhelm her. “So fucking perfect around my cock.”

“Harder,” she begs, already pushing back to meet my next thrust. “Please, Liam. I need it.”

Chloe’s tight little body rides my cock like she was fucking born for it. Her thighs clamp around my hips, slick with sweat and chlorinated water, her perfect tits bouncing just above the surface—pink nipples hard as fucking diamonds, begging to be bitten. I grab her waist, fingers digging into her soft flesh, and slam her down onto me, burying every inch of my throbbing dick into her sopping wet cunt.

“Fuck, Liam—fuck—” Her voice cracks, high and desperate, as her pussy clenches around me like a greedy little vice. I can feel her orgasm building, that telltale flutter deep inside her, the way her inner walls start to spasm, trying to milk me dry. But I’m not letting her come yet—not until I’ve wrecked her so thoroughly she forgets her own goddamn name.

I grind up into her, slow and deliberate, the head of my cock dragging against that spongy spot inside her that makes her eyes roll back. “You like that, princess? Like how deep I’m splitting you open?” My voice is rough, filthy, just for her.

Chloe whimpers, her nails raking down my chest as she tries to fuck herself harder on me. “Y-yes—please—”

“Please what?” I growl, slapping her ass hard enough to leave a red handprint. The sound echoes over the bubbling jets, and she yelps, her cunt tightening around me in response. “Use your fucking words.”

“Please—make me come—” she sobs, her hips stuttering, losing rhythm.

“That’s my girl.”

I seize her hips and pound into her, water splashing over the edge of the tub as I fuck up into her with brutal, unforgiving strokes. Her pussy is drenched, swollen, begging for it, and I give her exactly what she needs—my cock pistoning in and out, stretching her wide, the slap of skin-on-skin lost in the churning water

Her third orgasm hits like a fucking freight train—her whole body seizes, her back arching as she screams, her cunt convulsing around me in hot, rhythmic pulses. But I don’t stop. I can’t stop.

“Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!” she screams.

My cock pounds into her wet heat, each movement aimed at that spot deep inside her that made her see stars. Chloe’s pussy pulses around me, milking my length as wave after wave of sensation crashes through her. Her cries grow louder, more desperate—raw sounds of pleasure that would be embarrassing if they weren’t so fucking hot.

“I’m getting close,” I warn, my voice shaking with the effort of holding back. “So fucking close, Chloe. I’m gonna cum.”

Something flashes in her eyes—a heat, a hunger that makes my cock throb painfully—before she’s pushing back to meet my next thrust. “Do it,” she says, her voice a raw, desperate whisper. “Inside me, Liam. I want to feel all of it.”

My thrusts grow harder, more deliberate, each downward movement pushing Chloe firmly against the edge of the hot tub. Her pussy clenches around me, her inner walls fluttering against my length with renewed intensity.

“Take my cum, you dirty slut,” I growl.

She screams, her back arching, her cunt spasming around me as her orgasm rips through her. Her juices gush, mixing with the hot water, her thighs shaking as she rides the wave

And with her pussy clenching around me like a greedy, wet fist, I lose it completely. A raw, animal groan rips from my throat like I’m being fucking gutted, and then—explosion. The first thick, molten rope of cum blasts straight into her tight little cunt, so deep I swear I can feel it painting her fucking womb.

“Fuck—fuck—take it—” My hips jerk, my cock twitching violently as I pump her full, pulse after pulse flooding her tight little hole.

Chloe gasps, her pussy convulsing around me like a greedy, wet fist, sucking me in deeper as if she’s trying to drink every drop. Her nails claw into my back, her hips bucking against mine, and I can’t fucking stop—pulse two erupts, even hotter, even thicker, flooding her insides as her slick walls tremble around my shaft.

“Fuck, fuck—” she whimpers, her voice breaking as my cock twitches inside her, unloading another vicious spurt. I can feel it—the way her pussy clenches, milking me, begging for more.

I’m not done. Pulse three hits like a fucking freight train, my balls emptying another scalding jet straight into her core. Her thighs shake, her cunt dripping around me, my cum mixing with her slick until it’s a filthy, sticky mess.

She moans, her fingers clawing at my shoulders, her body trembling as she takes every last drop. When I finally pull out, my cum leaks from her swollen pussy, swirling into the water in thick, creamy strands.

“Fuck,” I groan, feeling the intense pleasure race through me. “That’s it. Take it all. So fucking perfect.”

Chloe moans in response, her back arching to push her breasts more firmly against my chest. “Yes,” she hisses, her voice thick with satisfaction. “So much. So fucking deep.”

When the final pulses subside, leaving me shaking and spent, Chloe collapses against my chest, completely drained. Her chest heaves with each desperate breath, a fine sheen of sweat covering her golden skin. She looks well and truly fucked—her hair a tangled mess, her lips swollen from our kisses, my cum already beginning to leak from her used pussy.

Chloe collapses against me, her breath ragged, her body limp and fucked-out. “Holy shit,” she murmurs, her fingers lazily tracing the mess between her thighs. “You wrecked me.”

We stay like that for a moment—lips locked, bodies pressed together, the water cooling around us as we struggle to catch our breath. But as reality begins to creep back in—as I remember exactly where we are and exactly who might walk through that door at any moment—I pull back, already reaching for my discarded swim trunks with careful attention.

“We should go,” I say, the words feeling like sand in my mouth. “Before someone comes back.”

Chloe nods, already reaching for her own discarded bikini with quick, efficient movements. “Yeah,” she agrees, her voice carefully neutral. “Probably for the best.”


Chapter 5

The house is deathly quiet as I slip from my bedroom, the floorboards creaking under my weight despite my careful steps. Midnight on Christmas Eve, the perfect hour for secrets—for stolen moments and dangerous promises. My body still hums from this morning’s encounter with Chloe, from her pussy clenching around my cock as I filled her with my cum. And here I am, walking straight into Victoria’s fire, my cock already hard at the mere thought of what’s waiting for me behind her bedroom door.

What the fuck am I doing?

Two women. Two sisters. One house. And me—caught in the middle of what’s quickly becoming the most complicated situation of my life. This afternoon with Chloe was incredible—wild and desperate and exactly what I needed after days of careful distance. But Victoria... Victoria is different. Special in a way that makes my chest ache when I think about walking away.

I pause outside her door, hand raised to knock. But before my knuckles can connect with the wood, it swings open—not completely, just enough for a pale, slender arm to reach out, fingers curling around my wrist with surprising strength.

“Get in here,” Victoria whispers, already pulling me into the darkened room. “Before someone sees you.”

The door closes behind me with a soft click that seems to echo in the suddenly quiet room. For a moment, I can’t see anything—just darkness, and the faint outline of furniture against deeper shadows. Then my eyes adjust, and holy fucking shit.

Victoria stands before me, completely transformed. Gone is the careful, composed woman who served Christmas dinner just hours ago. In her place stands... Mrs. Claus. But not the wholesome, grandmotherly version from the children’s books. This Mrs. Claus is pure, undiluted fantasy—a tight red velvet dress cut low to showcase her incredible cleavage, a tiny fur-trimmed skirt that barely covers her ass, thigh-high white stockings that make her legs look a mile long, and a little red Santa hat perched at a provocative angle on her blonde head.

“Like what you see?” she asks, her voice dropping to a tone meant for my ears alone. She turns slowly, giving me a full view of the outfit—the way the dress hugs every curve, the way the skirt rides up with each careful movement to reveal the bare skin beneath. “I’ve been saving this for a special occasion.”

The sight makes my mouth go dry—Victoria, beautiful, impossible Victoria dressed like every dirty Santa fantasy I’ve ever had. My cock throbs painfully, already hardening at the mere thought of what might happen next.

“You’re fucking incredible,” I tell her, already reaching for her with eager hands. “The most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen.”

Victoria smiles, the expression equal parts satisfied and hungry. “I’ve been waiting for my present,” she purrs, already stepping into my embrace. “All day, watching you across the table, knowing exactly what I had planned for tonight.” Her hand moves to my chest, fingers tracing the outline of my pecs through my thin t-shirt. “Though I have to say, you’ve been very... distracted today. Anything you want to tell me?”

Before I can respond, before I can tell her exactly how complicated this situation is, Victoria is moving again, already dropping to her knees with quick, efficient movements.

“Don’t answer that,” she says, her voice husky with need as she reaches for the waistband of my boxers. “I don’t want to know. Not tonight.” Her eyes never leave mine as she works my cock free, already wrapping her fingers around my length with careful attention. “Tonight, I just want this. You. Us. Nothing else matters.”

My hand moves to her face, fingers brushing a strand of hair from her cheek as my head bends toward hers. Our lips meet in an exchange that’s all teeth and tongue and the occasional broken moan.

Victoria’s hand moves from my cock to my hair, fingers tangling in the short strands as she pulls me closer. “Yes,” she hisses against my mouth. “Just like that. Don’t stop.”

Fuck, she tastes like sin and expensive whiskey, her lips slick and swollen from biting them all night just to tease me. I don’t give her a chance to breathe—I crush my mouth against hers, my tongue forcing its way past her teeth, fucking into her wet heat like I own it. Because I fucking do.

Victoria moans, a broken little sound that shoots straight to my cock, and I swallow it greedily, my fingers tangling in her hair, yanking just hard enough to make her gasp. Her nails dig into my chest, sharp little claws through my shirt, and I growl against her lips, grinding my hips forward so she can feel exactly what she’s doing to me.

She whimpers when I bite her bottom lip, sucking it between my teeth before letting go with a filthy pop. “You like that, baby?” I murmur, my voice rough as gravel.

Her answer is another moan, her hips rocking against mine, her thighs squeezing around my leg like she’s already imagining me between them. I can smell her—sweet, musky, fucking dripping—and it makes my dick throb like a second heartbeat.

Victoria breaks the kiss and sinks to her knees, a dirty look in her eyes. Her fingers fumble with my zipper, her nails scraping against the denim as she pulls it down, her breath hot and ragged against the tented fabric of my boxers. I can feel the wet heat of her mouth through the thin cotton, and I groan, my hips jerking forward instinctively, demanding more.

She glances up at me through her lashes, her lips curling into a wicked smirk that screams fuck me harder. Her tongue darts out, teasing the outline of my cock through the fabric, and I’m already fucking losing it. “Jesus, Victoria,” I mutter, my voice ragged as she finally pulls down my boxers, freeing my cock into the cool air of the room.

But she doesn’t give me a second to think. Her hand wraps around my shaft, her grip tight and deliberate, and she leans in, her lips parting as she takes the head into her mouth. The sensation is fucking electric—her tongue swirls around the tip, slick and hot, and I can’t stop the low groan that escapes my lips. Her lips are wet, slick with saliva, and she sucks hard, her cheeks hollowing as she pulls me deeper into her mouth.

“Fuck,” I hiss, my fingers tangling in her hair as she bobs her head, taking me deeper with each stroke.

Her tongue flicks against the underside of my cock, and I nearly fucking lose it right there. She’s relentless, her mouth sucking and slurping like she’s fucking starving for it, her lips stretched obscenely around my length. Spit drips down my shaft, pooling at the base, and she strokes me with her hand, her fingers slick and sliding in tandem with her mouth.

Her eyes lock with mine, and I can see the fucking hunger in them—she wants this, wants to choke on my cock until I’m fucking empty. She takes me deeper, her throat relaxing as she swallows me whole, her nose brushing against my pelvis. I can feel the tight, wet heat of her throat constricting around me, and I swear to God, I might fucking explode right then and there.

But she pulls back, her lips popping off my cock with a lewd, wet sound, and she grins up at me, her chin glistening with spit. “You like that, baby?” she purrs, her voice dripping with fucking smugness as she strokes me, her hand slick and sliding effortlessly.

Before I can answer, she’s back on me, her mouth swallowing me whole again, her tongue fucking writhing against the sensitive skin. Her head bobs faster now, her lips sliding up and down my shaft with a wet, sloppy rhythm that’s driving me fucking insane. Her fingers cup my balls, rolling them gently, and I groan, my hips jerking forward as she deepthroats me again, her throat muscles squeezing tight around me.

She pulls back again, this time letting my cock slide out of her mouth with a filthy slurp, and she licks her lips, her eyes locked on mine.

“You’re so fucking hard for me,” she whispers, her voice low and husky as she strokes me, her thumb brushing over the dripping tip of my cock. “Tell me how much you want to come.”

She grins, that fucking devilish smirk, and she leans in, her mouth closing around me again. This time, she doesn’t hold back—her mouth is a fucking wet, sloppy heaven, her tongue swirling and sucking like she’s trying to milk every fucking drop from me. I can feel the pressure building in my balls, the tight coil in my gut ready to snap, and I fuck her mouth harder, my hips thrusting forward as she moans around me, the vibrations sending me over the edge.

Just when I think I can’t take anymore—when the pleasure is so intense I’m sure I’m going to come—Victoria pulls back, my cock slipping from her mouth with a soft, wet sound that seems to echo in the suddenly quiet room. She’s breathing hard, her cheeks flushed, her lips swollen from the enthusiastic attention. But there’s something in her expression—a calculation, a hunger—that makes my cock throb painfully despite the brief respite.

“I want to feel you,” she says, her voice husky with need as she reaches for the hem of her dress. “All of you, Liam. Inside me.”

Victoria pushes her dress up around her waist with quick, efficient movements. She’s not wearing anything underneath—no panties, no stockings, just bare skin and the evidence of her arousal glistening between her thighs.

“Fuck,” I groan, watching her face as pleasure builds. “You’re so fucking wet.”

Victoria smiles, the expression equal parts satisfied and hungry. “For you,” she says, already reaching between us to guide my cock to her entrance. “Always for you, Liam.”

Victoria’s ass is fucking perfection, and I can’t wait to ruin it. She’s bent over the desk, her tits pressed flat against the cold surface, those juicy cheeks spread wide like a fucking invitation. Her pussy is already glistening, dripping slick down her thighs, and I can smell her—musky, fucking divine. I’m hard as a goddamn steel rod, my cock throbbing with every heartbeat, and I can’t wait to shove it inside her tight, wet cunt.

I grab her hips, my fingers digging into her soft flesh, and line myself up. The tip of my dick brushes against her entrance, and she gasps, her body trembling with anticipation.

“Liam, please,” she begs, and that’s all I need to hear.

I thrust forward in one brutal motion, burying myself to the hilt. Her pussy clenches around me, so tight, so fucking wet, and I groan like a fucking animal. “Fuck, Victoria,” I growl, pulling out almost all the way before slamming back in. Her ass jiggles with the force of my thrusts, and the sound of skin slapping against skin fills the room.

Her moans are fucking music—high-pitched, desperate, fucking filthy. I grip her hips tighter, my cock pistoning in and out of her dripping cunt. Her walls are fluttering around me, squeezing me like a vice, and I know she’s close.

Victoria’s ass slaps against my thighs again, the sound wet and obscene, echoing through the room like some fucked-up symphony. Her skin’s glistening with sweat, the curve of her spine trembling as she arches her back, presenting herself like the fucking feast she is. I’m buried to the hilt inside her, my cock throbbing, her pussy sucking me in like she’s starving for it. Fuck, it’s tight—so fucking tight—and I can’t stop driving into her, my balls slapping against her clit with every brutal thrust.

Her moans? They’re fucking filthy—high-pitched, desperate, and broken by gasps that tell me she’s barely holding on. I grab her hips tighter, my fingers digging into her soft flesh, leaving marks that’ll bruise tomorrow. She loves that shit; I know she does. Her hair’s a wild mess, sticking to her neck and shoulders, and I yank on it, pulling her head back hard. Her tits bounce with every snap of my hips, and I can’t help but reach around to pinch a nipple, twisting until she screams.

“Liam, fuck, don’t stop!” Her voice is ragged, almost a sob, and it fucking feeds me. I’m not stopping. Not until she’s a fucking mess beneath me.

I lean over her, my chest pressing into her back, and I growl in her ear, “You’re taking my cock so fucking good, Victoria. You’re just a needy little slut, aren’t you? Begging for it like this?”

She whimpers, her cunt clenching around me like she’s trying to milk me dry. I slap her ass hard, the red handprint blooming on her perfect skin, and she cries out, her hole spasming around me.

“Yes, yes, please, Liam, harder!” she chokes out, her nails clawing at the desk, leaving scratches in the wood.

Fuck, she’s close. I can feel her walls fluttering, that delicious pressure building as I pound into her. Her juices are dripping down her thighs, soaking the desk beneath her, and the smell of her—fuck, it’s intoxicating. I’m drunk on her, high on the way her body takes me, greedy and desperate.

I pull out suddenly, leaving her empty and gasping, and she whines, trying to push her ass back against me.

“No, no, please, Liam, I need it—”

I shove two fingers into her dripping cunt instead, curling them hard against that sweet spot inside her, and she jerks, her knees buckling as she comes undone. Her pussy’s spasming around my fingers, her juices coating my hand, and I chuckle darkly, leaning down to lick a stripe up her spine.

“Not done yet, baby,” I whisper, and then I’m fucking her again, my cock slamming into her soaked hole, the sound wet and filthy.

She’s trembling, her moans pitched higher, and I know I’m going to break her. I grab her hips, angling her just right, and fuck into her harder, deeper, until she’s screaming, her walls clamping down on me like a fucking vice.

“Come on, baby,” I grunt, slamming into her harder, faster. “Cum on my fucking cock.”

She screams, her body convulsing as her orgasm crashes over her. Her pussy is gripping me like a fucking wet fist, milking me, and I can’t hold back anymore. With one last, brutal thrust, I bury myself deep inside her and explode, my cum painting her walls white.

But I’m not fucking done yet. I pull out, my cock still slick with her juices and my cum, and flip her over onto her back. Her tits bounce as she hits the desk, her eyes wide with shock and lust. I shove my cock back into her, her pussy still pulsing from her orgasm, and start fucking her all over again. Her moans are louder now, more desperate, and I know I’m going to make her cum again before I’m done.

Victoria’s back arches off the desk, her tits bouncing like they’re begging for my hands, my mouth, my fucking teeth. She’s spread out beneath me like a goddamn feast, her thighs slick with her own mess, her cunt gripping my cock like it’s trying to milk me dry. And I let it. Fuck, I encourage it.

I slam into her harder, the desk creaking under us like it’s about to fucking collapse. Every thrust punches a whimper out of her, her nails clawing at my arms, her lips parted in that perfect, ruined O that tells me she’s close. Her tits jiggle with every brutal snap of my hips, her nipples hard little peaks I wanna bite until she screams.

“You gonna come for me, baby?” I growl, my voice rough as gravel. “Gonna squirt all over my cock like the greedy little slut you are?”

She whines, her hips bucking up to meet me, her cunt clenching around me like a fucking vice. I can feel her getting tighter, wetter—her body betraying just how much she loves this. How much she needs it.

I lean down, my breath hot against her ear. “That’s it, take it. Take every fucking inch.”

Her moans turn into broken sobs as I pound her harder, my balls slapping against her ass, the sound filthy and wet. I can feel my own orgasm building, that hot, coiled pressure in my gut threatening to explode.

“Fuck, Liam—please—” she gasps, her fingers tangling in my hair, pulling me closer.

I grin, fucking her through her begging, loving the way her body trembles under mine. “Yeah? You want it? Want me to paint that pretty face?”

She nods, desperate, her lips parted, her tongue darting out like she’s already tasting me.

That’s all the fucking invitation I need.

I pull out with a wet pop, my cock throbbing, veins standing out like fucking steel cables. I grab my shaft, stroking hard, my cum already pulsing at the tip.

Then I let go.

The first thick rope hits her cheek, white and hot, dripping down toward her mouth. The next lands on her lips, and her tongue flicks out to catch it, her eyes locked on mine like she’s fucking worshipping me. The rest splatters across her chin, her tits, her forehead—marking her, claiming her.

I don’t stop until I’m spent, until my cock is twitching in my hand and she’s fucking drenched in me.

Then I lean down, dragging my thumb through the mess on her lips before shoving it into her mouth.

“Clean it up, baby,” I murmur. “Every. Last. Drop.”

And she does.

Because she’s mine.


Chapter 6

The Hurley family living room is a riot of torn wrapping paper and family chaos, the Christmas tree lights reflecting in my eyes as I sit cross-legged on the plush carpet. My heart’s been pounding since I woke up, not just from the excitement of presents, but from the way Victoria looked at me over breakfast—her eyes dark with promise despite Mark sitting right there at the head of the table. Christmas morning with my best friend’s family, and all I can think about is what his mom whispered to me last night when everyone else had gone to bed.

“You ready for the deluge?” Caleb grins at me from the couch, his face animated with genuine Christmas spirit. He’s wearing a ridiculous reindeer sweater that his mom must have bought him as a joke, but he’s rocking it with shameless enthusiasm.

“Been ready since I was five,” I reply, forcing my mind back to the present moment. “That’s when I figured out Santa was bullshit.”

A loud laugh from the kitchen makes me turn. Victoria stands in the doorway, a mug of coffee steaming in her hands, her blonde hair loose around her shoulders and catching the morning light. She’s wearing a silky red robe that clings to her curves, the belt tied just tight enough to emphasize her narrow waist and the swell of her breasts.

“Language, Liam,” she says, but her eyes dance with mischief. “Though I have to admit, I always suspected those Santa beards were suspiciously similar to your father’s.”

“Right?” Caleb agrees. “And the handwriting on the gift tags was identical to Mom’s!”

I watch Victoria’s face as she laughs again, noticing how she avoids looking at Mark who’s hunched over his phone at the dining table, still in his pajamas but already checking emails. Their marriage is written all over them—her vibrant energy contained within the walls of his indifference, her body leaning toward people and experiences while his seems designed to repel connection.

“Let’s start with Caleb’s gifts,” Victoria announces, settling onto the couch beside her son. She’s so close to me that I can smell her perfume—something expensive with notes of jasmine and vanilla. My dick twitches in my sleep pants, and I shift uncomfortably.

Caleb reaches under the tree and pulls out a rectangular package wrapped in blue paper. “For you, man. Hope you like it.”

I tear into the paper, feeling genuinely touched. Caleb’s the kind of friend who remembers every offhand comment, who listens when you’re not even sure you’re talking. The paper falls away to reveal a sleek drone with a high-definition camera.

“Holy shit,” I breathe, picking it up carefully. “This is the Phantom 4, isn’t it? This thing’s like eight hundred bucks.”

“Employee discount,” Caleb says with a shrug, but I can tell he’s pleased by my reaction. “Plus, I’ve been saving. Thought we could film some epic footage at the lake this summer.”

“That’s going to be fucking awesome.” I set the drone down carefully and give him a genuine smile. “Thanks, man.”

“My turn,” Mark says, finally looking up from his phone. He reaches for a flat envelope on the coffee table and passes it to me. “Figured you could use this for school.”

I open it to find a gift card to Brooks Brothers—a hundred dollars. It’s generous, in that impersonal way that rich people have of throwing money at obligations.

“Thanks, Mr. Hurley,” I say, trying to sound appropriately grateful. “This is really... practical.”

He nods, already looking back at his phone. “You’ll need proper attire for interviews.”

Victoria rolls her eyes when he’s not looking, a private gesture meant just for me. Then she leans forward, reaching under the tree for two boxes wrapped in silver paper.

“And these,” she says, her voice taking on that sweet, maternal tone that makes my skin hot, “are from me.”

I tear into the first box and my jaw drops. It’s a brand new iPad Pro—the largest model with all the accessories. “Mrs. Hurley, this is way too much—”

“Open the other one,” she interrupts, her eyes never leaving my face.

The second box contains a MacBook Pro, top of the line. My hands actually shake a little as I lift it out. “I can’t accept this,” I say, but even I can hear the lie in my voice. My laptop is three years old and held together with duct tape and prayers.

“Of course you can,” Victoria says firmly. “You’re practically family, and Caleb tells me yours is on its last legs. Consider it an investment in your future.”

I glance at Caleb, who looks as surprised as I feel. “Mom, you didn’t tell me you were getting him all this.”

She shrugs, a graceful movement that makes the robe slip slightly off one shoulder. “It’s Christmas. I’m allowed to be extravagant.”

Mark looks up again, frowning slightly. “Victoria, perhaps we should have discussed this. Those are quite... significant gifts.”

“They’re on my card,” she says smoothly. “And Liam’s been so helpful around the house. Remember when he fixed the garage door?”

That was five minutes of pushing a reset button, but I don’t contradict her. Instead, I feel a flush of warmth spread through my chest. She’s been planning this, thinking about me, wanting to give me something special.

“Thank you,” I say, meeting her eyes directly. “It means a lot.”

She holds my gaze for a beat too long, her lips curving into a smile that makes my stomach flip. “You’re very welcome.”

The gift exchange continues, Caleb opening a new watch from his parents, Mark receiving yet another tie despite the dozens hanging in his closet. Through it all, I’m hyperaware of Victoria—the way she tucks her legs underneath her on the couch, the sound of her laugh, the occasional brush of her robe against my bare arm.

When Caleb and Mark head to the kitchen to start breakfast, she hangs back, bending to gather discarded wrapping paper. I move to help her, and suddenly we’re alone, kneeling on the carpet together, surrounded by the remnants of Christmas morning.

“Did you really like them?” she asks softly, her eyes searching mine. “The gifts?”

“They’re amazing,” I say honestly. “But you didn’t have to—”

“I wanted to,” she interrupts. She glances toward the kitchen, then leans closer. Her breath is warm against my ear, her perfume intoxicating. “Do you know what I want for Christmas, Liam?”

My heart stops, then starts again at double speed. “What?” I manage to croak.

Her hand brushes against the front of my sleep pants, just the lightest touch, but it’s enough to make my cock jump. “This,” she whispers. “Just this. Nothing wrapped, nothing fancy. Just you, inside me, giving me what I’ve been dreaming about since the first time I saw you in those gym shorts last summer.”

“Fuck,” I breathe, my voice strangled. My cock is hard now, pressing insistently against the thin fabric of my pants.

She smiles, slow and satisfied. “Exactly. Later. When everyone’s asleep.” Then she stands, gathering an armful of wrapping paper, and walks toward the kitchen, her hips swaying deliberately with each step.

I stay on my knees, trying to will my erection away before I have to face Caleb and his dad. But all I can think about is Victoria’s husky voice in my ear, her hand on my cock, and the promise of what’s to come. Christmas morning just got a whole lot more interesting.


Chapter 7

The Hurleys’ dining room table groans under the weight of Christmas breakfast—fluffy pancakes, crispy bacon, fresh fruit, and the fancy orange juice Victoria splurges on once a year. I’m wedged into my seat, trying to look normal while my cock throbs painfully beneath the table. Victoria’s whispered promise from earlier echoes in my head, making it impossible to focus on anything but the way her silk robe occasionally parts to reveal a glimpse of her thigh when she reaches for the syrup. I stuff a bite of pancake into my mouth, hoping no one notices the flush creeping up my neck.

“These pancakes are amazing, Mrs. Hurley,” I say, breaking the comfortable silence. “Best I’ve ever had.”

Victoria smiles, her eyes meeting mine over the rim of her coffee mug. “Family recipe. My mother’s secret is a splash of vanilla.”

“And too much butter,” Mark adds without looking up from his tablet, where he’s scrolling through what looks like stock reports. “Though I suppose it is Christmas.”

I nod, taking another bite to hide my expression. Mark Hurley is the kind of man who counts calories on holidays—the kind who brings work to the breakfast table and treats his wife’s cooking as a necessary inconvenience rather than a gift. No wonder Victoria looks at me the way she does, her eyes hungry for something her husband hasn’t given her in years.

“Caleb tells me you’re quite the football fan, Liam,” Mark says, finally setting his tablet aside. “Who’s your team?”

The question is so normal, so dad-like, that it takes me a second to shift gears. “The Eagles,” I reply. “My dad was from Philly.”

“Ah.” Mark nods approvingly. “Solid choice. I’ve had season tickets to the Falcons for fifteen years. Corporate seats, right on the fifty-yard line.”

“That’s... impressive,” I say, reaching for my orange juice. The conversation is exactly what I need—something mundane to focus on instead of the way Victoria keeps crossing and uncrossing her legs, the robe falling open to reveal more of her thigh each time.

“Did you catch the game last Sunday? The interception in the final minute was incredible,” Mark says.

As Mark drones on about the game, Victoria gets up and takes the seat directly to my left.

“But that offsides call,” Mark continues, “That was absolutely terrible.”

I nod in what I hope is a convincing display of sports knowledge and take a swig of juice. That’s when I feel it—a warm hand landing on my thigh under the table.

My entire body goes rigid. The hand is small, soft, with neatly trimmed nails that press lightly into the muscle of my thigh. I don’t need to look to know it’s Victoria—her floral scent gives her away, that expensive perfume mingling with the maple syrup and coffee.

I glance at her from the corner of my eye. She’s buttering a piece of toast with her opposite hand, her expression perfectly composed, as if her hand isn’t currently inching higher up my leg, heading straight for my already half-hard cock.

Footsteps approach, and I turn to see Chloe entering the kitchen.

“Good morning, you lovely people,” Chloe says as she takes a seet to my right, leaving me directly between her and Victoria.

“Morning, Chloe,” Mark replies. “Me and Liam were just talking sports. Any interest in football?”

Chloe notices Victoria’s hand resting near my cock, and I see her lips curl into a slight smile. “Not really. Though I do enjoy the... physicality of it.” Her voice has a husky quality that makes my skin prickle with awareness.

I’m about to respond when I feel a second hand land on my other thigh—Chloe’s hand.

What the fuck?

Under the table, both hands are moving now, creeping higher with each passing second. My cock, which had begun to soften during the football conversation, is now fully, painfully erect, straining against the zipper of my jeans.

“I think,” Victoria says, her voice deceptively light, “that what draws people to sports is the competition. The thrill of victory.” Her fingers reach the junction of my thigh and groin, tracing the outline of my erection through the denim. “Don’t you agree, Liam?”

I choke on my orange juice, coughing to cover the groan that tries to escape. “Y-yeah,” I manage. “Competition is... it’s...”

“Everything,” Chloe finishes, her hand mirroring Victoria’s movements on my other side. “The way opponents push each other to be better, to go further.” Her fingers brush against the base of my cock, and I nearly jump out of my seat.

Mark, thankfully, is now engaged in a debate with Caleb about whether the Falcons should trade their backup quarterback, completely oblivious to the war being waged under the table. A war for which I am both battlefield and prize.

Victoria’s hand slides up to cup me fully, her palm hot even through the fabric. She gives me a gentle squeeze that makes my vision blur, then begins to stroke, her movements slow and deliberate. On my other side, Chloe isn’t giving an inch—her hand finds its way to my zipper, tugging it down with surprising dexterity.

“More pancakes, anyone?” Victoria asks, reaching for the serving plate with her free hand. The movement causes her robe to gape open, revealing the inner curve of her breast, the shadow of her nipple just visible. My mouth goes dry.

“I’m good, thanks,” I squeak, then clear my throat. “I mean, I’m full. For now.”

Chloe’s hand has now slipped inside my open fly, her fingers working their way beneath the waistband of my boxers. “I’m still quite hungry,” she says, her voice dropping to that husky register that makes my balls tighten. “I have quite the... appetite this morning.”

Under the table, her cool fingers wrap around my shaft, pulling it free of my boxers. The sudden contact with the air makes me gasp, which I cover by taking another gulp of juice.

“Careful,” Mark says, glancing at me. “You’ll drown yourself.”

If only he knew.

Victoria’s hand has retreated slightly, but only to push the tablecloth farther aside, giving her better access. When her fingers join Chloe’s on my cock, the dual sensation is almost too much to bear—Victoria’s soft, knowing strokes from the head down, Chloe’s firmer grip moving from base to tip. They’re working in perfect counterpoint, one hand replacing the other in a continuous circuit of pleasure that has me biting the inside of my cheek to keep from moaning.

My dick’s already leaking pre-cum, twitching like a slut begging for attention, and Victoria’s fingers—soft, manicured, smelling faintly of some expensive-ass lotion—wrap around the head. She starts with these slow, teasing strokes, her thumb brushing over the slit, and I swear to fucking Christ, I almost blow my load right there.

Chloe’s hand is rougher, firmer, like she’s daring me to fucking break. She grabs me at the base, her fingers digging into my shaft like she’s trying to milk me dry, and starts jerking me off with this relentless rhythm that makes my balls ache. Her nails scrape just enough to send shivers up my spine, and I can feel my cock throbbing between their hands, pulsing like it’s got a mind of its own.

Victoria’s grip is smooth, practiced, like she’s done this a thousand times before. She’s using just the tips of her fingers now, tracing the veins running along my dick like she’s mapping every fucking inch. Meanwhile, Chloe’s working the base, her strokes getting faster, harder, her fingers twisting slightly on the upstroke like she’s trying to wring every last drop of cum out of me.

The table above us is still—no one’s got a fucking clue what’s going on underneath. The conversation’s flowing like nothing’s out of the ordinary, but down here, it’s a goddamn porn set. Victoria’s hand slides down to meet Chloe’s, and for a second, they’re both squeezing me, their fingers interlacing around my cock like they’re fighting over who gets to make me cum first. I can feel their rings pressing into my skin, the cool metal against the heat of my dick driving me fucking wild.

Victoria leans in closer, her breath hot on my thigh, and I can smell her perfume—something floral and expensive, mixed with the musk of her arousal. Her free hand slides up my leg, her nails digging into my thigh as she tightens her grip on my cock. Chloe, the fucking tease, starts using her other hand to cup my balls, rolling them in her palm like she’s weighing them, her fingers brushing against my taint just enough to make me jerk in their grasp.

I’m biting the inside of my cheek so hard I taste blood, but there’s no way in hell I’m letting out a sound. Victoria’s thumb circles the head of my dick, smearing the pre-cum around like she’s lubing me up for something bigger. Chloe’s grip shifts, her fingers sliding up to meet Victoria’s, and for a second, they’re both focused on the tip, their hands moving in perfect fucking sync.

“Liam?” Caleb’s voice breaks through the haze of lust. “You okay, man? You look kinda flushed.”

“I’m fine,” I manage, though fine is the last thing I am. I’m trapped in some kind of exquisite torture, caught between two women who seem determined to outdo each other in driving me insane. “Just... hot. The room’s warm.”

“It is rather stuffy in here,” Victoria agrees, her hand never stopping its relentless pace. “Perhaps we should open a window after breakfast.”

Chloe’s thumb circles the head of my cock, spreading the bead of precum that’s formed there. “I find the heat rather... stimulating,” she says, her voice innocent but her eyes, when they meet mine, filled with wicked intent.

I’m going to lose my mind. Or come in my pants. Or both.

Mark has returned to his tablet, scrolling through emails with the single-minded focus of a man who’d rather be anywhere else. Caleb is focused on demolishing his third helping of pancakes, occasionally interjecting comments about the Falcons’ defensive line. And here I am, my cock in the grip of two women who seem to be engaged in some kind of silent competition to see who can make me break first.

Victoria’s strokes become more focused, her thumb pressing against the sensitive spot just beneath the head. Chloe counters by tightening her grip and increasing her speed, her nails lightly scratching the underside of my shaft. The dual sensation is overwhelming—too much and not enough all at once.

“So, Liam,” Mark says, looking up from his tablet again. “Caleb mentioned you’re considering graduate programs. Any thoughts on where you might apply?”

It takes every ounce of my self-control to form a coherent response. “I’m—” Victoria’s hand twists slightly on the upstroke, and I have to pause, swallow hard. “I’m looking at State, and maybe Vanderbilt. Their psychology department is—” Chloe’s thumb circles the head of my cock, spreading more precum, and my voice falters. “It’s really strong.”

“I have a colleague whose son went to Vanderbilt,” Mark continues, completely unaware of my struggle. “Said the networking opportunities were exceptional. Of course, the tuition is—”

Whatever he says next is lost on me. The pressure’s building, my balls tightening, and I can feel the fucking explosion coming. Victoria’s hand slows down, teasing me, while Chloe’s fucking me hard and fast, her fingers twisting on every upstroke. I’m so fucking close, I can’t even think straight. Victoria leans in even closer, her lips brushing against my thigh, and I can feel her breath on my cock as she whispers, “Not yet, Liam. Not yet.”

But Chloe, the fucking devil, doesn’t let up. She’s jerking me off like she’s trying to win a gold medal, her hand a blur of motion, and I can feel the cum rising, boiling in my balls, ready to explode. Victoria’s still teasing, her fingers barely touching me now, and the contrast is fucking killing me.

“Fuck,” I gasp, the word escaping before I can stop it.

Everyone at the table freezes. Mark looks up, eyebrows raised. Caleb pauses with his fork halfway to his mouth. Victoria has pulled back, her expression perfectly composed, though her lips look suspiciously glossy.

“Sorry,” I mutter, my face burning. “Bit my tongue.”

Mark nods, apparently satisfied with this explanation, and returns to his tablet. Caleb shrugs and goes back to his pancakes. But under the table, the competition has just escalated to a new level.

The sensation is unbelievable—their wet hands sliding easily up and down my length, occasionally meeting in the middle where they twist in opposite directions, creating a pleasure so intense it’s almost painful. I’m balanced on the edge, my thighs trembling with the effort of holding back.

“The Falcons really need to address their secondary,” Mark is saying, apparently to no one in particular. “The coverage has been inconsistent all season.”

“Mmhmm,” I agree, though I have no idea what I’m agreeing to. All I can think about is the four hands—because yes, they’ve both brought their second hands into play now—working my cock with ruthless efficiency. Two hands stroking, one cupping my balls, one tracing patterns on my inner thigh.

I’m not going to last. The pressure is building at the base of my spine, my balls drawing tight against my body. Each stroke brings me closer to the edge, and from the smug smiles both women are wearing, they know exactly what they’re doing to me.

I need to focus on something else, anything else. I stare fixedly at the centerpiece—a tasteful arrangement of pine branches and red berries—and try to remember the starting lineup of the Eagles. But then Victoria’s thumb presses directly on my slit, and Chloe’s fingers twist just so on the upstroke, and all coherent thought vanishes in a rush of pleasure so intense it borders on pain.

“So as I was saying,” Mark continues, oblivious to the handjob extravaganza happening under his nose, “the Falcons’ defensive coordinator needs to—”

“More coffee, dear?” Victoria interrupts, reaching for the pot with her free hand. The movement causes her robe to gape open, revealing a tantalizing glimpse of the soft curve of her breast. My cock jumps in response, and Chloe’s fingers tighten around it in what feels like a warning.

“I’m good, thanks,” Mark says, not looking up from his tablet. “Though the brew is excellent this morning. You’ve outdone yourself, Victoria.”

I nearly choke on my bacon. If only he knew exactly how she was “outdoing herself” right now. Under the table, her wet hand slides up to the head of my cock, her thumb circling the sensitive spot just beneath the ridge.

“The key,” Mark says, gesturing with his fork, “is pressure management. Too aggressive, and you get penalties. Too passive, and the offense walks all over you. It’s about finding that perfect balance of—”

Chloe’s hand twists on the upstroke, her palm rotating against the sensitive underside of my shaft. The new angle sends a jolt of pleasure straight to my balls, and my thigh muscles tense involuntarily. On my other side, Victoria counters by increasing her speed, her fingers moving in quick, light strokes from base to tip.

They’re competing, I realize with a surge of lust that makes my head spin. These two women—one my best friend’s mother—are engaged in a silent battle to see who can make me lose control first. And judging by the determined set of Victoria’s jaw and the calculating gleam in Chloe’s eye, neither plans to back down.

“You know,” Chloe says, her voice deceptively casual as she reaches for the syrup, “I’ve always found that the most satisfying... experiences... are the ones where both parties are fully committed to the... outcome.” Her hand pauses at the very tip of my cock, her thumb pressing directly on the slit, spreading the bead of precum that’s formed there.

Victoria’s eyes narrow slightly. “I couldn’t agree more,” she says, her tone sweet but her grip suddenly firmer. “Though I find that patience often yields the most... rewarding results.” To illustrate her point, she slows her strokes, each one long and deliberate, her palm cupping the head for an extra second on the upstroke.

I’m caught in the middle of their unspoken duel, my cock the battlefield and my pleasure the prize. It should be overwhelming—and it is—but there’s something almost transcendent about being the focus of such intense, focused desire. These women want me—not just sexually, but competitively. They want to be the one who makes me come, who reduces me to a trembling, incoherent mess.

And they’re getting dangerously close to succeeding.

My balls are drawing tight against my body, the pressure building at the base of my spine with each expert stroke. I’m balanced on the edge, my thighs trembling with the effort of holding back, of not thrusting up into their hands like the desperate, horny college kid I am.

The pressure peaks, then breaks—a dam giving way as pleasure tears through me with overwhelming force. My back arches involuntarily, my hips lifting off the chair as the first pulse hits. I bite down on my lower lip hard enough to taste blood, using the pain to muffle the groan fighting to escape.

Under the table, both their hands work to contain the evidence of my release—Victoria’s palm collecting the first hot spurt, Chloe’s fingers quickly joining to catch the rest. Their movements are synchronized now, no longer competing but working together to milk every drop from my trembling body.

It seems to go on forever, pulse after pulse of pleasure radiating outward from my core. My vision goes white at the edges, the sounds of the dining room—Mark’s voice, the clink of silverware, Caleb’s occasional interjection—fading to a distant hum as my entire being focuses on the point where those four incredible hands continue to stroke and squeeze, drawing out my orgasm to impossible lengths.

When the last tremor finally subsides, I collapse back in my chair, breathing hard and praying that the tablecloth is long enough to hide the fact that my jeans are now wide open, my softening cock resting on four feminine hands that show no sign of letting go.

“That’s quite the blush you’ve got there, Liam,” Caleb observes with a grin. “You feeling okay?”

“Fine,” I manage, my voice hoarse. “Just... hot. The room’s warm.”

“It is rather stuffy,” Victoria agrees, finally withdrawing her hands.

I risk a glance at her and nearly come again at the sight of her bringing her palm to her mouth, her pink tongue darting out to taste the evidence of my release. Her eyes never leave mine as she does it, the message clear: this is just the beginning.

On my other side, Chloe is more discreet, using a napkin to wipe her hand clean. But the satisfied smirk on her face tells me she’s claiming at least partial victory in their unspoken contest.

Mark, meanwhile, has moved on to a detailed analysis of marine engines, completely oblivious to the fact that his wife just gave me the most intense handjob of my life at the breakfast table.

“I’m thinking about buying a Yamaha outboard this weekend,” he says, gesturing with his coffee mug. “Reliable, good resale value. What do you think, Liam?”

What I think is that I need to get out of this chair before my legs give out completely. What I think is that Victoria Hurley is going to be the death of me—a death I’ll welcome with open arms and an eager cock. What I think is that this Christmas is going to be one for the record books.

“I think,” I say carefully, “that’s a great idea. Yamaha makes quality products.”

Mark nods, satisfied with this response, and returns to his tablet. Victoria and Chloe exchange a look loaded with meaning—a look that promises this is just the beginning of what they have planned for me.

And as I finally manage to zip myself up under the cover of the tablecloth, I can’t help but smile. Christmas morning is just getting started, and something tells me things are only going to get more interesting from here.


Chapter 8

The church parking lot is packed, families in their Christmas best streaming through the ancient wooden doors of St. Michael’s. I adjust my tie—borrowed from Caleb, since I didn’t exactly pack formal wear for what was supposed to be a casual weekend—and follow the Hurleys up the stone steps. My legs are still weak from this morning’s breakfast table extravaganza, and every time Victoria glances back at me, her lips curved in that secret smile, my cock twitches in my too-tight dress pants. This is going to be the longest church service of my life.

Inside, the sanctuary glows with candlelight and the soft colors filtering through stained glass. The air is thick with the scent of pine from the enormous Christmas tree flanking the altar and the more subtle notes of perfume and old wood polish. A choir is singing somewhere in the back, their voices rising and falling in a familiar carol that sends an unexpected wave of nostalgia through me. It’s been years since I’ve been to church.

“Over here,” Victoria murmurs, guiding us to a pew about halfway down the aisle. She looks incredible in a red dress that hugs every curve, the neckline low enough to reveal a tantalizing glimpse of cleavage. Mark walks beside her, his hand resting possessively on the small of her back, completely unaware that three hours ago, his wife was stroking my cock under the breakfast table.

We file into the pew—Mark first, then Victoria, Chloe, Avery, Caleb, and finally me, pressed against the cold stone of the pillar. The hard wooden bench is unforgiving after the plush comfort of the Hurleys’ dining chairs, and I shift uncomfortably, trying to find a position that doesn’t remind me of the hand-shaped bruises I’m sure are forming on my thighs.

The organ swells, and the congregation rises as the priest processes down the aisle, swinging a censer that fills the air with the heady scent of incense. I stand with everyone else, my eyes fixed on the back of Victoria’s head, on the elegant curve of her neck where her blonde hair is swept up in an elaborate twist. My fingers itch to pull out the pins holding it in place, to watch it cascade down her back as I push her against the wall and—

“Please be seated,” the priest says, and I drop back to the bench with relief, glad for the distraction from my increasingly explicit thoughts.

The service proceeds with the familiar rhythm of Catholic Mass—stand, sit, kneel, repeat. I go through the motions automatically, my mind elsewhere. Specifically, on the promise Victoria whispered to me as we left the house: “Save your energy. I have plans for you tonight.”

Plans. The word sends a shiver of anticipation down my spine. After this morning’s activities, I can only imagine what she has in mind. My cock, which had finally begun to soften after its third orgasm of the day, starts to harden again at the thought.

I’m so lost in my fantasy that I don’t notice the tap on my shoulder at first. When it comes again, firmer this time, I turn with a start to find myself looking into a pair of bright blue eyes set in a heart-shaped face framed by chestnut hair.

Avery. Caleb’s girlfriend. The one he’s been talking about nonstop for months but who I’ve somehow managed to avoid meeting until now.

She’s sexy—really sexy—with full lips curved in a smile that doesn’t quite reach her eyes and a body that her conservative Christmas dress does nothing to hide. But it’s not her appearance that makes my heart stutter; it’s the look in her eyes—a mixture of mischief, calculation, and something darker that I can’t quite name.

“I need to show you something,” she whispers, her breath warm against my ear. “Come with me.”

Before I can respond, she’s sliding past Caleb, who gives her a puzzled look but makes room without question. I hesitate, glancing at Victoria, who’s focused on the prayer book in her hands, then at Mark, who’s checking his watch with barely concealed impatience.

What the hell? I mouth to Caleb, who just shrugs, equally confused.

Avery is already at the end of the pew, gesturing impatiently for me to follow. With one last look at the Hurleys—Victoria still apparently absorbed in prayer, Mark now engaged in a whispered conversation with the man beside him—I slide out and follow her down the side aisle.

She leads me past the confessional booths, through a door marked “Private,” and into a narrow hallway lined with religious artwork. The sounds of the service fade behind us, replaced by the soft click of her heels on the tile floor and the increasingly loud pounding of my heart.

“Where are we going?” I hiss, suddenly aware of how inappropriate this is. I’m skipping church with my best friend’s girlfriend, a girl I’ve just met, while her boyfriend and his parents are still in the pew. If Caleb saw us...

“You’ll see,” she says, stopping in front of a door marked with the universal symbol for a family bathroom. She pushes it open, glances inside to confirm it’s empty, then pulls me in after her.

The bathroom is small but clean, with a toilet in one corner, a changing table on the wall, and a sink with a mirror above it. The overhead light is harsh, highlighting the flush on Avery’s cheeks and the determined set of her jaw as she turns the lock with a decisive click.

My mouth goes dry. “Avery, I don’t think—”

“I saw you last night,” she interrupts, her voice low and urgent. “With Victoria. In her room.” She steps closer, close enough that I can smell her perfume—something light and floral, nothing like Victoria’s heady scent. “I couldn’t believe how big your cock is.”

The words hit me like a physical blow. I actually stumble back a step, my shoulders hitting the wall with a thud that echoes in the small space. “What? No, you—that’s not—”

“Don’t bother denying it,” she says, rolling her eyes. “I came upstairs to get my phone charger and heard... noises. From Victoria’s room.” Her gaze drops to the front of my pants, which are doing nothing to hide my body’s instinctive response to her words. “I may have peeked. Just a little.”

Holy shit. She saw us. Saw me with Victoria—her boyfriend’s mother—my hands on her tits, my cock buried deep inside her as she rode me with abandon. Saw everything.

“I—” My voice comes out strangled. “Caleb can’t know. He’d—”

“Relax,” Avery says, stepping closer. Now she’s right in front of me, her chest nearly touching mine, her face tipped up to look at me. “I’m not going to tell him. That’s not why I brought you here.”

“Then why—”

She cuts me off by placing a hand on my chest, her palm flat against my rapidly beating heart. “Because I’ve been thinking about it all night. About you. About how you fucked her.” Her fingers curl into the fabric of my shirt. “About how much I want you to fuck me, too.”

My brain short-circuits. This can’t be happening. First Victoria, then Chloe at breakfast, and now Avery? It’s like I’ve stumbled into some kind of pornographic Christmas special.

“Avery,” I manage, though my voice sounds like it’s coming from very far away. “You’re Caleb’s girlfriend. He’s my best friend. I can’t—”

“You already did,” she points out, her hand sliding down to rest on my stomach, just above my belt. “With his mom. So really, what’s one more betrayal?”

The word—betrayal—hits me like a bucket of cold water. That’s what this is. Not some fantasy come to life, not a Christmas miracle, but betrayal. Of Caleb, who’s been my friend since we were kids. Who trusts me. Who has no idea that the two most important women in his life are currently fighting over who gets to make me come.

“I should go back,” I say, reaching for the door. “Caleb will wonder where we—”

“Five minutes,” Avery says, her hand moving to my wrist, stopping me. “That’s all I’m asking. Five minutes, and then we go back to the service like nothing happened.” Her eyes, when they meet mine, are pleading. “Please, Liam. I’ve been thinking about nothing else since I saw you two together.”

And that’s the thing—I’ve been thinking about it too. About Avery’s body, which I can now see is every bit as incredible as Caleb’s drunken ramblings suggested. About her mouth, which is currently curved in a smile that’s equal parts innocent and wicked. About how it would feel to have her on her knees in front of me, her lips wrapped around my cock while the congregation sings “Silent Night” just yards away.

It’s wrong. So fucking wrong. But the evidence of how little I care about that is currently straining against the front of my pants, hard and eager and completely on board with whatever Avery has in mind.

“Five minutes,” I agree, my voice rough with want. “But then we go back. And we never speak of this again.”

Her smile turns triumphant. “Deal.”

Avery sinks to her knees on the cold tile floor, her eyes never leaving mine as her fingers make quick work of my belt. The zipper of my dress pants comes down with a soft hiss, and then her cool hand is reaching inside, wrapping around my cock through the thin cotton of my boxers. I bite back a groan as she squeezes, her grip just tight enough to send a jolt of pleasure up my spine.

“Caleb’s is...” She pauses, a considering look on her face as she continues to stroke me through the fabric. “Well, it’s not like that. Even the football players I hooked up with weren’t as big as you.”

The comparison—explicit, unexpected—sends a rush of heat through me that has nothing to do with arousal and everything to do with a darker, more primal emotion. Possession. Triumph. The knowledge that I’m bigger, better than my best friend in the one way that matters to the girl on her knees in front of me.

“That’s not—” I start, but the words die in my throat as Avery pulls my cock free of my boxers, wrapping her hand around the bare shaft.

“Fuck,” she breathes, her eyes widening as she takes in the full length of me. “No wonder Victoria couldn’t keep her hands off you.”

The sound of Victoria’s name on her lips is like a bucket of cold water dumped over my head. What the fuck am I doing? This is Caleb’s girlfriend. My best friend since we were kids. The guy who’s sitting in a pew twenty yards away, completely unaware that his girl is currently comparing our dick sizes.

“We shouldn’t—” I begin, but Avery is already leaning forward, her breath hot against the sensitive head of my cock.

“Five minutes,” she reminds me, her blue eyes meeting mine with unexpected intensity. “That’s all I’m asking.”

And then her mouth is on me, her lips wrapping around the head in a wet, hot seal that makes my thighs tremble. My objections vanish in a rush of pleasure so intense it’s almost painful, my head falling back against the wall with a soft thud.

Holy shit. Holy fucking shit.

Avery works my cock with surprising skill, her hand twisting on the upstroke as her mouth slides down, taking me deeper with each bob of her head. Her free hand cups my balls, rolling them gently between her fingers as she establishes a rhythm that has me biting my lip to keep from moaning.

Avery’s lips are fucking sin wrapped around my cock—wet, hungry, and obscene in the way they stretch to take me. She doesn’t just suck, she worships, like her goddamn GPA depends on how deep she can throat me. Her tongue swirls around the head, flicking the slit, lapping up the pre-cum like it’s the last drop of her morning iced coffee.

“Fuck, yeah,” I moan. “Suck my cock you dirty slut.”

Her hand twists around my shaft, tight and slick with spit, working me in time with her mouth. Every downstroke, her lips drag just right, her throat fluttering like she’s trying to swallow me whole. And fuck, she almost does—her nose buries in my pubes, her mascara smudging as her eyes water, but she doesn’t pull back. No, this little cocksleeve forces herself deeper, gagging around me, spit dripping down her chin in thick, glistening strands.

The church is quiet now—the priest must be delivering his sermon—but the occasional murmur of the congregation filters through the vents, a constant reminder of where we are, of how wrong this is. The contrast between the sacred setting and the obscene act happening in this tiny bathroom should be enough to kill my boner on the spot. Instead, it only heightens every sensation, adds an edge of forbidden thrill to each stroke of Avery’s tongue along the underside of my shaft.

Her free hand cups my balls, rolling them with her fingers, squeezing just enough to make my hips jerk.

“Fuck, Avery—” I groan, my fingers tangling in her hair, forcing her down harder. She whimpers, the vibration shooting straight to my dick, and I can feel her throat convulse around me, tight and desperate.

She pulls back just enough to gasp, lips swollen and glossy, her breath hot against my wet cock. “You like that, daddy?” she purrs, her voice wrecked, before diving back down, hollowing her cheeks like a fucking pro. Her nails dig into my thighs, her tits bouncing with every bob of her head, and I can see the wet patch on her panties where she’s dripping just from sucking me off.

She’s not just good—she’s filthy. The kind of girl who practices on bananas in her dorm room, who times herself to see how long she can deepthroat without breathing. And right now? She’s winning.

Her tongue laps at the underside of my cock, tracing the vein, before she takes me all the way back in, her throat milking me like she’s trying to drain me dry. I can feel my balls tightening, my cock throbbing, and fuck—she knows it. Her eyes flick up to mine, daring me to come down her throat.

And god, I’m gonna.

The wet heat of her mouth, the slight pressure of her lips around the base of my shaft, the visible bulge in her slender throat—it’s too much, too intense. My hips buck involuntarily, driving myself deeper into her mouth, and she makes a sound—half moan, half gag—that vibrates through my entire body.

“Sorry,” I mutter, loosening my grip on her hair. “I didn’t mean to—”

But Avery just shakes her head, her eyes flashing with what looks almost like anger. “Don’t you dare hold back,” she says, her voice rough from the abuse to her throat. “Fuck my throat like I’m some cheap college slut.”

Avery’s defiance is fucking intoxicating—her lips swollen from my grip, her pupils blown wide with lust. She wants this. No, she needs it. And I’m not about to disappoint.

I grab her by the hair, yanking her head back until her throat is a taut, vulnerable line. Her breath hitches, her pulse fluttering under my thumb as I press it against her windpipe. “You asked for this, you filthy little cocksleeve,” I growl, dragging my swollen cock across her spit-slick lips. “Open up.”

And she does—like the desperate, throat-hungry slut she is.

The second her lips part, I shove in, not giving her time to adjust. Her gag reflex kicks in immediately, her throat convulsing around me in tight, wet spasms. Tears spring to her eyes, but she doesn’t pull away. No, she chokes on me, her fingers clawing at my thighs like she’s fucking thankful for the abuse.

“Fuck, that’s it,” I snarl, thrusting deeper, feeling the way her esophagus struggles to accommodate me. “Take it, you greedy bitch. Swallow me like you were made for it.”

Her nose presses into my pelvis, her throat bulging obscenely around my cock. Every inch of her is mine—her spit, her breath, her fucking air—and I’m not letting up. I piston into her, brutal and relentless, her gagging noises music to my fucking ears.

Her nails dig into my skin hard enough to draw blood, but I don’t stop. I can’t. Not when her throat is this fucking perfect—hot, wet, and clenching like she’s trying to milk me dry.

“Look at you,” I sneer, watching drool spill down her chin, her mascara running in black streaks. “You’re fucking ruined.”

And she loves it.

Her muffled moans vibrate around my cock, her body trembling as she fights for breath. I can feel her getting off on this—on being used, on being nothing more than a warm, tight hole for me to fuck raw.

So I give her what she really wants.

I grab the back of her head and ram myself down her throat, burying myself to the hilt. Her body jerks, her lungs screaming for air, but I hold her there—forcing her to take every last inch until her eyes roll back.

Then, just when she’s on the edge of passing out, I pull back—only to slam into her again. And again. And again.

“I’m close,” I warn, my voice strangled. “Avery, I’m gonna—”

She pulls off with a wet pop, her lips swollen and glossy with saliva. “Not yet,” she says, her hand replacing her mouth in a firm, twisting stroke. “I want more than your cum, Liam. I want to feel you inside me.”

The words send a fresh surge of lust through me, my cock jumping in her grip. “We don’t have time,” I manage, though every cell in my body is screaming for exactly what she’s offering. “They’ll notice we’re gone, and—”

“Then we’ll have to be quick,” she interrupts, already standing, already working at the buttons of her dress.

Before I can protest further, she’s pulling the dress over her head, revealing a lacy black bra that does nothing to contain her impressive breasts. My mouth goes dry at the sight—she’s even more gorgeous than Caleb’s drunken ramblings suggested, all smooth curves and soft skin that begs to be touched.

“We shouldn’t,” I say weakly, even as my hands reach for her of their own accord. “Caleb—”

“Doesn’t have to know,” Avery finishes, stepping closer until her breasts press against my chest. “No one has to know. Just you and me, right here, right now.” Her hand finds my cock again, stroking with deliberate slowness. “Unless you don’t want to?”

It’s the challenge in her voice, the confident gleam in her eye, that breaks the last of my resistance. With a growl that seems to come from somewhere deep in my chest, I spin her around, pushing her forward until her palms hit the sink.

“Bend over,” I command, my voice barely recognizable to my own ears. “And try to be quiet. We’re in a church, remember?”

She laughs, the sound rich with anticipation, and does as she’s told, bending at the waist until her perfect ass is presented to me, still covered by a pair of matching black panties. “Make me,” she dares, glancing over her shoulder with a smirk. “I dare you.”

With one quick movement, I yank her panties down to her knees, exposing her to the cool air of the bathroom. She’s already wet—so fucking wet—her inner lips glistening with evidence of her arousal. The sight of it, of her readiness for me, is almost enough to push me over the edge right then and there.

“Fuck, you’re sexy,” I breathe, running one finger along her slit, gathering the moisture there. “So wet for me already.”

“Please,” she gasps, pushing back against my hand. “I need you inside me, Liam. Now.”

I position myself behind her, my cock nudging against her entrance, when a sudden thought occurs to me. “Do you have a condom?”

She shakes her head, her chestnut hair falling across her face with the movement. “No, but I’m on the pill. It’s fine.”

It should give me pause—the risk, the implications—but all I can think about is how fucking good she’s going to feel around me, how tight, how wet. With a groan that’s equal parts desire and desperation, I push forward, the head of my cock breaching her entrance.

The sound she makes—half gasp, half moan—is loud enough to echo in the small bathroom. My hand flies to cover her mouth, but it’s too late; the damage is done. If anyone’s in the hallway, they definitely heard.

“Shit,” I hiss, freezing in place. “We need to be quiet, Avery. They’ll hear us.”

She turns her head, her blue eyes meeting mine over my hand. “Then give me something to bite,” she says, her voice steady despite the fact that I’m currently halfway inside her. “My panties. On the floor.”

It’s the last thing I expected her to say, but I’m in no position to argue. Keeping one hand firmly over her mouth, I reach down with the other to grab her discarded underwear. The black lace is still warm from her body, carrying the faint, musky scent of her arousal. With careful movements, I remove my hand from her mouth and replace it with the bunched fabric.

“Bite down,” I instruct, watching as her lips close around the makeshift gag. “And try not to scream.”

The look she gives me—challenging, defiant, aroused—is all the answer I need. With a single, powerful thrust, I bury myself to the hilt inside her, the sensation so intense I have to bite my own lip to keep from crying out.

Holy. Fucking. Shit.

Avery is tight—so fucking tight—her inner walls clamping down on my cock like a vise as she adjusts to my size. I give her a moment, my hands gripping her hips hard enough to leave marks, my breath coming in short, ragged gasps as I fight for control.

When I finally begin to move, it’s with careful, measured strokes—in to the hilt, out until just the head remains, then back in again. Each thrust draws a muffled sound from behind the gag, each retreat leaves her clutching at me, trying to pull me back in.

“You feel amazing,” I tell her, one hand moving from her hip to the small of her back, urging her to arch deeper. “So fucking tight around me.”

She responds by pushing back against me, taking me even deeper, her inner muscles clenching rhythmically around my shaft. The sensation is unbelievable—wet heat surrounding me, gripping me, trying to milk me dry with each thrust. I increase my pace, driven by the increasingly desperate sounds coming from behind the gag, by the sight of her perfect ass bouncing with each impact of my hips against hers.

Her ass is a fucking masterpiece, round and full, jiggling with every brutal slap of my hips. I grab a fistful of her hair, yank her head back, and slam my cock into her dripping cunt in one merciless thrust. She chokes on a scream, her body convulsing around me, tight as a fucking vice.

The bathroom fills with the sound of skin slapping against skin, with our mingled breathing, with the occasional muffled moan when Avery forgets herself and lets the gag fall. Each time, I shush her with a hand over her mouth, with a particularly deep thrust that makes her eyes roll back in her head, with whispered threats of what I’ll do if she doesn’t keep quiet.

It’s working—we’re working—building toward something explosive, when the door handle suddenly rattles.

We both freeze, my cock still buried to the hilt inside her, her body tense beneath my hands. For one heart-stopping moment, neither of us breathes, both waiting for the door to swing open, for our secret to be exposed to whoever’s on the other side.

But then—“Occupied!” Avery calls, her voice remarkably steady despite the fact that I’m currently splitting her in two. “Just a minute!”

There’s a mumbled apology from the other side of the door, followed by the sound of retreating footsteps. We wait until they’ve faded completely before either of us moves, both painfully aware of how close we came to disaster.

Hard, deep strokes—no rhythm, no mercy. Just raw, animalistic fucking. Her ass slaps against my thighs, the sound filthy and wet, her slick coating my cock with every brutal plunge. I can feel her walls clenching, trying to milk me dry already, but I’m not done with her yet.

“Fuck, Liam—!”

I silence her with a rough hand over her mouth, leaning down to growl in her ear. “Shut the fuck up and take it.”

I pull out just enough to tease her, letting the swollen head of my dick catch on her entrance before slamming back in, balls-deep. She sobs, her fingers clawing at the sheets, her back arching like she’s trying to escape—but we both know she doesn’t want to.

“You love this, don’t you?” I snarl, dragging my fingers down her spine, leaving red marks in their wake. “Love being used like a cheap fucking toy.”

She moans, nodding frantically, her hips pushing back against me, begging for more.

So I give it to her.

I fuck her like I hate her. Like I want to ruin her for anyone else. My grip on her hips is bruising, my thrusts so hard the bedframe slams against the wall. Her tits bounce with every brutal snap of my hips, her nipples hard and begging for attention.

I reach around, pinching one between my fingers, twisting just enough to make her cry out. “You gonna come already, you greedy little slut?”

She does, with a muffled cry that the gag does little to contain. Her inner walls clamp down on my cock with unexpected force, pulsing in rhythm with her orgasm as she pushes back against me, taking me even deeper. The sensation is incredible—her tight heat milking me, drawing me closer to my own release with each contraction of her muscles.

But I’m not ready to finish yet. I keep thrusting into her tight pussy. My hand flies to cover her mouth, but it’s too late—the sound echoes in the small space, definitely audible to anyone passing in the hallway.

Through the vents, the sound of the Christmas sermon filters into our little haven of sin—the priest’s voice rising and falling in the familiar rhythms of Catholic liturgy. “And the Word was made flesh,” he intones, his voice carrying clearly through the metal ducts, “and dwelt among us.”

The irony isn’t lost on me—here I am, my flesh very much made word in the most obscene way possible, while just yards away, the congregation celebrates the birth of their savior. It should kill the mood entirely. Instead, it adds a forbidden thrill to each thrust, each gasp, each stolen moment of pleasure.

Her pussy clenches around me like a vice, fucking squeezing me so tight I can feel every ridge, every pulse of her wet heat. I groan, low and guttural, as I pull out halfway, then slam back in, harder this time. The sound is obscene—the wet slap of skin on skin, the squelch of her cunt as it takes every inch of me. I’m pounding her mercilessly, my hips pistoning, driving into her with a rhythm that’s fucking primal.

Her ass jiggles with every thrust, the slap of my balls against her clit echoing in the room. I lean over her, my chest pressing against her back as I reach around to grab her tits. Her nipples are hard, begging for attention, and I pinch one cruelly, twisting it just enough to make her whimper. Her pussy clenches tighter, and I groan, my cock throbbing as her wetness coats me.

“I’m close,” Avery mumbles around the gag, her voice barely audible. “So close, Liam. Please don’t stop.”

As if I could. As if anything short of the building collapsing around us could tear me away from the wet heat of her body, from the perfect rhythm we’ve established. I reach around, my fingers finding her clit with unerring accuracy, circling the sensitive nub with firm, deliberate strokes.

“That’s it,” I encourage as she begins to shake, as her breathing grows more ragged. “Come for me, Avery. Let me feel you.”

She does, with a muffled cry that the gag does little to contain. Her inner walls clamp down on my cock with unexpected force, pulsing in rhythm with her orgasm as she pushes back against me, taking me even deeper. The sensation is incredible—her tight heat milking me, drawing me closer to my own release with each contraction of her muscles.

But I’m not ready to finish yet. With superhuman effort, I maintain my pace, driving into her through the aftershocks of her climax, watching in fascination as her body responds to my continued attention. Her skin flushes a deep, tempting pink, her breathing grows more ragged, her inner walls begin to clench around me again despite the orgasm still rippling through her.

“Again,” I command, my voice barely recognizable to my own ears. “I want to feel you come again, Avery. Now.”

She shakes her head, her eyes wide with a mixture of pleasure and disbelief. “I can’t,” she gasps around the gag. “I just—it’s too much—”

But her body betrays her, her inner muscles beginning to pulse around my cock as the pressure builds again. I increase my pace, my thrusts becoming harder, more focused, aimed directly at the spot inside her that makes her see stars. My hand moves from her clit to her breast, squeezing the soft flesh through the thin fabric of her bra, pinching her nipple between my fingers.

The combined sensation is too much. With a cry that the gag reduces to a muffled whimper, Avery comes again, her entire body tensing as pleasure crashes through her system. This time, the contractions are even stronger, her inner walls clamping down on my cock with enough force to make my vision blur at the edges.

“Fuck,” I gasp, my control slipping as her body milks me with ruthless efficiency. “Avery, I’m going to—”

“Inside,” she manages, the word barely intelligible around the gag. “Cum inside me, Liam. Please.”

The request—explicit, dangerous—should give me pause. We’re in a church bathroom, for fuck’s sake. She’s my best friend’s girlfriend. We’ve known each other for all of twenty minutes. But all I can think about is how good it would feel, how right, to empty myself inside her, to mark her in the most primitive way possible.

With a growl that seems to come from somewhere deep in my chest, I bury myself to the hilt inside her and let go, my hips jerking forward as the first pulse tears through me. The sensation is indescribable—hot release flooding into her tight channel, her inner walls clenching around me as if trying to draw every last drop from my body.

“Yes,” Avery hisses, her head falling forward as she pushes back against me, taking me even deeper. “That’s it. Fill me up, Liam. God, yes.”

It goes on forever, pulse after pulse of pleasure radiating outward from my core. My vision goes white at the edges, the sounds of the church—the priest’s voice, the occasional murmur of the congregation, the distant organ—fading to a distant hum as my entire being focuses on the point where we’re joined, where I’m emptying myself inside her.

When the last tremor finally subsides, I collapse forward, my chest pressed against her back, my face buried in the curve of her neck. We stay like that for a long moment, both of us struggling to catch our breath, to process what just happened.

“Holy shit,” Avery finally says, her voice shaky with lingering pleasure. “That was...”

“Incredible,” I finish for her, pressing a kiss to the sensitive spot behind her ear.

She laughs, the sound rich with satisfaction, and carefully straightens up, wincing slightly as I pull out of her. “We should probably get back,” she says, reaching for a handful of toilet paper to clean herself up. “They’ll be wondering where we are.”

The reminder of where we are, of who’s waiting for us just yards away, is like a bucket of cold water dumped over my head. Caleb. My best friend. The guy who has no idea that his girlfriend just came with my cock buried inside her.

“Shit,” I mutter, quickly tucking myself away and zipping up. “Caleb’s going to—”

“He’s not going to know,” Avery interrupts, her voice firm as she pulls her dress back on. “No one is. This stays between us, Liam. Forever.”

I nod, though guilt is already beginning to creep in, cooling the afterglow of what was arguably the hottest sexual encounter of my life. “Yeah. Of course.”

“Blessed is he who comes in the house of the Lord,” the priest intones, his voice carrying clearly through the ancient building.

If only he knew.


Chapter 9

The Hurleys’ living room vibrates with the sounds of cheering and announcers as the Falcons score another touchdown. Mark and Caleb are practically bouncing off the couch, high-fiving and yelling at the screen like they’re actually at the game instead of watching it on a sixty-inch TV. I sink deeper into the leather armchair, nursing my beer and trying to focus on the game instead of Victoria, who’s curled up at the other end of the sectional, her legs tucked underneath her in a way that makes her sundress ride up just enough to reveal a tantalizing glimpse of thigh.

“Did you see that throw?” Caleb whoops, gesturing wildly at the replay. “Right through the defender’s hands! Un-fucking-believable!”

“Language,” Victoria says automatically, but there’s no heat in it. Her eyes meet mine over the rim of her wineglass, and something passes between us—a current of heat that makes my cock stir in my jeans.

It’s been like this all day—these moments, these looks, these reminders of what happened in the bathroom at church. What almost happened in the kitchen before that. The promise Victoria made me last night, hanging in the air between us, unfulfilled but not forgotten.

“That’s game,” Mark says with satisfaction as the Falcons kick the extra point, putting them up by fourteen with just three minutes left. “No way the Panthers come back from that.”

I nod, pretending to care about the game while my mind replays the image of Victoria on her knees in front of me, her lips wrapped around my cock, her eyes looking up at me with absolute hunger. It’s been less than twelve hours since our encounter in the bathroom, but it feels like a lifetime. Every time she crosses her legs, every time she leans forward to reach for the popcorn, every time she laughs at something Caleb says, my body responds like she’s touching me, stroking me, taking me in her mouth.

The Falcons kick off, and the Panthers return it to their own thirty-yard line. Caleb and Mark are still arguing about whether the Falcons should have gone for two, their voices rising and falling with the rhythm of the game. And across the room, Victoria catches my eye again.

This time, there’s no mistaking her intent. She gives me a subtle, almost imperceptible nod toward the kitchen, then rises from the couch with practiced casualness.

“I’m going to grab another drink,” she announces to no one in particular. “Anyone else?”

“Another beer,” Mark says, not looking away from the TV.

“Same,” Caleb adds, equally engrossed.

I wait, counting silently to sixty in my head, giving her time to get to the kitchen before I make my move. My cock is already half-hard at the thought of what’s coming, the blood rushing south so quickly it makes me lightheaded.

“I’ll get them,” I offer, standing up. “Need to stretch my legs anyway.”

Neither of the Hurley men acknowledges me, both focused on the Panthers’ desperate drive down the field. I set my empty bottle on the coffee table and head for the kitchen, my heart hammering against my ribs with each step.

The kitchen is quiet when I enter, the only sound the soft hum of the refrigerator and the distant roar of the crowd from the living room TV. Victoria stands with her back to me, leaning against the granite counter, her wineglass beside her on the island. She doesn’t turn when I come in, but I see her shoulders tense, her back straighten slightly—she knows I’m here.

“Mrs. Hurley,” I say, my voice dropping to the register I use only when we’re alone. “You wanted to see me?”

She turns then, her eyes dark with desire, her lips curved in that smile that makes my stomach flip. “I’ve been thinking about you all day,” she says, her voice low enough that I have to step closer to hear her. “About what you did to me last night.”

My cock jumps at her words, hardening fully in an instant. We’re standing close now, close enough that I can smell her perfume—that expensive, intoxicating scent that’s been driving me crazy since I first arrived. Close enough that I can feel the heat radiating from her body, see the rapid rise and fall of her chest as her breathing quickens.

“I want more,” she says simply. “Now. Here.”

The words send a jolt of electricity straight to my groin. I glance over my shoulder at the kitchen doorway—we’re visible from the living room if anyone bothers to look, but Mark and Caleb are completely engrossed in the game, their voices rising and falling with the action on the screen.

“Are you sure?” I ask, though my body is already moving, pressing forward until my hardening cock is nudging against the soft curve of her ass. “They’re right there.”

She answers by pushing back against me, her ass pressing into my groin with deliberate pressure. “I’ve never been more sure of anything,” she says, reaching behind her to grasp my hip, pulling me even closer.

That’s all the encouragement I need. With a growl that seems to come from somewhere deep in my chest, I spin her around, bending her forward until her palms are flat on the counter. Her sundress is short—too short for what I have in mind—but I make it work, pushing the fabric up around her waist to expose the black lace panties beneath.

“These,” I say, running one finger along the edge of the lace, “are in my way.”

Victoria laughs, the sound rich with anticipation. “Then move them,” she challenges, pushing her ass back against me. “Or are you all talk, Liam?”

With one quick movement, I yank her panties down to mid-thigh, leaving her exposed to the cool air of the kitchen.

“Fuck, you’re so wet,” I breathe, running one hand over the smooth curve of her ass, down to the wet heat between her legs. She’s already soaked—so fucking wet—her inner lips glistening with evidence of her arousal. “So ready for me.”

“Please,” she gasps, pushing back against my hand. “I need you inside me, Liam. Now.”

I shove my pants down just enough to let my dick spring free, already leaking pre-cum like a fucking faucet. The tip glistens, swollen and impatient, nudging against the damp fabric of her panties.

I don’t tease. I don’t ask. I grab her hips and slam into her in one brutal thrust, burying myself to the hilt in one go. Her tight little cunt clamps around me, pulsing like a vice, and she lets out this choked, desperate moan that goes straight to my balls.

The sound she makes—half gasp, half moan—is loud enough to carry to the living room if not for the sudden roar from the TV as the Panthers score a touchdown. Perfect timing. I use the cover of the crowd noise to drive deeper, burying myself to the hilt in one powerful movement that makes Victoria’s entire body tense.

“Fuck, Liam—” she gasps, but I cut her off with another rough push, my hips grinding against her ass as I bottom out inside her.

“Shut up and take it,” I growl, my fingers digging into her flesh hard enough to leave marks. I pull back just enough to feel her walls cling to me, then drive forward again, harder this time, making her tits bounce against the counter.

Her pussy is so fucking tight, so warm, gripping me like she’s trying to milk my cock dry. I can feel every ridge, every flutter of her muscles as she tries to adjust to my size, but I don’t give her a fucking break. I set a brutal pace, pistoning into her with deep, punishing strokes, each one dragging a filthy, wet sound from where we’re joined.

She responds by pushing back against me, taking me even deeper, her inner muscles clenching rhythmically around my shaft. The sensation is incredible—wet heat surrounding me, gripping me, trying to milk me dry with each thrust. I increase my pace, driven by the increasingly desperate sounds coming from her throat, by the sight of her perfect ass bouncing with each impact of my hips against hers.

The kitchen fills with the sound of skin slapping against skin, with our mingled breathing, with the occasional muffled moan when Victoria forgets herself and lets her pleasure show. Each time, I shush her with a hand over her mouth, with a particularly deep thrust that makes her eyes roll back in her head, with whispered threats of what I’ll do if she doesn’t keep quiet.

“They’ll hear,” I warn, though the increasing volume of the game—the Panthers have just recovered an onside kick, apparently—provides perfect cover for our activities. “Try to be quiet, Mrs. Hurley.”

The use of her married name—a reminder of who she is, of who I’m fucking—sends a visible shudder through her body. “Don’t call me that,” she gasps, pushing back against me with renewed vigor. “Not when you’re inside me. I’m Victoria to you. Just Victoria.”

“Victoria,” I correct myself, driving into her with enough force to make the counter shake. “My Victoria.”

The possessive sends another shiver through her, her inner walls clamping down on my cock with unexpected force. “Yes,” she hisses, her voice breaking on the word. “Yours. Only yours.”

Her moans turn into broken little cries, her nails scratching at the countertop as I fuck her like I own her—because I fucking do. Every slap of my hips against her ass echoes through the kitchen, the lewd squelch of her cunt taking me over and over making my dick twitch inside her.

I reach around, my fingers finding her clit, swollen and begging for attention. I rub rough circles over it, making her jerk against me, her walls clamping down even tighter.

“You gonna come already, baby?” I taunt, my voice rough with lust. “Gonna cream all over my cock like the desperate little slut you are?”

She whines, her thighs trembling, and I know she’s close. I fuck her harder, deeper, my balls slapping against her with every thrust, my tip hitting that sweet spot inside her that makes her scream. And then she shatters—her cunt convulsing around me, her back arching as she comes hard, her juices gushing down my shaft.

“Fuck,” I gasp, my control slipping as her body milks me with ruthless efficiency. “Victoria, I’m going to—

“Not yet,” she manages, her voice shaking with the aftershocks of her orgasm. “I want more. Deeper. Harder.”

Who am I to refuse? With a growl that’s equal parts frustration and desire, I resume my thrusts, harder now, more deliberate. The counter creaks beneath us, the glasses in the cabinet rattle with each powerful impact of my hips against her ass. Victoria pushes back against me, meeting me thrust for thrust, her body hungry for more despite the orgasm still rippling through her.

Through the doorway, the sounds of the game continue—the announcers’ excited commentary, the roar of the crowd, Mark and Caleb’s occasional shouts of encouragement or frustration. They have no idea what’s happening just yards away, no clue that Victoria is bent over the kitchen counter, taking my cock like she was made for it, her body shaking with pleasure as I drive her toward another climax.

It’s wrong. So fucking wrong. And yet, as Victoria’s inner walls begin to clench around me again, as her breathing grows more ragged, as her hands clutch desperately at the edge of the counter, I can’t bring myself to care. All that matters is the woman in front of me, the pleasure building between us, the forbidden thrill of doing this where anyone could walk in and catch us.

“Fuck—Liam—” Her voice is ragged, broken, and it only makes me harder. I lean over her, pressing my chest against her back, one hand fisting in her hair to yank her head back. The other snakes around her waist, fingers digging into the soft flesh of her stomach before sliding lower, finding her swollen clit.

“You love this, don’t you?” I growl into her ear, grinding deep inside her, making sure she feels every inch. “Love being my little slut, bent over the kitchen counter like some cheap fucktoy.”

She whimpers, hips bucking against me, and I laugh, low and dark, before pinching her clit between my fingers. She jerks, her pussy clenching around my cock like a vice, and I hiss through my teeth. “Fuck, you’re dripping—gonna come already? Just from my cock stretching you open?”

Victoria moans, her thighs trembling, and I know she’s close. But I’m not done with her yet. I pull out completely, ignoring her frustrated whine, and spin her around. Her tits bounce as I lift her onto the counter, spreading her legs wide, my cock glistening with her arousal.

“Look at you,” I sneer, dragging my thumb through her slick folds before shoving two fingers inside. She gasps, back arching, and I curl them just right, hitting that sweet spot that makes her eyes roll back. “Pathetic. So fucking needy.”

I replace my fingers with my cock in one brutal thrust, and she shrieks, her legs locking around my waist as I fuck her into the counter. The sound of skin slapping skin, her wetness squelching around me, her breathy little moans—it’s fucking obscene. And I love it.

“Gonna fill you up,” I grunt, gripping her thighs hard enough to leave marks. “Gonna pump you so full of cum you’ll feel it dripping out of you for hours.”

Her orgasm hits her like a freight train, her pussy clamping down on me, milking my cock like she’s trying to suck my soul out through it.

I’m not done yet. Her legs are still locked around my waist.

I slam into her, balls-deep in one brutal thrust, and her scream echoes off the fucking walls. She’s so tight, so wet, her walls fluttering around me like she’s trying to milk me dry already. I don’t give her a second to adjust—I pull out halfway, then drive back in, setting a punishing rhythm that has her tits jiggling, her mouth hanging open in a silent scream.

Her legs tighten around me, heels digging into my ass, urging me deeper. “Harder,” she chokes out, and who am I to deny her?

I fuck into her like I’m trying to ruin her for anyone else, each snap of my hips sending her clit grinding against my pelvis. The counter rattles beneath us, dishes clattering, but neither of us gives a fuck.

I lean down, teeth sinking into her shoulder as her nails rake down my back. “Gonna come already, princess?” I taunt, feeling her cunt clench around me. “You’re so fucking easy.”

Her back arches off the counter like she’s possessed, fingers clawing at the sheets like they owe her money. I don’t let up—no mercy, no fucking chivalry—just raw, animalistic thrusts that make her squeal like a pig at slaughter. Every time I bottom out inside her, her cunt squeezes me like a greedy little fist, pulsing around my cock like it’s trying to suck the soul right out of me.

“Fuck—fuck, you’re so tight,” I growl, my voice rough as gravel, hands digging into her hips hard enough to leave bruises. She whimpers, but her legs lock around me like a goddamn vice, heels digging into my ass, begging me to go harder.

And who am I to deny her?

I pull out slowly, just enough to tease, letting her feel every thick inch dragging against her swollen walls before I slam back in, balls-deep, knocking the breath right out of her lungs. Her tits bounce with the force of it, nipples hard as fucking diamonds, and I lean down to bite one, hard, just to hear her scream.

“You like that, you filthy slut?” I snarl, my cock pistoning in and out of her so fast the bed’s rattling against the wall. “You like getting ruined like this?”

She doesn’t answer—just moans, high and desperate, her cunt dripping, soaking my thighs, the sheets, everything. The sound of skin slapping skin is obscene, wet and filthy, and the scent of her—musky, needy—fills the air like perfume.

I grab her throat, not enough to choke, just enough to own, and lean in close, my breath hot against her ear. “You’re gonna take every fucking inch, understand? You’re gonna come on my cock like the desperate little whore you are.”

And god, she does.

Her whole body locks up, her cunt clamping around me like a goddamn vice, milking me for everything I’ve got. I don’t stop—can’t stop—just fuck her through it, grinding deep as she shudders and sobs beneath me.

“That’s it,” I groan, my own release building like a fucking tidal wave. “Take it, take it all!”

She sobs, her body trembling, and I know she’s close. I slide a hand between us, thumb circling her clit in rough, tight circles. “Come on my cock,” I order, and just like that, she shatters—her pussy spasming, juices dripping down my shaft as she screams my name.

I pull my hard cock out of her and watch her slip off the counter and sink to her knees. She’s panting, but there is a look in her eyes. Without a word, she grabs the base of my wet cock and brings it closer to her lips. Is she really going to suck me after all those orgasms?

“You don’t have to,” I manage, though my hips are already moving of their own accord, pushing into her grip. “After what just happened—”

“I want to,” Victoria interrupts, her eyes meeting mine with unexpected intensity.

How can I refuse when she asks like that? I nod, not trusting my voice, and watch as her smile turns triumphant.

She starts slowly, her approach almost teasing. First, just her breath, hot against the sensitive head of my cock. Then the lightest brush of her lips, a barely-there touch that makes my thighs tense with anticipation. Then her tongue, a single, deliberate stroke from base to tip that has me biting the inside of my cheek to keep from moaning.

“Fuck,” I breathe, my hand moving seemingly of its own accord to tangle in her hair. “Victoria, that’s—”

“I know,” she says, her voice rich with satisfaction. “I can feel how much you like it.” To illustrate her point, she takes me into her mouth, just the head at first, her lips forming a tight seal around the sensitive ridge.

The sensation is incredible—wet heat surrounding the most sensitive part of my anatomy, her tongue swirling against the underside of my shaft in a motion that makes my vision blur at the edges. I tighten my grip on her hair, not pushing, just holding, grounding myself in the reality of what’s happening.

Victoria works my cock with surprising skill, her hand twisting on the upstroke as her mouth slides down, taking me deeper with each bob of her head. Her free hand cups my balls, rolling them gently between her fingers as she establishes a rhythm that has me seeing stars.

From the living room, the sounds of the game continue—the announcers’ excited commentary, the occasional shout from Mark or Caleb, the roar of the crowd when something particularly exciting happens. They have no idea what’s happening just yards away, no clue that Victoria is on her knees in front of me, her lips wrapped around my cock, her eyes looking up at me with absolute hunger.

The thought—the forbidden thrill of it—pushes me higher, drives me closer to the edge. My hips begin to move of their own accord, pushing forward into the wet heat of her mouth, then back as she follows, never breaking contact.

“That’s it,” I encourage as she takes me deeper, her throat relaxing to allow me entry past the point where most women would stop. “Take it all, Victoria. You’re doing so fucking good.”

The praise makes her moan around my length, the vibration sending a jolt of pleasure straight to my balls. Her hand moves from my balls to my ass, pulling me forward with each downward movement of her head, urging me deeper into her mouth.

The dual sensation—her mouth on my cock, her hand urging me forward—drives me higher, pushes me closer to the edge. My thighs tremble with the effort of holding back, of not thrusting into her mouth like the desperate, horny college kid I am. But Victoria isn’t making it easy—every moan, every hungry pull of her lips, every scrape of her teeth just shy of painful pushes me further from control.

“I’m close,” I warn, my voice strangled. “Victoria, I’m gonna—”

She pulls off with a wet pop, her lips swollen and glossy with saliva. “Not in my mouth,” she says, her voice rough from the abuse to her throat. “I want to see it. Want to feel it on my face, in my hair. Want to wear it like you’ve marked me.”

The request—explicit, obscene—sends a fresh surge of lust through me, my cock jumping in her grip. “Are you sure?” I manage, though every cell in my body is screaming for exactly what she’s offering.

In answer, she takes me back into her mouth, her movements faster now, more desperate. Her hand replaces her mouth on the upstroke, creating a continuous circuit of pleasure that has me balanced on the edge, my control hanging by the thinnest of threads.

When she pulls off again, it’s with obvious reluctance, her eyes never leaving mine as she positions my cock at face level. “Now,” she commands, her voice husky with desire. “Cum for me, Liam. Show me what you’ve got.”

That’s all the encouragement I need. With a groan that I barely manage to muffle behind my hand, I let go, the first pulse hitting Victoria directly on the cheek, just below her eye. The second lands on her chin, the third across her lips, which part instinctively to catch the salty fluid.

It goes on longer than I expected, pulse after pulse of hot release covering her face in ropes of white. Through it all, Victoria keeps her eyes on mine, her expression one of absolute bliss as my cum marks her, claims her in the most primitive way possible.

When the last tremor finally subsides, we’re both breathing hard, both caught in the aftermath of something that’s gone far beyond physical. Victoria is a mess—my cum on her face, in her hair, on her chest where some has dripped down—and it’s the most erotic thing I’ve ever seen.

“Fuck,” I breathe, reaching down to help her to her feet. “You’re incredible.”

She laughs, the sound rich with satisfaction, and leans forward to press a kiss to my chest, right over my racing heart. “So are you,” she says, her voice soft with an emotion I’m not ready to name. “Now we really do need to get back before they come looking for us.”

The reminder of where we are, of who’s waiting for us just yards away, is enough to kill the afterglow completely. With careful movements, I tuck myself away and zip up, then reach for a paper towel to help clean Victoria’s face.

“We should probably...” I begin, but she cuts me off with a shake of her head.

“Not now,” she says, her voice gentle but firm. “We’ll talk later. When we’re alone.” She takes the paper towel from my hand and finishes the job herself, her movements efficient despite the obvious weakness in her limbs. “For now, we should just get back to the game. Act normal.”

Normal. As if that’s possible after what just happened. As if I can sit on that couch with Mark and Caleb and pretend that I didn’t just fuck Victoria bent over the counter, that she didn’t just swallow me down like I was her last meal, that we’re not caught in something that’s spinning rapidly out of control.

But I nod anyway, because what else can I do? “Yeah. Normal. I can do that.”


Chapter 10

The afternoon sun glints off the drone’s sleek black body as it hovers twenty feet above the Hurleys’ expansive backyard. My fingers move with practiced ease over the controller, guiding it through a smooth arc that sends it soaring over the swimming pool, then banking sharply to avoid the oak tree at the property’s edge. Caleb whoops with delight beside me, his face lit with the pure, uncomplicated joy that’s been his trademark since we were kids.

“Holy shit, that was amazing!” he crows, grabbing my shoulder with one hand and pointing with the other. “Do the flip again! The one where it goes upside down!”

I nod, already working the controls to position the drone for the maneuver. “You sure? This thing wasn’t cheap. If I crash it—”

“You won’t,” Caleb says with absolute confidence. “You’ve got the touch, man. Always have.”

The faith in his voice makes something twist in my chest. This is why Caleb Hurley has been my best friend since third grade. He sees the best in people, expects the best from them. Even when they don’t deserve it.

Especially then.

“Here goes nothing,” I mutter, pushing the left joystick forward while simultaneously hitting the flip command. The drone responds instantly, its rotors whining as it shoots upward, then executes a perfect barrel roll that leaves it hovering fifteen feet above the ground, directly in front of us.

Caleb’s reaction is everything I hoped for—eyes wide, mouth open in an “O” of delighted surprise, hands raised in a double fist pump that would be embarrassing if it weren’t so genuinely him. “That was fucking epic!” he shouts, loud enough that the neighbors three houses down could probably hear. “Do it again! Higher this time!”

I laugh despite the knot of guilt forming in my stomach. “One more,” I agree, already guiding the drone back to starting position. “Then we should probably check the footage. The camera on this thing is supposed to be—”

“Insane,” Caleb finishes for me. “4K resolution, 60 frames per second. You could probably count the leaves on that tree from a hundred feet up.” He drops onto the grass, stretching his legs out in front of him and leaning back on his elbows. “My dad was pissed when he found out how much I spent, you know. Said it was ‘excessive’ for a Christmas gift.” He makes air quotes with his fingers, his expression doing a perfect impression of Mark’s perpetual frown. “Mom talked him down, though. Said you’re basically family at this point.”

The mention of Victoria sends a fresh wave of guilt crashing through me. Less than two hours ago, I had her bent over the kitchen counter, my cock buried to the hilt inside her as she came with my hand clamped over her mouth. And now I’m flying the drone her son gave me, laughing with him like nothing’s changed, like I’m not fucking his mother every chance I get.

“She’s always been good at that,” I say carefully, keeping my eyes fixed on the drone as I guide it through another series of maneuvers. “Knowing what people need before they do.”

“Yeah,” Caleb agrees, his voice taking on a note of affection that makes my stomach turn. “She’s the best. Dad doesn’t deserve her, you know? Always working, always checking his phone, even on Christmas.” He picks at a blade of grass, his focus suddenly elsewhere. “Sometimes I wonder why she stays with him.”

The question—innocent, genuine—hangs in the air between us, loaded with implications I’m not ready to examine. Does Caleb suspect something? Has he noticed the looks Victoria and I exchange when we think no one’s watching? The casual touches that last a beat too long? The way we find reasons to be in the same room, even when there’s no reason to be?

But when I glance at him, his expression is open, concerned rather than accusatory. He’s just a kid worried about his parents’ marriage, looking for reassurance from his oldest friend. Not a detective closing in on the truth.

“I’m sure they have their reasons,” I say, the words feeling like ash in my mouth. “Relationships are complicated, you know? There’s usually more going on than people see from the outside.”

Caleb nods, apparently satisfied with this non-answer. “Yeah, I guess. Still. You should have seen her face when you opened those presents this morning. Like, actually happy, not the fake smile she does when Dad’s around.” He shrugs, clearly embarrassed by this glimpse into his family’s dynamics. “Anyway. Show me how to do the flip thing. I want to try before it gets dark.”

I hand over the controller, grateful for the change of subject. “It’s all in the timing,” I explain, positioning myself behind him so I can guide his hands. “You need to push forward and hit the command at exactly the same time, or it’ll just shoot up without flipping.”

We spend the next twenty minutes like that—me teaching, Caleb learning, the drone executing increasingly impressive maneuvers as he gets the hang of the controls. It should be fun—is fun, on some level—but the guilt never quite fades, a constant background hum beneath the laughter and shouted instructions.

Every time Caleb smiles at me, all I can think about is Victoria’s face as she came, her expression transformed by pleasure. Every time he high-fives me after a successful maneuver, I remember the feel of her lips around my cock, the way she looked up at me with absolute hunger in her eyes. Every casual touch, every shared laugh, every moment of genuine connection is shadowed by the knowledge of what I’m doing behind his back, of how completely I’m betraying the trust he’s placed in me since we were kids.

“Earth to Liam,” Caleb says, waving a hand in front of my face. “You with me, man? You totally spaced out for a second there.”

I blink, forcing myself back to the present. “Sorry. Just thinking about... stuff.” I gesture vaguely at the drone, which is currently executing a perfect hover ten feet above the pool. “You’re getting really good at this. Another few days and you’ll be better than me.”

He beams at the praise, his face lighting up with the simple pleasure of being good at something. “Nah. You’ve got the magic touch. Always have.” He hands the controller back to me with a flourish. “Your turn. Show me something I haven’t seen yet.”

I take the controls, already planning my next move—a complex series of flips and dives that will showcase the drone’s capabilities while keeping it well away from anything it could damage. But as I’m positioning it for the maneuver, a sudden gust of wind catches the lightweight frame, sending it veering dangerously close to the house.

“Shit!” Caleb yelps, jumping to his feet. “The window!”

I’m already reacting, my fingers moving over the controls with practiced precision, guiding the drone away from the floor-to-ceiling windows of the living room and back toward the open yard. It’s a close call—the drone passes within inches of the glass—but I manage to stabilize it, bringing it to a hover safely in the center of the lawn.

“Holy fuck,” Caleb breathes, his hand on his chest like he’s trying to keep his heart from jumping out. “That was way too close. My dad would have murdered us if we’d broken that window. It’s, like, antique or something.”

“Sorry,” I mutter, carefully landing the drone a safe distance from the house. “Wind caught it. I should have been paying better attention.”

He shrugs, the near-disaster already forgotten. “No harm done. Besides, that recovery was badass. One second it’s about to crash, the next it’s totally stable. How’d you do that?”

The question should make me feel good. Instead, it just deepens the pit in my stomach. Because the truth is, I wasn’t paying attention. I was too busy thinking about Victoria, about her body, about the way she moaned when I was inside her. Too distracted by memories of our encounter to focus on the simple task of flying a toy.

“It’s just practice,” I say, avoiding his eyes. “You’ll get the hang of it.”

We spend another half hour with the drone, taking turns with the controller, experimenting with different maneuvers and camera angles. Caleb is a quick study, his natural coordination making up for his lack of experience. By the time the sun begins to set, painting the backyard in shades of gold and pink, he’s executing flips and dives that would have been impossible an hour ago.

“This is the best gift ever, dude,” he says as we pack up the drone, his voice warm with genuine gratitude. “Seriously. Thanks for coming this weekend. It wouldn’t be the same without you.”

The guilt, when it finally hits, is like a physical blow—a sucker punch to the gut that leaves me breathless and disoriented. How can I sit here, laughing with the guy who’s been my best friend since we were kids, when I’m fucking his married mother every chance I get. How can I accept his thanks, his friendship, his trust, when I’m actively betraying him in the most fundamental way possible?

“Hey,” Caleb says, his expression concerned. “You okay? You look kinda weird all of a sudden.”

I force a smile, hoping it looks more convincing than it feels. “Yeah. Just... tired, I guess. It’s been a long day.”


Chapter 11

I wake with a gasp, my body responding before my brain fully registers what’s happening. There’s a warm, wet pressure around my cock, a suction that makes my hips buck involuntarily as pleasure shoots up my spine. My eyes fly open to find a head of chestnut hair between my legs, lips stretched around my shaft, a pair of knowing hazel eyes looking up at me with unmistakable hunger.

“What the—” I start, but the words die in my throat as Chloe—Victoria’s sister—pulls off my cock with a wet pop that echoes in the quiet room.

“Surprise,” she says, her voice husky with desire. Her hand replaces her mouth, stroking me with firm, deliberate movements that make it hard to think straight. “You’ve been sleeping for almost two hours. I got bored waiting for you to wake up.”

I blink, trying to process what’s happening. The last thing I remember is collapsing onto the bed after helping Victoria with dinner cleanup, exhausted from the emotionally draining afternoon with Caleb. Now Chloe is in my room—in my bed—with my cock in her hand, looking at me like I’m the answer to every dirty fantasy she’s ever had.

“How did you—” I begin, but she cuts me off with a squeeze that makes my vision blur.

“The door was unlocked,” she says with a shrug that makes her breasts bounce enticingly beneath her thin sweater.

Before I can reply, Chloe is reaching for something on the floor beside the bed—a small black bag I didn’t notice until now.

“I brought toys,” she says, her voice taking on a note of excitement that makes my cock jump in her grip. “I hope you don’t mind.”

From the bag, she produces two items that make my mouth go dry: a black leather dog collar and a pair of fuzzy pink handcuffs. They’re clearly props—the kind you’d find in an adult novelty store rather than a serious BDSM supply shop—but the sight of them, combined with the hungry look in Chloe’s eyes, sends a fresh surge of blood to my groin.

“I’ve had a fantasy,” she continues, her voice dropping to that register that makes my skin prickle with awareness. “For a long time. About being taken. Controlled. Used.” Her eyes never leave mine as she speaks, her hand still working my cock with practiced skill. “I thought, since you’re here... maybe we could play?”

The question hangs in the air between us, loaded with implications I’m not ready to examine. On the one hand, this is Victoria’s sister. On the other hand, Chloe’s a smoking hot MILF who is currently on her knees between my legs, her hand wrapped around my cock, her eyes dark with a hunger that matches my own.

And really, after the day I’ve had—after fucking Victoria in the kitchen, after the guilt-ridden afternoon with Caleb, after the constant, low-grade panic of wondering when it’s all going to come crashing down—don’t I deserve a little mindless pleasure? A chance to lose myself in sensation without worrying about consequences or complications?

“Put them on me,” Chloe says, her voice taking on a note of command that surprises me. “The collar first, then the cuffs. Hands behind my back.”

It’s the authority in her voice—the clear expectation that I’ll do exactly as she says—that finally pushes me over the edge. With a growl that seems to come from somewhere deep in my chest, I sit up and take the collar from her hand.

“You’re sure?” I ask, my voice rough with desire. “Once I put this on, I’m in charge. You do what I say, when I say it. No arguments, no negotiations.” The words feel strange in my mouth—I’ve never been the dominant type, have always preferred partners who know what they want and aren’t afraid to ask for it—but something about Chloe brings out a side of me I didn’t know existed.

Her answer is to lean forward, presenting the back of her neck to me with a grace that speaks of practice. “I’m sure,” she says, her voice steady despite the rapid rise and fall of her chest. “I’ve never been more sure of anything.”

That’s all the encouragement I need. With careful movements, I fasten the collar around her neck, adjusting it until it sits comfortably against her skin. The leather is soft, supple—expensive, not the cheap novelty store prop I initially thought. This is the real deal, purchased by someone who knows exactly what they’re doing.

“Hands,” I command, surprised by how natural it feels to take control. “Behind your back.”

Chloe complies instantly, crossing her wrists at the small of her back with a fluid movement that suggests she’s done this before. I take the handcuffs—which, unlike the collar, are definitely props, the fuzzy pink covering the metal beneath—and secure them around her wrists, making sure they’re tight enough to hold but not so tight they’ll cut off circulation.

“There,” I say, sitting back to admire my handiwork. “How does it feel?”

The question is rhetorical—the flush on her cheeks, the rapid rise and fall of her chest, the visible wet spot forming on the front of her leggings tell me everything I need to know—but she answers anyway.

“Perfect,” she breathes, her eyes never leaving mine. “I’ve never felt more...” She pauses, searching for the right word. “Free. Which is crazy, right? Being restrained, collared like an animal, and I’ve never felt more like myself.”

I understand exactly what she means. There’s something liberating about stepping outside yourself, about embracing a role that’s the complete opposite of who you usually are. For Chloe, it’s submission, surrendering control to someone else. For me, it’s dominance, taking charge in a way I never have before.

“We’re going to have to be quiet,” I remind her, glancing at the closed door. “The walls in this place aren’t exactly soundproof.”

She nods, a movement made awkward by her position. “I can be quiet,” she promises, her voice taking on that husky quality that makes my cock jump. “Unless you want me to be loud. In which case, I can be very, very loud.”

With a growl that’s equal parts frustration and desire, I grab the front of her sweater and yank her forward until she’s sprawled across my lap, her face inches from mine.

“You talk too much,” I tell her, my voice barely recognizable to my own ears. “I think I need to find a better use for that mouth.”

Before she can respond, I’m flipping her over, bending her forward until her chest is pressed against the mattress and her ass is presented to me, still covered by the thin fabric of her leggings. With one quick movement, I yank them down to mid-thigh, leaving her exposed to the cool air of the bedroom.

“Fuck, you’re sexy,” I breathe, running one hand over the smooth curve of her ass. “So perfect.”

Chloe makes a sound—half laugh, half moan—and pushes back against my hand. “Less talking, more fucking,” she says, her voice muffled by the comforter. “Unless you’re all talk, Liam?”

The use of my name—not “baby” or “sir” the way I’d expect given the scenario, but my actual name—sends a jolt of electricity straight to my groin. With a growl that seems to come from somewhere deep in my chest, I position myself behind her, my cock nudging against her entrance.

“You want to be fucked?” I ask, my voice rough with desire. “Then beg for it. Show me how much you want it.”

It’s a line straight out of the pornos Caleb and I used to watch in high school, the kind of thing that should make us both laugh with its ridiculousness. Instead, it makes Chloe shudder, her inner walls clenching around nothing as a visible pulse of pleasure runs through her body.

“Please,” she gasps, the word breaking on a moan. “Please fuck me, Liam. I need it. Need you. Need to feel you inside me, stretching me, filling me completely.”

With one smooth thrust, I bury myself to the hilt inside her, the sensation so intense I have to bite my lip to keep from crying out.

“Holy shit,” Chloe hisses, her entire body tensing as she adjusts to my size. “You’re so fucking big. So deep.”

I give her a moment, my hands gripping her hips hard enough to leave marks, my breath coming in short, ragged gasps as I fight for control. The sensation is overwhelming—wet heat surrounding me, gripping me, trying to milk me dry with each pulse of her inner muscles. It’s all I can do not to come right then and there, to empty myself inside her without giving her the pleasure she deserves.

When I finally begin to move, it’s with careful, measured strokes—in to the hilt, out until just the head remains, then back in again. Each thrust draws a soft sound from Chloe’s lips, each retreat leaves her pushing back against me, trying to pull me deeper.

“You feel amazing,” I tell her, one hand moving from her hip to the small of her back, urging her to arch deeper. “So fucking tight around me.”

She responds by pushing back against me, taking me even deeper, her inner muscles clenching rhythmically around my shaft. The sensation is incredible—wet heat surrounding me, gripping me, trying to milk me dry with each thrust. I increase my pace, driven by the increasingly desperate sounds coming from her throat, by the sight of her perfect ass bouncing with each impact of my hips against hers.

I slam into her, balls-deep, and Chloe’s back arches like a fucking bowstring. Her ass slaps against my hips, the sound wet, loud, obscene. I grab her hips, my fingers digging into her soft flesh as I yank her back onto me. She’s so goddamn tight, her pussy clenching around my cock like a greedy little mouth trying to suck me dry.

From somewhere downstairs, the sounds of the household continue—the faint murmur of the TV, an occasional burst of laughter, the distant clatter of dishes being washed. They have no idea what’s happening just one floor up, no clue that Chloe is bent over my bed, taking my cock with abandon, her body shaking with pleasure as I drive her toward climax.

The thought pushes me higher, drives me closer to the edge. My hips begin to move of their own accord, pushing forward into the wet heat of her body, then back as she follows, never breaking contact.

Her head is buried in the sheets, her perfect ass bouncing with every thrust. Her skin’s slick with sweat, shining under the dim light. My cock throbs, pulsing inside her, the heat of her cunt burning me up. I can’t stop. I don’t want to.

“Harder,” Chloe gasps, her voice breaking on the word. “Please, Liam. I need—”

Whatever she needs is lost as I grab the back of her collar, using it as a leash to pull her head back. The position changes the angle, allows me to go even deeper, to hit the spot inside her that makes her see stars. From the way her entire body tenses, from the broken moan that escapes her lips, I’ve found exactly what I’m looking for.

“There?” I ask, maintaining the pressure on the collar as I thrust into her again, directly hitting that same spot.

Her answer is a wordless cry, her inner walls clamping down on my cock with enough force to make my vision blur. “Yes,” she manages when she can speak again, her voice shaking with the effort. “There. God, yes. Don’t stop. Please don’t stop.”

As if I could. As if anything short of the building collapsing around us could tear me away from the wet heat of her body, from the perfect rhythm we’ve established. I tighten my grip on the collar, using it to control not just her head but the depth and angle of each thrust.

Every drag of my cock out of her feels like torture, every slam back in, a fucking reward. She’s whimpering, her voice muffled by the sheets, but I hear it. That desperate little sound that tells me she’s close. Fuck, I’m close too.

Her cunt’s dripping, juices coating my shaft, dripping down my balls. I reach forward, grab a fistful of her hair, and yank her head back. She gasps, her mouth falling open, and I lean down, growling in her ear.

“You like that, slut? You like taking my cock like this?”

She moans, nodding, her body trembling. I can feel her pussy clenching tighter, her muscles spasming around me. I ram into her harder, faster, my balls slapping against her clit. She’s screaming now, her body shaking as she comes.

The dual sensation—the wet heat of her around my cock, the firm pressure of the leather against my palm—drives me higher, pushes me closer to the edge. My thighs tremble with the effort of holding back, of not thrusting into her like the desperate, horny college kid I am. But Chloe isn’t making it easy—every moan, every hungry push of her hips, every contraction of her inner muscles pushes me further from control.

“I’m close,” I warn, my voice strangled. “Chloe, I’m gonna—”

My thrusts become harder, more focused, aimed directly at the spot inside her that makes her see stars. My fingers work in counterpoint to my cock, circling her clit with firm, deliberate strokes that have her trembling beneath me.

The combined sensation is too much for her. With a cry that I quickly muffle with my hand over her mouth, Chloe comes, her entire body tensing as pleasure crashes through her system. Her inner walls clamp down on my cock with enough force to make my vision blur, trying to milk me dry with each powerful contraction.

Her first orgasm is still rippling through her when I flip her onto her back, her body trembling beneath mine as I settle between her spread legs. The collar is still around her neck, the leather dark against her flushed skin, a visible reminder of the power I have over her—power she’s given me willingly, eagerly. Her eyes are half-lidded, her lips parted and slightly swollen from biting them to stay quiet. She looks thoroughly, completely fucked—and we’re just getting started.

“You’re not done,” I tell her, my voice dropping to that register that makes her breath catch. “I’m not done with you yet, Chloe.”

She shakes her head, the movement made awkward by her position. “I can’t,” she gasps, her voice rough from the cries she couldn’t quite suppress. “It’s too much. I’m too sensitive.”

I smile, the expression feeling strange on my face—predatory, almost feral. “You can,” I say, reaching between us to circle her clit with one finger. “And you will. As many times as I want.”

The touch, light as it is, makes her entire body jerk, a broken sound escaping her lips. “Liam, please,” she manages, though whether she’s begging me to stop or continue isn’t clear from her tone. “I just came. I need a minute.”

“You don’t get to decide that,” I remind her, increasing the pressure of my finger slightly. “I decide when you’re done. And right now?” I lean down, my breath hot against her ear. “You’re nowhere near done.”

Before she can respond, I’m moving down her body, trailing kisses along the sensitive skin of her neck, the valley between her breasts, the flat plane of her stomach. Each touch draws a reaction from her—a gasp, a moan, a shudder—evidence of the sensitivity she claims is too much.

When I reach the junction of her thighs, I pause, breathing in the musky scent of her arousal mixed with the sharper note of my release. The sight of her—pink and swollen, my cum leaking from her entrance—sends a fresh surge of blood to my groin, my cock hardening again despite the intense orgasm I just had.

“So beautiful,” I murmur, running one finger through the wetness, gathering it on my fingertip. “So fucking perfect.”

Chloe makes a sound—half laugh, half moan—and pushes her hips up, seeking more contact. “If you’re going to torture me,” she says, her voice steadier now, “at least make it worth my while.”

The challenge in her voice—the clear implication that she wants to be pushed, wants to be taken to the point where resistance is impossible—sends a fresh surge of blood to my groin. With a growl that’s equal parts frustration and desire, I lower my head and replace my finger with my mouth.

The taste of her—salt and sweetness and something uniquely hers—fills my senses as my tongue makes first contact with her clit. She jerks beneath me, a loud, broken moan escaping her lips before she can stop it. My hand flies to cover her mouth, but it’s too late—the sound echoes in the quiet room, definitely audible to anyone passing in the hallway.

“Quiet,” I hiss, though my tongue doesn’t stop its relentless circles. “Unless you want everyone in the house to know exactly what we’re doing.”

She nods, the movement awkward with my hand still covering her mouth, and bites her lip when I remove it. The sight of her—trying so hard to be quiet, to keep her pleasure contained—only makes me more determined to break her control.

I return to my task with renewed focus, my tongue circling her clit with firm, deliberate strokes that have her thighs trembling on either side of my head. One hand moves to her breast, squeezing the soft flesh through the thin fabric of her sweater, pinching her nipple between my fingers.

The sensation—my mouth on her clit, my hand on her breast—drives her higher, pushes her closer to the edge. Her breathing grows more ragged, her hips beginning to move of their own accord, seeking more pressure, more contact, more everything.

“That’s it,” I encourage as her inner muscles begin to pulse around nothing, her body responding to my continued attention despite the orgasm still rippling through her. “Let go, Chloe. Come for me again.”

She shakes her head, her eyes wide with a mixture of pleasure and disbelief. “I can’t,” she gasps, though her body is already betraying her, her inner muscles beginning to clench in rhythm with the circles of my tongue. “It’s too much. I just—”

Whatever protest she was going to make is lost as I change tactics, replacing the broad strokes of my tongue with firmer, more focused pressure directly on her clit. At the same time, I slip two fingers inside her, curling them to hit the spot that made her see stars earlier.

The combined sensation is too much. With a cry that I quickly muffle with my hand over her mouth, Chloe comes, her entire body tensing as pleasure crashes through her system. Her inner walls clamp down on my fingers with enough force to make my knuckles ache, trying to milk them dry with each powerful contraction.

“Fuck,” I gasp, my own arousal building as I watch her fall apart beneath me. “That’s it. Take it, Chloe. All of it.”

It goes on longer than I expected, pulse after pulse of pleasure radiating outward from her core. Her back arches off the bed, her head thrown back, her lips parted in a silent cry as the second orgasm tears through her with even more force than the first.

When the last tremor finally subsides, she collapses back onto the mattress, her chest rising and falling with each quick breath. A strand of chestnut hair has come loose from her ponytail, falling across her face in a way that makes my cock, which should be completely spent after the intense orgasm I just had, stir with renewed interest.

“Holy shit,” she breathes, her voice shaky with lingering pleasure. “That was...”

“Incredible,” I finish for her, pressing a kiss to the inside of her thigh. “And we’re just getting started.”

Her eyes fly open, widening with a mixture of arousal and disbelief. “You can’t be serious,” she says, though the way her body responds to my continued touches—the slight arch of her back, the involuntary clench of her inner muscles around my still-present fingers—tells me she’s anything but opposed to the idea. “I just came twice. I’m not sure I can—”

“You can,” I interrupt, my voice taking on that note of command that makes her breath catch. “And you will. One more time, Chloe. For me.”

The request makes her shudder, her inner walls clenching around my fingers as a visible pulse of pleasure runs through her body.

“Please,” she gasps, the word breaking on a moan. “I need—I can’t—”

Before she can finish her sentence, I’m pushing forward, breaching her entrance in one smooth thrust that drives the air from her lungs in a loud, unmistakable moan. My hand flies to cover her mouth, but it’s too late—the sound echoes in the small room, definitely audible to anyone in the hallway.

“Quiet,” I hiss, though my hips don’t stop their relentless pace. “Unless you want Victoria to hear exactly what we’re doing.”

The mention of Victoria—the casual reference to her friend, to the woman I’m currently fucking behind her husband’s back—sends a visible shudder through Chloe’s body. Her inner walls clamp down on my cock with unexpected force, her hips pushing up to meet my thrusts with renewed vigor.

Her nails dig into my shoulders, her legs lock around my waist, her inner muscles clench around my cock with each thrust. “Yes,” she hisses, her voice breaking on the word. “That’s it. Fuck me like you fuck Victoria. Show me what she gets that I don’t.”

It’s a challenge I’m more than willing to meet. With a growl that seems to come from somewhere deep in my chest, I flip us over, putting Chloe on top without breaking our connection. The new position allows me to go even deeper, to hit the spot inside her that makes her see stars.

“Ride me,” I command, my hands finding her hips, guiding her movements. “Show me how badly you want it, Chloe. How much you need it.”

Chloe’s thighs clamp around my hips, her cunt so fucking wet I can hear it—that slick, filthy squelch every time she slams herself down onto me. The leash around her throat pulls taut as she arches back, her tits bouncing, nipples hard as little pebbles begging to be bitten. Her hands are cuffed behind her back, wrists twisting in the metal, and fuck if that doesn’t make me even harder. Helpless. Mine.

The sight of her—on top, in control but still collared, still mine—pushes me higher, drives me closer to the edge. My hands move from her hips to her breasts, squeezing the soft flesh through the thin fabric of her sweater, pinching her nipples between my fingers.

She rides me like she’s punishing us both, taking every inch of my cock like she was built for it. The head catches on her tight little entrance before she drops, swallowing me whole, her pussy clenching like a greedy fist. I can feel her walls ripple around me, fluttering, sucking me deeper like she’s trying to milk me dry already.

“Fuck, Liam—” Her voice is a broken moan, the leash jerking as she gasps. I tighten my grip on it, yanking just enough to make her choke, just enough to see her eyes roll back. Her pussy spasms, drenching my cock even more, and I groan, hips bucking up to meet her.

“That’s it, take it,” I growl, my free hand slapping her ass hard enough to leave a mark. She whimpers, but her cunt grips me tighter, her body betraying how much she loves it. I can see the slick shine of her arousal coating my shaft, dripping down onto my balls. Fuck, she’s messy. Perfect.

She grinds down, circling her hips, rubbing her clit against me in slow, torturous circles. I can feel her swollen little bud dragging against my base, and I know she’s close. Her breath comes in ragged pants, her tits heaving, the leash pulling her throat into a delicious curve.

“I’m close,” she gasps, her voice shaking with the effort. “So close, Liam. Please don’t stop.”

“You gonna come all over my cock like a good girl?” I snarl, giving the leash another sharp tug. She nods frantically, her pussy clenching like a vice, and I slam up into her, burying myself to the hilt. “Do it. Come for me, you filthy little slut.”

It’s the most erotic thing I’ve ever seen—Chloe coming apart above me, completely lost in pleasure, taking exactly what she needs without hesitation or shame. The sight of it, combined with the wet heat of her around me, the rhythmic contractions of her inner muscles, pushes me to the edge of my control.

“I’m going to come,” I warn, my voice strangled. “Chloe, I can’t—”

“Wait,” she gasps, somehow finding the strength to lift herself off my cock despite the orgasm still rippling through her. “Not inside. I want to see it. Want to feel it. Cum on my face”

Before I can respond, she’s on her knees between my legs. She’s gotten her handcuffs off somehow.

And then she’s leaning forward, her mouth wrapping around the head of my cock in a wet, hot seal that makes my thighs tremble with the effort of holding back. But she doesn’t take me deeper, doesn’t establish the rhythm that would push me over the edge. Instead, she pulls off with a wet pop that echoes in the quiet room, her eyes never leaving mine as she reaches for something on the floor beside the bed.

It’s a bowl—a small ceramic dish with a dog’s face painted on the bottom. A water bowl, I realize with a jolt of surprise. For the Hurleys’ golden retriever, who’s currently at a kennel for the holidays.

“This,” Chloe says, placing the bowl directly beneath my cock, which is now leaking precum in anticipation of release. “I want you to come in this. Then I want to wear it. Like you’ve marked me. Like I’m yours.”

The request sends a fresh surge of lust through me, my cock jumping in her grip. “You’re sure?” I manage, though every cell in my body is screaming for exactly what she’s offering.

In answer, she takes me back into her mouth, her movements faster now, more desperate. Her hand replaces her mouth on the upstroke, creating a continuous circuit of pleasure that has me balanced on the edge, my control hanging by the thinnest of threads.

When she pulls off again, it’s with obvious reluctance, her eyes never leaving mine as she positions the bowl directly beneath the head of my cock. “Now,” she commands, her voice husky with desire. “Cum for me, Liam. Show me what you’ve got.”

That’s all the encouragement I need. With a groan that I barely manage to muffle behind my hand, I let go, the first pulse hitting the bottom of the bowl with enough force to make a audible splat. The second follows immediately, then the third, each adding to the small pool of white rapidly forming in the ceramic dish.

It goes on longer than I expected, pulse after pulse of hot release filling the bowl as Chloe watches with undisguised fascination. Her hand never stops moving, milking every last drop from my trembling body with ruthless efficiency.

When the last tremor finally subsides, we’re both breathing hard, both caught in the aftermath of something that’s gone far beyond physical. I’m exhausted, my limbs heavy with post-orgasmic lethargy, my mind pleasantly empty of everything except the sight of Chloe kneeling between my legs, the bowl of my cum clutched in her hands like it’s something precious.

“Perfect,” she breathes, her eyes never leaving mine as she raises the bowl to face level. “Absolutely perfect.”

And then, with a deliberate movement that sends a fresh surge of blood to my already softening cock, she dips two fingers into the bowl and brings them to her face, smearing the white fluid across her cheek in a streak that runs from temple to jaw.

“Oh fuck,” I gasp, my voice barely recognizable to my own ears. “Chloe, that’s—”

“Incredible,” she finishes for me, already reaching for more. “It’s so hot, Liam. So fucking hot.”

She continues the process with methodical precision—dip, smear, repeat—until her face is covered in a mask of my release, white streaks contrasting with her flushed skin, a drop hanging from her chin ready to fall. Through it all, her eyes never leave mine, her expression one of absolute bliss as she marks herself with my cum.

When the bowl is finally empty, she sets it carefully on the nightstand, then leans forward, her cum-covered face inches from mine. “How do I look?” she asks, her voice steady despite the rapid rise and fall of her chest.

“Fucking beautiful,” I tell her honestly, reaching up to brush a strand of hair from her forehead. “The most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen.”

She smiles, the expression transforming her cum-streaked face into something almost transcendent. “Good,” she says, pressing a quick kiss to my lips before sitting back on her heels. “Because that’s exactly how I wanted to feel. Beautiful. Used. Yours.”

The confession makes my chest tight with an emotion I’m not ready to examine. “We should probably clean up,” I say, avoiding the implied question in her eyes. “Before someone comes looking for us.”

Chloe nods, apparently satisfied with changing the subject. “Bathroom’s across the hall,” she says, already reaching for a tissue to begin the process. “I’ll meet you there in two minutes. Help you get cleaned up.”


Chapter 12

I’m sprawled across my bed, still trying to process everything that happened today—the breakfast table handjob extravaganza, the church bathroom encounter with Avery, and now Chloe. My body is deliciously sore, my mind still hazy from the multiple orgasms, but there’s a nagging sense of guilt settling in my stomach like a cold stone. I’ve fucked my best friend’s mother, his girlfriend, and now his mother’s friend—all in the span of less than twenty-four hours. This is definitely a new record.

I run my hands through my hair, staring at the ceiling and wondering how the hell I’m going to face Caleb at breakfast tomorrow. He has no idea that while he was teaching me to fly his new drone, I was fucking his girlfriend in the church bathroom hours earlier. Or that I’ve been fucking his mother in the kitchen yesterday while he and his dad were watching the football game in the next room.

My cock gives a half-hearted twitch at the memory. Even after coming twice with Chloe, there’s something about the forbidden nature of it all that keeps me on edge, hungry for more. I’m turning into a fucking addict, and these women are my drug of choice.

There’s a soft knock on the door—so light I almost miss it. Before I can answer, the door opens just enough for Victoria to slip inside. She closes it quietly behind her, her movements careful and deliberate. When she turns to face me, my heart drops. Her eyes are cold, her mouth set in a thin line of barely contained fury. This isn’t the Victoria who was on her knees for me in the kitchen yesterday. This is someone else entirely—someone dangerous.

“I can’t believe him,” she seethes, her voice a low whisper that somehow conveys more rage than a scream would. “I can’t believe Mark had the audacity to bring his mistress into my house for Christmas.”

The words hit me like a physical blow. “His what?”

“His mistress,” Victoria repeats, her voice dripping with contempt. “Courtney. The woman he’s been fucking for the past six months. The woman he thought I didn’t know about.” Her laugh is sharp, brittle. “As if I wouldn’t notice the late nights at the ‘office.’ As if I wouldn’t see the hotel receipts in his jacket pocket.”

Before I can respond, there’s a sound from the next room—the guest room where Courtney is staying. A low, rhythmic creaking of bed springs, followed by a muffled voice—Mark’s, unmistakable even through the wall—and a woman’s high, breathy giggle.

Is Mark really fucking his mistress in his house? I know this is a mansion, but his fucking wife is home.

Victoria freezes, her head turning toward the sound with the focused intensity of a predator. A slow, wicked smile spreads across her face, transforming her from furious to dangerous in the space of a heartbeat.

“Well,” she purrs, her eyes glinting with dangerous fire as she turns back to me. “Two can play at that game.”

The implication is clear. My cock, which should be completely spent after the day I’ve had, gives a traitorous jump of interest. “Victoria,” I say carefully, “are you sure? If they hear us—”

“That’s the point,” she interrupts, already moving toward the bed. “I want him to hear. I want him to know exactly what he’s missing.” She reaches the edge of the bed and places one knee on the mattress, then the other, crawling toward me with a grace that makes my mouth go dry. “And I want you to make me scream, Liam. Louder than she’s ever been in her life.”

The challenge in her voice—the clear expectation that I’ll rise to the occasion despite my physical exhaustion—sends a fresh surge of blood to my groin. By the time she reaches me, my cock is fully hard, straining against the front of my boxers with obvious interest.

“Take these off,” she commands, tugging at the elastic waistband. “I want to see you.”

I comply without hesitation, lifting my hips to allow her to pull the boxers down and off. My cock springs free, already leaking pre-cum at the tip despite the fact that I’ve come three times today. Victoria’s eyes darken at the sight, her tongue darting out to wet her lips in a gesture that’s almost unconscious.

“Fuck, you’re beautiful,” she breathes, wrapping one hand around my shaft. Her touch is electric, sending jolts of pleasure up my spine despite how many times I’ve been touched today. “So big. So hard. All for me.”

The possessive note in her voice makes my balls tighten with anticipation. I reach for her, my hands finding the hem of her nightgown and pushing it up until I can see the black lace panties underneath. “You too,” I tell her, my voice already rough with desire. “So fucking perfect.”

She smiles, a private expression that’s equal parts wicked and wanton, and leans down to press her lips to mine. The kiss is nothing like the tender ones we’ve shared before. This is all teeth and tongue and desperate hunger, her hand never stopping its relentless stroke of my cock as she devours my mouth.

From the next room, the sounds have grown more intense—the bed creaking faster now, Mark’s voice rising in volume as he clearly approaches his climax. Victoria pulls back from the kiss, her eyes meeting mine with a challenge I can’t possibly refuse.

“Fuck me,” she says, her voice steady despite the rapid rise and fall of her chest. “Fuck me like you mean it, Liam. Make me louder than her. Make him regret every second he’s spent with her.”

I don’t fucking wait. My hands are on her before she can blink, grabbing her hips, flipping her onto her back like she’s nothing. Her nightgown bunches up around her waist, that flimsy shit doing nothing to hide her. Her panties—fuck me—are soaked through, the thin fabric plastered to her cunt, clinging to her puffy lips like it’s begging to be ripped off.

“These,” I say, running one finger along the edge of the lace, “are in my way.”

Victoria laughs, the sound rich with anticipation. “Then move them,” she challenges, pushing her hips up in clear invitation. “Or are you all talk?”

I don’t bother taking them off. I yank them aside, the sound of the elastic snapping against her skin making my cock twitch in my jeans.

She gasps, her thighs trembling as I shove my knee between her legs, forcing her open wider. Her cunt glistens under the dim light, slick and swollen, begging for me. My hand fists into her hair, pulling her head back as I lean down, my breath hot against her neck.

“You want this, don’t you?” I growl, my voice rough, fucking guttural. She nods, her lips parted, her chest heaving. “Say it.” I tighten my grip, my fingers digging into her scalp. “Tell me how bad you want it.”

“Please,” she whimpers, her voice breaking. “Liam, please—”

I cut her off with a snarl, my hands moving to my belt. I’m not fucking gentle as I undo it, the buckle clinking loudly, my cock already straining against the fabric of my jeans. I shove them down just enough, my dick springing free, hard and throbbing, the tip glistening with pre-cum. I don’t waste time. I grab her hips, lifting her ass off the bed, aligning myself with her dripping cunt. I don’t tease. I don’t fucking care if she’s ready. I thrust into her in one brutal stroke, burying myself to the hilt.

She screams, her nails digging into my shoulders, her body arching off the bed. I groan, my head thrown back, her tight fucking cunt squeezing me like a vice. She’s soaked, but she’s still so fucking tight, her walls clenching around me like she’s trying to milk me dry. I pull out, slow, dragging my cock against her swollen walls, watching her squirm. Her cunt’s red, puffy, glistening with her own juices, and the sight of it makes my balls ache. I slam back into her, harder this time, her body rocking with the force of it.

With a wicked smile that makes my cock jump inside her, Victoria throws her head back and lets out a moan that’s clearly calculated to carry through the wall.

“Oh god!” she cries, her voice carrying in the quiet room. “Yes! Right there! Don’t stop!”

Her tits bounce with every thrust, her nipples hard and desperate for attention. I lean down, my teeth grazing the soft skin of her breast, and she moans, her fingers tangling in my hair. I bite down, hard enough to make her cry out, and she clenches around me, her cunt spasming like she’s already close. I don’t let up. I fuck her harder, deeper, my hips slamming into hers with a rhythm that’s almost savage. The sound of skin slapping skin fills the room, wet and filthy, mingling with her choked sobs and my ragged breaths.

Her nails rake down my back, leaving fiery trails that only spur me on. I grab her wrists, pinning them above her head, my grip unrelenting. Her legs wrap around my waist, heels digging into my ass as she tries to pull me deeper. Her cunt’s fucking dripping now, her juices coating my cock, making every thrust slick and filthy. I can feel her walls tightening, her body trembling as she gets closer.

“That’s it,” she gasps between exaggerated cries of pleasure. “Harder! Fuck me harder! Make me feel it!”

I comply without hesitation, increasing my pace until the bed begins to shake beneath us, the headboard hitting the wall with each powerful thrust. Victoria matches me moan for moan, her performance growing more convincing with each passing second—or maybe it’s not performance at all, but genuine pleasure breaking through her careful control.

From the next room, there’s a moment of silence—Mark clearly pausing at the sounds coming from our room—followed by a renewed creaking that’s even faster than before. He’s taking the bait, pushing himself harder in response to Victoria’s cries of pleasure.

The realization that we’re affecting them even as they’re affecting us sends a fresh surge of blood to my groin. My thrusts become harder, more focused, aimed directly at the spot inside her that makes her see stars. Victoria responds by wrapping her legs around my waist, locking her ankles at the small of my back to pull me even deeper.

“Come for me,” I snarl, my voice low, commanding.

She shakes her head, her eyes wide, but I don’t fucking care. I thrust into her harder, my cock hitting that spot inside her that makes her scream. Her back arches off the bed, her cunt clenching around me like a fucking vice. She comes, hard, her body shaking, her juices spilling around my cock. I groan, my hips stuttering, my balls tightening as I feel my own release building.

I keep fucking Victoria with relentless intensity, my hips driving into hers with enough force to push her up the bed. She meets me thrust for thrust, her nails digging into my shoulders as she pushes herself back against me, taking me even deeper. Our bodies are slick with sweat, the sounds of skin slapping against skin mingling with her increasingly desperate moans and the distant, competitive creaking from the next room.

“Fuck, you feel amazing,” I groan, one hand moving to cup her breast through the thin fabric of her nightgown. “So tight. So fucking wet for me.”

Victoria responds by wrapping her legs tighter around my waist, her ankles locking at the small of my back to pull me even deeper. “That’s it,” she gasps, her voice carrying in the quiet room. “Right there. Don’t stop. God, yes!”

From the next room, there’s a sudden increase in tempo—the bed springs creaking faster, Mark’s voice rising in volume as he clearly approaches his climax. Then, almost on cue, we hear it: Courtney’s voice, high and breathy and so obviously fake it’s almost comical.

“Oh god, Mark! Yes! Right there! You’re so big! You’re making me come! I’m coming! I’m coming!”

The performance—because that’s clearly what it is—would be funny if it weren’t so sad. Victoria and I exchange a look of mutual understanding before she throws her head back and lets out a moan that puts Courtney’s pathetic attempt to shame.

“Oh fuck!” she cries, her voice rich with genuine pleasure. “Yes! Right there! Don’t stop! I’m so close! So fucking close!”

I increase my pace, my thrusts becoming harder, more focused on the spot that makes her see stars. My hand moves from her breast to between us, my fingers finding her clit with unerring accuracy. The little nub is already swollen, sensitive from arousal, and she jerks at the first contact, a broken sound escaping her lips.

“That’s it,” I encourage as she begins to shake, as her breathing grows more ragged. “Come for me, Victoria. Let me feel you.”

She does, with a cry that’s loud enough to carry through the wall and then some. Her entire body tenses as pleasure crashes through her system, her inner walls clamping down on my cock with enough force to make my vision blur. The sensation is unbelievable—her tight heat milking me, drawing me closer to my own release with each powerful contraction. Fuck, she’s so wet—so fucking slick—I can feel her juices dripping down my balls as I drive into her again, balls-deep, my cock throbbing inside her like it’s trying to carve its name into her walls.

“Harder,” she whimpers into the pillow, her voice wrecked, her fingers clawing at the sheets. “Fucking ruin me, Liam.”

I don’t hold back.

My hips piston into her, brutal, relentless, each thrust punching a choked moan out of her throat. The slap of skin on skin is obscene, wet, fucking filthy—her pussy sucking me in like it’s starving for me, her inner muscles spasming around my shaft like she’s trying to milk every drop of cum before I even get there.

“You feel that?” I growl, gripping her hips hard enough to bruise, dragging her back onto me. “That’s how deep I fucking own you.”

She sobs, her body shaking, her cunt clenching like a fucking vice. “Yes—yes—oh fuck, right there—”

I can feel her tightening, her orgasm building again, her pussy getting even hotter, even wetter. “Gonna come again, baby?” I taunt, slamming into her so hard the bed creaks. “Gonna squirt all over my cock like the desperate little slut you are?”

She screams, her back arching, her ass jiggling with every brutal thrust. “Fuck—fuck—fuck!”

“That’s it,” I snarl, my own orgasm coiling low in my gut. “Take it. Take every fucking inch.”

From the next room, there’s a moment of silence—Mark clearly pausing at the sounds coming from our room—followed by what can only be described as a whimper of defeat. Then, the distinct sound of a man finishing—a groan, a few final, halfhearted thrusts, and then nothing but heavy breathing.

He’s done. Finished. Spent after what couldn’t have been more than ten minutes of mediocre sex with his mistress. And here I am, still going strong, still buried to the hilt inside his wife as she trembles with the beginnings of another orgasm.

The thought—the clear evidence of my superiority—sends a fresh surge of blood to my groin. My thrusts become harder, more focused, aimed directly at the spot inside her that makes her see stars. Victoria responds by pushing back against me, taking me even deeper, her inner muscles clenching rhythmically around my shaft.

“That’s it,” I encourage as she begins to shake again, as her breathing grows more ragged. “Come for me, Victoria. Show him what he’s missing.”

She does, with a cry that’s even louder than the first—a primal sound of pleasure that no one could fake. Her entire body tenses as the second orgasm tears through her, her inner walls clamping down on my cock with enough force to make my thighs shake with the effort of holding back.

“Fuck,” I gasp, my control slipping as her body milks me with ruthless efficiency. “Victoria, I’m going to—”

“Inside,” she interrupts, her voice taking on that note of command that makes my cock jump inside her. “Cum inside me, Liam. I want to feel it. All of it.”

With a final, powerful thrust, I bury myself to the hilt inside her and let go, my hips jerking forward as the first pulse tears through me. The sensation is indescribable—hot release flooding into her tight channel, her inner walls clenching around me as if trying to draw every last drop from my body.

“Yes,” Victoria hisses, her head falling forward as she pushes back against me, taking me even deeper. “That’s it. Fill me up, Liam. God, yes.”

It goes on forever, pulse after pulse of pleasure radiating outward from my core. My vision goes white at the edges, the sounds of the house fading to a distant hum as my entire being focuses on the point where we’re joined, where I’m emptying myself inside her.

When the last tremor finally subsides, I collapse forward, my chest pressed against her back, my face buried in the curve of her neck. We stay like that for a long moment, both of us struggling to catch our breath, to process what just happened.

“Holy shit,” Victoria finally says, her voice shaky with lingering pleasure. “That was...”

“Incredible,” I finish for her, pressing a kiss to the sensitive spot behind her ear. “Fucking incredible.”

She laughs, the sound rich with satisfaction, and carefully straightens up, wincing slightly as I pull out of her. A trickle of my release follows, running down her inner thigh in a visible reminder of what we just did.

“We should probably clean up,” she says, reaching for a tissue from the nightstand. “Before...”

Before Mark comes to investigate the source of the sounds that just echoed through the house. Before Caleb wakes up and realizes his mother is in my room at one in the morning. Before anyone discovers exactly what’s happening under their roof this Christmas.

“Yeah,” I agree, already reaching for my boxers. “Probably a good idea.”

Victoria cleans herself up with efficient movements, then pulls her nightgown back down to cover her nakedness. The transformation is almost shocking—from the wild, uninhibited woman who just came three times with my cock buried inside her to the poised, put-together mother of my best friend in the space of thirty seconds.

“I’ll see you at breakfast,” I say, the words feeling inadequate after what we just shared.

Victoria nods, then surprises me by leaning down to press a quick, almost chaste kiss to my lips. “Thank you,” she whispers against my mouth. “For everything.”

Before I can respond, she’s slipping out the door, closing it quietly behind her. I’m left alone with the scent of sex still heavy in the air, the evidence of our encounter still cooling on my skin, and the growing certainty that I’m in way over my head.


Chapter 13

The guest room feels different in the harsh light of morning—smaller, somehow, and tainted with the memory of what happened here. I shove the last of my clothes into my duffel bag, trying not to think about Victoria on her knees in front of me, or later, bent over this very bed as I fucked her with enough force to make the headboard hit the wall. But it’s impossible to ignore the evidence of our encounter—the slightly rumpled sheets, the lingering scent of sex that no amount of open windows seems to dissipate, the half-empty water glass on the nightstand from when she came back for a second round at three in the morning.

My body is deliciously sore, my mind still hazy from the multiple orgasms and minimal sleep. I’ve fucked four women in less than forty-eight hours—my best friend’s mother, his girlfriend, his mother’s friend, and then his mother again. I should feel triumphant, satisfied, like I’ve conquered some kind of sexual Mount Everest. Instead, I just feel hollow, the initial thrill of forbidden pleasure giving way to a nagging sense of guilt that’s been growing since I woke up.

There’s a knock on the door—firm, authoritative—followed by Mark’s voice calling my name. Before I can answer, the door swings open, and there he is: Victoria’s husband, Caleb’s father, the man whose wife I’ve been fucking every chance I get. He looks... pleased with himself, actually, his usual frown replaced by a smile that’s almost genuine.

“There you are,” he says, crossing the room in three quick strides. “All packed up?” He claps me on the shoulder with enough force to make me stumble, his hand lingering a beat too long in what I’m sure he thinks is a fatherly gesture.

“Just about,” I manage, hoping my voice doesn’t betray the sudden spike of panic his presence has triggered. Does he know? Has he figured it out? Is that why he’s being so... friendly?

“Good, good.” He drops onto the edge of the bed, the mattress dipping beneath his weight. “Listen, I wanted to talk to you about something before you head out.” He leans forward, his voice dropping to what he clearly thinks is a confidential tone. “About last night.”

My blood runs cold. This is it. He knows. I open my mouth, already forming an apology—inadequate, worthless, but the only thing I have to offer—when he continues.

“I heard you watching that video last night,” he says with a booming laugh that makes me jump. “Reminds me of my college days!”

It takes my brain a moment to catch up, to process what he’s actually saying. He thinks... he thinks I was watching porn. That the moans, the cries, the rhythmic banging of the headboard against the wall were from a video, not from his wife coming apart on my cock.

“Uh,” I say intelligently, my mind racing to come up with an appropriate response. “Yeah. Sorry about that. I didn’t realize the walls were so thin.”

Mark waves a dismissive hand, his smile widening into something that’s almost a grin. “Nothing to apologize for! Hell, at your age, I was going through three, four videos a night. Drove my roommate crazy—had to invest in some serious headphones.” He leans back, apparently enjoying his trip down memory lane. “There was this one girl—Japanese, I think—who could take it so deep I swear she was swallowing the camera. Used to watch her on repeat, volume all the way up, didn’t give a shit who heard.”

The mental image—Mark as a college student, cranking one out to Japanese porn with the volume at maximum—is so far from the controlled, conservative man I’ve known for years that I almost laugh despite the situation. Almost.

“Anyway,” he continues, apparently realizing he’s oversharing, “just wanted to let you know it’s all good. We’ve all been there, right?” He stands, clapping me on the shoulder again with that same too-firm grip. “Though next time, maybe keep it down a bit? Some of us are trying to sleep.” He winks, the gesture so out of character that I almost don’t recognize it. “Or get lucky with the missus.”

The irony—that his “missus” was getting very lucky indeed, just not with him—is almost too much to bear. I force a smile, hoping it looks more natural than it feels. “Yeah. Sorry about that. I’ll, uh, use headphones next time.”

“Smart man,” Mark says with a nod of approval. “Victoria packed you some sandwiches for the road. They’re in the kitchen whenever you’re ready.” He moves toward the door, then pauses with his hand on the knob. “Oh, and Liam? Thanks for coming this weekend. It means a lot to Caleb to have you here.”

The words hit me like a physical blow. Here’s this man, thanking me for spending time with his son, completely unaware that I spent most of the weekend fucking his wife. The guilt, which has been a constant companion since this whole thing started, intensifies until it’s a physical pain in my chest.

“No problem,” I manage, the words feeling like ash in my mouth. “Anytime.”

Mark nods, apparently satisfied with this response, and slips out the door, closing it quietly behind him. I’m left alone with the sound of my pounding heart and the growing certainty that I’m the worst kind of person—the kind who betrays his best friend, fucks his mother, and then lies to his father’s face without a second thought.

I’m so lost in my spiral of self-recrimination that I don’t hear the door open again, don’t realize I’m not alone until a soft voice breaks through the haze of guilt.

“Hey.”

I look up to find Victoria standing in the doorway, her eyes cautious as they meet mine. She’s dressed for the day in jeans and a sweater that does nothing to hide the curves I’ve spent the last forty-eight hours exploring, her hair pulled back in a casual ponytail that makes her look younger than her forty-two years. There’s a vulnerability in her expression that wasn’t there last night, a hesitation that speaks volumes about where her head is at.

“Hey,” I reply, suddenly unsure of what to do with my hands. Do I hug her? Kiss her? Pretend nothing happened and continue packing like the coward I am?

She makes the decision for me, crossing the room in three quick strides and stopping just short of actual contact. “Mark just left?”

I nod, not trusting myself to speak. The memory of our encounter—of her on her knees, of her coming apart around my cock, of the revenge we exacted on her cheating husband—is still too fresh, too raw to examine in the cold light of day.

“He thinks I was watching porn,” I finally say, the words coming out more choked than I intended. “Thinks the sounds were from a video, not from...” I trail off, unable to finish the sentence.

Victoria’s lips curve in a smile that’s equal parts wicked and relieved. “Good. That’s what I was hoping for.” She steps closer, close enough that I can smell her perfume—that expensive, intoxicating scent that’s been driving me crazy since I first arrived. “You’re leaving?”

“I have to,” I say, the words feeling inadequate. “Classes start Monday, and I’ve got a paper due that I haven’t even—”

“I understand,” she interrupts, her voice gentle. “I just...” She pauses, searching for the right words. “I wanted to see you before you go. To thank you. For last night. For everything.”

Before I can respond, she’s stepping forward, her hand coming up to trace the line of my jaw with a tenderness that makes my chest tight. “I can’t wait for Valentine’s Day,” she whispers, her voice a promise of even more depravity to come. “Mark always goes to that conference in Chicago. He’ll be gone Thursday through Sunday.” Her eyes never leave mine as she speaks, her thumb brushing across my lower lip in a gesture that’s almost reverent. “Four whole days, Liam. Just you and me and that big bed upstairs.”

Four days with Victoria. No Mark, no Caleb, no need to hide what we’re doing or who we’re doing it with. Just the two of us, free to explore each other without restrictions or guilt.

“I...” I begin, but the words die in my throat as she leans forward, pressing a kiss to the corner of my mouth that’s somehow more intimate than anything we did last night.

“Think about it,” she says, her breath warm against my skin. “No pressure. No expectations. Just...” She shrugs, a graceful movement that makes my spent cock twitch with renewed interest. “The possibility of something amazing.”

Before I can respond, she’s stepping back, putting careful distance between us. “Your sandwiches are in the kitchen,” she says, her voice taking on that note of casual warmth she uses when others are around. “Drive safe, okay? Text when you get home so we know you made it.”

And then she’s gone, slipping out the door with the same quiet efficiency that characterized her arrival. I’m left alone with the sound of my pounding heart and the growing certainty that I’m completely, totally fucked.

Because despite everything—despite the guilt, despite the risk, despite the very real possibility that this will end in disaster for everyone involved—I know with absolute certainty that I’ll be back for Valentine’s Day. That I’ll spend those four days doing exactly what Victoria suggested: exploring her body, learning her pleasures, fucking her in every room of the house until we’re both too sore to continue.

And if that makes me the worst kind of person—a betrayer, a home-wrecker, a friend who can’t be trusted—then so be it. Some pleasures are worth the price of admission, no matter how high.

I zip my duffel with more force than necessary, grab my jacket from the back of the chair, and head for the door. Behind me, the guest room bears no evidence of what happened here—the bed neatly made, the water glass returned to the nightstand, the lingering scent of sex masked by the pine-scented candle Victoria thoughtfully lit this morning.

But the memory of it—of Victoria on her knees, of her voice breaking as she came, of the revenge we exacted on her cheating husband—that’s burned into my brain, a permanent record of the moment everything changed.

This Christmas, I realize as I make my way downstairs to say goodbye to Caleb, is just the beginning.


Book 4


Chapter 1

My hands grip Victoria’s hips hard enough to leave marks as I slam into her from behind, the sound of skin slapping against skin echoing in the cramped motel room. Her ass jiggles with each powerful thrust, her blonde hair spilling across her back as she throws her head forward, the moans spilling from her lips growing louder with each passing second. I fuck her like I’m trying to forget something—the fact that she’s forty-two to my twenty-one, the fact that she’s my best friend’s mother, the fact that we’ve been doing this behind her husband’s back since Halloween.

“God, yes,” Victoria gasps, her voice breaking as I hit that spot inside her that makes her see stars. “Right there, Liam. Don’t stop. Fuck, don’t stop.”

The mattress squeaks beneath us, the headboard banging against the thin wall with each powerful thrust. We chose this place—a cheap, generic motel on the edge of town—specifically for its anonymity and the fact that no one who knows us would ever think to look here. The room smells of sex and the lemon-scented cleaner they use to mask the fact that this mattress has seen more action than a porn star’s filmography.

“Like that?” I ask, my voice rough with desire as I increase my pace, driving into her with enough force to push her up the bed. “Like how deep I can get?”

Victoria answers by pushing back against me, taking me even deeper, her inner walls clamping down on my cock with each retreat. “So fucking deep,” she manages between moans. “That’s it. God, you’re so big, Liam. So fucking perfect.”

The praise, simple as it is, sends a flush of heat through me that has nothing to do with arousal and everything to do with something deeper, something I’m not ready to examine. Instead, I focus on the sensation of her around me, the way her body responds to each thrust, the way she moans when I hit that spot inside her.

My cock throbs inside her, the pleasure building at the base of my spine with each thrust. I’m getting close—have been since the moment she opened the door to me in nothing but a black lace bra and panties, her mouth already finding mine as she backed me toward the bed. But I’m not ready to finish yet, not when she’s still trembling beneath me, not when her cries are still rising in pitch with each passing second.

“Turn over,” I command, pulling out of her with a wet sound that makes us both groan. “I want to see your face.”

Victoria complies without hesitation, rolling onto her back and spreading her legs in open invitation. The sight of her—pink and swollen from our activities, her inner lips glistening with evidence of her arousal—sends a fresh surge of blood to my groin, my cock hardening further despite the fact that I’m already fully erect.

“Fuck, you’re beautiful,” I breathe, positioning myself between her thighs and pushing forward in one smooth thrust that makes her entire body tense. “So fucking perfect.”

She laughs, the sound rich with anticipation, and wraps her legs around my waist, locking her ankles at the small of my back to pull me even deeper. “So are you,” she says, her eyes never leaving mine as I begin to move.

My hips surge forward like a goddamn piston, driven by a primal hunger that takes over my body completely. Her tight, dripping cunt clenches around my throbbing cock like a velvet vise, and I can’t fucking help myself—my rhythm is brutal, relentless, untamed. The bed beneath us groans like a wounded animal, its fucking metal frame squealing in protest with every savage thrust. My balls slap against her ass, wet and sticky from her slick arousal, and the sound of skin smacking skin is fucking obscene, echoing in the room like a filthy symphony.

“Do you think about this?” I ask, my voice dropping to that register that makes her breath catch. “When you’re at home with him? When you’re making dinner or doing laundry or lying in bed next to him?” I lean down, my breath hot against her ear. “Do you think about my cock, Victoria? About how much better it is than his?”

The question—raw, honest—sends a visible shudder through her body. “All the time,” she admits, her voice steady despite the rapid rise and fall of her chest. “Every day. Every night. Especially when he’s fucking me.” Her eyes never leave mine as she speaks, her hands coming up to cup my face with a tenderness that makes my chest tight. “It’s all I can think about, Liam. How big you are. How deep you get. How you make me feel things I haven’t felt in twenty years.”

The confession—that she’s comparing us, that I’m winning—pushes me higher, drives me closer to the edge. My thrusts become harder, more focused, aimed directly at the spot inside her that makes her see stars.

Her legs are spread wide, trembling, her heels digging into the small of my back as she arches up to meet me. I can feel her walls pulsing, her pussy greedily milking every inch of my dick as I plunge deeper, harder, faster. Her tits bounce wildly, the nipples hard and begging for attention, and I can’t resist grabbing one, pinching it between my fingers until she moans, a guttural cry that’s equal parts pain and pleasure. Her nails rake down my back, leaving red welts that sting like hell but only make me fuck her harder.

Her juices are fucking everywhere—soaking the sheets, dripping down her thighs, coating my cock in a slick, glistening sheen. The smell of her arousal is thick in the air, mingling with the musky scent of sweat and sex. I can taste her on my tongue, tangy and sweet, as I lean down to bite her neck, sucking a bruise into her skin that’ll remind her of this later.

“What about Caleb?” I ask, the question slipping out before I can stop it. “Does he ever wonder why his mom’s best friend’s son is always hanging around?”

Victoria’s eyes widen at the mention of her son—my best friend—but instead of pulling away, she tightens her legs around my waist, taking me even deeper. “He thinks we’re close,” she says, her voice husky with desire. “Thinks you’re the son I never had.” Her hands move from my face to my shoulders, her nails digging into my skin with enough force to leave marks. “If only he knew. If only he could see how his mother takes his best friend’s cock.”

The taboo—explicit, dangerous—sends a jolt of electricity straight to my groin. My hips move of their own accord, driving into her with enough force to make the bed frame creak in protest.

“Fuck me,” she gasps, her voice wrecked, desperate. “Don’t stop, please don’t stop—ahhh—I’m gonna cum, I’m gonna cum—”

And I don’t fucking stop. I drive into her like a man possessed, my cock battering her g-spot with unrelenting precision until she shatters, her walls clamping down on me like a fucking vice as her orgasm rips through her. Her screams are raw, unfiltered, and I feel her cum gushing around my dick, hot and wet, like she’s trying to drown me in it.

But I’m not done. Not even close. My balls are tight, aching, and I know I’m gonna explode soon, but I want to fucking savor this, drag it out until she’s begging me to finish. I slow down just enough to tease her, grinding deep, letting her feel every vein, every ridge of my cock as I fill her to the fucking brim.

“You’re mine,” I growl, my voice low and rough, as I grab her hips and yank her back onto me, my thrusts becoming even harder, even deeper. “This pussy is mine.”

“Cum inside me,” she moans, her voice taking on that note of command that makes my cock jump inside her. “Cum inside me, Liam. I want to feel it. All of it.”

The request—explicit, dangerous—should give me pause. We’re in a motel room, for fuck’s sake. She’s my best friend’s mother. She’s married. But all I can think about is how good it would feel, how right, to empty myself inside her, to mark her in the most primitive way possible.

“Are you sure?” I manage, though my hips are already moving of their own accord, driving into her with increasing desperation.

“Yes,” she says, the word breaking on a moan. “God, yes. Please, Liam. I need it. Need you. Need to feel you inside me.”

My cock twitches, throbs, and I bury myself inside her one last time, my release erupting like a fucking volcano, filling her up until I swear she’s dripping with it. Her pussy convulses around me, milking every last drop of cum from my dick as I collapse on top of her, both of us gasping, trembling, completely fucking wrecked.

“Yes,” Victoria hisses, her head falling back as she pushes her hips up, taking me even deeper. “That’s it. Fill me up, Liam. God, yes.”

The bed creaks one final time, a pathetic whimper, and the room falls silent except for the sound of our ragged breathing. It goes on forever, pulse after pulse of pleasure radiating outward from my core. My vision goes white at the edges, the sounds of the motel—the distant traffic, the occasional voice from another room, the hum of the ancient air conditioner—fading to a distant hum as my entire being focuses on the point where we’re joined, where I’m emptying myself inside her.

When the last tremor finally subsides, I collapse forward, my chest pressed against hers, my face buried in the curve of her neck. We stay like that for a long moment, both of us struggling to catch our breath, to process what just happened.

“Fuck,” I finally manage, my voice muffled against her skin. “That was...”

“Incredible,” Victoria finishes for me, her hand coming up to stroke my hair with a tenderness that makes my chest tight. “You’re incredible, Liam. Every time.”

***

We’re still tangled together, both of us struggling to catch our breath, when Victoria’s phone rings from somewhere on the floor. The sound is jarring in the quiet room—an electronic chirp that seems completely at odds with the post-orgasmic haze we’re floating in. Victoria groans, her head dropping back against the pillow as she makes no move to answer it.

“Ignore it,” I murmur, pressing a kiss to the sensitive spot behind her ear that always makes her shiver.

She laughs, the sound rich with satisfaction, and reaches blindly for her purse, which is lying on the floor beside the bed. “I can’t,” she says, her voice taking on that note of regret I’m starting to recognize. “It might be Caleb.”

The mention of her son—my best friend—is like a bucket of cold water dumped over my head, instantly killing the afterglow of what was arguably the hottest sexual encounter of my life. I pull back, putting careful distance between us as Victoria retrieves her phone from the depths of her purse.

“It’s Mark,” she says, her expression unreadable as she glances at the screen and looks at the name of her husband. “I should probably...”

I nod, already reaching for my boxers. “Yeah. Of course.”

But instead of taking the call in the bathroom or stepping outside, Victoria answers right there, her voice taking on that casual, warm tone she uses when others are around. “Hey, honey,” she says, smiling at me over the phone as she settles back against the pillows. “How’s the conference going?”

As Mark responds—his voice too faint for me to make out the words—Victoria reaches for me, her hand finding my chest and trailing downward with deliberate slowness. Her eyes never leave mine as she continues the conversation, her fingers tracing patterns on my skin that make my breath catch.

“No, that’s fine,” she says into the phone, her voice perfectly normal despite the fact that her hand is now circling my nipple, her thumb brushing across the sensitive nub with enough pressure to make my cock stir with renewed interest. “I’m just running some errands. Nothing important.”

My eyes widen at the casual lie—we’re in a motel room, for fuck’s sake, not the grocery store—but Victoria just smiles, a private expression that’s equal parts wicked and satisfied. As Mark continues talking, her hand moves lower, trailing down the center of my chest to my stomach, then lower still, until she’s circling my softening cock with feather-light touches.

“Mmhmm,” she says into the phone, her voice giving no indication of what her hand is doing. “That sounds perfect. I’ve been wanting to try that new Italian place on Main.”

While Mark responds, Victoria leans down, pressing her lips to the center of my chest in a kiss that’s almost chaste compared to what we were doing five minutes ago. Then another, slightly lower. And another, each one bringing her closer to my cock, which is already beginning to harden again despite the intense orgasm I just had.

“The usual time?” she asks, her breath hot against my skin as she works her way down my torso. “Seven? That should work. I’ll make sure to be ready.”

By the time she reaches my navel, my cock is fully hard again, jutting proudly from between my legs as evidence of just how quickly I recover. Victoria glances up, meeting my eyes with a challenge I can’t possibly refuse, and continues her downward journey, her lips leaving a trail of fire in their wake.

“Actually,” she says into the phone, her voice steady despite the fact that she’s now level with my cock, her breath hot against the sensitive head, “I was thinking about Valentine’s Day. Do you have plans? I thought maybe we could do something special.”

There’s a pause as Mark responds, and Victoria takes advantage of the moment to lean forward, pressing a kiss to the tip of my cock that makes my entire body jerk. The sensation is electric—her lips, soft and warm, making contact with the most sensitive part of my anatomy while her husband talks in her ear.

“That’s perfect,” she says, her voice giving no indication of what she’s doing. “A weekend away sounds lovely. Just the two of us?”

Another pause, longer this time, and Victoria uses it to take me into her mouth, just the head at first, her lips forming a tight seal around the sensitive ridge. The sensation is incredible—wet heat surrounding the most sensitive part of my anatomy while her husband discusses their Valentine’s plans just inches from my cock.

“That’s too bad,” Victoria says, pulling off with a wet pop that makes me bite my lip to keep from moaning. “But I understand. Work comes first.” She’s lying through her teeth—her expression makes that abundantly clear—but her voice is perfectly calibrated, the picture of understanding. “Your secretary? That’s... thoughtful of her to offer.”

The mention of Mark’s secretary—the woman Victoria suspects he’s been fucking for months—sends a visible shudder through her body. But instead of pulling away, she takes me deeper, her mouth sliding down my shaft until I’m halfway to the hilt, her throat relaxing to allow me entry past the point where most women would stop.

“Of course,” she says, pulling off again with that same wet sound. “I’d hate for you to miss this opportunity. And it’s just business, right? Nothing to worry about.”

The irony—that she’s currently sucking my cock while reassuring her husband that his trip with his mistress is “just business”—is almost too much to bear. I have to bite the inside of my cheek to keep from laughing, the absurdity of the situation temporarily overriding the pleasure building at the base of my spine.

“Well, I should let you go,” Victoria says, her hand replacing her mouth on the upstroke as she establishes a rhythm that has me seeing stars. “You have that presentation to prepare for, right? Don’t want to keep you.”

There’s a final exchange—Mark apparently thanking her for her understanding, Victoria making some comment about seeing him when he gets home—and then she’s hanging up, tossing the phone aside without a second thought.

“Fuck,” I gasp, my control slipping as her hand works its magic on my cock. “That was...”

“Hot?” Victoria suggests, her smile wicked as she leans down to press a kiss to the sensitive head. “Exciting? The biggest turn-on of your life?”

I nod, not trusting myself to speak as her hand continues its relentless stroke. “All of the above,” I manage when I can form words again. “But what about—”

“His secretary?” Victoria finishes for me, her expression darkening slightly. “Yeah, that’s definitely happening. Has been for months.” She shrugs, a graceful movement that makes my spent cock twitch with renewed interest. “The Valentine’s Day ‘business trip’ is just the latest in a long line of excuses.”

The casual acceptance in her voice—the lack of surprise or even particular hurt—makes my chest tight with an emotion I’m not ready to examine. Has she known all along? Has she been using me as revenge, as a way to get back at Mark for his infidelity? Or is there something more between us, something that goes beyond the physical, beyond the forbidden thrill of fucking behind her husband’s back?

“But it works out for us,” Victoria continues, her hand never stopping its relentless stroke. “He’ll be gone Thursday through Sunday. Four whole days, Liam.” Her eyes meet mine, dark with a hunger that matches my own. “Just you and me and that big bed upstairs. No motels, no sneaking around, no worrying about who might see us.” She leans down, her breath hot against my ear. “Just us. For as long as we want.”

The promise—explicit, dangerous—sends a jolt of electricity straight to my groin. Four days with Victoria. No Mark, no Caleb, no need to hide what we’re doing or who we’re doing it with. Just the two of us, free to explore each other without restrictions or guilt.

“I should get going,” I say, though my body is screaming for exactly the opposite. “I’ve got that paper due Monday, and—”

“It can wait,” Victoria interrupts, her voice taking on that note of command that makes my cock jump in her grip. “This is more important.” She releases my cock, but only to straddle my hips, her still-wet center hovering just above my erection. “Round two?” she suggests, her smile turning wicked. “I’m not done with you yet, Liam. Not by a long shot.”


Chapter 2

Icy rain pelts my windshield as I pull into Victoria’s driveway, the wipers struggling to keep up with the freezing downpour. The drive from campus took twice as long as usual, the roads slick with a mixture of rain and slush that made every curve a potential disaster. My knuckles are white from gripping the steering wheel, my shoulders tense with the effort of keeping the car on the road. But none of that matters now—not with Victoria’s house looming ahead, warm light spilling from the windows into the gathering darkness, a beacon drawing me forward through the storm.

I kill the engine and grab my overnight bag from the passenger seat, already imagining what awaits me inside—Victoria, probably dressed in something that showcases every curve of her incredible body, a bottle of wine breathing on the counter, soft music playing in the background. Four whole days with no interruptions, no worries about being caught, no need to sneak around. Just the two of us, free to explore each other without restrictions or guilt.

The thought is enough to make my cock stir in my jeans despite the exhausting drive. I make a dash for the front door, my bag clutched to my chest to protect it from the rain, my free hand already reaching for the handle. It’s unlocked—of course it is—and I push it open, stepping into the blessed warmth of the entryway with a sigh of relief.

“Victoria?” I call, dropping my bag by the door and kicking off my wet shoes. “I’m here!”

There’s no answer, but before I can call again, the door swings shut behind me with a soft click. And then she’s there—suddenly, unexpectedly—pressing me back against the hard wood with enough force to knock the air from my lungs. Her body melts against mine, her hands finding my face as her lips claim mine in a kiss that’s nothing like the chaste pecks we exchange in public.

Her mouth crashes into mine like a fucking hurricane, all wet heat and reckless hunger, her lips swollen and slick with spit before we’ve even started. She doesn’t ask—she takes, her tongue plunging past my teeth like she owns the goddamn place, fucking into my mouth with slow, filthy thrusts that make my cock twitch like a live wire. I can taste her—sharp mint, last night’s whiskey, and something darker, muskier, the kind of flavor that clings to the back of your throat and makes you fucking crave more.

Her fingers knot in my hair, yanking hard enough to make my scalp burn, and I groan into her mouth like a goddamn whore. She likes that—I can feel her smirk against my lips before she bites down on my bottom one, sharp and sudden, just shy of drawing blood. The sting rockets straight to my dick, and I’m grinding against her thigh like a fucking animal before I can stop myself, the rough denim of my jeans rubbing my aching cock raw.

“I can’t wait,” she gasps against my mouth, her breath hot against my lips. “I’ve been thinking about this all day. Every time I look at you, I want to bend you over the nearest surface.”

Before I can respond, she’s dropping to her knees in front of me, her fingers working my belt with practiced efficiency. The zipper comes down next, then she’s yanking my jeans to my knees in one smooth motion, leaving me exposed to the cool air of the entryway. My cock, still only half-hard from the drive, springs free, already leaking pre-cum at the tip despite the fact that I jerked off twice this morning thinking about exactly this scenario.

“Fuck, you’re beautiful,” Victoria breathes, wrapping one hand around my shaft. Her touch is electric, sending jolts of pleasure up my spine despite how many times I’ve been touched today. “So big. So hard. All for me.”

The possessive note in her voice makes my balls tighten with anticipation. I reach for her, my hand tangling in her hair, but she’s already moving, her mouth replacing her hand on my cock with a hunger that makes my thighs tense.

The second her lips wrap around my cock, it’s like my fucking soul leaves my body. That hunger in her voice wasn’t just a tease—it was a goddamn promise, and now she’s delivering, her hot little mouth sucking me down like she’s been starving for it. Her tongue is a fucking artist, swirling slow and filthy along the underside of my shaft, tracing every throbbing vein like she’s memorizing them for later.

She doesn’t just take me—she devours me. Every inch she swallows drags a groan from my chest, her lips stretched obscenely around my girth, spit slicking her chin as she works me deeper. Her hand fists what she can’t fit yet, twisting on the upstroke in a tight, relentless rhythm that makes my balls ache. Fuck, the sound alone—wet, sloppy, filthy—her throat fluttering around the head as she gags just a little, then swallows me down again like she fucking loves it. And then—oh, Christ—she pulls off just long enough to lock eyes with me, her lips swollen and glistening, her breath ragged.

“Holy shit,” I gasp, my head falling back against the door with a dull thud. “Victoria, that’s—”

I can feel every fucking inch of her—the way her tongue presses flat against the sensitive ridge beneath my cockhead, the way her fingers dig into my thighs when I involuntarily buck up into that sinful heat. She moans around me, the vibration shooting straight to my spine, and I swear to fuck, if she keeps this up, I’m gonna paint the back of her throat white.

She pulls off with a wet pop, her lips swollen and glossy with saliva. “I’ve been thinking about this all week,” she says, her voice rough from the abuse to her throat. “About how you taste. How you feel in my mouth.” Her hand replaces her mouth, stroking me with firm, deliberate movements. “About how much I want you to fuck my face until I can’t breathe.”

The request—explicit, obscene—sends a fresh surge of blood to my groin, my cock hardening fully in an instant. “You sure?” I manage, though my hips are already moving of their own accord, pushing forward into her grip. “I don’t want to hurt you.”

Victoria’s laugh is sharp, almost challenging. “You won’t,” she says, her confidence absolute. “I can take it. I want it. Need it.” Her eyes never leave mine as she speaks, her hand never stopping its relentless stroke. “Use me, Liam. However you want. I’m yours.”

That’s all the encouragement I need. With a growl that seems to come from somewhere deep in my chest, I tighten my grip on her hair and push forward, my cock sliding into her waiting mouth in one smooth motion. The sensation is overwhelming—wet heat surrounding me, her throat relaxing to allow me entry past the point where most women would stop.

I don’t hesitate, slamming forward with a force that leaves no room for hesitation. My dick plunges into her waiting mouth, sliding past her lips and over her tongue like it was made for this, made to be devoured. Her warmth engulfs me, velvet and wet, her throat opening up like a fucking vice grip of heat, swallowing me deeper than most bitches could ever handle.

“That’s it,” I encourage as she takes me deeper, her nose finally brushing against the thatch of hair at the base of my shaft. “Take it all, Victoria. You’re doing so fucking good.”

Her gag reflex kicks in for a split second, her throat clenching around my shaft in a deliciously tight spasm, but she fucking chokes it down, relaxing her jaw and letting me push further, burying myself to the hilt. Her lips stretch obscenely around my girth, spit pooling at the corners of her mouth and dripping down her chin in a filthy fucking display.

She moans around my length, the vibration sending a jolt of pleasure straight to my balls. Her hands move to my ass, pulling me forward with each downward movement of her head, urging me deeper into her mouth. The dual sensation—her mouth on my cock, her hands urging me forward—drives me higher, pushes me closer to the edge.

I groan, low and animalistic, as I feel her throat muscles ripple around me, her body surrendering to the invasion, taking every inch of my cock like a fucking champ. Her hands scramble at my hips, nails digging into my skin as she tries to steady herself, but I’m not giving her a goddamn break. I pull back slowly, savoring the slick, dragging friction of her tongue against the underside of my dick, then slam forward again, fucking her face with brutal precision.

I establish a rhythm—in to the hilt, then back until just the head remains, then forward again—each thrust going a little deeper, lasting a little longer than the one before. Victoria takes it all, her throat relaxing to allow me entry, her eyes never leaving mine despite the obvious discomfort of having my cock buried in her throat.

“You’re such a good cock slut,” I tell her, the words coming out rougher than I intended. “Taking it so deep. So fucking perfect.”

The praise—crude, explicit—makes her moan around my length, her inner walls clamping down on my cock with enough force to make my vision blur. Her hand moves between us, one finger circling her clit through the thin fabric of her leggings, clearly getting off on the act of servicing me.

Her muffled moans vibrate around my cock, sending shockwaves of pleasure shooting through me, and I can feel her saliva dripping down onto my balls, mixing with the sweat already pooling there. Her eyes water, tears streaking her flushed cheeks, but she doesn’t stop, doesn’t even try to pull away. She’s fucking made for this—her throat a tight, pulsing sleeve of heat, her tongue swirling around my shaft every time I pull back, her lips sucking and pressing and milking me like she’s desperate for every fucking drop.

I tighten my grip in her hair, yanking her head back further so I can watch as my cock disappears into her mouth, her throat bulging obscenely with every thrust. Her hands are clawing at my thighs now, her muffled whimpers only spurring me on as I fuck her face harder, faster, the wet, sloppy sounds of her sucking and gagging filling the room like the soundtrack to the dirtiest fucking porn you’ve ever seen.

The sight of it—Victoria on her knees, my cock buried in her throat, getting herself off while she pleasures me—sends a fresh surge of blood to my groin. My thrusts become harder, more focused, my control slipping with each bob of her head.

“I’m close,” I warn, my voice strangled. “Victoria, I’m going to—”

She pulls off just enough to speak, her lips still wrapped around the head of my cock. “In my mouth,” she manages, the words barely intelligible. “I want to taste it, Liam. All of it.”

The request—explicit, dangerous—should give me pause. We’re in her entryway, for fuck’s sake. Her husband could walk in at any moment (though we both know he’s away with his secretary), her son could come home from college unexpectedly. But all I can think about is how good it would feel, how right, to empty myself down her throat, to mark her in the most primitive way possible.

“Fuck,” I gasp, my control finally, completely gone. “I’m gonna—”

The rest is lost as my hips jerk forward of their own accord, my cock burying itself to the hilt in Victoria’s throat as the first pulse tears through me. Hot fucking ropes of cum shoot down her throat, pumping into her in thick, pulsing spurts, and she swallows every last drop, her throat milking me dry until I’m fucking spent, panting and trembling, my cock still twitching inside her mouth as I pull out slowly, leaving her gasping for air, her lips swollen and slick with spit and cum.

It goes on forever, pulse after pulse of pleasure radiating outward from my core. My vision goes white at the edges, the sounds of the house—the distant hum of the heating system, the occasional creak of the floorboards, the soft patter of rain against the windows—fading to a distant hum as my entire being focuses on the point where we’re joined, where I’m emptying myself down her throat.

When the last tremor finally subsides, I collapse back against the door, my legs shaking with the effort of holding myself upright. Victoria pulls off slowly, carefully, her lips sealing around the sensitive head one final time before she releases me with a wet pop that echoes in the quiet entryway. She looks up at me, her eyes glazed and fucked-out, and I can’t help but smirk, knowing I’ve ruined her fucking throat for anyone else.

“Holy shit,” I breathe, my voice barely recognizable to my own ears. “That was...”

“Incredible,” Victoria finishes for me, pressing a kiss to the inside of my thigh. “You’re incredible, Liam. Every time.”

I reach down, helping her to her feet with hands that are still slightly unsteady. Her lips are swollen, her mascara slightly smudged, her hair a mess from my grip—and she’s never looked more beautiful.

“Come on,” she says, taking my hand and leading me toward the stairs. “The night’s just getting started.”


Chapter 3

Steam rises around us in lazy curls, the hot water soothing muscles sore from sex. Victoria’s head rests on my chest, her hair floating around us like a halo, her fingers tracing idle patterns on my stomach beneath the bubbling surface. The back porch is strung with fairy lights, their reflection dancing on the water’s surface—her idea of a romantic Valentine’s setup that doesn’t require leaving the house. It’s perfect—intimate, private, just the two of us with nothing but time and each other’s bodies to explore.

“You’re thinking too loud,” Victoria murmurs, tilting her head to press a kiss to the center of my chest. “What’s going on in that pretty head of yours?”

I smile, my hand coming up to stroke her hair, which is still damp from our earlier activities. “Just wondering how I got so lucky,” I admit, the words feeling strangely vulnerable in my mouth.

She laughs, the sound rich with genuine pleasure, and shifts position, turning to face me with her arms braced on my chest. The movement brings her breasts to the surface, the water beading on her skin in a way that makes my mouth go dry. “Lucky?” she repeats, one eyebrow raised in clear skepticism. “I’m the lucky one, Liam. Twenty-one and built like a god, with a cock that could make a nun break her vows.” Her hand moves underwater, finding my already hardening length with unerring accuracy. “And all mine for four whole days. If anyone’s lucky here, it’s me.”

Her touch is electric, sending jolts of pleasure up my spine despite how many times she’s touched me today. My cock jumps in her grip, already fully hard despite the fact that we fucked less than an hour ago, on the kitchen counter while the pasta boiled over on the stove.

“I think,” Victoria says, her voice dropping to that register that makes my skin prickle with awareness, “we should take advantage of this hot tub. It’s Valentine’s Day, after all. We should do something special.”

Before I can respond, there’s a sound from inside the house—my phone, ringing from where I left it on the coffee table. Victoria groans, her head dropping forward to rest against my chest. “Ignore it,” she murmurs, her hand moving on my cock with deliberate slowness. “Whoever it is can wait.”

I’m inclined to agree—her touch is already driving me higher, pushing me closer to the edge—but then I remember: Caleb. My best friend, who’s spending the weekend with Avery at some fancy resort in the mountains. Who promised to call today to rub it in my face that he’s getting laid while I’m “studying” for Monday’s midterm.

“I should get that,” I say, already reaching for the edge of the hot tub. “It’s your son.”

Victoria’s expression darkens for a moment, then clears as a wicked smile spreads across her face. “Fine,” she says, releasing my cock with obvious reluctance. “But I’m not done with you yet.”

She follows me out of the hot tub, water sluicing from our bodies as we make our way into the house. My phone is still ringing, the screen showing Caleb’s name and grinning profile picture—the one from spring break, where he’s wearing nothing but swim trunks and a beer hat, his arm slung around my shoulders as we pose on the beach.

I grab it just as it’s about to go to voicemail, swiping to accept the call with a practiced motion. “Hey, man,” I say, my voice impressively steady despite the fact that Victoria is currently drying herself off with deliberate slowness, her eyes never leaving mine as she runs the towel over every curve of her body. “What’s up?”

“Just checking in,” Caleb replies, his voice cheerful with the particular note that means he’s already several drinks in. “Making sure you’re not too jealous of me and Avery getting it on in the presidential suite while you’re stuck in the library with your econ textbook.”

I laugh, the sound genuine despite the situation. “Yeah, super jealous,” I agree, watching as Victoria—Caleb’s mother—drops the towel and crosses the room to kneel in front of me, her eyes never leaving mine. “Though I’m not exactly suffering. Ordered pizza, cracked open that bourbon you gave me for Christmas. Living the dream, man.”

As Caleb responds—something about the resort’s hot tub and Avery in a bikini that leaves very little to the imagination—Victoria reaches for me, her hand finding my cock with unerring accuracy. The touch is electric, sending jolts of pleasure up my spine despite how many times she’s touched me today.

“Uh-huh,” I manage, my voice cracking slightly as her hand begins to move, establishing a rhythm that has me seeing stars within seconds. “Sounds... amazing.”

Victoria smiles, a private expression that’s equal parts wicked and satisfied, and leans forward, pressing a kiss to the tip of my cock that makes my entire body jerk. The sensation is electric—her lips, soft and warm, making contact with the most sensitive part of my anatomy while her son talks in my ear.

“You okay?” Caleb asks, his voice taking on a note of concern. “You sound weird.”

“I’m fine,” I assure him, forcing my voice to steady despite the fact that Caleb’s mom has now taken me into her mouth, just the head at first, her lips forming a tight seal around the sensitive ridge. “Just... enjoying the bourbon. It’s stronger than I expected.”

Victoria’s mouth is wet and hot, her tongue flicking against the sensitive ridge of my helmet with a precision that makes my balls tighten. Her lips form a perfect fucking seal, suctioning against me, pulling a low groan from my throat. I try to keep my composure, but it’s impossible—her eyes are locked on mine, dark and hungry, as if she’s been waiting for this moment her whole fucking life.

Caleb laughs, the sound rich with the particular joy of being young, drunk, and getting laid on Valentine’s Day. “That’s my boy! Getting shitfaced and jerking it to porn while the love of your life is two hundred miles away. The college experience in a nutshell.”

If only he knew. If only he could see his mother on her knees in front of me, my cock in her mouth, her eyes looking up at me with absolute hunger as his voice fills the room. The taboo—explicit, dangerous—sends a fresh surge of blood to my groin, my cock hardening further despite the fact that it’s already fully erect.

Victoria’s tongue swirls around the tip, teasing the slit, coaxing out a pearl of precum that she laps up like it’s the sweetest fucking nectar. Her hands slide up my thighs, her nails digging into my flesh as her head bobs forward, taking another inch of my cock down her throat. She’s a fucking expert, her lips tight and wet, her cheeks hollowing as she sucks me deeper, deeper. The sound of her slurping, wet and obscene, fills the room, and I can feel my self-control unraveling.

Her free hand moves to my balls, cupping them, rolling the heavy sac in her palm as she works my shaft with her mouth. She’s moaning around me, vibrations traveling up my cock, turning my legs to jelly. “Fuck,” I hiss, my fingers tangling in her perfectly styled hair, pulling her closer, forcing her to take even more. She doesn’t gag, doesn’t protest—just swallows me whole, her throat clenching around me like a velvet vice.

“So,” I say, desperately trying to keep the conversation going while Victoria works her magic on me, “how’s the resort? As fancy as the website made it look?”

As Caleb responds—a detailed description of the room, the view, the complementary champagne—Victoria pulls off with a wet pop that echoes through the room like a pornographic symphony. My dick throbs angrily, glistening with her spit, veins bulging as if begging for more. She smirks, her scarlet-painted lips curving into a devilish grin, and without missing a beat, her hand wraps around my shaft with a grip so tight it could milk a fucking stallion. Her fingers dance along my length, teasing the sensitive ridge of my cockhead with her thumb, circling the slit like she’s stirring honey. The pressure is deliberate, calculated—a fucking masterclass in edging that has me twitching like a goddamn live wire.

Her other hand slides up my thigh, nails digging into my flesh as she leans forward, her tits spilling out of her lace bra like they’re begging to be touched. I can smell her—a heady mix of sweat, perfume, and the unmistakable musk of her arousal. Her nipples are hard, pressed against the fabric, and I can’t help but think about how they’d feel in my mouth, how she’d moan if I bit down just hard enough to make her gasp.

“You should see Avery in this bikini,” Caleb continues, apparently not noticing my increasingly desperate attempts to maintain the conversation. “It’s practically dental floss. And she’s got this tan line—”

Whatever Avery’s tan line looks like is lost as Victoria continues stroking my cock. I groan, my voice ragged as her hand pumps me with a rhythm that’s both cruel and kind. She’s not letting me come—not yet—but she’s pushing me so close to the edge I can practically taste it. Her thumb swipes over my cockhead again, and I bite down on my lip so hard I taste copper. My hips buck involuntarily, fucking into her fist like a wild animal, but she tightens her grip, slowing me down, forcing me to take it at her pace.

“Avery is incredible,” Caleb says, his voice taking on that dreamy quality it gets when he talks about Avery. “Best Valentine’s Day ever, man. Though I bet yours is pretty good too, huh? All that peace and quiet, no responsibilities...”

If only he knew. If only he could see his mother’s hand on my cock, her breath hot against my ear as she whispers exactly what she’s going to do to me when this call is over. The dual sensation—Caleb’s voice in my ear, Victoria’s hand on my cock—drives me higher, pushes me closer to the edge.

My balls ache, heavy and tight, ready to explode at her command. My cock is slick with pre-cum, her hand gliding over me effortlessly now, the sound of her skin against mine obscene and obscenely perfect. Her fingers tease the base, squeezing just enough to make me hiss, before she works her way back up to the tip, twisting her wrist in a way that makes me see fucking stars.

“Actually,” I manage, my voice strangled, “I should probably let you go. Got that paper to finish, and—”

“No way,” Caleb interrupts, his tone making it clear he’s not letting me off the hook that easily. “We’re just getting to the good part! So there we are, in the hot tub, right? And Avery decides—”

Whatever Avery decided is lost as Victoria’s hand moves faster, her grip tightening just enough to walk the line between pleasure and pain. “I’m want to feel it,” she whispers. “On my face. In my hair. Everywhere.”

The request—explicit, dangerous—should give me pause. We’re in her living room, for fuck’s sake. Her son is on the phone, completely unaware that his mother is currently jerking me off while he talks about his girlfriend. But all I can think about is how good it would feel, how right, to empty myself on her face, to mark her in the most primitive way possible.

“Fuck,” I gasp, the word slipping out before I can stop it.

“You okay?” Caleb asks, his voice concerned. “You sound weird again.”

“I’m fine,” I manage, though my voice is barely recognizable to my own ears. “Just... remembered something I forgot to do. For that paper. It’s due Monday, and—”

“Go,” Caleb says, his tone making it clear he’s rolling his eyes on the other end of the line. “We’ll finish this later. When you’re not having a nervous breakdown over econ.”

Before I can respond, he’s hanging up, the call ending with a soft beep. I toss the phone aside without a second thought, my entire focus now on the hand moving on my cock, on the woman pressed against my back, on the pleasure building at the base of my spine with each firm stroke.

“On my face,” Victoria commands, her voice taking on that note of authority that makes my cock jump in her grip. “I want to feel it, Liam. All of it.”

Her eyes never leave mine as her hand resumes its relentless stroke, establishing a rhythm that has me balanced on the edge, my control hanging by the thinnest of threads.

“Now,” she says, her voice steady despite the rapid rise and fall of her chest. “Cum for me, Liam. Show me what you’ve got.”

That’s all the encouragement I need. A guttural, animalistic groan rips from my fucking chest, raw and primal, as my cock twitches violently in my grip. The first thick, pearly rope of cum erupts with a force that slaps Victoria’s flawless cheek—splat—right below her eye, glistening like liquid sin against her flushed skin. Her breath hitches, her lips parting in shock, but she doesn’t flinch. No, this MILF wants it.

The second shot is even hotter, thicker, landing with a wet smack on her chin, dripping down in slow, obscene rivulets toward her delicate throat. She moans, her tongue darting out to catch the excess, her pink lips now slick with my fucking seed.

But the third? Oh, fuck, the third pulse is the one that breaks her. It hits her right across those plush, parted lips, painting her mouth with my cum like some filthy fucking canvas. And the little whore? She opens wider, her tongue curling out to lap at the mess, slurping it down like she’s fucking starved for it.

When the last tremor finally subsides, we’re both breathing hard, both caught in the aftermath of something that’s gone far beyond physical. Victoria is a mess—my cum on her face, in her hair, on her chest where some has dripped down—and it’s the most erotic thing I’ve ever seen.

“Fuck,” I breathe, reaching down to help her to her feet. “You’re incredible.”

She laughs, the sound rich with satisfaction, and leans forward to press a kiss to my chest, right over my racing heart. “So are you,” she says, her voice soft with an emotion I’m not ready to name. “Now...” She steps back, wiping a strand of cum from her cheek with one finger, which she then brings to her lips, sucking it clean with a deliberation that makes my spent cock twitch with renewed interest. “I think we should go out. Don’t you?”

The question—casual, almost offhand—hangs in the air between us, loaded with implications I’m not ready to examine. Go out. As in, in public. Where people can see us. Where someone might recognize us, might realize exactly what’s happening between Victoria Hurley and her son’s best friend.

“We could go to that new place downtown,” she continues, apparently reading the panic on my face. “The one with the private booths in the back. Where no one would see us.” Her smile turns wicked, a private expression that’s just for me. “Unless you’d rather stay in? I’m sure we could find... other ways to occupy our time.”

The offer—explicit, dangerous—sends a jolt of electricity straight to my groin, my cock already beginning to harden again despite the intense orgasm I just had. Four more hours until midnight. Four more hours of Valentine’s Day. Four more hours of Victoria, of her body, of the forbidden thrill of fucking my best friend’s mother while he’s off with his girlfriend, completely unaware of what’s happening in his childhood home.

“I’m thinking,” I say, reaching for her with hands that are surprisingly steady, “we should do both.”


Chapter 4

The hostess leads us to our table with practiced grace, her heels clicking against the polished marble floor of Le Fleur. My hand rests on the small of Victoria’s back, a gesture that’s both protective and possessive, my fingers tracing small circles on the silk of her dress through the thin barrier of her coat. Every eye in the place follows us—the gorgeous blonde MILF and her young, handsome date—and I can’t blame them. Victoria looks fucking incredible in that deep red dress that hugs every curve of her body, her hair swept up to expose the elegant line of her neck. It’s Valentine’s Day, and we’re playing with fire, but the thrill of having her on my arm in this temple to old money and exclusivity makes it worth the risk.

“Your table, madame, monsieur,” the hostess says, gesturing to a secluded booth in the corner with a perfect view of the city lights beyond the floor-to-ceiling windows. “Your server will be with you shortly.”

Victoria smiles her thanks, that perfect, practiced curve of lips that makes my cock stir despite the three times I’ve already come today. “Thank you. It’s perfect.”

As the hostess retreats, Victoria turns to me, her eyes dark with something that goes beyond mere desire. “Happy Valentine’s Day,” she murmurs, leaning in to press a quick, almost chaste kiss to my cheek. “Thank you for indulging me.”

I laugh, the sound low and meant for her ears only. “Indulging you? Are you kidding? I get to show you off in the most expensive restaurant in the city while your husband’s off fucking his secretary? I think I’m the one being indulged here.”

Her smile turns wicked, a private expression that’s just for me. “Well, when you put it that way...” She shrugs, a graceful movement that makes the light catch on the diamond earrings I gave her earlier—a small token compared to what Mark probably got Courtney, but I’d saved for months to afford them. “I just thought we deserved a proper night out. No sneaking around, no motels, no worrying about who might see us.” She reaches across the table, her fingers finding mine with unerring accuracy. “Just us, like a real couple.”

The words—“a real couple”—send a jolt of electricity straight to my chest. Is that what we are? What we’re becoming? The thought should terrify me—she’s my best friend’s mother, for fuck’s sake, a married woman with a life and a family that has nothing to do with me—but all I can think about is how right it feels to be here with her, how natural it is to want more than stolen moments in cheap motels and rushed encounters while Mark’s at work.

Before I can respond, a voice cuts through the soft jazz playing in the background, sharp as broken glass. “Victoria Hurley? I thought that was you.”

We both turn to find a woman standing at the edge of our table, her expression one of carefully crafted surprise. She’s beautiful in that cold, untouchable way that rich women often are—all sharp angles and perfect makeup, not a hair out of place on her platinum blonde bob. Her navy dress probably costs more than my entire wardrobe, the single strand of pearls at her throat the kind that gets locked in bank vaults when not being worn.

Victoria’s smile doesn’t waver, but I catch the subtle tightening around her eyes, the almost imperceptible straightening of her spine. “Isabelle! What a surprise!”

Isabelle. The name clicks into place—Victoria’s college rival, the one whose husband she mentioned in passing, the one who somehow manages to be at every charity function and country club event despite Victoria’s best efforts to avoid her.

Isabelle is pure, sculpted seduction. Her dress, a masterclass in tailoring, hugs her like a second skin, accentuating every curve and dip of her hourglass figure. Her breasts, full and round—undoubtedly the work of a skilled surgeon—rise and fall with each breath, drawing the eye to their perfection. Her face is a study in symmetry, high cheekbones, and lush lips that pout just slightly—a flawlessness that hints at the handiwork of elite clinics. Yet, despite the artifice, she radiates a raw, primal allure that sets every nerve ending alight.

“This is my son’s best friend, Liam,” Victoria continues, her voice taking on that light, casual tone she uses when others are around. “His own mother is away on a mission trip, bless her heart, and his father’s stuck in that messy hospital contract out of state.” She places a hand on my arm, the gesture maternal enough to fool anyone who doesn’t know what her hands were doing to me less than an hour ago. “We just couldn’t let the poor boy be all alone on Valentine’s Day. So I insisted he join us as my ‘plus one.’ Someone has to appreciate good champagne with me.”

The lie is so smooth, so perfectly calibrated, that I almost believe it myself. Isabelle’s eyes narrow slightly, her gaze moving from Victoria to me and back again, clearly trying to find the flaw in the story.

“How thoughtful of you,” she says, her smile not reaching her cold, blue eyes. “Richard, come meet Victoria’s... date for the evening.”

A man materializes at her side—tall, silver-haired, with the kind of practiced smile that belongs on television. He’s wearing what has to be a five-thousand-dollar suit, his hand extended toward me with the confident assurance of someone who’s never been told no.

“Richard Harrington,” he says, his grip just firm enough to border on uncomfortable. “Isabelle’s husband. And you are?”

“Liam,” I reply, matching his grip without flinching. “Liam Hardwood.”

“Hardwood,” Isabelle repeats, her lips quirking in what might almost be amusement. “How... appropriate.”

The innuendo is so obvious that I almost laugh, but Victoria’s slight shake of her head stops me. This is dangerous territory—Isabelle clearly suspects something, and the last thing we need is her spreading rumors about Victoria and her son’s college friend.

“It’s been so long, Victoria,” Isabelle continues, her tone taking on that particular note of false warmth that women like her perfect in finishing school. “Still remember senior year? When you took the cheer captain spot from me?” Her friendly tone is laced with pure, undiminished venom, and I see the muscles in Victoria’s jaw tighten almost imperceptibly.

“It was a fair vote,” Victoria replies, her voice steady despite the tension radiating from her body. “The girls just thought my routine was more... dynamic.”

Isabelle’s laugh is like ice cracking. “Dynamic. Yes, that’s one word for it.” She turns to her husband, placing a hand on his arm in a gesture that’s both possessive and dismissive. “Richard and I were just about to sit down to dinner. Perhaps we could join you? For old times’ sake?”

It’s not a request—it’s a command, wrapped in the thinnest possible veneer of politeness. I catch Victoria’s eye over Isabelle’s perfectly coiffed head, a silent question passing between us. Run? Or play along and hope she loses interest?

“We’d love to,” Victoria says after a moment, her smile never wavering. “Wouldn’t we, Liam?”

What choice do we have? “Of course,” I agree, already shifting to make room as Isabelle slides into the booth beside me, her thigh pressing against mine with deliberate pressure. “The more the merrier.”

Richard takes the seat beside Victoria, his eyes moving over her with an appreciation that’s not quite subtle enough to miss. “You’re looking well, Victoria,” he says, his voice taking on that particular tone that men use when they’re imagining a woman naked. “Marriage agrees with you.”

Victoria’s smile tightens at the edges. “Thank you, Richard. Ministry must be treating you well too. I hear the new television deal is quite the coup.”

As the conversation turns to church politics and the mysterious ways in which God seems to favor those with the largest donation checks, I feel Isabelle’s hand brush against my thigh under the table. The touch is light, almost accidental, but when I glance at her, her eyes are on mine, cold and calculating.

“So,” she says, her voice pitched low enough that only I can hear, “how long have you been fucking her?”

The question—raw, explicit—hits me like a physical blow. My drink freezes halfway to my lips, my entire body going tense as I struggle to maintain my composure. Isabelle’s smile widens, satisfied by my reaction.

“I have no idea what you’re talking about,” I manage, my voice steady despite the sudden pounding of my heart.

She laughs, the sound rich with genuine amusement. “Please. I’ve known Victoria since we were eighteen. I can read her like a book.” Her hand moves higher, her fingers tracing a deliberate pattern on my inner thigh. “And right now, she’s practically writing ‘I’m fucking the help’ in neon across her forehead.”

And as I meet Isabelle’s cold, calculating gaze across the table, I know with absolute certainty that our night—our carefully planned evening of pretending to be normal—has just taken a very dangerous turn.

Dinner stretches into an excruciating exercise in restraint. Isabelle keeps shooting me knowing looks across the table, her foot occasionally “accidentally” brushing against mine under the tablecloth. Richard monopolizes the conversation with stories about his ministry’s latest “miraculous” growth, somehow making a twenty-million-dollar television deal sound like divine intervention rather than good business.

Victoria maintains her perfect hostess smile, but I catch the tension in her shoulders, the way her fingers tighten around her wine glass whenever Isabelle leans too close to me. By the time the waiter brings the check—which Richard insists on paying, “as a token of our renewed friendship”—I’m ready to jump out of my skin.

“I need to use the ladies’ room,” Victoria announces, pushing back from the table with careful grace. “Will you excuse me?”

Isabelle watches her go, that calculating look back in her eyes. “Such a lovely evening,” she says, her voice taking on that particular note of false warmth that makes my skin crawl. “We should do this again soon..”

Before I can formulate a response that won’t make things worse, Richard leans forward, his expression suddenly serious. “You know, young man, I couldn’t help but notice you didn’t join us for grace before the meal. Are you not a believer?”

The question—loaded, judgmental—hangs in the air between us. I open my mouth, already forming a polite deflection, when Isabelle’s hand lands on my thigh under the table, her fingers squeezing with deliberate pressure.

“Richard,” she chides, her tone making it clear this is a well-worn argument between them. “Not everyone shares our faith. Though I’m sure Liam has his own... spiritual practices.” The innuendo is so obvious it’s almost comical, her fingers tracing a deliberate pattern on my inner thigh that has nothing to do with religion and everything to do with the fact that she knows exactly what’s happening between Victoria and me.

“I should...” I begin, already sliding toward the edge of the booth. “Bathroom. Excuse me.”

I make my escape before either of them can respond, heading in the direction Victoria disappeared. The restaurant bathroom is at the end of a long, dimly lit hallway, far enough from the main dining area to offer at least the illusion of privacy. I push through the door marked with an elegant “F” in script, the space beyond a study in marble and gold fixtures—the kind of bathroom where everything costs more than my monthly rent.

Victoria is at the sink, reapplying her lipstick with careful precision, her eyes meeting mine in the mirror with a mixture of relief and panic. “I thought they’d never stop talking,” she says, her voice low despite the fact that we’re alone. “God, that was awful. I’m so sorry—”

I’m on her before she can finish, spinning her around and backing her against the counter, my mouth finding hers in a kiss that’s nothing like the chaste peck she gave me at the table. This is desperate, hungry, all teeth and tongue and barely contained need. Victoria makes a sound—half surprise, half relief—and then she’s kissing me back, her hands fisting in my hair as she pulls me closer.

“We shouldn’t,” she gasps against my mouth, even as her body melts against mine. “Someone could come in—”

“Lock the door,” I manage, already reaching for the hem of her dress, already pushing it up to expose the black lace panties underneath. “Hurry.”

Victoria reaches behind her, fumbling for the lock. I hear the click—or think I do—as my hand finds the warm, wet center of her, the thin fabric of her panties already soaked through with evidence of her arousal.

“Fuck, you’re wet,” I groan, circling her clit with one finger through the lace. “Is this from dinner? From watching her come on to me? From having to sit there and pretend we’re not fucking?”

She nods, her head falling back as my finger increases its pressure. “All of it,” she admits, her voice husky with desire. “The way she looked at you. God, Liam, I wanted to drag you under the table right there.”

The confession—raw, honest—sends a jolt of electricity straight to my groin. With a growl that seems to come from somewhere deep in my chest, I lift her onto the counter, the cold marble a stark contrast to the heat of her skin. Her legs wrap around my waist automatically, her hips pushing forward to take my finger deeper.

“Not enough,” she gasps, already reaching for my belt. “I need you inside me, Liam. Now.”

I don’t need to be told twice. With one quick movement, I yank her panties to the side, then push my own pants down just enough to free my cock, which is already fully hard and leaking pre-cum at the tip. The sight of her—pink and swollen and glistening with evidence of her arousal—sends a fresh surge of blood to my groin.

“Fuck, you’re beautiful,” I breathe, running one finger along her slit, gathering the wetness there. “So ready for me.”

“Please,” Victoria gasps, pushing back against my hand. “I need you inside me, Liam. Now.”

I position myself between her legs, my cock nudging against her entrance. I slam into her with one brutal thrust, burying myself to the hilt, my balls slapping against her ass as she lets out this choked, filthy moan.

Fuck, she’s tight—her cunt’s like a goddamn vice, squeezing me so hard I almost lose it right then and there. Her walls cling to my dick like they’re fucking starving for it, pulsing around me as I pull back just enough to feel every inch slide out, dragging against her soaked, swollen edges.

I thrust back in, harder this time, and she arches her back, crying out as I stretch her wide, filling her up like she was fucking made for me. Her tits bounce with every brutal stroke, nipples hard and begging for attention, and I can’t resist leaning down to bite one, sucking it into my mouth as I fuck her raw.

“Jesus Christ,” Victoria hisses, her entire body tensing as she adjusts to my size. “You’re so fucking big, Liam. So deep.”

I give her a moment, my hands gripping her hips hard enough to leave marks, my breath coming in short, ragged gasps as I fight for control. The sensation is overwhelming—wet heat surrounding me, gripping me, trying to milk me dry with each pulse of her inner muscles. It’s all I can do not to come right then and there, to empty myself inside her without giving her the pleasure she deserves.

I grab her hips, lifting her up so I can sink deeper, hitting that sweet spot inside her that makes her scream my name. Her nails claw at my back, leaving marks, and I fucking love it—the pain, the pleasure, the way she’s completely fucking mine. Each thrust draws a soft sound from Victoria’s lips, each retreat leaves her clutching at my shoulders, trying to pull me back in.

But it’s not enough—not for what she’s asking for, not for the revenge she’s seeking against Isabelle’s thinly veiled threats. With a wicked smile that makes my cock jump inside her, Victoria throws her head back and lets out a moan that’s clearly calculated to carry through the door.

“That’s it,” she encourages, her voice taking on that husky quality that always drives me wild. “Fuck me, Liam. Harder. Make me feel it.”

My hips snap forward like a piston, slamming my cock so deep into Victoria’s greedy cunt that her thighs tremble, her toes curling against the sheets. The wet, filthy schlick of my shaft plunging in and out of her is obscenely loud, each thrust making her slick walls clench around me like a velvet fucking vice.

Her pussy is dripping, her arousal coating my dick in a thick, sticky glaze, the heat of her so intense it’s like fucking a furnace. Every time I bottom out inside her, her tight little hole spasms, milking me like she’s trying to wring every last drop of cum from my balls.

Victoria arches beneath me, her tits bouncing with every brutal thrust, her nipples hard as fucking diamonds. She’s gasping, moaning, her lips parted in a silent scream as I pound into her with the kind of relentless rhythm that turns a woman into a drooling, mindless fucktoy.

“I’m close,” she gasps, her nails digging into my shoulders with enough force to leave marks. “So fucking close, Liam. Don’t stop. God, don’t stop.”

As if I could. As if anything short of the building collapsing around us could tear me away from the wet heat of her body, from the perfect rhythm we’ve established. I reach between us, my fingers finding her clit with unerring accuracy. The little nub is already swollen, sensitive from arousal, and she jerks at the first contact, a broken sound escaping her lips.

I growl, my voice rough with lust as I drag my cock almost all the way out, just to slam back in with a wet, meaty slap that makes her squeal. Her cunt clenches around me like a greedy little succubus, her inner walls fluttering, trying to suck me deeper.

“Too much?” I ask, though my fingers don’t stop their relentless circles.

She shakes her head, her eyes never leaving mine. “No. Perfect. Just... sensitive. It’s been a while since I’ve...”

I can feel her orgasm building—her pussy tightening, her breath hitching, her nails digging into my back hard enough to leave marks. And when she finally comes, it’s with a scream, her whole body convulsing, her cunt pulsing around my cock in waves of pure, desperate ecstasy.

The combined sensation is too much. With a cry that I quickly muffle by pressing my lips to hers, Victoria comes, her entire body tensing as pleasure crashes through her system. Her inner walls clamp down on my cock with enough force to make my vision blur, trying to milk me dry with each powerful contraction.

“Fuck,” I gasp, my control slipping as her body milks me with ruthless efficiency. “Victoria, I’m going to—”

“Inside,” she manages, the word barely intelligible around my mouth. “Cum inside me, Liam. I want to feel it. All of it.”

That’s all the encouragement I need. With a final, powerful thrust, I bury myself to the hilt inside her and let go, my hips jerking forward as the first pulse tears through me. The sensation is indescribable—hot release flooding into her tight channel, her inner walls clenching around me as if trying to draw every last drop from my body.

“Yes,” Victoria hisses, her head falling forward as she pushes back against me, taking me even deeper. “That’s it. Fill me up, Liam. God, yes.”

It goes on forever, pulse after pulse of pleasure radiating outward from my core. My vision goes white at the edges, the sounds of the restaurant—the distant murmur of conversation, the occasional clink of glasses, the soft jazz playing through hidden speakers—fading to a distant hum as my entire being focuses on the point where we’re joined, where I’m emptying myself inside her.

When the last tremor finally subsides, I collapse forward, my chest pressed against hers, my face buried in the curve of her neck. We stay like that for a long moment, both of us struggling to catch our breath, to process what just happened.

“Holy shit,” Victoria finally says, her voice shaky with lingering pleasure. “That was...”

“Incredible,” I finish for her, pressing a kiss to the sensitive spot behind her ear. “Fucking incredible.”

She laughs, the sound rich with satisfaction, and carefully straightens up, wincing slightly as I pull out of her. A trickle of my release follows, running down her inner thigh in a visible reminder of what we just did.

“We should probably clean up,” she says, reaching for a paper towel from the dispenser. “Before—”

The door swings open with a soft click, cutting off her words mid-sentence. And there, framed in the doorway like some vengeful avenging angel, is Isabelle. Her eyes move from Victoria—her dress hiked up around her waist, her panties still pulled to the side, my cum visibly leaking from between her legs—to me, my cock still glistening with evidence of our activities, my pants around my thighs.

For a long moment, no one speaks. Then Isabelle’s lips curve in a smile that’s equal parts triumph and vindication. “Well,” she says, her voice light with false amusement. “This explains a lot.”

Before either of us can respond, she raises her phone, the camera already open. There’s a soft click as she takes a single, crystal-clear photo of us—Victoria on the counter, her legs still wrapped around my waist, my cock visibly glistening as it slips from inside her.

“Wouldn’t your husband love to see this,” Isabelle says with a smug look before turning and walking away, leaving the door wide open behind her.

“Fuck,” Victoria breathes, already scrambling to fix her dress, to wipe away the evidence of what we just did. “Oh my god, Liam, she—”

“I know,” I interrupt, already reaching for my pants. “I know.”

And as we frantically try to make ourselves presentable, to erase any evidence of what just happened, I know with absolute certainty that we’re completely, totally fucked.


Chapter 5

Morning light filters through the half-drawn curtains, casting golden patterns across Victoria’s naked back. My head rests on her stomach, rising and falling with each breath, my fingers tracing idle patterns on the soft skin of her hip. We’ve been like this for almost an hour—not talking, not fucking, just existing in the same space, our bodies touching in a dozen different places. It’s the most intimate we’ve ever been, and somehow, after everything that’s happened, it feels more dangerous than any of our previous encounters.

“She’s going to send it to Mark,” Victoria says suddenly, her voice breaking the comfortable silence we’ve maintained since waking. “She’s going to destroy everything.”

I press a kiss to the soft curve of her stomach, feeling her muscles tense beneath my lips. “She won’t,” I say, though I have no way of knowing if it’s true. “She’s just trying to scare you. To get under your skin.”

Victoria’s laugh is sharp, almost brittle. “Well, it’s working.” She sits up slightly, leaning back against the headboard, her eyes meeting mine with a vulnerability I’ve never seen before. “You don’t know her, Liam. You don’t know what she’s capable of.”

Last night plays in my mind like a nightmare on repeat—Isabelle in the doorway, her phone raised, that look of triumph on her face as she captured the moment that could destroy Victoria’s life. We’d left the restaurant immediately after, barely stopping to throw money on the table for our share of the bill. Victoria had been silent during the drive home, her hand gripping mine with enough force to cut off circulation, her eyes fixed on the road ahead as if she could outrun what had just happened.

“I should call him,” Victoria says now, reaching for her phone on the nightstand. “Mark. I should... I don’t know. Warn him? Give him some kind of heads up before—”

Before Isabelle sends that photo to everyone in their social circle. Before Victoria becomes the subject of whispered conversations at country club functions and charity galas. Before her carefully constructed life comes crashing down around her.

“He’s cheating on you,” I remind her, the words feeling strange in my mouth. “With his secretary. He’s hardly in a position to judge.”

She shakes her head, a strand of blonde hair falling across her face. “That’s not how it works in our world, Liam. He can fuck whoever he wants—it’s practically expected. But the wife?” Her laugh is hollow, devoid of any real humor. “The wife is supposed to be above reproach. To maintain the facade, no matter what’s happening behind closed doors.” She reaches out, her hand cupping my face with a tenderness that makes my chest tight. “And I’ve failed spectacularly at that particular task.”

I turn my head, pressing a kiss to her palm. “You haven’t failed at anything,” I tell her, meaning it with every fiber of my being. “You’ve been happier these past few months than you have in years. I’ve seen it. Felt it.” I move up the bed, positioning myself beside her so I can look into her eyes. “Whatever happens, whatever she does... it was worth it. You’re worth it.”

Her eyes fill with tears—the first I’ve ever seen from her—and she leans forward, pressing her forehead to mine with a vulnerability that steals my breath. “What am I going to do?” she whispers, the question clearly not meant for me. “What about Caleb? What about—”

Her phone buzzes on the nightstand, the sound jarring in the quiet room. We both freeze, our eyes meeting in sudden, shared panic. Slowly, reluctantly, Victoria reaches for it, her hand shaking slightly as she picks it up.

“It’s her,” she says after a moment, her voice barely above a whisper. “Isabelle. She’s... she’s sent a text.”

My stomach drops, a cold wave of dread washing through me. “What does it say?”

Victoria doesn’t answer, just turns the phone so I can see the screen. And there it is—the photo from last night, crystal clear and utterly damning. Victoria on the counter, her legs wrapped around my waist, my cock visibly slipping from inside her as cum leaks down her thigh. Her face is turned toward the camera, eyes half-closed in post-orgasmic bliss, lips parted on a gasp. I’m facing away, but there’s no mistaking who I am—or what we’re doing.

Below the photo, a simple, cold message: ‘Tell your boy toy to come to my home. 3 PM. Or this goes everywhere.’

“Oh my god,” Victoria whispers, the color draining from her face. “She has us. She has everything.”

I take the phone from her shaking hand, placing it face-down on the nightstand before pulling her into my arms. She comes willingly, her body melting against mine as she buries her face in the curve of my neck. I can feel her trembling, can feel the occasional hitch in her breathing that tells me she’s fighting back tears.

“This is my fault,” she says, her voice muffled against my skin. “I never should have suggested that restaurant. I knew she went there, I knew—”

“Stop,” I interrupt, my hand coming up to stroke her hair. “This isn’t your fault. It’s hers. She’s the one threatening to destroy your life because of some petty grudge from twenty years ago.” I pull back slightly, forcing her to meet my eyes. “We’ll figure this out. I promise.”

“How?” The question is raw, honest—the sound of someone who’s run out of options. “She has proof, Liam. Actual, photographic proof of us... of what we’ve been doing. If she sends that to Mark—”

I sit up, my jaw set with sudden determination. “I’ll go,” I say, the decision crystallizing even as the words leave my mouth. “To her house. At three. Let’s see what the self-righteous cunt really wants.”

Victoria’s eyes widen, her hand flying to my arm. “No. Absolutely not. It’s too dangerous. God only knows what she’s planning—”

“She’s planning to blackmail us,” I interrupt, already reaching for my clothes, which are scattered across the floor from last night’s activities. “That much is obvious. But if she wanted to ruin you, she would have sent that photo to Mark already. To everyone, probably. The fact that she hasn’t...” I shrug, the movement deliberately casual despite the knot of tension forming in my stomach. “She wants something. Something she thinks I can give her.”

“Liam, please.” Victoria’s voice takes on that note of desperation that twists something in my chest. “You don’t know her. You don’t know what she’s capable of. If she—”

“I’ll be fine,” I assure her, already pulling on my jeans. “She’s just a rich bitch with a grudge, not some criminal mastermind.” I lean down, pressing a kiss to her forehead. “Trust me, okay? I’ve got this.”

She doesn’t look convinced, but she nods anyway, her hand finding mine with unerring accuracy. “Be careful,” she says, her voice steady despite the fear in her eyes. “Whatever she wants... whatever she asks for... just remember that we have options. That nothing is worth risking your safety.”

I squeeze her hand, a gesture meant to be reassuring despite the fact that I’m suddenly, completely terrified. “I’ll be back before you know it,” I promise, forcing a confidence into my voice that I don’t entirely feel. “With this whole thing handled.”

And as I finish dressing, as I prepare to walk into whatever trap Isabelle has set, I know with absolute certainty that I’m in way over my head.


Chapter 6

Isabelle’s house isn’t a home—it’s a statement. A sprawling Georgian monstrosity set on three perfectly manicured acres at the edge of the most exclusive neighborhood in the city. I park my beat-up Civic at the end of the driveway, well away from the gleaming Range Rover and Porsche that occupy the circular drive, and take a deep breath. 2:58 PM. Right on time. The walk to the front door feels endless, each step carrying me further into whatever trap Isabelle has set. But what choice do I have? That photo in Victoria’s hands—in Mark’s inbox—would destroy everything. Her marriage. Her relationship with Caleb. The careful life she’s built for herself. All of it, gone in an instant because we got careless. Because we wanted one normal night together.

The door swings open before I can knock, revealing Isabelle in all her icy glory. She’s dressed more casually than last night—tight white jeans and a pale blue cashmere sweater that probably costs more than my entire wardrobe—but the calculating look in her eyes is exactly the same. If anything, it’s more pronounced now, a predatory gleam that makes my skin crawl.

“Right on time,” she says, her voice taking on that particular note of false warmth that rich women perfect in finishing school. “I appreciate punctuality in a man. It’s so... rare these days.”

She steps back, gesturing me inside with a graceful sweep of her arm. The foyer is exactly what you’d expect—marble floors, crystal chandelier, grand staircase sweeping up to the second floor. Tasteful artwork lines the walls, each piece probably worth more than my college education. It’s beautiful in that cold, impersonal way that suggests no one actually lives here—they just exist in the space between photo shoots for Architectural Digest.

“Can I offer you a drink?” Isabelle asks, leading me deeper into the house. “Water? Wine? Something stronger?”

“I’m fine,” I reply, my voice steadier than I expected. “I think we both know why I’m here. What do you want, Isabelle?”

She laughs, the sound like ice cracking. “Straight to the point. I like that.” She stops at the foot of the stairs, turning to face me with a smile that doesn’t reach her eyes. “What I want is... complicated. Perhaps we should discuss it somewhere more private?”

Before I can respond, she’s heading up the stairs, her hips swaying with deliberate provocation. I follow, because what choice do I have? At the top of the stairs, she turns down a long hallway lined with closed doors, stopping at the last one on the right.

“My bedroom,” she says, pushing it open with a flourish. “I find it’s the most... comfortable place for these kinds of conversations.”

The room beyond is vast and sterile, all white and cream and not a single personal touch to be seen. A king-sized bed dominates the center, made up with military precision—hospital corners and not a single wrinkle in the duvet. Floor-to-ceiling windows line one wall, offering a view of the manicured grounds that would make a golf course jealous. It’s beautiful in the same way Isabelle is beautiful—cold, perfect, and completely lacking in warmth.

“I’ll get straight to the point,” Isabelle says, closing the door behind us with a soft click. “Victoria and I have history. Bad history.” She moves to the bed, perching on the edge with practiced grace. “Did she tell you? About senior year? How she stole the cheer captain position from me?”

I nod, already knowing where this is going. “She mentioned something about a vote.”

Isabelle’s laugh is sharp, almost brittle. “A vote. Yes.” She stands, beginning to pace the length of the room with restless energy. “Do you know what it’s like to work for something your entire life? To want it so badly you can taste it? And then to have it snatched away by someone who didn’t even want it? Who only tried out because her boyfriend thought it would be hot?”

The bitterness in her voice is so raw, so undiminished after twenty years, that I almost feel sorry for her. Almost.

“She took everything from me,” Isabelle continues, her voice taking on that particular note of self-righteousness that makes my skin crawl. “My position. My boyfriend. My future.” She stops directly in front of me, close enough that I can smell her perfume—something expensive and vaguely floral. “And now she has you. The one thing I’ve never been able to find.”

The statement hangs in the air between us, loaded with implications I’m not ready to examine. “What are you talking about?” I manage, though I already know the answer.

Isabelle’s smile turns wicked, a private expression that’s just for me. “I’ve seen it, you know. Your cock. In that photo.” Her hand comes up, one finger tracing the line of my jaw with deliberate provocation. “It’s impressive. Very impressive. I’ve had plenty of men in my life, Liam, but never one as... gifted as you.”

My stomach turns at the implication, at the casual way she’s discussing my body like it’s a commodity she’s entitled to. “If you’re suggesting—”

“I’m not suggesting anything,” she interrupts, her voice taking on that note of command that makes my skin prickle with awareness. “I’m telling you exactly what’s going to happen.” She steps back, putting careful distance between us. “You’re going to get on your knees. You’re going to beg for my silence. And then...” Her smile widens, a predatory expression that belongs on a shark. “Then we’ll see just how gifted you really are.”

Before I can respond, something catches my eye—a movement, barely perceptible, in the reflection of the wall-mounted TV across from the bed. I turn slightly, pretending to consider her offer while really focusing on the darkened screen. And there it is—a man, standing silently in what must be the walk-in closet, the door slightly ajar to give him a perfect view of the bedroom.

Richard. Isabelle’s husband. The mega-pastor with the twenty-million-dollar television deal. Watching as his wife propositions a man half his age. Not participating. Not stopping her. Just... watching.

The realization hits me like a physical blow. This isn’t just about revenge against Victoria. This is about power. About control. About using me as some kind of fucked-up prop in whatever twisted game the Harringtons are playing.

“Do it,” Isabelle commands, her voice tight with self-righteous glee. “On your knees. Beg for my silence.”

I start to sink to the floor, playing my part, my mind racing to come up with a plan. But as I move, I catch our reflection again—Isabelle standing tall, confident in her victory, completely unaware that I’ve figured out exactly what’s happening. And something in me snaps.

In one fluid motion, I’m on my feet, my hand shooting out to grab Isabelle by the throat. Her eyes widen in shock as I spin her around, pushing her onto the bed with enough force to knock the air from her lungs.

“What the fuck—” she begins, but the rest is lost as I yank her jeans down until they’re around her knees, effectively hobbling her. Her panties are next—expensive black silk, torn in my haste rather than carefully removed. She makes a sound—half protest, half surprise—as I free my cock with my other hand, already fully hard from a combination of fear, anger, and the dangerous thrill of what I’m about to do.

“You want to see how gifted I am?” I growl, my voice barely recognizable as climb on top of her and aim my cock at her wet pussy. “Let’s find out.”

With one brutal, unrelenting thrust, I slam my throbbing cock deep into Isabelle’s dripping cunt, burying myself to the hilt in one raw, unapologetic motion. The sensation is fucking electric—her tight, velvety pussy clamps down on my shaft like a vice, her slick walls molding to my girth as if she was fucking made for me. I bite down hard on my lip, stifling a groan that threatens to escape from the depths of my chest. My cock throbs violently inside her, every vein pulsating against her clenching walls, and I swear I can fucking feel her heartbeat pounding through her soaked folds.

“Fuck,” I hiss, already beginning to move, establishing a rhythm that’s more punishment than pleasure. “You’re so fucking tight.”

Isabelle gasps, her breath hitching as her body tenses around mine. Her pretty little mouth falls open in a silent scream, her nails digging crescent moons into my back as she arches off the bed, her tits bouncing deliciously with the force of our collision. Her pussy is fucking fire, a furnace of wet heat that threatens to unravel me with every fucking inch I push inside her. She’s tight—too tight—like she’s trying to fucking suffocate my cock, and I can already feel her creamy juices coating me, dripping down my shaft and pooling beneath us.

Isabelle makes a sound—half surprise, half pleasure—as I pull out almost completely, then slam back in with enough force to push her up the bed. Her hands scramble for purchase on the duvet, her body responding despite her obvious shock at the turn of events.

Her inner walls ripple around me, a fucking symphony of contractions that send shockwaves of pleasure coursing through my body. My vision blurs, my head spinning as she clenches even tighter, her cunt milking me like she’s trying to fucking drain me dry. I can’t fucking move—not yet—my hips frozen in place as I let her adjust to my size, her trembling thighs squeezing my hips in a silent plea for more.

“What are you—” she begins, but the rest is lost as I increase my pace, my hips driving into her with enough force to make the bed frame creak in protest.

“You wanted a show,” I tell her, my hand moving to the small of her back, pressing her down until her cheek is against the duvet, her ass raised for my pleasure. “That’s what you’re getting. A fucking show.”

Isabelle’s eyes flutter shut, her lashes casting shadows on her flushed cheeks as she whimpers, her voice breaking into a desperate moan. “Fuck,” she breathes, her voice trembling like her body. “You’re so fucking big.”

From the corner of my eye, I can see Richard still standing in the closet, his hand moving in what can only be described as a jerking motion. He’s getting off on this—on watching his wife get fucked by a stranger, on her obvious discomfort mixed with unwilling pleasure. The realization sends a fresh surge of blood to my groin, my thrusts becoming harder, more focused on giving him exactly what he came for.

“Harder,” Isabelle gasps, her voice breaking on the word. “God, yes. Right there.”

I growl low in my throat, my teeth sinking into her neck as I pull back just enough to slam back into her, harder this time, fucking her with a primal ferocity that leaves us both gasping for air. Her pussy grips me like a fucking glove, her wetness spilling out around my cock as I pound into her, each thrust deeper, harder, more fucking filthy than the last. Her moans grow louder, her body writhing beneath mine as she clings to me, her nails leaving angry red marks down my spine.

Isabelle’s body convulses like a wild fucking animal, her hips snapping upward like she’s trying to impale herself on a goddamn steel rod. Her pussy clenches around the throbbing cock buried deep inside her, milking it with wet, greedy pulses that make her partner groan like a fucking beast. Her screams are ear-shattering, raw, and unfiltered—like she’s being gutted and reborn all at once. Every fucking muscle in her body tenses, her thighs quivering like jelly as her orgasm rips through her like a goddamn freight train. Her tits bounce violently, nipples hard as fucking diamonds, rubbing against the rough hands that grope and squeeze them mercilessly.

Her eyes roll back, unfocused, her mouth hanging open in a silent scream that eventually erupts into a guttural moan. “Fuck! Fuck! FUCK!” she cries, her voice cracking as her body writhes uncontrollably. Her juices gush around the cock splitting her open, soaking the sheets beneath her in a sticky, glistening mess. The smell of sex fills the air, thick and heady, mixing with the sound of skin slapping skin as her partner drives into her with relentless, punishing thrusts.

“You like that?” I ask, my voice rough with desire. “Like being used? Like having your husband watch while I fuck you?”

Isabelle’s answer is a broken moan, her inner walls clamping down on my cock with enough force to make my thighs shake with the effort of holding back. “Yes,” she manages, the word barely intelligible. “God, yes. Don’t stop. Please don’t stop.”

As if I could. As if anything short of the building collapsing around us could tear me away from the wet heat of her body, from the perfect rhythm we’ve established. Each thrust brings me closer to the edge, each contraction of her inner muscles threatens to push me over.

Her fingers claw at his back, leaving angry red marks as she pulls him deeper inside her. Her legs lock around his hips, forcing him to grind against her clit with every brutal thrust. Her breathing is ragged, her chest heaving as her body trembles on the edge of another orgasm. She’s dripping sweat, her skin slick and glistening in the dim light, and she looks like a fucking goddess of debauchery—wild, untamed, and utterly destroyed by pleasure.

Her moans turn into incoherent babbling as her body starts to shake again, her pussy tightening like a fucking vice around his cock. “Don’t stop! Don’t you fucking stop!” she shrieks, her voice hoarse and desperate. Her hips buck wildly, riding the edge of another earth-shattering climax, and she knows she’s about to lose herself completely. Again.

The room is a fucking cacophony of sex—slapping skin, wet squelching, guttural groans, and Isabelle’s screams as she’s driven deeper and deeper into fucking oblivion. Her body is a wreck, her mind is gone, and all she can feel is the unrelenting pleasure tearing through her like a fucking hurricane.

“I’m close,” I warn, my voice strangled. “Isabelle, I’m going to—”

“Inside,” she interrupts, pushing back against me with renewed vigor. “Cum inside me, Liam. I want to feel it. All of it.”

The request—explicit, dangerous—should give me pause. We’re in her bedroom, for fuck’s sake. Her husband is watching from the closet. But all I can think about is how good it would feel, how right, to empty myself inside her, to mark her in the most primitive way possible.

But then I remember why I’m here—the photo, the blackmail, the threat to Victoria’s carefully constructed life—and something cold and calculating takes over. With a final, powerful thrust, I pull out completely, my hand replacing my cock as I stroke myself to completion.

“What are you—” Isabelle begins, but the rest is lost when I unload on her face. Isabelle’s lips were still parted in surprise, her plump, glossy mouth quivering as the first thick, creamy rope of cum splattered across her delicate cheekbone, just below her wide, doe-like eye. Her smooth, porcelain skin glistened as the hot, sticky load dripped down her face, pooling in the hollow of her cheek. The scent of musk filled the air, heavy and intoxicating, as her breath hitched, her chest rising and falling with shallow, erratic gasps. Her long lashes fluttered, but she didn’t blink—didn’t dare look away from the intense, primal gaze locked onto hers.

The second pulse erupted with a force that made her flinch, a thick, pearly strand landing squarely on her plump, pouty lips. Her mouth opened instinctively, her pink tongue darting out to catch the salty, bitter fluid before it could drip down her chin. The taste of me filled her senses, her cheeks flushing a deep, rosy pink as her lips closed around the tip of her tongue, savoring the flavor like a whore starved for seed.

Isabelle’s eyes widened, but she didn’t pull away. Instead, she tilted her head back slightly, offering herself as my canvas, her skin now glistening with sweat and spunk. Her chest heaved, the fabric of her blouse clinging to her pert, perfect tits, her nipples pebbling beneath the thin material. The sight of her—so fucking ruined, so completely mine—was enough to send another wave of pleasure crashing through me.

“Fuck,” I breathe, already reaching for my pants. “That was...”

“Don’t,” Isabelle interrupts, her voice steadier than I expected. “Just... don’t.”

I nod, suddenly exhausted despite the adrenaline still coursing through my system. As I zip up, careful to avoid the mess on my stomach, I catch Richard’s eye in the reflection—his expression one of absolute shock, his hand still on his cock, which is visibly softening at the sight of his wife covered in another man’s cum.

“Are we good?” I ask.

“Y…yes,” she gasps out. “For now.”

“Good.” I turn toward the door, then pause with my hand on the knob. “Oh, and Isabelle? Victoria won. Get over it.”

And with that, I’m gone, slipping out the door and down the hallway with the particular grace of someone who’s just pulled off the most dangerous bluff of his life. My hands are shaking, my heart hammering against my ribs with each step that takes me further from Isabelle’s bedroom, from the evidence of what just happened.

But as I reach the front door, as I step out into the blessed fresh air of the afternoon, I know with absolute certainty that the danger is far from over. Isabelle wanted revenge. She wanted to take something from Victoria—something Victoria values. And while I may have stopped her today, the threat still exists. The photo still exists. The risk to everything Victoria has built still exists.

And as I climb into my car, as I point it toward Victoria’s house and the conversation I’ve been dreading since I woke up this morning, I know with absolute certainty that this is just the beginning.

***

My hands are still shaking as I pull into Victoria’s driveway, the adrenaline from my encounter with Isabelle slowly giving way to bone-deep exhaustion. I kill the engine and sit for a moment, gathering my thoughts. What do I tell her? The truth—that I fucked Isabelle while her pastor husband watched from the closet? That I came on her face as some kind of fucked-up power move? Or something sanitized, something that won’t make her look at me with disgust or, worse, pity?

Before I can decide, the front door flies open, and there she is—Victoria, her hair pulled back in a messy ponytail, her eyes wide with fear and relief. She’s wearing yoga pants and an oversized sweater that I recognize as mine, stolen after one of our early encounters and never returned. The sight of her—real, solid, waiting for me despite everything—makes something tight in my chest finally loosen.

“Liam!” She’s down the steps and across the driveway before I can even open my door, throwing herself into my arms with enough force to knock the air from my lungs. “Oh my god, you’re okay. You’re really okay.”

I hold her tight, my face buried in the curve of her neck, breathing in the scent of her shampoo, her perfume, that indefinable something that’s just her. “I’m fine,” I murmur against her skin. “Everything’s fine.”

She pulls back slightly, her hands coming up to cup my face, her eyes searching mine with desperate intensity. “What happened? What did she want? Did she—”

“She wanted revenge,” I interrupt, already steering her toward the house. “For the cheer captain thing. For... whatever happened in college.” I keep my voice even, matter-of-fact, like I’m discussing the weather rather than the fact that I just had sex with another woman to protect us. “But it’s handled. She won’t send the photo. At least, not anytime soon.”

We reach the porch, Victoria still pressed against my side, her arm around my waist like she’s afraid I might disappear if she lets go. The door is still open, music playing softly from inside—that jazz station she always has on when she’s anxious, the one that makes her feel like she’s in control even when everything’s falling apart.

“Come inside,” she says, her voice taking on that note of forced calm I’m starting to recognize. “You look like you could use a drink. What did you do? What did you give her?”

The question—direct, honest—hangs in the air between us. I could lie. Could tell her I blackmailed Isabelle right back, threatened to expose her husband’s TV deal as a tax scam or her charity work as a front for money laundering. But Victoria deserves better than that. Deserves the truth, or at least as much of it as I can bear to give her.

“She wanted me,” I say, the words feeling strange in my mouth. “Not money, not favors. Me.” I take another sip of bourbon, using the moment to gather my thoughts. “Apparently, she’s been... unhappy in her marriage for a while. And when she saw us together, saw what we have...” I shrug, the movement deliberately casual despite the knot of tension forming in my stomach. “She wanted a piece of it. Of me.”

Victoria’s eyes widen, her hand flying to her mouth. “Oh my god,” she breathes, the words barely audible. “Did you—”

“No,” I interrupt, the lie coming easier than I expected. “I didn’t sleep with her. But I made her think I might. That maybe, if she played her cards right, kept our secret, there might be something in it for her down the line.” I set my glass down, reaching for Victoria’s hand with careful deliberation. “It bought us time. That’s all. Time to figure out what we’re doing, where we’re going from here.”

The relief on her face is so immediate, so genuine, that guilt crashes through me in a cold wave. I should tell her the truth. Should explain exactly what happened in that sterile, perfect bedroom, exactly what I did to ensure her safety. But the words stick in my throat, caught between the desire to protect her and the fear of losing her if she knows the full extent of what I’m capable of.

“So we’re safe?” she asks, her fingers interlacing with mine in a gesture that’s both question and reassurance. “For now?”

I nod. “Yes…for now.”


Chapter 7

I run my fingers through Victoria’s hair as she rests her head on my chest, both of us buried under a pile of blankets on her living room couch. Twenty-four hours since my showdown with Isabelle, and we’ve barely left this position—tangled together like we’re afraid one of us might disappear if we separate. The movie plays in the background, some romantic comedy Victoria picked because “we deserve something normal for once,” but I’m too distracted by the warmth of her body against mine to follow the plot.

“Did you see that?” Victoria asks, pointing at the screen where the heroine is dramatically running through an airport. “That’s exactly what I’d do for you.”

I laugh, pressing a kiss to the top of her head. “You’d chase me through an airport?”

“In a heartbeat.” She twists to look up at me, her eyes soft with something that makes my chest tight. “I’d do a lot of crazy things for you, Liam.”

The confession—casual as it is—sends a wave of warmth through me. Victoria shifts, adjusting the blanket around us. She’s wearing one of my t-shirts—stolen from my dorm during one of her “surprise visits”—and nothing else. The thin cotton does nothing to hide the curves of her body, the shirt riding up to expose a strip of smooth skin at her waist. I let my hand drift there, tracing small circles that make her shiver despite the warmth of the room.

“We should do this more often,” I say, popping a piece of popcorn into my mouth. “Just... normal stuff. Movies. Dinner. Not worrying about who might see us or what might happen if—”

My phone buzzes on the coffee table, the sound jarring in the quiet room. We both freeze, our eyes meeting in sudden, shared panic. Slowly, reluctantly, I reach for it, already knowing who it is before I even look at the screen.

Isabelle.

The name glows there, accusatory and demanding. Below it, a simple message: ‘My house. Tonight. 9 PM. Again.’

“Fuck,” I breathe, the word barely audible. “She’s not giving up.”

Victoria sits up, the blanket falling to her waist as she reaches for the phone. I let her take it, watching as she reads the message, as the color drains from her face. “What does she want?” she asks, her voice barely above a whisper. “I thought you said it was handled. That she wouldn’t—”

“She won’t,” I interrupt, taking the phone from her shaking hand. “Not if I can help it.”

Victoria’s eyes are wide, vulnerable in a way that makes my chest ache. “What are you going to do?” she asks, her fingers finding mine with unerring accuracy.

“Trust me,” I say, the words simple but weighted with meaning. “Time to end this. For good.”

She searches my face, looking for something—reassurance, maybe, or proof that I’m not walking into a trap. Whatever she finds there seems to satisfy her; she nods, a single movement that sends a strand of blonde hair falling across her face.

“I do,” she says, her voice steady despite the fear in her eyes. “Trust you, I mean. Completely.” Her hand comes up to cup my face, her thumb brushing across my lower lip in a gesture that’s almost reverent. “Just... be careful, okay? Whatever you’re planning, whatever happens tonight... come back to me. In one piece.”

The request—raw, honest—hangs in the air between us. I capture her hand, pressing a kiss to her palm before turning it over to do the same to her wrist, where her pulse jumps beneath my lips.

“I will,” I promise, meaning it with every fiber of my being. “Always.”


Chapter 8

I run my fingers through Victoria’s hair as she rests her head on my chest, both of us buried under a pile of blankets on her living room couch. Twenty-four hours since my showdown with Isabelle, and we’ve barely left this position—tangled together like we’re afraid one of us might disappear if we separate. The movie plays in the background, some romantic comedy Victoria picked because “we deserve something normal for once,” but I’m too distracted by the warmth of her body against mine to follow the plot.

“Did you see that?” Victoria asks, pointing at the screen where the heroine is dramatically running through an airport. “That’s exactly what I’d do for you.”

I laugh, pressing a kiss to the top of her head. “You’d chase me through an airport?”

“In a heartbeat.” She twists to look up at me, her eyes soft with something that makes my chest tight. “I’d do a lot of crazy things for you, Liam.”

The confession—casual as it is—sends a wave of warmth through me. Victoria shifts, adjusting the blanket around us. She’s wearing one of my t-shirts—stolen from my dorm during one of her “surprise visits”—and nothing else. The thin cotton does nothing to hide the curves of her body, the shirt riding up to expose a strip of smooth skin at her waist. I let my hand drift there, tracing small circles that make her shiver despite the warmth of the room.

“We should do this more often,” I say, popping a piece of popcorn into my mouth. “Just... normal stuff. Movies. Dinner. Not worrying about who might see us or what might happen if—”

My phone buzzes on the coffee table, the sound jarring in the quiet room. We both freeze, our eyes meeting in sudden, shared panic. Slowly, reluctantly, I reach for it, already knowing who it is before I even look at the screen.

Isabelle.

The name glows there, accusatory and demanding. Below it, a simple message: ‘My house. Tonight. 9 PM. Again.’

“Fuck,” I breathe, the word barely audible. “She’s not giving up.”

Victoria sits up, the blanket falling to her waist as she reaches for the phone. I let her take it, watching as she reads the message, as the color drains from her face. “What does she want?” she asks, her voice barely above a whisper. “I thought you said it was handled. That she wouldn’t—”

“She won’t,” I interrupt, taking the phone from her shaking hand. “Not if I can help it.”

Victoria’s eyes are wide, vulnerable in a way that makes my chest ache. “What are you going to do?” she asks, her fingers finding mine with unerring accuracy.

“Trust me,” I say, the words simple but weighted with meaning. “Time to end this. For good.”

She searches my face, looking for something—reassurance, maybe, or proof that I’m not walking into a trap. Whatever she finds there seems to satisfy her; she nods, a single movement that sends a strand of blonde hair falling across her face.

“I do,” she says, her voice steady despite the fear in her eyes. “Trust you, I mean. Completely.” Her hand comes up to cup my face, her thumb brushing across my lower lip in a gesture that’s almost reverent. “Just... be careful, okay? Whatever you’re planning, whatever happens tonight... come back to me. In one piece.”

The request—raw, honest—hangs in the air between us. I capture her hand, pressing a kiss to her palm before turning it over to do the same to her wrist, where her pulse jumps beneath my lips.

“I will,” I promise, meaning it with every fiber of my being. “Always.”


Chapter 9

I scatter the last of the red rose petals across Victoria’s king-sized bed, watching as they form a perfect heart against the white duvet. Sunday night. Our last chance to be together before Mark comes home, before we go back to sneaking around and stolen moments. After everything with Isabelle—after the risks we’ve taken, the lines we’ve crossed—we deserve one perfect night. No fear, no guilt, no wondering if this is the last time. Just us, exactly how we’re meant to be.

The bedroom is transformed—candles flickering on every surface, casting golden light across the walls; soft music playing from the hidden speakers; a bottle of champagne chilling in a silver bucket by the window. I’ve thought of everything—the flowers, the music, the silk blindfold currently tucked under my pillow for later. A proper Valentine’s celebration, even if we’re a few days late.

I step back, admiring my handiwork. Perfect. Absolutely perfect. Now all I need is—

“Liam?”

I turn to find Victoria standing in the doorway, her eyes wide with surprise and pleasure. She’s wearing a black lace teddy that does nothing to hide the curves of her body, the thin fabric transparent enough that I can see the pink of her nipples, the shadow between her legs. On her head sits a pair of white bunny ears, the kind that belong on a Playboy centerfold rather than the mother of my best friend.

“Holy shit,” I breathe, the words slipping out before I can stop them. “You look...”

“Too much?” she asks, suddenly self-conscious, one hand moving to adjust the ears. “I found it in the back of my closet. From before Caleb was born, when Mark and I were still...” She shrugs, a graceful movement that makes the teddy shift, revealing even more of her incredible body. “I thought, since we missed the actual day...”

“You’re perfect,” I tell her, meaning it with every fiber of my being. “Absolutely fucking perfect.”

Her smile is like the sun breaking through clouds, transforming her face from beautiful to breathtaking in an instant. She steps into the room, closing the door behind her with a soft click. “You did all this? For me?”

I nod, suddenly unable to form words as she crosses the room, each step bringing her closer to the bed, to me. “I wanted it to be special,” I manage when she’s close enough to touch. “Our first real Valentine’s. Even if it’s a few days late.”

Victoria laughs, the sound rich with genuine pleasure. “It’s perfect,” she says, already reaching for me, her hands finding my chest with unerring accuracy. “Though I should probably warn you...” She leans in, pressing a kiss to the sensitive spot just below my ear. “Mark texted. He just landed. Said he’s stopping by O’Malley’s with the guys from the office for ‘a quick one’ before heading home.”

The news—expected but still unwelcome—hits me like a physical blow. “How long do we have?” I ask, though my hands are already moving of their own accord, sliding up her sides to cup her breasts through the thin lace.

“Couple hours, at least,” Victoria murmurs, her head falling back as my thumbs circle her nipples. “He always has at least three when he’s celebrating a contract. And the way from the airport...” She shrugs, the movement deliberately provocative. “We have time.”

That’s all the encouragement I need. With a growl that seems to come from somewhere deep in my chest, I’m on her, my mouth finding hers in a kiss that’s nothing like the chaste pecks we exchange in public. This is desperate, hungry, all teeth and tongue and barely contained need. Victoria makes a sound—half surprise, half relief—and then she’s kissing me back, her hands fisting in my hair as she pulls me closer.

“I’ve been thinking about this all day,” I admit against her mouth, already reaching for the hem of the teddy. “About you. About us. About how fucking incredible you look in this thing.”

Victoria laughs, the sound rich with anticipation. “Then take it off me,” she challenges, already reaching for my belt. “I want to feel you, Liam. All of you.”

I don’t need to be told twice. With one smooth motion, I lift the teddy over her head, tossing it aside without a second thought. Victoria stands before me, completely naked except for the bunny ears, which sit at a jaunty angle atop her head. The sight of her—all curves and smooth skin and perfect proportions—sends a fresh surge of blood to my groin, my cock hardening in an instant despite how many times I’ve seen her like this.

“Fuck, you’re beautiful,” I breathe, already reaching for her, my hands finding the soft curve of her ass with unerring accuracy. “So fucking perfect.”

Victoria responds by pushing me back toward the bed, her hands working my belt with practiced efficiency. “I want you inside me,” she says, her voice taking on that husky quality that always drives me wild. “Now, Liam. Please.”

We fall onto the bed in a tangle of limbs, rose petals flying in all directions as we find our rhythm. Victoria is on her back, her legs already spreading to accommodate me, her inner lips glistening with evidence of her arousal. The sight of her—pink and swollen and ready for me—sends a fresh surge of blood to my groin.

With one smooth thrust, I bury myself to the hilt inside her, the sensation so intense I have to bite my lip to keep from crying out. Victoria gasps, her entire body tensing as she adjusts to my size, her inner walls clamping down on my cock with enough force to make my vision blur.

“Fuck,” I hiss, already beginning to move, establishing a careful rhythm that gives her time to adjust. “You’re so fucking tight.”

Victoria responds by wrapping her legs around my waist, her ankles locking at the small of my back to pull me even deeper. “That’s it,” she encourages, her voice breaking on a moan. “Right there. Don’t stop. God, yes.”

Every fucking thrust drives me deeper into Victoria’s soaking wet cunt, her tight walls gripping my cock like a vice, milking me with every inch I bury inside her. Her nails dig into my shoulders, leaving red crescent marks as she claws at me, desperate to keep me close, to keep me plunging into her needy pussy. I can feel her walls flutter around me, her body trembling with the need to cum, her heat searing my dick as I fuck her raw.

My hand snakes between us, fingers slick with her juices, and I find her swollen, throbbing clit. The little nub is slick and desperate, pulsing under my touch, and Victoria gasps, her back arching off the bed as I rub tight circles around it. Her thighs clamp around my waist, her heels digging into my ass as she tries to pull me deeper, faster, harder.

“Fuck, don’t stop,” she whimpers, her voice shaking, her hips bucking against mine.

I increase the pressure, my fingers working in counterpoint to my cock as I drive into her with enough force to push her up the bed. The combined sensation is too much. With a cry that I quickly muffle by pressing my lips to hers, Victoria comes, her entire body tensing as pleasure crashes through her system. Her inner walls clamp down on my cock with enough force to make my vision blur, trying to milk me dry with each powerful contraction.

“Fuck,” I gasp, my control slipping as her body milks me with ruthless efficiency. “Victoria, I’m going to—”

“Not yet,” she manages, her voice shaky with the aftershocks of her climax. “Again. I need to come again. Please, Liam.”

How can I refuse when she asks like that? With a growl that seems to come from somewhere deep in my chest, I flip her onto her stomach, pulling her up until she’s on her knees, her face pressed into the pillow.

“This okay?” I ask, my voice rough with desire.

In answer, Victoria pushes her ass back against me, her inner walls still pulsing with the aftershocks of her orgasm. “Yes,” she hisses, the word breaking on a moan. “God, yes. Fuck me, Liam. Make me come again.”

I don’t waste another goddamn second. I slam into her, balls-deep in one brutal thrust, her tight cunt stretching around my cock like a fucking vice. She screams into the pillow, her walls clenching around me, and I pull back only to ram into her again, harder, deeper, her ass slapping against my hips with every savage stroke.

“That’s it,” I encourage as she begins to push back against me, taking me even deeper. “Take it all. Every fucking inch.”

The sound is obscene—wet, sloppy, the slap of skin on skin, her muffled moans, my fucking groans as I pound into her relentless pussy. My hand tangles in her hair, yanking her head back so I can watch her face, her lips parted, her eyes glazed with lust. “That’s it,” I snarl, “take it like the needy little whore you are.”

Her cunt is dripping, soaked from the onslaught, and I can feel her trembling, her orgasm building as I fuck her raw. I reach around, fingers finding her clit, rubbing rough circles until she’s fucking shaking, her cries pitching higher, louder, until she’s screaming my name, her pussy clenching around me like she’s trying to milk every fucking drop out of me.

I don’t stop—I can’t stop. I’m too far gone, too fucking lost in the heat of her body, the way she takes every inch of me like she was made for it. My balls tighten, my cock pulsing as I pound into her one final time, burying myself deep as I come, hot fucking ropes of cum shooting inside her, filling her until she’s moaning incoherently, her body limp and utterly fucking spent.

My thrusts become harder, more focused, aimed directly at the spot inside her that makes her see stars. Victoria responds by matching me thrust for thrust, her inner walls clenching rhythmically around my shaft.

“I’m close,” she gasps, her voice breaking on the word. “So close, Liam. Don’t stop. Please don’t stop.”

As if I could. As if anything short of the building collapsing around us could tear me away from the wet heat of her body, from the perfect rhythm we’ve established. Each thrust brings me closer to the edge, each contraction of her inner muscles threatens to push me over.

The combined sensation is too much. With a cry that’s loud enough to carry through the house, Victoria comes, her entire body tensing as pleasure crashes through her system. Her inner walls clamp down on my cock with enough force to make my thighs shake with the effort of holding back.

With a growl that’s equal parts frustration and desire, I pull out completely, then lift her into my arms in one smooth motion.

“What are you—” she begins, but the rest is lost as I carry her to the wall, pressing her back against the cool surface as I position myself between her thighs.

“I want to see your face,” I tell her, already pushing forward, my cock sliding into her waiting heat in one smooth motion. “Want to watch you come apart around me.”

Victoria’s gasp—a wet, sultry moan that’s half surprise, half unhinged desire—catches in her throat as I pound her into the wall with a savage rhythm. The slap of my hips against her ass echoes through the room, each thrust so fucking brutal it leaves her trembling. My hands grip her firm, supple cheeks like a goddamn vice, spreading them wide as I bury my cock deeper than I’ve ever dared before. The head of my shaft rams into that sweet, throbbing spot inside her, and she shivers violently, her pussy clamping down on me like a wet, hungry vise.

“Yes,” she hisses, her head falling back against the wall as she takes me even deeper. “That’s it. Right there. Don’t stop.”

She’s a fucking mess—her legs quake, her back arches, and her tits bounce with every brutal thrust. I can feel her slick walls pulsing around me, drenching my cock in her creamy, sticky heat. Her fingernails claw at the wall, desperate for something to hold onto as I fuck her senseless. Her breath comes in ragged, whorish gasps, each one punctuated by a whimper or a moan that drives me fucking wild.

I lean in closer, my lips brushing her ear as I growl, “You like that, don’t you, you filthy little slut? You like how deep I’m fucking you?” Her response is a choked sob, her hips bucking back against me, begging for more. I oblige, slamming into her with even more force, my balls slapping against her clit with every thrust. She’s so fucking tight, so wet, it’s like her pussy was made to milk my cock dry.

My thrusts become harder, more focused, aimed directly at the spot inside her that makes her see stars. My fingers work in counterpoint to my cock, circling her clit with firm, deliberate strokes that have her trembling beneath me.

Her moans rise higher, bordering on screams as I hit that spot again, and I can feel her pussy starting to quiver, her orgasm building like a fucking tidal wave. “Cum for me, you dirty bitch,” I snarl, and she does—her body convulsing as she screams my name, her pussy gushing around me, soaking my cock in her sticky, sweet cum.

The combined sensation is too much. With a cry that’s even louder than the first two, Victoria comes, her entire body tensing as pleasure crashes through her system. Her inner walls clamp down on my cock with enough force to make my vision blur, trying to milk me dry with each powerful contraction.

“Fuck,” I gasp, my control slipping as her body milks me with ruthless efficiency. “Victoria, I’m going to—”

With careful movements, I carry her back to the bed, laying her down among the scattered rose petals before positioning myself between her thighs. Victoria is already reaching for me, her legs wrapping around my waist to pull me closer, her inner walls still pulsing with the aftershocks of her third orgasm.

Victoria responds by pulling me down for a kiss, her lips soft against mine despite the desperate coupling we’ve just shared. “Fuck,” she says against my mouth. “I think I might—”

The door swings open with a soft click, cutting off her words mid-sentence. And there, framed in the doorway like some vengeful avenging angel, is Mark. Victoria’s husband. Caleb’s father. The man whose wife I’ve been fucking every chance I get.

For a long moment, no one moves. Then Mark takes a step into the room, his movements unsteady, his eyes struggling to focus on the scene before him. He’s clearly drunk—his tie askew, his shirt untucked, his normally impeccable hair a mess—but there’s no mistaking the dawning comprehension on his face as he takes in the scene: his wife, naked except for a pair of bunny ears, her legs wrapped around a man half his age as he drives into her with enough force to make the headboard hit the wall.

“Victoria?” he slurs, the name barely recognizable on his alcohol-thickened tongue. “What the... who’s...”

But I don’t stop. Can’t stop. Not when Victoria is still beneath me, her inner walls clamping down on my cock with each retreat, her eyes never leaving mine despite the obvious panic in their depths. Not when we’re so close to something neither of us is ready to name.

“Mark,” Victoria manages, her voice impressively steady despite the situation. “You’re... home early.”

He takes another step into the room, then another, his movements growing more unsteady with each passing second. “Conference ended,” he slurs, swaying slightly as he tries to focus on the scene before him. “Flight was... earlier than expected. Thought I’d...” He trails off, apparently losing his train of thought as his eyes move from Victoria to me and back again. “Who’s...?”

Before either of us can respond, Mark takes another step forward—and trips, his alcohol-slowed reflexes unable to save him as he crashes to the floor with enough force to shake the entire room. For a moment, he lies there, apparently stunned by the impact. Then, with the particular determination of the very drunk, he pushes himself to his hands and knees and begins to crawl toward the bed.

“Victoria?” he calls, his voice taking on that note of confusion that drunk people perfect after their fifth drink. “Where are you? I can’t... everything’s spinning...”

And then he’s there—pulling himself up using the bedpost, then collapsing onto the mattress with enough force to make the entire frame creak. He lands face-down, his head just inches from where Victoria and I are still joined, his breathing already slowing as alcohol and exhaustion take their toll.

“Mark?” Victoria calls, her voice tight with a mixture of fear and disbelief. “Honey? Are you...?”

But Mark is already gone, passed out cold among the scattered rose petals, one hand outstretched toward his wife as if even in unconsciousness, he’s trying to reach her.

Victoria’s cunt is still gripping me like a velvet fucking vice, her inner walls fluttering around my cock like she’s trying to milk me dry right then and there. The scent of her—musky, slick, hers—fills the air, thick with the tang of sweat and sex. Her husband’s passed-out body is right there, his slack-jawed snores barely registering over the wet, filthy slap of my hips driving into her again and again.

“Fuck, Liam,” she whimpers, her nails raking down my back hard enough to leave red welts. “Keep fucking me. Now!”

“Holy shit,” I breathe, the words barely audible. “Is he...?”

“Dead drunk,” Victoria confirms, her voice taking on that note of relieved disbelief I’m starting to recognize. “He does this sometimes. Gets completely wasted, then passes out the second he hits horizontal.” She glances at Mark’s prone form, then back at me, a slow smile spreading across her face.

The implication that we can continue sends a fresh surge of blood to my groin.

My balls are drawn up tight, heavy with cum, and every thrust sends a shockwave of pleasure straight up my spine. Her tits bounce with each snap of my hips, her nipples hard little peaks begging to be bitten, sucked, ruined. So I do—I lean down, sealing my mouth over one, sucking it deep while my fingers pinch and twist the other. She arches off the bed with a choked scream, her thighs trembling around me, her pussy clenching like a fucking fist.

“You like that, you dirty fucking wife?” I growl against her skin, my voice rough with lust. “You like getting railed right next to your drunk-ass husband? Bet he’s never fucked you like this, huh? Bet he’s never made you drip like this.”

She moans, high and desperate, her hips rolling to meet mine, taking me deeper, deeper. I can feel her orgasm building—her breath coming in short, sharp gasps, her cunt tightening around me in rhythmic pulses. And then she breaks, her back bowing off the mattress as she comes, her scream muffled against my shoulder as she bites down to keep from waking the deadweight beside us.

“Gonna fill you up,” I snarl, my fingers digging into her hips hard enough to bruise. “Gonna pump you so full of cum it’ll be dripping out of you for hours.”

Her answering sob is pure fucking filth, and that’s all it takes—my balls tighten, my cock throbs, and then I’m coming, spurting thick ropes of cum deep inside her, my hips jerking like a goddamn animal as I empty myself into her tight, greedy cunt. She whines as she feels it, her walls fluttering around me, milking every last drop.

And when I finally pull out, fuck, it’s a sight—my cum already leaking out of her, glistening on her thighs, her pussy swollen and used.

Victoria collapses onto the bed, breathless, wrecked. Mark snores on.

And I?

I’m just getting started.


Chapter 10

Morning light filters through the half-drawn curtains, casting golden patterns across Victoria’s bedroom floor—and across Mark’s prone form, which is sprawled face-down on the plush carpet, one arm outstretched toward the bed as if he’d been trying to reach it when consciousness finally deserted him. I watch from my position on the couch—where I’ve been since roughly 3 AM, when Victoria and I finally decided that fucking with her husband passed out three feet away was pushing our luck a bit too far—as he groans, then shifts, then groans again, louder this time, as full consciousness returns with all the subtlety of a freight train.

“Christ,” Mark moans, pushing himself to a sitting position with visible effort. His tie is still around his neck, though it’s now more of a noose than an accessory, and his shirt is wrinkled beyond salvation, a dark stain spreading across the front from what was probably an ill-advised attempt to drink whiskey while walking. He rubs his temples with careful deliberation, his eyes squeezed shut against the merciless morning light. “What the hell happened last night?”

I exchange a quick glance with Victoria, who’s already up and dressed in a casual sweater and jeans, her hair pulled back in a messy ponytail that makes her look younger than her forty-two years. We’d agreed on a cover story around 4 AM, when it became clear that Mark’s drunken entrance the night before was going to require some serious damage control. Now, watching him struggle to piece together the events of the previous evening, I’m grateful for our foresight.

“You don’t remember?” Victoria asks, crossing to where her husband sits on the floor, her expression one of carefully crafted concern. “You were completely out of it when you got home. Could barely stand.”

Mark squints up at her, his bloodshot eyes struggling to focus. “I remember... landing. And O’Malley’s. And then...” He trails off, his expression growing more confused. “Did I see something weird? I thought I saw you and Liam...” He gestures vaguely toward the bed, where the evidence of our activities—rumpled sheets, scattered rose petals, Victoria’s bunny ears hanging from the bedpost—has been carefully hidden from view. “On the couch?”

Victoria’s smile doesn’t waver, though I catch the subtle tightening around her eyes. “Oh, you poor thing,” she coos, dropping to her knees beside him to stroke his hair with careful tenderness. “My back has been acting up again, and Liam was helping me with some special physical therapy stretches. The therapist said they were very important.” She shrugs, the movement deliberately casual. “You were so drunk you could barely stand, sweetie. You passed out right in the middle of it.”

The lie is so smooth, so perfectly calibrated, that I almost believe it myself. Mark clearly does—his expression shifting from confusion to embarrassment in the space of a heartbeat.

“Physical therapy,” he repeats, the words clearly an effort through his alcohol-thickened tongue. “Right. That makes... sense.”

“It’s no big deal,” Victoria assures him, already helping him to his feet with the particular grace of someone who’s done this many times before. “Liam came to spend the day with me because his parents are out of the country. You know, that mission trip to Guatemala? I didn’t want him to be alone, especially after...” She trails off, shooting me a meaningful look. “Everything that’s happened.”

Another lie—my parents are very much in the country, currently enjoying a quiet retirement in Arizona—but Mark doesn’t know that. Doesn’t know much about me at all, despite the fact that I’ve been best friends with his son for the better part of a decade.

“Right,” Mark says, swaying slightly as he finds his balance. “Guatemala. The mission.” He rubs his temples again, his expression caught between embarrassment and the very real pain of what must be one hell of a hangover. “I should... shower. Change. Get rid of this...” He gestures to his ruined shirt, the stain now dried to a crusty patch across his chest. “Sorry about... whatever happened. Don’t usually get that... you know.”

“We understand,” Victoria says, her voice taking on that note of practiced forgiveness that wives of functional alcoholics perfect after years of similar mornings. “Go shower. I’ll make coffee. Extra strong.”

Mark nods, then sways dangerously, one hand shooting out to brace himself against the wall. “Thanks,” he manages, already moving toward the bathroom with the particular determination of someone who knows exactly how close they are to being sick. “For... everything.”

And then he’s gone, the bathroom door closing behind him with a soft click. Victoria and I exchange a look of mutual relief, then burst into silent laughter, both of us careful to keep our voices down despite the running water that now masks any sound from the bathroom.

“Holy shit,” I breathe when I can form words again. “That was...”

“Too close,” Victoria finishes for me, already moving to the bed to straighten the covers, removing the last evidence of what actually happened last night. “Way too close.”

I nod, suddenly exhausted despite the minimal sleep I’ve gotten. “I should probably go,” I say, already reaching for my jacket, which is draped across the chair by the door. “Before he comes out and starts asking questions I can’t answer.”

Victoria’s expression falls slightly, but she nods. “Probably for the best,” she agrees, though there’s a note of regret in her voice that makes my chest tight. “I’ll call you later? When things are... calmer?”

I cross to her in three quick strides, pulling her into my arms with enough force to knock the air from her lungs. “Count on it,” I murmur against her hair. “I’m not going anywhere, Victoria. Not after everything we’ve been through.”

She relaxes against me, her body melting into mine with the particular grace that’s uniquely hers. “I know,” she says, her voice steady despite the vulnerability in her eyes. “That’s why I love you.”

The words—simple, honest—send a wave of warmth through me that has nothing to do with arousal and everything to do with something deeper, something I’m not ready to examine. Instead, I press a kiss to her forehead, then each cheek, then finally her lips—a careful, deliberate progression meant to reassure without starting something we don’t have time to finish.

“I love you too,” I tell her, meaning it with every fiber of my being. “More than anything.”

Downstairs, I grab my overnight bag from the guest room—carefully packed before Mark got home, when we still thought we had hours before his arrival—and make my way to the front door. I’m halfway out when a voice stops me, Victoria’s hand on my arm gentle but insistent.

“Wait,” she says, pulling me back into the entryway with careful deliberation. “I wanted to talk to you. About yesterday. About Isabelle.”

I tense, suddenly afraid that she’s figured out exactly what happened in that sterile, perfect bedroom—that I didn’t just talk to Isabelle, but fucked her, used her, recorded her to ensure she’d never threaten us again. But Victoria’s expression is soft, almost admiring, her eyes glowing with an emotion I’m not ready to name.

“You handled her so... perfectly,” she whispers, her voice taking on that husky quality that always drives me wild. “I still can’t believe you went there. Confronted her. Made her back down.” She shakes her head, a strand of blonde hair falling across her face. “You’ve earned a reward, Liam. A proper one.”

The statement—loaded with implication—sends a jolt of electricity straight to my groin. “Oh yeah?” I manage, my voice barely recognizable to my own ears. “What did you have in mind?”

Victoria’s smile turns wicked, a private expression that’s just for me. “Let’s see...” She taps one finger against her lips, apparently considering the possibilities. “How about Mother’s Day? Mark always takes Caleb camping that weekend. Some father-son bonding thing they’ve done since he was little.” Her eyes meet mine, dark with a hunger that matches my own. “I have a few... very special ideas for that.”

The offer—explicit, dangerous—hangs in the air between us, loaded with implications I’m not ready to examine. Mother’s Day. Four weeks from now. Four weeks of sneaking around, of stolen moments, of pretending we’re nothing more than my best friend’s mom and her son’s college friend. Four weeks of waiting for the one weekend when we can be together without fear or guilt or wondering if this is the last time.

“I’ll be there,” I promise, meaning it with every fiber of my being. “Whenever, wherever. Just say the word.”

It’s not perfect. It’s not even close. But as I climb into my car, as I point it toward campus and the complicated reality of my life, I know with absolute certainty that it’s enough. That she’s enough. That whatever comes next—whatever risks we take, whatever lines we cross—Victoria is worth it.

Worth everything.


Series Finale


Chapter 1

I sink into the plush velvet chair outside Victoria’s dressing room, legs crossed at the ankle, trying to look casual despite the constant hard-on I’ve had since we walked into this boutique. The place reeks of money—all crystal chandeliers and hushed conversations—but that’s nothing compared to the scent of her perfume still clinging to my shirt from this morning. Seven months of fucking my best friend’s mother, and somehow I still can’t get enough of her.

A saleswoman with a perfect blonde bob and a name tag that probably costs more than my weekly meal plan glides past, shooting me a look that’s equal parts suspicion and pity. I know what I look like to her—a kid playing grown-up, maybe someone’s brother dragged along for moral support. Not the boyfriend. Definitely not the lover of the gorgeous forty-something MILF currently stripping down in dressing room three.

If only she knew.

I shift in my seat, adjusting myself through my jeans. Victoria is my best friend’s mom, and I’ve been fucking her for months now behind her husband’s back. And no matter how many times we fuck, just the thought of her gets me hard.

Caleb would kill me if he ever found out about his mom and me. And Mark, Victoria’s husband, would probably kill us both. But the risk makes it so much hotter.

The memory of Victoria’s hand on my cock last night, her lips wrapped around me in the guest bathroom while her husband snored in their bedroom down the hall, makes my breath catch. It’s been like this since Halloween—a blur of motel rooms and empty houses and quick, desperate couplings whenever we can steal five minutes alone. But this weekend is different. This weekend is ours.

“Caleb thinks I’m visiting my sister in Chicago,” Victoria had whispered as she pressed me against the refrigerator yesterday, her hand already working my belt with practiced efficiency. “Mark thinks I’m hosting a charity luncheon. No one expects either of us to be anywhere but where we are.” Her smile had turned wicked, a private expression that’s just for me. “Four whole days, Liam. Just you and me.”

Four days. Ninety-six hours. Five thousand, seven hundred and sixty minutes of Victoria—her body, her laugh, that private smile she saves for the moments when we’re truly alone. It’s more time than we’ve had in a long time, and somehow, it already feels like it’s slipping through my fingers.

“Excuse me?” A voice breaks through my thoughts—the saleswoman again, her expression carefully neutral despite the obvious judgment in her eyes. “The lady in room three asked if you’d come in and give your opinion on something. If that’s... acceptable.”

I nod, already on my feet, my heart hammering against my ribs with each step that takes me closer to Victoria’s dressing room. “Yeah, sure. Thanks.”

The boutique has six dressing rooms arranged in a semi-circle, each separated by a thin wall that probably does nothing to muffle the sounds from inside. A young couple emerges from room five, the girl flushed and happy, her boyfriend looking bored but relieved to be leaving. They nod as they pass, completely oblivious to what’s about to happen three doors down.

I knock softly on Victoria’s door—one, two, three, our signal—then slip inside before anyone can see me enter.

And there she is.

Victoria is a study in black lace and creamy curves, standing before the three-way mirror as if posing for an unseen painter. Her back is to the door, the black corset cinching her waist and presenting her shoulders like a gift, the tops of her breasts swelling above the fabric in a way that has my mouth dry and my heart pounding. The matching thong is a mere whisper of lace hugging her hips, climbing high on her thighs to frame the sumptuous curve of her ass, which is bare and rounded and absolutely fucking perfect. The thin strip of lace between her cheeks is an afterthought, a negligible detail that only serves to accentuate the sheer, smooth nakedness beneath.

She looks nothing like her age. Instead, she has the face of a model and the body of a sexy college cheerleader. And it turns me on like nothing else.

“Holy shit,” I breathe, the words slipping out before I can stop them. “You look...”

“Like a birthday present?” she suggests, turning to face me with a smile that makes my cock jump in my jeans. “Mark ordered it last month. From Paris. Apparently, it’s what all the French mistresses are wearing this season.”

The mention of her husband—my best friend’s father, the man whose bed I’ve been sneaking into for the better part of a year—should kill the mood. It doesn’t. If anything, it makes it hotter—the danger, the deception, the absolute wrongness of what we’re doing.

“Your opinion?” Victoria asks, running her hands down her sides in a gesture that’s deliberately provocative. “Think it’s worth the thousand euros he paid for it?”

I step closer, close enough that I can smell her perfume—something expensive and floral with notes of vanilla underneath. “I think,” I say, my voice taking on that rough quality it gets when I’m turned on, “that you should turn around. So I can see the back.”

She complies without hesitation, turning to present her ass to me—the perfect curve of it, the thin strip of lace that disappears between her cheeks. My hand moves of its own accord, reaching out to trace the line of her spine from the base of her neck to where it disappears into the corset.

“You like?” she asks, the question barely above a whisper.

“I fucking love,” I tell her, already reaching for the laces at the back of the corset. “But I think it would look better on the floor.”

Victoria laughs, the sound rich with anticipation. “Is that so?” She reaches back, her hand finding mine with unerring accuracy. “Then maybe you should help me take it off.”

That’s all the encouragement I need. With a growl that seems to come from somewhere deep in my chest, I’m on her, spinning her around and backing her against the wall in one smooth motion. The mirror rattles with the impact, a soft thud that seems to echo in the small space.

“Someone will hear,” Victoria gasps, even as her legs wrap around my waist, her arms locking behind my neck to pull me closer.

“Let them,” I murmur against her mouth, already reaching between us to free my cock from my jeans. “I don’t give a fuck who hears us. I want everyone in this place to know exactly what I’m doing to you.”

Before she can respond, I’m pushing forward, the head of my cock sliding between her folds in one smooth motion. Victoria gasps, her entire body tensing as I breach her entrance, then relaxing as I push deeper, taking her in one long, continuous stroke until I’m buried to the hilt inside her.

“Fuck,” she hisses, her head falling back against the mirror with enough force to make it shake. “You’re so fucking big, Liam. So deep.”

I give her a moment to adjust, my hands gripping her ass hard enough to leave marks, my breath coming in short, ragged gasps as I fight for control. The sensation is overwhelming—wet heat surrounding me, gripping me, trying to milk me dry with each pulse of her inner muscles.

“Move,” Victoria commands, her voice taking on that note of authority that always makes my cock jump inside her. “I need you to move, Liam. Now.”

I slam into her with the kind of brutal rhythm that turns pleasure into a goddamn battlefield. My cock pistons in and out of her tight, dripping cunt like I’m trying to break her in half, each thrust bottoming out so deep inside her she can taste me in the back of her throat. The wet, filthy slap of skin on skin echoes off the walls, a lewd fucking soundtrack to the way I’m wrecking her.

Victoria’s back is pressed hard against the wall, her tits bouncing with every savage drive of my hips, her nipples stiff little peaks begging for my teeth. Her breath comes in ragged, broken gasps, each one punctuated by a whimper as I pull back until just the swollen head of my cock stretches her open, teasing her with the threat of emptiness before I ram back in, burying myself to the hilt with a growl.

“Harder,” she gasps, her nails digging into my shoulders with enough force to leave marks. “God, yes. Right there.”

The praise—simple as it is—pushes me higher, drives me closer to the edge. My thrusts become harder, more focused, aimed directly at the spot inside her that makes her see stars.

Her fingers claw at my shoulders, nails digging half-moons into my skin as she tries to drag me deeper, like she’s fucking starved for it. And I give it to her—oh, I give it to her good. Every thrust is a punishment, a reward, a fucking claim. Her pussy clenches around me, hot and greedy, her slick walls fluttering like she’s trying to milk me dry already.

“Fuck—fuck—” she chokes out, her voice wrecked, her thighs trembling where they’re locked around my waist. I can feel her heartbeat through her cunt, the way her body vibrates with every brutal stroke. She’s so fucking wet it’s dripping down my balls, making a sticky mess between us, but I don’t slow down—I can’t.

I grab a fistful of her hair, yanking her head back to expose the pale column of her throat, and bite down, marking her as mine while my hips keep pistoning, driving her higher, harder, until her moans turn into screams and her cunt starts convulsing around me like a fucking vice.

“I’m close,” Victoria warns, her voice breaking on the word. “So close, Liam. Don’t stop. Please don’t stop.”

As if I could. As if anything short of the building collapsing around us could tear me away from the wet heat of her body, from the perfect rhythm we’ve established. Each thrust brings me closer to the edge, each contraction of her inner muscles threatens to push me over.

The combined sensation is too much. With a cry that I quickly muffle by pressing my lips to hers, Victoria comes, her entire body tensing as pleasure crashes through her system. Her inner walls clamp down on my cock with enough force to make my vision blur, trying to milk me dry with each powerful contraction.

“Fuck,” I gasp, my control slipping as her body milks me with ruthless efficiency. “Victoria, I’m going to—”

“Not yet,” she manages, her voice shaky with the aftershocks of her climax. “Again. I need to come again. Please, Liam.”

How can I refuse when she asks like that? With a growl that’s equal parts frustration and desire, I flip her around, pressing her front against the wall as I position myself behind her.

She moans, hips bucking back against me, desperate for friction. I let her squirm for a second—just long enough to watch her clit pulse, swollen and needy—before I finally shove inside with one merciless thrust.

“This okay?” I ask, my voice rough with need.

In answer, Victoria pushes her ass back against me, her inner walls still pulsing with the aftershocks of her orgasm. “Yes,” she hisses, the word breaking on a moan. “God, yes. Fuck me, Liam. Make me come again.”

I don’t need to be told twice. With one smooth thrust, I bury myself to the hilt inside her, the new angle allowing me to go even deeper than before. The sensation is overwhelming—wet heat surrounding me, gripping me, trying to milk me dry with each pulse of her inner muscles.

“That’s it,” I encourage as she begins to push back against me, taking me even deeper. “Take it all. Every fucking inch.”

My cock drills into her with a brutality that borders on criminal, each thrust a fucking declaration of dominance. I’m pistoning into Victoria’s slick, dripping pussy like it’s my goddamn birthright, my balls slapping against her ass with a rhythm that’s obscenely loud in the otherwise silent room. Her cunt is a vice, hot and tight, clenching around my shaft like it’s trying to milk every drop of cum I’ve got stored in my fucking balls.

Victoria’s hips buck against mine, grinding her clit into my pelvis as she meets me thrust for thrust. Her inner walls ripple around my dick, each convulsion sending shockwaves of pleasure coursing through my body. Her breath hitches, her moans escalating into screams that echo off the fucking walls, and I know I’ve found that sweet spot deep inside her that makes her see stars.

“Fuck me harder,” she whimpers, her voice trembling with desperation. “Please, don’t fucking stop.”

I oblige, slamming into her with a force that makes the wall creak in protest. Her tits bounce wildly with every thrust, her nipples hard and begging for attention. I reach down, pinching one between my fingers, and she cries out, her cunt spasming around my dick like it’s trying to fucking strangle it.

Her juices are dripping down my shaft, coating my balls in her arousal, and the smell of her is fucking intoxicating. I can feel her orgasm building, her body trembling beneath me, and I know she’s close. So fucking close.

“Cum for me, Victoria,” I growl into her ear, my voice thick with lust. “Let me feel that fucking pussy squeeze my cock like your life depends on it.”

She does, her entire body convulsing as she screams my name, her cunt clamping down on my dick like a fucking velvet fist.

“Inside,” she interrupts, her voice taking on that note of command that makes my cock jump inside her. “Cum inside me, Liam. I want to feel it. All of it.”

That’s all the encouragement I need. With a final, powerful thrust, I bury myself to the hilt inside her and let go, my hips jerking forward as the first pulse tears through me. The sensation is indescribable—hot release flooding into her tight channel, her inner walls clenching around me as if trying to draw every last drop from my body.

“Yes,” Victoria hisses, her head falling back as she pushes back against me, taking me even deeper. “That’s it. Fill me up, Liam. God, yes.”

It goes on forever, pulse after pulse of pleasure radiating outward from my core. My vision goes white at the edges, the sounds of the boutique—the distant murmur of conversation, the occasional clink of hangers, the soft music playing through hidden speakers—fading to a distant hum as my entire being focuses on the point where we’re joined, where I’m emptying myself inside her.

When the last tremor finally subsides, I collapse forward, my chest pressed against hers, my face buried in the curve of her neck. We stay like that for a long moment, both of us struggling to catch our breath, to process what just happened.

“Fuck,” Victoria breathes when she can form words again. “That was...”

“Fucking incredible,” I finish for her, pressing a kiss to the sensitive spot behind her ear. “I don’t think I’ve ever come that hard in my life.”

She laughs, the sound rich with satisfaction, and carefully straightens up, wincing slightly as I pull out of her. A trickle of my release follows, running down her inner thigh in a visible reminder of what we just did.

“We should probably clean up,” she says, reaching for a tissue from the box on the shelf. “Before the saleslady starts wondering what’s taking so long.”


Chapter 2

I watch as Victoria carefully adjusts the corset, her fingers working the laces with practiced efficiency. My cum is still inside her, some of it leaking down her thigh despite our best efforts to clean up. The sight of it—the physical evidence of what we just did—makes my spent cock twitch with renewed interest. Seven months of fucking, and I still can’t get enough of her.

“You’re staring,” Victoria says, catching my eye in the mirror. “See something you like?”

I laugh, reaching for my shirt, which is crumpled in the corner of the dressing room. “Always.”

She smiles, that private expression that’s just for me—soft around the edges, vulnerable in a way she shows no one else. “Good answer.” She turns, presenting her back to me. “Zip me up?”

I comply without hesitation, my fingers brushing the warm skin of her spine as I pull the zipper up with careful deliberation. “You know,” I say, my voice taking on that note of forced casualness I use when I’m about to ask something important, “we could just buy this. The whole set. Then you could wear it for me. At my place. Where we don’t have to worry about salesladies or thin walls or—”

“Mark has a new mistress,” Victoria interrupts, the words so unexpected that for a moment, I think I’ve misheard. “His secretary. Courtney. She’s twenty-six, blonde, with tits that would make a porn star jealous.” She turns to face me, her expression carefully neutral despite the rawness of what she’s sharing. “They’ve been together since March. He thinks I don’t know.”

The confession hangs in the air between us. I open my mouth, then close it, unsure what to say.

“He talks in his sleep,” Victoria continues when I don’t respond, apparently taking my silence as encouragement. “Has since we got married. Little things, usually. Work stuff. Names of donors. That kind of thing.” She shrugs, a graceful movement that makes the corset shift, revealing a strip of skin at her waist. “But last month, he started saying her name. Courtney. Over and over, like he couldn’t get enough of it.”

I step closer, close enough that I can smell the sex still on her skin. “I’m sorry,” I say, though the words feel inadequate after everything we’ve shared. “That’s... fucked up.”

Victoria’s laugh is sharp, almost brittle. “Don’t be. If anything, I’m relieved.” She reaches for her dress, carefully stepping into it with the particular grace that’s uniquely hers. “At least now I know why he’s been working so many ‘late nights.’ Why he’s so ‘tired’ when he does come home.” She zips the dress with careful deliberation, then turns to face me, her expression open in a way that makes my chest tight. “It makes what we’re doing... I don’t know. Less wrong, somehow. If that makes sense.”

It does, though I’m not sure I want to examine the implications too closely. “So what happens now?” I ask, already reaching for my jacket. “With you and Mark, I mean.”

She shrugs again, the movement deliberately casual. “Nothing changes. He has his secretary. I have you.” Her smile turns wicked, a private expression that’s just for me. “And apparently, a very expensive French lingerie set that I’m definitely not buying.”

I laugh despite the sudden knot of tension in my stomach. “Your loss. You looked fucking incredible in it.”

“Did I?” She steps closer, close enough that I can feel the heat of her body through the thin fabric of my shirt. “Maybe I’ll let you buy it for me, then. For my birthday.” Her hand finds mine, her fingers interlacing with my own in a gesture that’s both question and reassurance. “Six weeks from now. Mark will be in Chicago for that hospital conference. We’ll have the whole house to ourselves.”

The offer—explicit, dangerous—sends a jolt of electricity straight to my groin. “I’ll start saving now,” I promise, meaning it with every fiber of my being. “It’s a date.”

We finish dressing in comfortable silence, both of us careful to remove any evidence of what happened—lipstick smudges wiped away, hair smoothed down, clothing adjusted to hide the marks my hands left on her skin. By the time we’re done, we look almost respectable—just a woman and her much younger companion out for a day of shopping, nothing suspicious or noteworthy about us at all.

The saleswoman is waiting when we emerge, her expression carefully neutral despite the obvious judgment in her eyes. “Did everything work out?” she asks, her tone making it clear she knows exactly what “worked out” in dressing room three.

“Perfectly,” Victoria assures her, already reaching for her purse. “We’ll take the dress and the shoes. Not the lingerie, though. It wasn’t quite... right.”

I bite back a laugh, turning it into a cough at the last second. The saleswoman’s expression doesn’t change, but something in her eyes suggests she’s not buying our carefully constructed innocence for a second.

“Of course,” she says, her voice taking on that particular note of false warmth that retail workers perfect after years of dealing with difficult customers. “I’ll have those rung up for you right away.”

Fifteen minutes later, we’re back in Victoria’s Lexus, the AC cranked to combat the late spring heat. I’m staring out the window, watching the boutiques and cafés of downtown give way to tree-lined streets and sprawling colonials, when my phone buzzes in my pocket.

Caleb.

His name glows there, accusatory and demanding. I glance at Victoria, who’s focused on the road ahead, one hand resting casually on my thigh in a gesture that’s both possessive and reassuring.

“You should get that,” she says without looking away from the road. “He’s been trying to reach you all day.”

I nod, already swiping to accept the call. “Hey, man,” I say, forcing a casualness into my voice that I don’t entirely feel. “What’s up?”

“Where the hell have you been?” Caleb demands, his tone making it clear he’s been worried. “I’ve been calling since yesterday. I was about to send out a search party.”

I laugh, the sound deliberately relaxed. “Sorry. Phone died, and I forgot my charger. You know how it is.” The lie comes easily—too easily, after months of practice. “What’s going on?”

There’s a pause on the other end of the line, the particular silence that means Caleb is weighing his words carefully. “Look, I know it’s last minute, but... would you want to come stay with us this weekend? For Mother’s Day?”

The question—so unexpected, so perfectly timed—sends a jolt of electricity straight to my chest. I glance at Victoria, who’s still focused on the road ahead, though I catch the subtle tightening of her fingers on my thigh.

“With you?” I repeat, playing for time while my mind races to process the implications. “At your parents’ place?”

“Yeah.” Caleb sounds relieved, like he’s been rehearsing this speech and is grateful to finally get it out. “I know your folks are overseas. So I was thinking you could hang out with us.”

“Yeah, man,” I reply. “Sounds great.”

“Cool,” Caleb says. “Mom was even asking about you the other day.”

If only he knew that his mom was just getting fucked by me minutes ago.

“When would you want me there?” I ask.

“Friday morning?” The hope in his voice is almost painful.

“Sure,” I say, the word coming out more easily than expected.

I hang up, then turn to Victoria, who’s watching me with a carefully neutral expression. “Well,” I say, aiming for casual and missing by a mile. “That was... unexpected.”

She nods, a single movement that sends a strand of blonde hair falling across her face. “Very. It’ll be a weekend to remember.”


Chapter 3

I kill the engine and sit for a moment, staring at the Hurley house through my windshield. It looks exactly the same as it did the last time I was here—white colonial with black shutters, perfectly manicured lawn, American flag hanging from the porch—but something about it feels different. Dangerous, almost. Like it’s holding its breath, waiting for the wrong move, the careless word, the moment when everything falls apart.

The late May heat presses down like a physical weight, the air so thick with humidity it’s like breathing through a wet towel. My t-shirt is already sticking to my back, a trickle of sweat making its way down my spine despite the car’s AC, which had been blasting the entire twenty-minute drive from campus. Summer came early this year—a brutal, unforgiving heat wave that’s turned the entire east coast into a sauna—and I can already feel a headache building behind my eyes, the kind that comes from too much sun and not enough water.

I grab my duffel from the passenger seat and step out into the heat, the pavement so hot I can feel it through the soles of my sneakers. I’m halfway up the driveway when the front door flies open, and there he is—Caleb, my best friend since third grade, his face split in a grin that makes him look about twelve instead of twenty-one. He’s wearing board shorts and a faded Marvel t-shirt, his dark hair sticking up in all directions like he just rolled out of bed, which he probably did.

“Dude!” he calls, already bounding down the steps to meet me. “You’re here! I was starting to think you bailed on me.”

I laugh, the sound deliberately casual. “And miss a weekend of your mom’s cooking and your dad’s beer? Not a chance.”

“Mom promised to make us lunch before she goes. Her famous grilled cheese. The one with the—”

“Bacon and avocado,” I finish for him, my mouth already watering at the thought. “God, I’ve missed your mom’s cooking.”

The house is blessedly cool after the heat outside, the AC set to that perfect temperature that’s just cold enough to be refreshing without being uncomfortable. I step into the foyer, my eyes automatically moving to the staircase—to Victoria’s bedroom at the top, to the guest bathroom where we’ve fucked more times than I can count, to all the places in this house where we’ve risked everything for five minutes alone.

“Dad’s in his office,” Caleb says, apparently reading the direction of my gaze. “Some donor crisis or whatever. He’s been on the phone all morning.” He shrugs, the movement deliberately casual. “Mom should be back soon, though. She just went to pick up your favorite ice cream. Mint chocolate chip, right?”

I nod, suddenly unable to form words as the implications sink in. Victoria. Here. With me. With Caleb. With Mark just down the hall, completely unaware that his wife and his son’s best friend have been fucking in every room of this house while he’s at work.

“This is going to be epic,” Caleb continues, apparently oblivious to my internal panic. “We’ve got all weekend to—”

The front door swings open with a soft click, cutting off his words mid-sentence. And there she is—Victoria, framed in the doorway like something from a dream, her arms full of grocery bags, her hair pulled back in a messy ponytail that makes her look younger than her forty-two years. She’s wearing white shorts and a pale blue tank top that does nothing to hide the curves of her body, the thin fabric damp with sweat from the heat outside.

“Oh!” she says, her expression one of carefully crafted surprise. “Liam! You’re here already. I thought you weren’t coming until later.”

“We moved up the timeline,” Caleb interrupts, already crossing to take the bags from his mother’s arms. “Hope that’s okay?”

“Of course it’s okay,” she says, her voice taking on that light, casual tone she uses when others are around. “The more the merrier. Right, Liam?”

“Hey Liam,” a voice cuts in from the hallway—deep, confident, with that particular note of authority that belongs to men who’ve never been told no. And there he is—Mark Hurley, Caleb’s father, Victoria’s husband, the man whose bed I’ve been sneaking into for the better part of a year. He’s wearing what has to be a thousand-dollar suit despite the fact that it’s a Friday and he’s supposedly on vacation, his tie loosened just enough to suggest he’s been working hard.

“Good to see you, son. Caleb’s been talking about this weekend for days,” he says, extending a hand toward me with the confident assurance of someone who’s never had to worry about being rejected.

I take his hand, matching his grip without flinching. “Good to see you too, sir. Thanks for having me.”

He nods, apparently satisfied with this response, then turns to Victoria, who’s watching our interaction with careful neutrality. “Honey, we need to talk about plans for next weekend.”

“Sure,” Victoria replies, her smile never wavering despite the tension radiating from her body.

Mark turns to me, his expression taking on that particular look that men use when they’re about to ask for a favor. “Liam, do you mind giving us a minute? Family stuff.”

I nod, already backing toward the stairs. “No problem. I’ll just... upstairs. With Caleb.”


Chapter 4

The house is quiet when I finally make it downstairs, the only sound the distant tick of the grandfather clock in the hall and the soft hum of the AC fighting against the late afternoon heat. Caleb left for the gym twenty minutes ago—some new workout regimen he’s been raving about since spring break—with promises to be back in time for dinner. Mark is still in his office, the door firmly closed, his voice occasionally carrying through the walls when his phone conversations grow particularly animated. And Victoria... Victoria is nowhere to be seen.

I grab a water bottle from the fridge and lean against the counter, suddenly unsure what to do with myself. It’s been hours since breakfast—a rushed affair of coffee and toast while Mark paced the kitchen, barking orders into his phone—and my stomach is starting to growl in protest. But the thought of opening cabinets, of making noise, of drawing attention to myself in this house where every creak of the floorboards feels like a declaration of guilt...

A hand on my arm makes me jump, water sloshing over the rim of the bottle onto my shirt. I turn to find Victoria standing behind me, her expression one of carefully crafted neutrality despite the obvious tension in her body.

“Sorry,” she murmurs, her voice low enough that only I can hear. “Didn’t mean to startle you.”

I shake my head, already reaching for a paper towel to mop up the spill. “It’s fine. I was just—”

“Come with me,” she interrupts, her fingers already closing around my wrist with enough force to cut off circulation. “Now. Before Caleb gets back.”

Before I can respond, she’s pulling me down the hallway toward the guest bathroom—the one across from the laundry room, far enough from Mark’s office that the sound of the door closing won’t carry. My heart hammers against my ribs with each step that takes me further from safety, further into whatever Victoria has planned.

The bathroom is small but meticulously clean—all white tile and chrome fixtures, not a towel out of place or a water spot on the mirror. Victoria locks the door behind us with a soft click, then turns to face me, her expression open in a way that makes my chest tight.

“We don’t have much time,” she says, already reaching for the hem of her shirt. “Caleb’s workout is forty-five minutes, plus drive time. Mark’s on a call with the board that should last at least twenty.” She pulls the shirt over her head in one smooth motion, revealing a black lace bra that does nothing to hide the curves of her breasts. “That gives us approximately thirty minutes to do what I’ve been thinking about since you walked through that door.”

The sight of her—half-naked and determined, her eyes dark with a hunger that matches my own—sends a jolt of electricity straight to my groin. “Victoria,” I begin, though I have no idea what I’m planning to say. A warning, maybe. A reminder of where we are, of who’s just down the hall, of everything we have to lose if we’re caught.

She doesn’t give me the chance to finish. In one fluid motion, she’s on her knees before me, her hands already working my belt with practiced efficiency. “I’ve missed you,” she murmurs against the growing bulge in my jeans. “Two weeks is too long, Liam. Way too long.”

Before I can respond, she’s freed my cock from my pants, her hand wrapping around the base with enough force to make my breath catch. “Fuck,” I gasp, already half-hard from just the sight of her, now fully erect from the feel of her hand on my most sensitive part. “Victoria, we shouldn’t—”

“We absolutely should,” she interrupts, already leaning forward to take me into her mouth in one smooth motion. The sensation is electric—wet heat surrounding the most sensitive part of my anatomy, her tongue swirling against the underside of my shaft in a motion that makes my thighs tense with renewed desire.

“Holy shit,” I breathe, my hand moving of its own accord to tangle in her hair. “That’s... fuck, that’s good.”

Victoria responds by taking me deeper, her throat relaxing to allow me entry past the point where most women would stop. Saliva runs down her chin, dripping onto her chest in dark, spreading patches. Her eyes never leave mine as she works her way down, taking me deeper with each bob of her head.

Victoria’s throat is a fucking temple of sin, her lips stretched obscenely around the throbbing girth of your cock, spit-slick and glistening under the dim light. Her tongue—oh, that wicked, wicked tongue—flattens against the underside, tracing the pulsing vein like she’s memorizing it for later. Every inch she takes, her throat yields, swallowing you down with a wet, hungry gulp that vibrates through your entire fucking body.

“Fuuuuuck,” I moan.

Her eyes—glassy, half-lidded, drowning in lust—never break contact. Even as her nose buries itself in the coarse curls at your base, even as her mascara runs in inky streaks down her flushed cheeks, she watches you. Like she lives for this. Like she’d fucking die if she couldn’t choke herself on your dick.

Saliva pools at the corners of her swollen lips, thick strands of it snapping and reforming as she pulls back before plunging back down. Her throat clenches, a tight, wet vise that massages your cock with every swallow, every ragged breath she takes through her nose.

“That’s it,” I encourage as she takes me to the root, her nose pressing against the thatch of hair at the base of my shaft. “Take it all. Every fucking inch.”

She holds me there for a long moment, her throat working around me as she struggles to breathe, then pulls off with a wet pop that echoes in the small room.

“I’ve been thinking about this,” she admits, her voice husky with desire. “About your cock. About how good it feels in my mouth. In my throat.” Her hand resumes its relentless stroke, establishing a rhythm that has me balanced on the edge, my control hanging by the thinnest of threads. “I want you to use me, Liam. However you want. However you need.”

With a growl that seems to come from somewhere deep in my chest, I’m on her, my hand tangling in her hair with enough force to make her eyes water.

“You want to be used?” I ask, my voice taking on that register that makes women’s knees weak. “Is that what you’re asking for, Victoria? For me to fuck that pretty mouth until you can’t remember your own name?”

She nods, a single movement that sends a drop of saliva sliding down her cheek. “Yes,” she manages, the word barely intelligible. “Please, Liam. I need—”

She doesn’t get to finish. With one smooth motion, I’m pushing forward, the head of my cock sliding between her lips in one smooth motion. Victoria gasps, her eyes widening as I push deeper, past the point where she was prepared for, her throat working around me as she struggles to adjust.

Her pretty little mouth was made for this, but she’s still not ready for how deep I’m going to take her. The wet heat of her throat clamps down around me like a velvet fucking vice, her gag reflex fluttering in panic as I shove forward, forcing my way into that tight, spasming tunnel.

Her lips stretch obscenely around my girth, spit already dripping down her chin in thick, glistening strands. Her mascara starts to run as her eyes water, those big, fuck-me eyes rolling back in helpless pleasure-pain. I don’t give her a second to adjust—I own this throat now. My hips piston forward, burying every last inch of my cock down her gullet until my balls slap against her chin. The sound she makes—a choked, gurgling whimper—sends a vicious thrill straight to my dick.

“Relax,” I command, my voice steady despite the pleasure threatening to consume me. “Breathe through your nose. Take it all.”

She complies without hesitation, her body gradually relaxing to allow me entry. I establish a rhythm—in to the hilt, then back until just the head remains, then forward again—each thrust going a little deeper, lasting a little longer than the one before.

“That’s it,” I encourage as she begins to push back against me, taking me even deeper. “Such a good girl. Taking my cock so well.”

Her hand moves between her legs, disappearing beneath the thin fabric of her panties as she begins to touch herself, her movements growing more desperate with each thrust of my cock into her mouth.

I can feel every fucking inch of her struggle—the way her tongue writhes under my shaft, the desperate flutter of her uvula as it brushes against the underside of my cockhead, the way her throat pulses around me, trying to swallow but only succeeding in making her sloppy, spit-slick hole even tighter.

I fuck her face like it’s my goddamn birthright, dragging back just enough to let her gasp before slamming home again, watching her throat bulge obscenely with every thrust. Her nose presses into my pelvis, her breath coming in ragged, wet snorts through flared nostrils.

And the noise—Christ, the noise—wet, filthy slurps, choked moans, the lewd gluck-gluck of her throat struggling to take me. Drool pools under her, her makeup ruined, her pride shattered, reduced to nothing but a warm, willing hole for me to abuse.

I grab her by the hair, yanking her head back just to watch my cock glisten in the light, slick with her spit, before shoving her right back down. “That’s it, take it, you greedy little cocksleeve. You wanted my dick? Swallow it.”

Victoria comes with my cock still in her mouth, her entire body tensing as pleasure crashes through her system. Her eyes roll back, her body convulses again, and I feel it.

“Fuck,” I gasp, my control slipping as I pull out of her mouth. “Victoria, I’m going to—”

“Not yet,” she manages, her voice shaky with the aftershocks of her climax. She rises to her feet in one fluid motion, already reaching behind her back to unhook her bra. “I want more. I want all of you, Liam. Every inch.”

Before I can respond, she’s stepping out of her panties, then turning to bend over the counter, her ass raised in open invitation. “Here,” she says, reaching back to spread herself for my inspection. “I want you to fuck my ass, Liam. Please.”

The request—explicit, dangerous—should give me pause. We’re in her house, for fuck’s sake. Her husband is twenty feet away, her son due back any minute. But all I can think about is how good it would feel, how right, to bury myself in that tight heat, to claim her in the most primitive way possible.

“You’re sure?” I ask, already reaching for the bottle of hand soap on the counter—the closest thing we have to lubricant. “It might hurt if we’re not careful.”

Victoria’s laugh is rich with genuine amusement. “I’m forty-two, Liam, not twelve. I know exactly what I’m asking for.” She pushes back against me, her ass making contact with my still-hard cock. “And I’m very, very sure.”

That’s all the encouragement I need. With careful movements, I coat my cock with a generous amount of soap, then position myself at her entrance. “Relax,” I tell her, already pushing forward, the head of my cock breaching that tight ring of muscle in one smooth motion. “Breathe through it. It gets better.”

Victoria makes a sound—half pain, half pleasure—as I work my way in, taking my time despite the urgency building at the base of my spine. It’s a tight fit—tighter than her pussy, with none of the natural lubrication to ease my way—but eventually, I’m fully seated inside her, my balls pressed against the back of her thighs.

“Fuck,” I hiss, already beginning to move, establishing a careful rhythm that gives her time to adjust. “You’re so fucking tight.”

Victoria makes a sound as I begin to move, each thrust going a little deeper, lasting a little longer than the one before. “That’s it,” she encourages, already pushing back against me, taking me even deeper. “Don’t stop, Liam. Please don’t stop.”

With a filthy, wet pop, I pull back just enough to make her whine, then slam home, burying myself to the hilt in one brutal thrust. Her scream is half pain, half pleasure, her body convulsing around me, her tight little hole fluttering like it’s trying to milk me dry already.

“That’s it,” I growl, gripping her hips hard enough to bruise, my fingers digging into the soft flesh of her ass as I start a ruthless rhythm. “Take it. Take every fucking inch.”

She sobs, her voice wrecked, her thighs shaking as I pound into her, each thrust deeper, harder, dirtier than the last. The wet slap of skin on skin fills the room, mingling with her choked moans and my own ragged breathing. Her body is a fucking masterpiece of debauchery—her tits bouncing with every brutal snap of my hips, her ass reddening under my grip, her cunt dripping onto the sheets beneath her.

“More—” she begs, her voice breaking, her nails tearing at the fabric beneath her. “Please—fuck me harder—”

I oblige.

My cock pistons into her with savage precision, her tight heat strangling me, her walls clenching like a velvet fucking vice. I can feel every pulse, every shudder of her body as she comes undone around me, her screams muffled against the mattress as I drive her toward oblivion.

“You love this, don’t you?” I snarl, leaning over her, my breath hot against her ear. “Love being used, being filled—”

Her answer is a broken moan, her body tightening around me like she’s trying to fucking keep me inside.

From somewhere down the hall, Mark’s voice rises in volume—something about donor commitments and board approvals—then falls again as he moves further from the bathroom. The sound—a reminder of exactly where we are, of who’s just on the other side of the wall—sends a fresh surge of blood to my groin, my thrusts becoming harder, more focused on giving Victoria exactly what she needs.

“I’m close,” I warn, my voice strangled. “Victoria, I’m going to—”

“Inside,” she interrupts, pushing back against me with renewed vigor. “Cum inside me, Liam. I want to feel it. All of it.”

That’s all the encouragement I need. With a final, powerful thrust, I bury myself to the hilt inside her and let go, my hips jerking forward as the first pulse tears through me. The sensation is indescribable—hot release flooding into her tight channel, her inner walls clenching around me as if trying to draw every last drop from my body.

“Yes,” Victoria hisses, her head falling back as she pushes back against me, taking me even deeper. “That’s it. Fill me up, Liam. God, yes.”

It goes on forever, pulse after pulse of pleasure radiating outward from my core. My vision goes white at the edges, the sounds of the house—the distant murmur of Mark’s voice, the occasional creak of the floorboards, the soft hum of the AC—fading to a distant hum as my entire being focuses on the point where we’re joined, where I’m emptying myself inside her.

When the last tremor finally subsides, I collapse forward, my chest pressed against her back, my face buried in the curve of her neck. We stay like that for a long moment, both of us struggling to catch our breath, to process what just happened.

“Fuck,” Victoria breathes when she can form words again. “That was...”

“Fucking incredible,” I finish for her, pressing a kiss to the sensitive spot behind her ear. “I don’t think I’ve ever come that hard in my life.”

She laughs, the sound rich with satisfaction, and carefully straightens up, wincing slightly as I pull out of her. A trickle of my release follows, running down her inner thigh in a visible reminder of what we just did.

“We should probably clean up,” she says, already reaching for a towel from the rack. “Caleb will be home any minute, and—”

The front door slams with enough force to shake the entire house, cutting off her words mid-sentence. We freeze, our eyes meeting in sudden, shared panic.

“He’s early,” Victoria whispers, already scrambling for her clothes. “Oh my god, Liam, he’s early.”

I’m moving before she finishes speaking, already reaching for my pants with hands that are suddenly, completely steady despite the adrenaline coursing through my system. “It’s fine,” I tell her, though we both know it’s anything but. “We’ll be fine. Just... act normal. Natural. Like nothing happened.”

She nods, a single movement that sends a strand of blonde hair falling across her face. “Normal,” she repeats, the word clearly an effort. “Right. I can do that.”

We finish dressing in frantic silence, both of us careful to remove any evidence of what happened—lipstick smudges wiped away, hair smoothed down, clothing adjusted to hide the marks my hands left on her skin. By the time we’re done, we look almost respectable—just a woman and her son’s friend in the bathroom together, nothing suspicious or noteworthy about us at all.

“Caleb?” Victoria calls, her voice impressively steady despite the obvious panic in her eyes. “We’re in here, honey. Just freshening up.”

There’s a pause, then the sound of footsteps approaching—heavy, masculine, definitely not Caleb’s. “Victoria?” Mark’s voice comes from just outside the door, concerned despite the obvious irritation underlying his tone. “Everything okay in there? I thought I heard—”

“We’re fine,” Victoria interrupts, already reaching for the door. “Just a minute, sweetheart. Liam wasn’t feeling well, and—”

The door swings open before she can finish, revealing Mark standing in the hallway, his expression caught between concern and confusion. “Not feeling well?” he repeats, his eyes moving from Victoria to me and back again. “What’s wrong? Do you need me to call Dr. Patel?”

I shake my head, forcing a casualness into my voice that I don’t entirely feel. “It’s just the heat, sir. Too much sun, not enough water. Your wife was kind enough to let me use your bathroom to cool off.”

Mark nods, apparently satisfied with this explanation. “Smart thinking. It’s brutal out there.”

“Yeah,” I reply, thinking of how I fucked Victoria’s ass just moments ago. “Very brutal.”


Chapter 5

The kitchen is warm with the particular heat that comes from multiple burners going at once—Victoria at the stove, stirring a pot of what smells like her famous marinara, me at the island chopping garlic while Caleb sets the table in the dining room. It’s domestic in a way that makes my chest tight, this careful performance of normalcy when nothing about our situation is normal at all. Three hours ago, I was balls-deep in Victoria’s ass while her husband worked twenty feet away. Now I’m playing sous-chef while her son arranges silverware, both of us completely oblivious to what’s happening right under our noses.

“Garlic’s ready,” I announce, scraping the finely minced cloves into the small bowl Victoria has waiting. “What’s next?”

She glances over her shoulder, that private smile—the one that’s just for me—playing at the corners of her mouth. “The wine needs to breathe. Could you?”

I nod, already reaching for the bottle of cabernet on the counter. “No problem.”

It’s been like this since Mark left for the office—a careful dance around Caleb, meaningful glances when he’s not looking, the occasional brush of fingers when we pass in the hallway. We’ve had exactly seventeen minutes alone since our bathroom encounter—a rushed makeout session in the laundry room while Caleb was in the shower—and the tension is building with each passing hour, a physical thing between us that everyone but Caleb can apparently sense.

“You two are being weird,” he announces, appearing in the doorway with a stack of napkins. “Like, really weird. Did something happen while I was at the gym?”

Victoria and I exchange a quick glance—panic, quickly masked—before she turns to her son with that perfect hostess smile. “Don’t be ridiculous,” she says, her tone making it clear the subject is closed. “Everything’s fine. Isn’t it, Liam?”

I nod, forcing a casualness into my voice that I don’t entirely feel. “Everything’s great. Your mom was just telling me about that charity thing tomorrow. The one for the children’s hospital?”

Caleb looks skeptical but lets it drop, returning to the dining room with a shrug that suggests he’s used to being the last to know. “Whatever.”

“Caleb,” Victoria says, already reaching for the pasta. “Tell your father—”

The doorbell cuts her off mid-sentence, a cheerful chime that seems to echo through the suddenly silent house. Victoria freezes, wooden spoon halfway to her mouth, her expression caught between confusion and what might almost be panic.

“Are you expecting someone?” I ask, already moving toward the hallway. “Maybe it’s Mark? He could have forgotten his key...”

But Victoria is already shaking her head, apparently recovered from her momentary lapse. “Mark texted. He’s at the hospital until at least ten.” She sets the spoon down with careful deliberation. “It’s probably just a neighbor. Or a delivery. ”

“I’ll get it!” Caleb calls, already bounding toward the foyer. “It’s probably that package from Amazon. The one with the new controllers.”

Victoria and I exchange another look—relief, quickly masked—as Caleb disappears around the corner. “We probably should be a bit more discreet.”

But before I can respond, before I can remind her exactly what we were in the middle of before Caleb interrupted, a voice cuts through the quiet house—high, feminine, with that particular note of excitement that belongs to people who thrive on chaos.

“Surprise!”

Victoria freezes, wooden spoon suspended halfway to the pot, her entire body going tense at the sound. “No,” she breathes, the word barely audible. “She wouldn’t. Not tonight. Not when—”

But it’s too late. A moment later, Caleb appears in the doorway, his arm around the waist of a woman I’d recognize anywhere—blonde hair falling in perfect waves around a face that’s a younger version of Victoria’s, wearing a sundress so short it might as well be a shirt, the thin fabric doing nothing to hide the curves of her body.

“Aunt Chloe!” Caleb announces, his voice taking on that particular note of excitement he reserves for his favorite relative. “Look who’s here! She was in the neighborhood and thought she’d stop by. Isn’t that great?”

Great is not the word I would use. Horrifying, maybe. Or catastrophic. Or any of the other synonyms for “completely and totally fucked” that are currently running through my mind as I take in the woman standing in Victoria’s kitchen—Chloe Bennett, Victoria’s younger sister, the woman who I fucked on Thanksgiving and Christmas. Multiple times.

“Liam!” Chloe exclaims, her eyes lighting up with recognition and something that goes beyond mere pleasure. “What a surprise! I had no idea you’d be here.”

The lie is so obvious, so perfectly calibrated to make Victoria tense beside me, that I almost laugh despite the sudden knot of panic in my stomach. Of course she knew I’d be here. She’s Victoria’s sister—they talk multiple times a week, share everything from recipes to the intimate details of their sex lives. She knows exactly why I’m here, exactly what’s been happening between her sister and me since Halloween.

“It’s good to see you,” I manage, forcing a casualness into my voice that I don’t entirely feel. “How’s... everything?”

Chloe’s smile turns wicked, a private expression that’s just for me. “Everything’s wonderful,” she says, already crossing the kitchen to press a kiss to my cheek—a gesture that would be innocent if her hand hadn’t slid down to squeeze my ass with enough force to leave marks. “Just wonderful.”

From the corner of my eye, I catch Victoria’s expression—a careful neutrality that doesn’t quite mask the absolute panic in her eyes. This is her nightmare scenario—her sister and her lover in the same room, both of them fully aware of exactly what’s at stake if certain details come to light.

“Dinner’s almost ready,” she says, her voice taking on that note of forced brightness I’m starting to recognize. “Chloe, would you like to stay? There’s plenty.”

Chloe nods, apparently satisfied by my lack of response to her provocative gesture. “I’d love to. It’s been ages since I’ve had your pasta. Mark’s favorite, right?”

The mention of Victoria’s husband—the man whose bed I’ve been sneaking into for the better part of a year—should kill the mood. It doesn’t. If anything, it makes it hotter—the danger, the deception, the absolute wrongness of what we’re doing.

Twenty minutes later, we’re seated around the Hurleys’ dining table—Victoria at one end, me at the other, Caleb and Chloe on opposite sides, the careful distance between us doing nothing to mask the tension radiating from Victoria’s body. Dinner is... awkward, to put it mildly. Chloe monopolizes the conversation with stories about her latest dating disasters, each one more explicit than the last, while Caleb alternates between embarrassment and barely suppressed laughter. Victoria says almost nothing, her eyes moving from her sister to me and back again with a mixture of fear and what might almost be resignation.

“So then he says—get this—he says size doesn’t matter,” Chloe continues, twirling pasta around her fork with deliberate provocation. “Can you believe it? After spending twenty minutes trying to find it with a flashlight and a map?”

Caleb chokes on his wine, spraying a fine mist across the tablecloth. “Aunt Chloe!” he sputters, his face red with a combination of embarrassment and laughter. “There are children present!”

“I’m twenty-one,” I remind him, though I’m grateful for the interruption. “Hardly a child.”

Chloe’s smile turns wicked, a private expression that’s just for me. “No,” she agrees, her eyes moving over me with deliberate appreciation. “Definitely not a child.

I take another sip of wine, the rich cabernet doing nothing to cool the heat rising in my chest as Chloe’s eyes linger on me a beat too long.

“Chloe,” Victoria says, her voice tight with warning. “Maybe we could talk about something else? The weather, perhaps? Or your new job?”

But Chloe is just getting started. She leans forward, the neckline of her sundress dipping to reveal the perfect curve of her breasts. “I’m just making conversation, Vicky.”

The temperature in the room seems to drop several degrees. Caleb glances between his mother and aunt, clearly sensing the undercurrents but missing the specifics. I keep my eyes on my plate, suddenly fascinated by the arrangement of pasta and sauce.

After what feels like an eternity, dinner finally ends. Victoria stands, gathering plates with the particular efficiency of someone trying to escape an uncomfortable situation. “Why don’t we move to the living room?” she suggests, her voice taking on that light, casual tone I’m starting to recognize. “I’ve got that bottle of Scotch Mark’s been saving. For a special occasion.”

The living room is cool and dim after the bright lights of the dining room, the heavy curtains drawn against the evening heat. Victoria disappears into the kitchen, returning a moment later with a bottle of what has to be fifty-year-old Macallan and four crystal tumblers. She pours with careful precision, her movements deliberate despite the obvious tension radiating from her body.

“To family,” she says, raising her glass in a toast that feels more like a challenge. “Complicated as it may be.”

We drink in uncomfortable silence, the expensive whiskey burning a path down my throat without providing any of the warmth or relaxation it’s supposed to. Across from me, Chloe watches over the rim of her glass, her expression a study in calculated provocation.

“So,” Caleb says after a moment, clearly desperate to break the tension. “Anyone want to watch a movie? I downloaded that new Marvel thing. The one with the—”

His phone buzzes in his pocket, cutting off his words mid-sentence. He pulls it out, checks the screen, then looks up with an expression of mingled excitement and apology. “It’s Avery. I should probably...”

“Go,” Victoria tells him, her smile never reaching her eyes. “We’ll be fine.”

Before I can respond, Victoria’s phone rings—the particular tone she’s set for Mark. She glances at the screen, then back at us, her expression caught between relief and resignation. “I should take this. He’s been at the hospital all day. Probably wants to know if there’s dinner waiting.”

“Take your time,” Chloe says, the picture of sisterly understanding. “We’ll entertain ourselves.”

The moment Victoria disappears into the kitchen, Chloe is on her feet, crossing to the couch with the particular grace of a predator approaching wounded prey. She sits beside me, close enough that our thighs press together, her hand already moving to my knee with deliberate provocation.

“Did you miss me?” she murmurs, her voice low enough that only I can hear. “Because I’ve more than missed that big cock of yours”

I swallow hard, my throat suddenly dry despite the whiskey. “Chloe—”

“You made me cum so many times the last time we fucked,” she whispers, her hand moving higher, fingers tracing small circles on my inner thigh. “Was it three or four times I came? I lost count after the second orgasm.”

My cock stirs despite my best efforts, responding to her touch, to the memory of her mouth on me, her legs wrapped around my waist as I drove into her with enough force to make the headboard hit the wall. “This isn’t a good idea,” I manage, though my body is already betraying me, hardening beneath her questing fingers. “Victoria’s just in the other room, and—”

“And she’s been on the phone with Mark for at least five minutes,” Chloe interrupts, her hand already finding the growing bulge in my jeans. “Which gives us plenty of time for a quick... catch-up.”

Her fingers wrap around my cock through the thin fabric of my pants, establishing a rhythm that makes it impossible to think, to remember why this is a bad idea. “I’ve missed this,” she admits, her voice taking on that husky quality that always drives me wild. “Missed you. The way you feel. The way you fuck.”

I should stop her. Should push her hand away, should stand up, should do anything but sit here while she strokes me to full hardness with her sister twenty feet away. But all I can think about is how good it feels, how right, her hand on my cock, her breath hot against my neck as she leans closer.

“I’ve been with other guys since Christmas,” she continues, her hand moving with deliberate provocation. “Lots of them. Frat boys. Older men. But none of them...” She squeezes, just hard enough to make my breath catch. “None of them are as big as you. None of them know how to use it like you do.”

“Chloe,” I gasp, already reaching for her wrist, though I can’t quite bring myself to pull her hand away. “We can’t. Not here. Not with Victoria—“

“She doesn’t have to know,” Chloe interrupts, her eyes never leaving mine. Her hand increases its pressure, her thumb circling the head of my cock through my jeans. “I’m going to stay here all weekend. I’ll leave the door unlocked.”

The offer—explicit, dangerous—hangs in the air between us. Before I can respond, the sound of Victoria’s voice grows louder as she moves from the kitchen back toward the living room. Chloe’s hand disappears from my lap with practiced efficiency, though she doesn’t move away, her thigh still pressed against mine in deliberate provocation.

“Mark says hi,” Victoria announces as she enters the room, her expression caught between relief and lingering suspicion. “He’s heading home now. Should be here in twenty minutes.” Her eyes move from me to Chloe and back again, clearly trying to read the tension in the air. “Everything okay in here? You two look... intense.”

“Just catching up,” Chloe says, her smile never reaching her eyes. “It’s been so long since I’ve seen Liam. We had a lot to talk about.”


Chapter 6

I wake with a gasp, my body jerking in response to the sudden, shocking pleasure coursing through me. My hand flies to the back of the head between my legs, fingers tangling in blonde hair that’s definitely not Victoria’s—the strands too long, too fine, too deliberately highlighted to belong to anyone but Chloe. My eyes fly open to find her grinning up at me, her hand already working my cock with expert precision while her mouth continues sucking my balls.

“What the—” I start, my voice breaking as she takes me deeper, her throat relaxing to accommodate my full length. “Holy shit, Chloe.”

She pulls off with a wet pop that seems to echo in the quiet room, her hand maintaining the rhythm her mouth just abandoned. “Morning, sleepyhead,” she purrs, her free hand already moving to cup my balls with deliberate provocation. “I’ve been waiting for you to wake up. All that snoring was getting boring.”

I glance around the room, panic temporarily overriding the pleasure—the guest room, all pale blue walls and understated furniture, nothing to indicate we’re not alone in the house. But we’re not. Victoria is just down the hall, probably still asleep. Mark might be home by now. Caleb is definitely in his room, maybe twenty feet away.

“Are you fucking insane?” I hiss, already trying to push her away despite the very obvious effect she’s having on my body. “If Victoria catches us—”

“She won’t,” Chloe interrupts, already leaning forward to take me into her mouth again, this time with enough force to cut off whatever protest I was about to make. “She takes Ambien. One pill, and she’s out until at least nine.”

The information—so casually delivered, so obviously the result of careful observation—sends a jolt of electricity straight to my groin. My cock jumps in her mouth, a visible reaction that makes her eyes crinkle with satisfaction. She sucks my cock like a college slut.

Chloe’s lips wrap around my cock like a fucking vice, her hot, wet mouth swallowing me down to the root with the practiced desperation of a sorority girl who needs daddy’s cum more than she needs air. Her tongue swirls around the head, flicking against the slit, teasing out a thick bead of pre-cum that she laps up greedily, moaning like the filthy little cockslut she is. Saliva drips down her chin, her mascara running as she gags herself on my shaft, her throat convulsing around me in tight, rhythmic spasms.

“Mmmph—”

She pulls back just enough to let me see her glossy lips stretched obscenely around my girth before plunging back down, her nose buried in my pubes, her fingers digging into my thighs like she’s fucking starved for it. Her cheeks hollow as she sucks with obscene force, her throat making wet, sloppy noises that echo through the room.

“That’s it, you fucking whore,” I growl instinctively, grabbing a fistful of her hair and forcing her down even deeper, feeling her gag reflex kick in as her eyes water. She doesn’t stop—no, this bitch loves it, her pussy dripping onto the floor as she chokes herself on my dick like it’s her last meal.

Her free hand snakes between her legs, fingers plunging into her soaked cunt, fucking herself in time with her mouth. She’s a fucking mess—mascara smeared, lips swollen, drool and precum painting her chin—and she’s begging for more with every slobbery suck.

And the sounds—Christ, the sounds. Wet, sloppy gulps, choked whimpers, the obscene pop of her lips releasing me just to dive back in. She is fucking filthy, drool dripping down her chin, her free hand slipping between her own thighs to rub frantic circles over her soaked panties.

“Besides,” she continues after pulling off again, her hand working me with enough force to make my breath catch, “what’s she going to do if she finds out?”

She leans forward again, this time capturing my mouth in a kiss that’s nothing like the desperate, hungry couplings I’ve shared with Victoria. This is calculated, controlled—all teeth and tongue and barely contained need. Her hand moves between us, pushing my t-shirt up with enough force to tear the seam, then lower, working my cock with expert precision.

“Fuck,” I gasp, already losing the battle for control. “Chloe, we shouldn’t—”

“We absolutely should,” she interrupts, already straddling my hips with enough force to make the headboard hit the wall. “Right here, right now. Before anyone else wakes up.” Her hand finds my cock, positioning it at her entrance with deliberate provocation. “I want you inside me, Liam. Now.”

And then she’s pushing down, taking me into her body in one smooth motion that makes us both gasp. The sensation is overwhelming—wet heat surrounding me, gripping me, trying to milk me dry with each pulse of her inner muscles.

“Holy shit,” I hiss, my hands moving of their own accord to grip her hips. “You’re so fucking tight.”

Chloe laughs, the sound rich with genuine pleasure. “Tight and wet and all yours,” she purrs, already beginning to move, establishing a rhythm that’s more punishment than pleasure. “For the next...” She glances at the clock on the nightstand. “Thirty-seven minutes, at least.”

I’m on her in an instant, flipping our positions with enough force to make the entire bed creak. “My turn,” I tell her, already positioning myself between her thighs. “I want to watch you come apart.”

Chloe’s gasp is sharp, desperate—a fucking symphony of pleasure-pain as I drive into her without mercy. Her cunt is a vice, slick and tight, her inner walls fluttering like a goddamn heartbeat around my cock. The wet heat of her swallows me whole, her body arching off the bed as she claws at my shoulders, nails biting into flesh.

“Fuck—you’re so—big—” she whimpers, breath hitching, her voice breaking into a moan as I bottom out inside her.

I don’t give her a second to adjust. I pull back just enough to feel her greedy little pussy cling to me, then slam home again, burying myself to the root. The slap of skin on skin is obscenely loud, the bed creaking beneath us like it’s begging for mercy.

Chloe responds by wrapping her legs around my waist, her ankles locking at the small of my back to pull me even deeper. “That’s it,” she encourages, her voice breaking on a moan. “Right there. Don’t stop. God, yes.”

Her tits bounce with every thrust, nipples hard and begging for my mouth. I lean down, catching one between my teeth, sucking hard enough to make her scream. Her back bows, her hips grinding up to meet me, her cunt dripping around my cock like she’s fucking made for it.

Each thrust brings me closer to the edge, each retreat leaves Chloe clutching at my shoulders, trying to pull me back in. I reach between us, my fingers finding her clit with unerring accuracy. The little nub is already swollen, sensitive from arousal, and she jerks at the first contact, a broken sound escaping her lips.

“You take me so fucking good,” I growl against her skin, my fingers digging into the soft flesh of her thighs, spreading her wider. ”Like this pussy was built for my dick.”

She whines, high and needy, her legs locking around my waist, heels digging into my ass as she tries to pull me deeper. I can feel her clenching around me, her body trembling, her breath coming in ragged little pants.

“Please—fuck, please—”

I grin, cruel and filthy, and slow down just to watch her squirm. “Please what, baby? Use your fucking words.”

She sobs, her cunt pulsing around me, her fingers twisting in the sheets. “Please don’t stop—I need it—need you to ruin me—”

“That’s my girl.”

And then I’m pistoning into her, hard and fast, my balls slapping against her ass with every brutal thrust. She’s so wet I can hear it—the filthy, squelching sound of her pussy taking every inch, her juices coating my cock, dripping down my thighs.

Her moans turn into screams, her body tightening like a fucking coil, her orgasm ripping through her so hard she nearly chokes on it. And still, I don’t stop. I fuck her through it, dragging her pleasure out until she’s sobbing, her cunt fluttering around me like it’s trying to milk me dry.

With a cry that I quickly muffle by pressing my lips to hers, Chloe comes, her entire body tensing as pleasure crashes through her system. Her inner walls clamp down on my cock with enough force to make my vision blur, trying to milk me dry with each powerful contraction.

With a growl that seems to come from somewhere deep in my chest, I flip her onto her stomach, pulling her up until she’s on her knees, her face pressed into the pillow.

“Ready to take it, bitch?” I ask, my voice rough with desire.

In answer, Chloe pushes her ass back against me, her inner walls still pulsing with the aftershocks of her orgasm. “Yes,” she hisses, the word breaking on a moan. “God, yes. Fuck me, Liam. Make me come again.”

I don’t need to be told twice. With one brutal, unrelenting thrust, I slam myself balls-deep inside her, and Jesus Christ, the way her cunt grips me is pure fucking insanity. It’s like her walls were made to worship my dick, every inch of her tight, wet heat swallowing me whole, pulsing around me like she’s trying to suck the soul right out of my cock.

“That’s it,” I encourage as she begins to push back against me, taking me even deeper. “Take it all. Every fucking inch.”

My thrusts become harder, more focused, aimed directly at the spot inside her that makes her see stars. Chloe responds by matching me thrust for thrust, her inner walls clenching rhythmically around my shaft.

Her pussy’s so fucking wet, I can feel her juices leaking down my shaft, pooling around my balls, and the sound—oh fuck, the sound—of her cunt slurping around me as I push deeper is enough to make me lose my goddamn mind. Her hips buck against me, her ass slapping against my thighs, and I can hear her moaning, begging, nails digging into my back as she tries to pull me even closer, like she wants me to split her in fucking half.

“Yes! Yes! Yes!” she moans.

I adjust the angle, tilting her hips just right, and when I plunge back inside, I swear I can feel her cervix kissing the tip of my cock. She screams, her eyes rolling back, her body shuddering like a goddamn earthquake, and I know I’ve hit that sweet fucking spot. Her pussy clenches around me, tighter, harder, like she’s trying to milk every last drop of cum from my aching balls, and fuck, it’s working.

“I’m close,” she gasps, her voice breaking on the word. “So close, Liam. Don’t stop. Please don’t stop.”

Her ass slaps back against my hips, a lewd, wet smack echoing with every brutal thrust. I grab her waist, fingers digging into soft flesh, forcing her deeper onto my cock, bending her spine just right so every inch of me stretches her tight little cunt to the limit. She whimpers, but it’s not pain—it’s pleasure, the kind that makes her drool onto the sheets, her tits swaying like hypnotic weights beneath her.

I reach forward, fisting a handful of her hair, yanking her head back so her spine arches, her ass jutting out even more, presenting herself like a fucking buffet. The new angle makes her gasp—deeper, harder, hitting spots that make her toes curl.

“You like that, you greedy little slut?” I snarl, pounding her into the mattress, the bedframe banging against the wall like a goddamn metronome. Her juices are dripping down her thighs, coating my cock in her slick heat, and the sound—that filthy, wet squelch—is fucking obscene.

She’s babbling now, half-formed pleas, broken moans, her fingers clawing at the sheets like she’s trying to hold on for dear life. I don’t let her. I spank her ass, leaving a red handprint that makes her squeal, her pussy clenching around me like a hungry fucking mouth.

“Gonna come?” I taunt, slowing just enough to make her whine, grinding deep so she feels every throbbing inch. “Gonna cream all over my cock like the dirty little bitch you are?”

She nods, frantic, her whole body trembling, and that’s when I lose control. She cums. Hard. Her body is wrecked by pleasure, her cunt clamping down on me like she’s trying to suck my soul out through my dick, her orgasm tearing through her in waves, each one wringing another broken cry from her lips. “Ohgodohgodoh—fuck—!”

Fuck restraint. I pound into her, relentless, feral, my hips a jackhammer, my cock swelling as her cunt sucks me in, milking me for every drop.

“Fuck,” I gasp, my control slipping as her body milks me with ruthless efficiency. “Chloe, I’m going to—”

“Inside,” she interrupts, her voice taking on that note of command that makes my cock jump inside her. “Cum inside me, Liam. I want to feel it. All of it.”

That’s all the encouragement I need. With a final, powerful thrust, I bury myself to the hilt inside her and let go, my hips jerking forward as the first pulse tears through me. The sensation is indescribable—hot release flooding into her tight channel, her inner walls clenching around me as if trying to draw every last drop from my body.

“Yes,” Chloe hisses, her head falling back as she pushes back against me, taking me even deeper. “That’s it. Fill me up, Liam. God, yes.”

It goes on forever, pulse after pulse of pleasure radiating outward from my core. My vision goes white at the edges, the sounds of the house—the distant murmur of the AC, the occasional creak of the floorboards, the soft tick of the clock on the nightstand—fading to a distant hum as my entire being focuses on the point where we’re joined, where I’m emptying myself inside her.

When the last tremor finally subsides, I collapse forward, my chest pressed against hers, my face buried in the curve of her neck. We stay like that for a long moment, both of us struggling to catch our breath, to process what just happened.

“Fuck,” Chloe breathes when she can form words again. “That was...”

“Fucking incredible,” I finish for her, pressing a kiss to the sensitive spot behind her ear. “I don’t think I’ve ever come that hard in my life.”

She laughs, the sound rich with satisfaction, and carefully straightens up, wincing slightly as I pull out of her. A trickle of my release follows, running down her inner thigh in a visible reminder of what we just did.

“Told you I’m better than her,” she says, already reaching for her panties, which are crumpled on the floor. She steps into the underwear with careful deliberation, then turns to face me, her expression open in a way that makes my chest tight. “She thinks she’s so special. Having you right under her husband’s nose.” Her smile turns wicked, a private expression that’s just for me. “Wait until she sees what you and I can do together.”

“Maybe,” I reply. “Maybe not. But for now, get the fuck out of my room.”

Chloe giggles before blowing me a kiss and leaving.


Chapter 7

I’m halfway through my second cup of coffee when Victoria’s foot finds mine under the table—a deliberate touch, her toes tracing the line of my ankle with enough pressure to make my breath catch. I glance up to find her watching me over the rim of her mug, her expression carefully neutral despite the obvious intent in her eyes. Across the table, Caleb is shoveling eggs into his mouth with the particular enthusiasm of teenage boys, completely oblivious to the fact that his mother’s foot is now tracing a path up my calf, heading for territory that’s decidedly not breakfast-appropriate.

“And then he says—get this—he says the board can’t possibly approve the Delaware merger without a complete donor overhaul,” Mark continues, apparently unaware that neither his wife nor his son’s best friend is paying the slightest attention to his hospital board drama. “As if I haven’t spent the last three months courting every major donor on the east coast.”

Victoria’s foot has reached my knee now, her toes working their way under the leg of my basketball shorts with deliberate provocation. “That sounds frustrating, sweetheart,” she says, her voice taking on that note of practiced interest that wives of workaholics perfect after years of similar conversations. “Maybe you should talk to Richardson? He’s good with the difficult ones.”

Mark nods, apparently satisfied with this response, and turns back to his tablet, which is propped against the orange juice pitcher. “Maybe. Though after what happened with the pediatric wing...”

I take a careful sip of coffee, using the mug to hide my expression as Victoria’s foot continues its relentless exploration. She’s reached my thigh now, her toes tracing the inseam of my shorts with enough pressure to make my spent cock twitch with renewed interest. I’d showered after Chloe left—a hasty affair with water as cold as I could stand it—but the memory of her body beneath mine, of her walls clenching around me as she came apart, is still fresh enough to send a jolt of electricity straight to my groin.

“And what about you, Liam?” Mark asks, apparently deciding I’ve been silent long enough. “Any big plans for the summer? Caleb mentioned something about an internship?”

I open my mouth, then close it as Victoria’s foot makes contact with my semi-hard cock, the pressure just enough to make my breath catch. “I’m... still working on it,” I manage, forcing a casualness into my voice that I don’t entirely feel. “Professor Harmon offered to put in a good word at the community health center, but—”

“That’s wonderful,” Victoria interrupts, her foot now working my length with enough force to make the table shake. “I’m sure you’ll get it. Won’t he, Mark?”

Mark nods, already returning to his tablet. “Absolutely. Smart kid like you? They’d be lucky to have you.”

From the corner of my eye, I catch Chloe watching our exchange with careful neutrality, her expression giving nothing away despite the obvious tension in her body. She knows exactly what’s happening under the table—has to know, after what we did this morning—but instead of the anger or jealousy I expected, there’s something else in her eyes. Something that looks suspiciously like... enjoyment?

Victoria’s foot is relentless now, working me with enough force to push me back in my chair. My cock is fully hard despite my best efforts to think about literally anything else—baseball statistics, the periodic table, the fact that Caleb is sitting three feet away, completely unaware that his mother is getting me off under the breakfast table.

“That’s... generous of you to say,” I manage, reaching for my orange juice with a hand that’s not entirely steady. “I’m not... counting on anything, though. The application process is pretty... competitive.”

Victoria’s smile doesn’t waver, but there’s a new intensity in her eyes—a challenge, almost, like she’s testing how far she can push me before I break. “I’m sure you’ll do wonderfully,” she says, her foot now working me with enough force to make the table shake. “You always exceed expectations when you put your mind to it.”

The statement—loaded with implication—sends a fresh surge of blood to my groin. My cock jumps beneath her foot, a visible reaction that makes her eyes crinkle with satisfaction.

“More eggs, anyone?” Caleb asks, already reaching for the serving plate. “These are seriously good, Mom.”

Victoria’s foot pauses just long enough for me to catch my breath. “Thank you, sweetheart. I used that new technique from the cooking show. The one with the—”

“French guy with the weird haircut?” Caleb interrupts, already piling more eggs onto his plate. “The one who’s always yelling at people for not using enough butter?”

Victoria laughs, the sound rich with genuine amusement despite the tension radiating from her body. “That’s the one. Apparently, the secret is—”

But I don’t hear the rest, because Victoria’s foot has been replaced by something infinitely more dangerous—her hand, sliding under the table with careful deliberation to wrap around my cock with enough force to make my vision blur.

“Holy shit,” I breathe, the words barely audible as her hand establishes a rhythm that has me balanced on the edge, my control hanging by the thinnest of threads.

“Everything okay, Liam?” Mark asks, glancing up from his tablet with the particular concern of someone who’s noticed a change in behavior but can’t quite put his finger on why. “You look a little... flushed.”

I nod, suddenly unable to form words as Victoria’s hand works me with expert precision. “Fine,” I manage, reaching for my coffee with a hand that’s not entirely steady. “Just... hot. In here. With the... you know.”

Mark nods, apparently satisfied with this explanation, and returns to his tablet. But across the table, Chloe is watching our exchange with careful neutrality, her expression giving nothing away despite the obvious tension in her body.

The conversation moves on—Caleb describing a new video game he’s excited about, Mark explaining the intricacies of hospital board politics to absolutely no one’s interest—but underneath the table, Victoria’s hand never stops its relentless pace. She’s established a rhythm now—up to the tip, a firm circle around the head, then back down to the base—each stroke bringing me closer to the edge, each retreat leaving me clutching at the table, trying to maintain my composure.

She’s got a rhythm now, a filthy fucking cadence that’s driving me out of my goddamn mind. Up to the swollen tip, her thumb swipes across the leaking slit, smearing that sticky precum around like she’s painting a goddamn masterpiece. Then, her fingers tighten into a firm circle around the head, working it like she’s trying to milk every fucking drop out of me before I even get close to exploding.

The pace picks up now, her hand fucking jackhammering up and down my cock with a speed that’s almost brutal. Her fingers twist and curl around me, her grip tightening just enough to push me right to the fucking brink. I can feel it—that familiar, overwhelming pressure building in my groin, like a goddamn volcano ready to erupt. She’s not letting up, her hand working me harder and faster, her nails digging into the sensitive skin beneath my balls, and I know I’m fucking done for.

“I’m close,” I whisper, the words barely audible as her thumb finds the slit at the tip of my cock, gathering the pre-cum there to ease her passage. “Victoria, I’m going to—”

“Not yet,” she murmurs, her voice taking on that husky quality that always drives me wild. “Wait for it. I want to feel it. All of it.”

And then Mark’s phone rings—that particular tone that means the hospital—and he’s pushing back from the table with the particular grace of someone who’s done this many times before. “Sorry,” he says, already reaching for his jacket. “Duty calls. Shouldn’t be more than an hour. Two, tops.”

“Take your time,” Victoria says, her voice impressively steady despite the fact that her hand is still wrapped around my cock under the table. “We’ll save you some lunch.”

Mark nods, apparently satisfied with this response, then turns to me with that particular expression that men use when they’re about to ask for a favor. “Liam, would you mind giving me a hand with something in the garage? Won’t take more than five minutes.”

I freeze, suddenly aware of exactly how obvious it would be if I stood up right now—Victoria’s hand still wrapped around my cock, the very visible evidence of what we’ve been doing. “I’m, uh, in the middle of breakfast,” I manage, gesturing to my half-empty plate. “Maybe after—”

“Nonsense,” Mark interrupts, already heading for the door. “It’ll only take a second. Come on.”

Before I can respond, before I can warn Victoria that we’re about to be exposed, Chloe is on her feet, already moving toward the door with the particular determination of someone who’s had a brilliant idea. “I’ll help,” she announces, her voice taking on that note of false brightness I’m starting to recognize. “Liam looks like he’s enjoying his eggs too much to interrupt. Right, Liam?”

The question—loaded with implication—hangs in the air between us. I nod, suddenly unable to form words as Victoria’s hand tightens around my cock, the pressure just shy of painful.

“Perfect,” Mark says, apparently satisfied with this solution. “Five minutes, tops.”

And then they’re gone—Mark through the front door, Chloe close behind, leaving Victoria and me alone with only Caleb at the table, completely oblivious to what’s happening three feet from his breakfast plate.

“I’m going to—” I begin.

And then it hits me—a fucking tidal wave of pleasure that crashes over me like a goddamn tsunami. My entire body convulses as I come, thick ropes of cum shooting out in hot, sticky spurts, her hand still pumping me through every fucking second of it.

Fuck, she’s relentless. She keeps going, her hand milking every last drop out of me, her fingers coated in my fucking mess. I’m gasping for air, my legs shaking like I’ve just run a goddamn marathon, and she’s still there, her hand lazily stroking my oversensitive cock, her smirk wider than ever.

As I finish, Victoria casually wipes her hand clean from the cum with a napkin under the table, Caleb still completely unaware. With one smooth motion, she’s on her feet, already moving toward the door with enough force to make the table shake.

“Be right back,” she tells Caleb, her voice impressively steady despite the obvious tension in her body. “Forgot the... butter. In the garage. With your father.”

Before either of us can respond, she’s gone, slipping out the door with the particular grace of someone who’s just pulled off the most dangerous bluff of her life. I’m left alone with Caleb, my cock still hard beneath the table, the very obvious evidence of what just happened cooling on my stomach.

“Mom is weird sometimes,” Caleb says, already returning to his eggs.

And as I reach for my coffee, as I try to ignore the very obvious physical reminder of what just happened under the table, I know with absolute certainty that this weekend will change everything. That whatever happens in this house—whatever risks we take, whatever lines we cross—there’s no going back to who we were before.


Chapter 8

The garage door closes with a soft click, Mark’s Range Rover backing down the driveway as Victoria disappears upstairs with a murmured excuse about “freshening up.” I stand in the kitchen, staring at the scattered breakfast dishes and trying to process what just happened.

“I’m going to take a shower,” I tell Caleb, who’s already settled on the couch with his phone, completely oblivious to the tension radiating through the house. “Be back in a few.”

He nods without looking up, apparently absorbed in whatever’s happening on his screen. “Cool. Don’t use all the hot water. Mom gets pissed when that happens.”

I nod, already backing toward the hallway. “No problem.”

The guest bathroom is at the end of the hall, with just a shower stall. I lock the door behind me with a soft click, then turn to face the mirror, already reaching for the hem of my t-shirt. My reflection stares back at me—hair sticking up in all directions, a smear of what might be jam at the corner of my mouth, eyes still dark with the particular hunger that only comes from being with Victoria. I look exactly like what I am—a college kid in way over his head, caught between a woman who’s risking everything to be with me and her sister, who seems determined to take whatever she wants, consequences be damned.

“Fuck,” I breathe, turning on the faucet with enough force to send water splashing across the counter. “What am I doing?”

The door swings open with a soft click, then closes again with a more deliberate sound—the lock engaging with a finality that makes my heart skip a beat. I turn to find Chloe standing behind me, her expression caught between amusement and a hunger that matches my own.

“What you’re doing,” she says, answering the question I hadn’t realized I’d spoken aloud, “is exactly what I want you to do.” She steps closer, close enough that I can smell her perfume—something expensive and floral with notes of vanilla underneath. “She thinks that handjob is enough to satisfy you? That she can just have you whenever?”

“Chloe, what do you want?” I manage finally, though the words feel inadequate after everything we’ve shared.

Her smile turns wicked, a private expression that’s just for me. “You know what I want,” she replies.

Before I can respond, she’s on her knees before me, her hands already working my belt with practiced efficiency.

“And you know what?” she continues, already pulling my jeans down with enough force to make me stumble. “I think you like it. The danger. The risk. The absolute wrongness of what you’re doing.”

My cock is already hard despite everything—the memory of Victoria’s hand, the sight of Chloe on her knees before me, the particular thrill of knowing that at any second, someone could walk in and find us like this. “Chloe,” I begin, though I have no idea what I’m planning to say. A warning, maybe. A reminder of where we are, of who’s just upstairs, of everything we have to lose if we’re caught.

She doesn’t give me the chance to finish. In one fluid motion, she’s taken me into her mouth, her hand wrapping around the base with enough force to make my breath catch. The sensation is electric—wet heat surrounding the most sensitive part of my anatomy, her tongue swirling against the underside of my shaft in a motion that makes my thighs tense with renewed desire.

“Fuck,” I gasp, already losing the battle for control. “Chloe, we shouldn’t—”

She pulls off with a wet pop that seems to echo in the small room. “We absolutely should,” she says, her voice taking on that husky quality that always drives me wild. “Right here, right now. Before my perfect sister comes downstairs looking for round two.”

Before I can respond, she’s back on me, her mouth working my cock with enough force to push me back against the counter. Her mouth is a fucking weapon, a slick, sinful trap that devours me with zero fucking mercy. No gentle teasing, no coy little licks—she’s hungry, and my cock is her goddamn last meal. Her lips stretch obscenely around my girth, spit glistening as she forces herself deeper, her throat fluttering in a desperate, gagging rhythm. Fuck, she’s messy—saliva drips down my shaft, coating my balls in sticky warmth, her tongue dragging along the underside like she’s trying to carve her name into me.

And those teeth—just enough scrape to make me hiss, just enough threat to remind me she could ruin me if she wanted. But she doesn’t. She needs this. Her fingers dig into my thighs, nails biting flesh as she chokes herself on me, nostrils flaring, eyes watering, her whole fucking body vibrating with the effort of taking me all the way down.

“Mmmm…” she moans.

I can feel her throat convulse around the head of my cock, muscles spasming as she fights her own reflexes, forcing herself to swallow me deeper. Her nose presses into my pelvis, her lips sealed tight at the base, and for one dizzying second, I’m buried—no air, no escape, just wet, clenching heat.

“Fuck,” I growl. “Just like that…”

Then she pulls back, gasping, a thick string of spit connecting her swollen lips to my throbbing tip. She doesn’t even wipe her mouth—just grins, wicked and wrecked, before diving back in, her tongue swirling around the crown like she’s fucking addicted to the taste.

Her hands aren’t idle, either. One strokes what her mouth can’t reach, twisting in time with her sucks, while the other slips between her own legs, fingers working in frantic circles. I can hear how wet she is—slick, squelching noises muffled only by the filthy, wet sounds of her mouth destroying my cock.

And when she moans? Fuck. The vibration ripples through me, her throat tightening around me like a velvet fucking noose. She’s not just sucking me—she’s claiming me, marking me, turning me into nothing but a twitching, groaning mess under her relentless fucking mouth.

“I’m close,” I warn, my voice strangled. “Chloe, I’m going to—”

“Not yet,” she interrupts, already rising to her feet with the particular grace of someone who’s done this many times before. “I have plans for you, Liam. Big plans.” She turns, presenting her back to me, then reaches behind to hike up her skirt with enough force to tear the seam. “Take my ass,” she demands, her voice taking on that note of command that makes my cock jump in response. “Fuck it. Own it. Show me you’re my stud, too.”

The request—explicit, dangerous—sends a jolt of electricity straight to my groin. “Are you sure?” I ask, though my hand is already moving of its own accord, reaching for the bottle of hand soap on the counter—the closest thing we have to lubricant. “It might hurt if we’re not careful.”

Chloe’s laugh is rich with genuine amusement. “I’m thirty-eight, Liam, not eighteen. I know exactly what I’m asking for.” She pushes back against me, her ass making contact with my still-hard cock. “And I’m very, very sure.”

That’s all the encouragement I need. With careful movements, I coat my cock with a generous amount of soap, then position myself at her entrance. “Relax,” I tell her, already pushing forward, the head of my cock breaching that tight ring of muscle in one smooth motion.

Chloe’s breath hitches—a sharp, broken gasp—as I press the swollen head of my cock against her tight, pink pucker. Her body tenses, trembling like a fucking leaf, and I can feel the resistance of her asshole clenching around me, unwilling to give in just yet. But I’m patient—patient enough to tease, to drag this out until she’s begging for it. I smear the tip of my dick with spit and lube, slicking it up until it glistens, then I lean forward, my chest pressed against her back, my breath hot on her neck.

“Relax, baby,” I growl, my voice low and rough, and she whimpers, her hips twitching as I push in, inch by agonizing inch. Her ass is a fucking vice, gripping me so tight it feels like she’s trying to milk me dry already. I feel her walls stretch around me, hot and unyielding, and I can’t help but groan as I sink deeper, my cock buried in her tight, forbidden hole.

She lets out a broken moan, half pain, half pleasure, and I know she’s loving every fucking second of it. Her pussy is dripping wet, juices smeared between her thighs, and I can smell her arousal—musky, sweet, fucking intoxicating. I grab her hips, my fingers digging into her soft flesh, and start to move, slow and deep, savoring the way her ass clenches around me like a goddamn dream.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” I grit out, my balls slapping against her slick cunt with every thrust. She’s moaning now, her head thrown back, her tits bouncing with each movement. I reach around, pinching a nipple between my fingers, twisting it just enough to make her cry out. Her asshole grips me tighter, pulling me in deeper, and I swear I can feel every fucking ridge, every fold, as I fuck her raw.

Her body is shaking, her thighs slick with sweat, and I know she’s close. I can feel it—the way her muscles tense, the way her breathing gets ragged. I lean down, my lips brushing against her ear. “Come for me, Chloe,” I whisper, and she does—her entire body convulsing as she screams, her ass clamping down on my cock like a fucking vice.

“I’m close,” I warn, my voice breaking on the word. “Chloe, I’m going to—”

“Inside,” she interrupts, her voice taking on that note of command that makes my cock jump inside her. “Cum inside me, Liam. I want to feel it. All of it.”

That’s all the encouragement I need. With a final, powerful thrust, I bury myself to the hilt inside her and let go, my hips jerking forward as the first pulse tears through me. The sensation is indescribable—hot release flooding into her tight channel, her inner walls clenching around me as if trying to draw every last drop from my body.

“Yes,” Chloe hisses, her head falling back as she pushes back against me, taking me even deeper. “That’s it. Fill me up, Liam. God, yes.”

It goes on forever, pulse after pulse of pleasure radiating outward from my core. My vision goes white at the edges, the sounds of the house—the distant murmur of the TV, the occasional creak of the floorboards, the soft hum of the AC—fading to a distant hum as my entire being focuses on the point where we’re joined, where I’m emptying myself inside her.

When the last tremor finally subsides, I collapse forward, my chest pressed against her back, my face buried in the curve of her neck. We stay like that for a long moment, both of us struggling to catch our breath, to process what just happened.

“Fuck,” Chloe breathes when she can form words again. “That was...great.”

She laughs, the sound rich with satisfaction, and carefully straightens up, wincing slightly as I pull out of her. A trickle of my release follows, running down her inner thigh in a visible reminder of what we just did.

“See you later, baby,” she says win a wink before slipping out the door.


Chapter 9

The house is quiet as we file into Mark’s home theater—a converted basement room with a massive projector screen, eight plush recliners arranged in two rows, and a sound system that probably cost more than my entire college education. It’s the kind of space designed for family movie nights and Sunday football, not for the particular tension currently radiating through the room—a palpable thing between Victoria and Chloe, who haven’t spoken directly to each other since breakfast. Mark, apparently oblivious to the undercurrents, is already settling into his usual seat—front row, center—with a bowl of popcorn balanced on one knee and a beer in his hand. Caleb takes the seat to his right, leaving the one to his left open for Victoria, who’s still in the kitchen getting drinks. Which leaves the back row for me and Chloe—a fact that becomes terrifyingly clear when she slides into the seat beside mine, her thigh pressing against my leg with deliberate provocation.

“So,” she says, her voice low enough that only I can hear, “did you take your shower after our… ‘workout’ this morning?”

I glance at her, suddenly aware of exactly how close she is—close enough that I can smell her perfume, close enough that I can see the small bruise forming at the base of her throat, right where my mouth had been this morning.

Before I can respond, Victoria appears in the doorway, a tray of drinks balanced carefully in her hands. She’s changed since breakfast—now wearing a simple blue dress that does nothing to hide the curves of her body, her hair pulled back in a messy ponytail that makes her look younger than her forty-two years. She hands a soda to Caleb, a beer to Mark, then turns to the back row, her expression carefully neutral despite the obvious tension in her body.

“Liam?” she asks, extending a beer toward me with enough force to make the liquid slosh against the sides. “Or would you prefer something else?”

“Beer’s great,” I manage, reaching for the bottle with a hand that’s not entirely steady. “Thanks.”

She nods, a single movement that sends a strand of blonde hair falling across her face, then turns to her sister with that perfect hostess smile. “Chloe? Wine?”

Chloe shakes her head, apparently satisfied with whatever message she’s trying to convey. “I’m good. Already had one in the kitchen.” She pats the empty seat beside her with deliberate provocation. “Though I wouldn’t say no to some... company.”

Victoria’s smile doesn’t waver, but there’s a new intensity in her eyes—a challenge, almost, like she’s testing how far she can push before something breaks. “I’m sure you wouldn’t,” she says, her voice taking on that particular note of false warmth that women perfect after years of similar conversations. “But I think I’ll sit up front. Better view.”

And with that, she’s gone, settling into the seat beside Mark with the particular grace of someone who’s done this many times before. The lights dim automatically as Mark reaches for the remote, the massive screen flickering to life with the opening credits of whatever action movie Caleb has chosen for tonight’s entertainment.

“This is going to be epic,” Caleb announces, already digging into the popcorn. “Even though Mom said no Marvel.”

Mark laughs, the sound rich with genuine amusement despite the tension radiating from his wife’s body. “Your mother has very strong opinions about superheroes,” he explains, already reaching for his beer. “Something about the objectification of women in skin-tight suits.”

“Not the women,” Victoria corrects, her voice taking on that note of fond exasperation I’m starting to recognize. “The men. All those abs and that... brooding.” She shudders dramatically, the movement making her dress shift to reveal a strip of skin at her thigh. “It’s like watching cardboard cutouts with trust issues.”

The exchange—normal, almost painfully so—does nothing to ease the tension building in my chest. If anything, it makes it worse—this careful performance of family normalcy when nothing about our situation is normal at all. Three hours ago, I was balls-deep in Chloe’s ass while Victoria showered upstairs. Now we’re watching a movie together, pretending that the very obvious physical evidence of what we’ve been doing isn’t written all over our faces.

The movie starts. It’s loud. Really loud. Loud enough that nobody at the front can hear anything Chloe or I do or say.

“Relax,” Chloe murmurs, her hand already finding mine in the darkness. “No one can see us back here. And even if they could...” Her fingers intertwine with my own in a gesture that’s both question and reassurance. “Would it really matter? After everything we’ve already done?”

Before I can respond, her hand is moving again—up my arm, across my chest, then lower, slipping beneath the blanket Mark provided with careful deliberation. My cock jumps at her first touch, already half-hard despite everything—the memory of her body beneath mine, of her walls clenching around me as she came apart, still fresh enough to send a jolt of electricity straight to my groin.

“Chloe,” I hiss, the word barely audible over the movie’s opening sequence. “We can’t. Not here. Not with—”

“We absolutely can,” she interrupts, already working my belt with practiced efficiency. “Right here, right now. While my perfect sister sits twenty feet away, completely oblivious to what’s happening right behind her.”

Before I can respond, she’s freed my cock from my pants, her hand wrapping around the base with enough force to make my breath catch. The sensation is electric—her expert touch on the most sensitive part of my anatomy, her thumb circling the head with enough pressure to make my vision blur.

Then she works me.

Her fist pumps slow at first, dragging up with just the right friction to make my hips jerk. But she’s not here to play nice—her grip tightens on the upstroke, her thumb digging into that sensitive ridge under the head, and fuck, my vision whites out for a second. She’s got a rhythm now, a filthy, relentless tempo that has me leaking like a broken faucet. Every pull is a tease, every twist of her wrist a fucking promise.

And her nails—Christ, her nails scrape just lightly along the underside, the sting of it shooting straight to my spine. I can hear the wet slap of skin on skin, the obscene squelch of her fingers sliding through my own slick. She’s not even breaking a sweat, just watching me unravel with this smug little smirk, like she knows exactly how bad I need to come.

And then she’s moving—sliding from her seat to mine in one smooth motion that has me pressed against the back of the recliner, her body a warm weight in my lap. The blanket, strategically positioned, hides her movements from view, but does nothing to mask the very obvious fact that she’s now straddling me, her hand working between us to position my cock at her entrance.

“Holy shit,” I breathe, already reaching for her hips with enough force to leave marks. “You’re not wearing—”

“Panties?” she finishes for me, her smile visible even in the darkness. “Nope. Been commando since our little... encounter this morning. Been thinking about this all day.” She leans forward, pressing a kiss to my lips that’s nothing like the desperate, hungry coupling we shared in the bathroom. “About having you inside me. About making my sister watch while I take what’s mine.”

The confession—explicit, dangerous—sends a fresh surge of blood to my groin. My cock jumps beneath her hand, a visible reaction that makes her eyes crinkle with satisfaction.

“You’re insane,” I tell her, though my hands are already moving of their own accord, gripping her ass with enough force to leave marks. “If they catch us—”

“They won’t,” she interrupts, already pushing down, taking me into her body in one smooth motion that makes us both gasp. “Trust me.”

The sensation is overwhelming—wet heat surrounding me, gripping me, trying to milk me dry with each pulse of her inner muscles. Chloe is already moving, establishing a rhythm that’s more punishment than pleasure—up until just the head remains, then down until I’m buried to the hilt, each thrust aimed directly at the spot inside her that makes her see stars.

Chloe’s hips roll like a fucking sin wave, her tight little cunt swallowing my cock inch by filthy inch, her slick walls clenching around me like a greedy fist. She’s not just riding me—she’s owning me, her thighs flexing as she grinds down, taking every last bit of me until my balls slap against her ass. Her pussy is so goddamn wet, I can hear it—a lewd, squelching rhythm every time she lifts herself up, just enough to tease the head before slamming back down.

“Fuck,” I hiss, already losing the battle for control. “You’re so fucking wet.”

She laughs, the sound rich with genuine pleasure. “What can I say? You have that effect on me.” Her movements become more deliberate, each rise and fall of her hips calculated to draw the maximum response from my body. “Just like you have that effect on my sister. Though I’m willing to bet she’s never had you like this. In the dark. With her husband twenty feet away.”

Her tits bounce with every movement, those perfect fucking handfuls swaying, nipples hard as diamonds, begging to be bitten. She’s panting, her lips parted, her breath coming in ragged little moans as she fucks herself on me, her fingers digging into my chest hard enough to leave marks.

“Fuck, you feel so big,” she whines, her voice shaking, her cunt pulsing around me like she’s trying to suck me deeper.

I grab her hips, my fingers sinking into her soft flesh, guiding her, forcing her to take me even harder. “Ride it like you mean it, slut,” I growl, and she obeys, her pace turning brutal, her ass slapping against my thighs with every downward plunge.** Her inner muscles ripple, milking me, that tight little hole spasming like it’s trying to wring every drop of cum out of me before I’m even close.

“She thinks she’s so special,” Chloe continues, her voice taking on that note of false brightness I’m starting to recognize. “Having you right under her husband’s nose. Taking what she wants when she wants it.” Her hand moves between us, finding my cock with unerring accuracy. “But she has no idea what you’re capable of, does she? No idea how good you can make a woman feel.”

She throws her head back, her back arching, her body trembling as she chases her own pleasure, her clit rubbing against me with every grind. “I’m gonna—fuck—I’m gonna come,” she gasps, and I can feel it, her pussy clamping down, her thighs shaking, her whole body tensing as the orgasm rips through her. Her cunt floods, her juices dripping down my shaft, coating my balls, making the whole filthy slide even wetter, even hotter.

But I don’t let her stop. “Keep going,” I snarl, slapping her ass hard enough to leave a handprint, and she whimpers but obeys, her exhausted body still moving, still taking me, her overstimulated pussy twitching around my cock like it can’t decide if it wants to push me out or suck me deeper.

“Yes!” she gasps. “Yes! Yes!”

Each word is punctuated by a thrust, each thrust brings me closer to the edge. I’m balanced on a knife’s edge, my control hanging by the thinnest of threads as Chloe works me with ruthless efficiency.

With a growl that seems to come from somewhere deep in my chest, I’m moving—pushing Chloe off my lap with enough force to make her gasp, then pulling her to her knees on the floor in front of me. The blanket falls away, leaving us exposed if anyone in the front row happens to turn around, but neither of us cares. Not now, not when we’re so close to something neither of us is ready to name.

“What are you—” she begins, but the rest is lost as my hand finds her hair, tangling in the blonde strands with enough force to make her eyes water.

“Open,” I command, my voice taking on that register that makes women’s knees weak. “I want to see it. All of it.”

Chloe complies without hesitation, her mouth already forming a perfect ‘O’ as she leans forward to take me between her lips. The sensation is electric—wet heat surrounding the most sensitive part of my anatomy, her tongue swirling against the underside of my shaft in a motion that makes my thighs tense with renewed desire.

Her lips stretch wide, obscenely wide, as she sinks down on me, swallowing my length like she’s starving for it. Her wet, hot mouth envelops me in a velvet vise of pure fucking sin, her tongue dancing and flicking against the underside of my shaft in ways that make my balls tighten and my hips buck forward.

Her tongue is a fucking work of art, sliding up and down the pulsing vein that runs along my dick, teasing the sensitive ridge of my crown with little kitten licks that leave me groaning like a goddamn animal. She’s got this perfect rhythm, this filthy, practiced pace that’s all slurps and sucks and no fucking mercy. Every time she pulls back, her lips drag along my shaft with a tight, wet pressure that makes my cock twitch—and then she plunges back down, taking me deeper, until the tip brushes the back of her throat and she gags, tears pooling in those slutty wide eyes of hers.

But she’s not stopping—no fucking way. She’s choking herself on my dick like it’s her only purpose in life, her throat muscles spasming around me as she forces herself to take every inch. Her hands grip my thighs, nails digging into my skin, and her head bobs up and down like she’s in a fucking trance, her spit dripping down my shaft and pooling at the base of my cock. She’s a mess—her mascara’s smudged, her lips swollen and red—and she looks fucking perfect.

Then she pulls back, just enough to swirl her tongue around the weeping head of my cock, lapping up the precum like it’s fucking dessert. She moans around me, the vibrations sending shockwaves through my body, and I can feel the pressure building in my balls, ready to explode. But she’s not done yet—oh no. She’s got one filthy, perfect trick left. Her hand grips the base of my shaft, pumping me in time with her mouth, while her other hand cups my balls, rolling them gently between her fingers.

With one smooth movement, I pull out of her mouth, then push her back until she’s sitting on her heels, her face level with my cock.

“Watch,” I tell her, already reaching for myself with a hand that’s not entirely steady. “I want you to see exactly what you do to me.”

Before she can respond, I’m stroking myself with enough force to make my breath catch, establishing a rhythm that has me balanced on the edge. Each pull brings me closer to climax, each retreat leaves me clutching at the armrest, trying to maintain my composure.

“I’m close,” I warn, my voice breaking on the word. “Chloe, I’m going to—”

“Do it,” she interrupts, already leaning forward, her mouth open in invitation. “All over me, Liam. I want to feel it. I want to taste it. I want her to see exactly what we’ve been doing.”

That’s all the encouragement I need. With a final, powerful stroke, I’m coming, my hips jerking forward as the first pulse tears through me. The sensation is indescribable—hot release flooding across Chloe’s face, her tongue already working to catch every drop, her eyes never leaving mine despite the obvious mess I’m making.

“Yes,” she hisses, the word barely intelligible as another pulse follows the first. “That’s it. Give it to me, Liam. All of it.”

It goes on forever, pulse after pulse of pleasure radiating outward from my core. My vision goes white at the edges, the sounds of the movie—the explosions, the dramatic music, the occasional line of dialogue—fading to a distant hum as my entire being focuses on the point where we’re joined, where I’m emptying myself onto her face.

When the last tremor finally subsides, I collapse back in the chair, suddenly aware of exactly how exposed we are—Chloe on her knees before me, my cum painting her face in visible streaks, the blanket pooled around our feet where it fell during our frantic coupling. If anyone in the front row were to turn around now...

But they don’t. The movie continues, oblivious to the drama unfolding in the back row—Mark absorbed in the action on screen, Caleb already dozing against his father’s shoulder, Victoria... Victoria is watching us, her eyes meeting mine over her husband’s head.

But it’s not anger she has. Or disappointment. Instead… she looks proud of me.

Chloe rises to her feet with the particular grace of someone who’s just pulled off the most dangerous bluff of her life, already reaching for a napkin to clean her face. “Told you she’d notice,” she murmurs, her voice taking on that note of false brightness I’m starting to recognize. “Nothing gets past Victoria. Not even in the dark.”


Chapter 10

I wake to sunlight streaming through unfamiliar curtains and the distant sound of laughter floating up from downstairs. My body feels like it’s been through a war—every muscle aching in that perfect way that reminds me exactly what happened last night. Chloe on her knees in the dark, her mouth working me with savage precision while Victoria watched from the front row, her eyes never leaving mine despite her husband sitting inches away.

Holy fuck.

I sit up, wincing as my back protests the movement. The guest room is exactly as I left it—bed rumpled, clothes scattered across the floor, the faint scent of sex still lingering in the air despite my hasty shower after everyone went to bed. My phone says it’s 9:17. Sunday. Mother’s Day.

When I make it downstairs twenty minutes later, the kitchen is already in full swing—Victoria at the stove flipping pancakes, Caleb setting the table, Mark reading the newspaper with his usual focused intensity. And Chloe, of course, perched on the counter with a mimosa in her hand, watching the domestic scene with careful neutrality.

“Morning,” I say, aiming for casual and missing by a mile. “Sorry I’m late.”

Victoria glances over her shoulder, that private smile—the one that’s just for me—playing at the corners of her mouth. “No problem. Coffee’s fresh if you want some.”

I nod, already moving toward the pot. “Thanks.”

“Big day,” Mark says without looking up from his paper. “Mother’s Day. Victoria’s favorite.”

“After Christmas,” Victoria corrects, already sliding a stack of pancakes onto a waiting plate. “And my birthday. And our anniversary.”

Mark laughs, the sound rich with genuine amusement. “Fair enough. Though I think this year might take the top spot.” He folds his paper with careful deliberation, then reaches into his pocket. “What do you think?”

The box he produces is small but unmistakable—black velvet, the kind that contains only one type of gift. Victoria freezes, spatula suspended halfway to the griddle, her expression caught between surprise and what might almost be embarrassment.

“Mark,” she begins, her voice taking on that note of false brightness I’m starting to recognize. “You shouldn’t have—”

“Open it,” he interrupts, already pushing the box across the table. “Go on.”

With careful movements, Victoria sets down the spatula and reaches for the box, her fingers trembling slightly as she flips open the lid. The sound that escapes her—half gasp, half moan—makes my chest tight in a way I’m not ready to examine.

“Oh my god,” she breathes, already reaching for the contents—a necklace, platinum from the looks of it, with a diamond pendant that catches the light with enough force to make my eyes water. “Mark, this is... it’s too much.”

“Nothing’s too much for the mother of my child,” he says, already rising to his feet to fasten the necklace around her throat. “Though I did have to dip into Caleb’s college fund a bit.”

Caleb laughs, the sound deliberately casual. “Worth it to see that look on Mom’s face.” He reaches under the table, then produces his own offering—a small, handmade book with “Reasons My Mom Is The Best” written across the front in careful block letters. “My turn.”

Victoria takes the book with careful reverence, already flipping through the pages with enough force to make the binding crack. “You made this?” she asks, her voice breaking on the word. “All these drawings...”

Caleb shrugs, the movement deliberately casual despite the obvious pride in his eyes. “Just some stuff I remembered. From when I was little.” He points to a particular page—a child’s drawing of a woman with yellow hair and a red dress, standing beside a stick figure with a sword. “That’s you saving me from the dragon. Under my bed. When I was six.”

Victoria’s laugh is rich with genuine emotion. “I remember. You were convinced it lived in your closet and only came out at night.”

“Still am,” Caleb admits, already reaching for the syrup. “That’s why I keep a baseball bat by the bed.”

The exchange—so normal, so painfully genuine—makes my chest tight in a way I’m not ready to examine. This is what I’m risking with every clandestine meeting, every whispered promise, every moment alone with Victoria—this careful performance of family normalcy that, despite everything, seems to mean something to all of them.

“My turn,” Chloe announces, already sliding from the counter with the particular grace that’s uniquely hers. She crosses to Victoria with careful deliberation, then produces a small envelope from her pocket. “Happy Mother’s Day, sis.”

Victoria takes the envelope with careful neutrality, already tearing it open with enough force to make the paper rip. Inside is what looks like a brochure—lavender paper with a logo I can’t quite make out from where I’m standing.

“A spa weekend,” Chloe explains before Victoria can respond. “In Napa. Just us girls. Wine tasting, mud baths, the works.” Her smile turns wicked, a private expression that’s just for me. “Thought we could use some... sister time. Away from all this.”

The implication—explicit, dangerous—hangs in the air between us. Victoria’s expression doesn’t change, but there’s a new intensity in her eyes—a challenge, almost, like she’s testing how far she can push before something breaks.

“That sounds wonderful,” she says, her voice impressively steady despite the obvious tension in her body. “Thank you.”

“Think nothing of it,” Chloe replies, already returning to her mimosa. “What are sisters for, right?”

The rest of breakfast passes in a blur of conversation and careful avoidance—Mark describing the hospital’s new pediatric wing, Caleb detailing his plans for the summer, Chloe monopolizing the conversation with stories about her latest dating disaster. I say almost nothing, my eyes moving from Victoria to Mark to Chloe and back again, trying to read the undercurrents beneath their carefully constructed normalcy.

“I was thinking golf,” Mark announces, already reaching for his phone. “The club has a tee time at eleven. Caleb? Liam? You in?”

Caleb nods, already on his feet. “Definitely. Liam?”

I shake my head, forcing a casualness into my voice that I don’t entirely feel. “Maybe next time. Still recovering from... yesterday.”

Mark nods, apparently satisfied with this explanation. “Fair enough. Victoria? Any plans for the day?”

She shrugs, the movement deliberately casual. “Just the usual. Reading. Maybe a walk later.” Her eyes meet mine across the table, a private message that needs no translation. “Nothing special.”

“I should head out,” Chloe says, already reaching for her purse. “Early meeting tomorrow. Can’t miss it.”

No one believes her—the lie is so obvious, so perfectly calibrated to give Victoria and me time alone, that I almost laugh despite the sudden knot of panic in my stomach. But Mark just nods, apparently used to his sister-in-law’s unpredictable schedule.

“Drive safe,” he says, already moving toward the door. “Caleb? Clubs are in the garage. Meet you there in five.”

And then they’re gone—Mark and Caleb through the front door, Chloe following with a wink in my direction—leaving Victoria and me alone in a kitchen that suddenly feels too small, too intimate, too loaded with everything we’re not saying.

“Happy Mother’s Day, Victoria,” I say when the door closes behind them.

“Thanks, baby. But I’m expecting my biggest Mother’s Day gift from you later,” she replies. “You better rest up.”


Chapter 11

I’m sprawled across the guest bed, staring at the ceiling. The door bursts open, and Victoria storms in, her eyes ablaze with a mix of determination and lust that sends my heart racing. She doesn’t bother with words; instead, she launches herself at me, her body pressing against mine as her mouth finds my lips in a fierce, hungry kiss.

Her hands roam over my chest, gripping the fabric of my shirt as she straddles me. I can feel the heat of her body, the urgency of her movements as she grinds against me. There’s no pretense, no build-up—just raw, primal need.

“You owe me,” she murmurs against my lips, her voice a low growl. “And I’m collecting.”

I start to speak, but she silences me with another kiss, her tongue exploring my mouth with a fervor that leaves me breathless. Her hands move to my belt, fumbling with the buckle in her haste. I can feel her heart pounding against my chest, her breath coming in quick gasps.

“Victoria,” I manage to gasp out, but she shakes her head, her eyes locked onto mine.

“No talking,” she orders, her voice husky. “Just this.”

Before I can process anything, she’s moving—grabbing my wrist with enough force to cut off circulation, then guiding my hand between her legs with deliberate provocation. The thin fabric of her yoga pants does nothing to hide the very obvious evidence of her arousal—hot, wet, already soaking through to my palm as her hips buck against my touch.

“Feel that?” she hisses, her voice taking on that note of command that makes my cock jump in response. “That’s mine. It’s not for him.” Her hips grind against my hand, establishing a rhythm that has her balanced on the edge. “It’s not for your best friend.” Another thrust, harder this time, her inner muscles already clenching around nothing. “And it’s certainly not for my slut sister.”

The statement—loaded with implication—hangs in the air between us. Before I can respond, she’s pushing my hand harder against her, using my fingers to rub her clit through the thin fabric with enough force to make her breath catch.

“Touch me,” she demands, already reaching for the waistband of her pants. “I want to feel your fingers inside me. Now.”

That’s all the encouragement I need. With one smooth motion, I’m pushing her yoga pants down her thighs, then lower, until they pool around her ankles with enough force to make her stumble. She kicks them away without looking, then steps closer, close enough that I can feel the heat radiating from her core.

“Fuck,” I breathe, already reaching between her legs to find her dripping wet, her inner lips swollen with need. “You’re so fucking ready.”

She nods, a single movement that sends a strand of blonde hair falling across her face. “For you,” she clarifies, her voice taking on that particular note of intensity that always makes my cock jump. “Only for you, Liam. Always for you.”

Before I can respond, she’s pushing my hand harder against her, using my fingers to circle her clit with enough pressure to make her thighs tense. “Like this,” she instructs, her breath coming in short, ragged gasps. “Fast. Hard. Make me come.”

My fingers are already slick, coated in her arousal, and I dive in like a starving man at a feast. Her pussy is fucking drenched, her clit swollen and throbbing under my thumb, begging for attention. I give it to her. I press my thumb hard against that little bud, circling it slow but firm, and she jerks like I’ve fucking electrocuted her. A whimper tears out of her throat, raw and needy, and it just makes me want to ruin her more.

“Fuck,” she gasps, already pushing back against me, taking my touch even deeper. “Right there. Don’t stop. God, yes.”

I slide two fingers inside her, and holy fuck, she’s tight. Her cunt grips me like a vice, wet and hot, and I can feel every fucking pulse of her around my fingers. She’s so fucking sensitive, shaking like a leaf as I curl my fingers forward, searching for that sweet spot. When I find it, she gasps, her hips bucking off the bed, and I don’t let up. I fuck her with my fingers, slow and deep, the wet slap of her juices echoing in the room. Her clit’s still swollen under my thumb, and I rub it in quick, rough circles, making her scream.

“Liam—fuck—please,” she chokes out, her voice breaking. Her hands claw at the sheets, her back arching, and I can see her tits bouncing with every thrust of my fingers. Her nipples are hard, begging to be touched, but I’m too busy destroying her pussy to give them any attention. I add a third finger, stretching her even wider, and she cries out, her cunt clenching around me like she’s trying to milk me dry.

“That’s it,” I encourage as she begins to push back against me, taking my fingers even deeper. “Such a good girl. Taking my fingers so well.”

I can feel her getting close, her thighs trembling, her breath coming in sharp, desperate gasps.

I lean down, my lips brushing her ear, and growl, “You’re gonna come on my fingers, aren’t you, you filthy little slut?”

She nods frantically, her hips jerking uncontrollably, and that’s all it takes. She screams as she comes, her cunt spasming around my fingers, soaking them in her juices. I don’t stop. I keep finger-fucking her through it, riding out her orgasm until she’s a trembling, sobbing mess beneath me.

“Fuck,” she gasps when she can form words again, her voice shaky with the aftershocks of her climax. “That was...”

“Just the beginning,” I finish for her, already reaching for the button of my jeans. “I’m not even close to done with you.”

But Victoria is already shaking her head, her expression caught between determination and a hunger that matches my own. “Not yet,” she says, her hand already working my belt with enough force to tear the leather. “I have plans for you, Liam. Big plans.”

Before I can respond, she’s on her feet, already moving toward the door with the particular grace that’s uniquely hers. “Tonight,” she says, her voice taking on that note of command that makes my cock jump in response. “You take this back.” She gestures to her body—all creamy curves and flushed skin, the very obvious evidence of what we just did still visible between her thighs. “In his house. In his bed.”

The request—explicit, dangerous—sends a jolt of electricity straight to my groin. “Victoria,” I begin, though I have no idea what I’m planning to say. A warning, maybe. A reminder of where we are, of who’s just down the hall, of everything we have to lose if we’re caught.

“I don’t care who walks in,” she interrupts, her eyes never leaving mine. “You’re going to remind this entire house who I belong to.” She steps closer, close enough that I can feel the heat of her body through the thin fabric of my shirt. “Give me the Mother’s Day gift I really want.”

Before I can respond, before I can process the implications of what she’s asking, she’s leaning forward, her mouth brushing my ear with enough pressure to make my breath catch.

“Knock me up,” she whispers, the words so unexpected that for a moment, I think I’ve misheard. “Fill me with your cum until it takes. I want to feel you inside me, Liam. All of you. Forever.”

The confession—explicit, dangerous—hangs in the air between us. I open my mouth, then close it, unsure how to respond to this woman who’s risking everything to be with me.

“Victoria,” I manage finally, though the word feels inadequate after everything we’ve shared. “Are you sure? That’s... that’s permanent. That changes everything.”

She nods, a single movement that sends a strand of blonde hair falling across her face. “I’ve never been more sure of anything in my life,” she says, her voice taking on that particular note of intensity that always makes my cock jump. “I want you, Liam. All of you. However I can get you.”

Before I can respond, before I can process the implications of what she’s asking, she’s moving—pressing a kiss to my lips that’s nothing like the desperate, hungry couplings we’ve shared before. This is careful, controlled—all promise and potential and barely contained need.

“Tonight,” she says when she finally pulls away, her voice taking on that husky quality that always drives me wild. “His bed. His house. I’ll be waiting.”

And with that, she’s gone—slipping out the door with the particular grace of someone who’s just pulled off the most dangerous bluff of her life, leaving me alone with my thoughts and the very obvious physical reminder of what we just did.

Holy fuck.

I collapse back on the bed, suddenly aware of exactly how far we’ve come—from stolen kisses in the guest bathroom to fucking in dressing rooms to... this. Victoria wants me to knock her up. In her husband’s bed. With her son just down the hall.

It’s insane. It’s reckless. It’s the hottest fucking thing I’ve ever heard.

And as I reach for my phone, as I check the time and calculate exactly how many hours we have until nightfall, I know with absolute certainty that I’m going to do it. That whatever happens in this house—whatever risks we take, whatever lines we cross—Victoria is worth it.


Chapter 12

The living room is a cathedral of masculine energy—all leather furniture and sports memorabilia, the massive TV tuned to the championship fight with the volume cranked high enough to make the windows shake. Mark and Caleb are sprawled on opposite ends of the couch, beers in hand, eyes glued to the screen as the fighters circle each other with careful deliberation. I’m in the armchair, trying to look interested despite the fact that I’ve never understood the appeal of watching two grown men beat each other bloody for money and fame.

“Come on, Rodriguez!” Caleb shouts, already on his feet as the smaller fighter lands a solid right hook to his opponent’s jaw. “That’s it! Finish him!”

Mark nods, apparently satisfied with this assessment. “Kid’s got heart,” he says, taking a careful sip of his scotch. “But Martinez has the reach. And the experience.”

As if on cue, the taller fighter—Martinez—lands a devastating uppercut that sends Rodriguez stumbling back into the ropes. The crowd erupts, a roar of sound that seems to fill the entire house despite the fact that we’re twenty miles and a TV screen away from the actual arena.

“Holy shit!” Caleb exclaims, already reaching for his phone. “Did you see that? Avery’s not going to believe it when I tell her Rodriguez almost got knocked out in the third.”

I nod, forcing a casualness into my voice that I don’t entirely feel. “It was... something.”

It’s been like this for the past hour—Caleb and Mark analyzing every punch, every defensive move, every moment of the fight with the particular intensity of men who take their sports seriously. I’ve said almost nothing, my mind still stuck on what happened this morning—Victoria on her knees before me, her mouth working my cock with enough force to leave marks, her hand guiding mine between her legs as she came apart on my fingers.

And her request. That fucking request.

Knock me up.

The words echo in my head, a continuous loop that’s been playing since she left my room seven hours ago. It’s insane. It’s reckless. It’s the most dangerous thing she’s ever asked me to do—and somehow, that just makes it hotter. The risk, the deception, the absolute wrongness of what we’re planning—all of it combining into a perfect storm of desire that’s been building since the moment she walked into my room.

Across from me, Victoria sits with careful neutrality, a glass of wine balanced on one knee as she pretends to watch the fight. She’s changed since this morning—now wearing a simple blue dress that does nothing to hide the curves of her body, her hair pulled back in a messy ponytail that makes her look younger than her forty-two years. Every few minutes, her eyes find mine across the room—a private message that needs no translation.

Tonight.

His bed.

I want to feel you inside me.

The thought sends a jolt of electricity straight to my groin. My cock stirs in my jeans, already half-hard despite my best efforts to focus on literally anything else—the fight, the conversation, the very real possibility that we’re about to risk everything for five minutes alone.

On screen, Rodriguez lands another solid hook, this one connecting with Martinez’s temple with enough force to make the larger man stumble. The crowd goes wild, a roar of sound that seems to shake the entire house.

“That’s it!” Caleb shouts, already on his feet. “He’s got him! He’s fucking got him!”

Mark nods, apparently satisfied with this assessment. “Might be over sooner than we thought,” he says, already reaching for the remote. “Though the undercard’s supposed to be good. That Russian kid. The one who knocked out—”

“I’m going to get more wine,” Victoria interrupts, already rising to her feet with the particular grace that’s uniquely hers. “Anyone need anything while I’m up?”

Mark and Caleb shake their heads in unison, apparently too absorbed in the fight to pay attention to anything else. But as Victoria moves toward the doorway, as she passes behind my chair with careful deliberation, her hand finds my shoulder—a brief touch, there and gone so quickly I might have imagined it if not for the very obvious message she leaves behind.

Now.

The word—a single syllable, barely audible over the roar of the crowd—sends a fresh surge of blood to my groin. My cock jumps in my jeans, a visible reaction that makes Victoria’s eyes crinkle with satisfaction.

Holy fuck.

On screen, Martinez lands a devastating combination—left, right, left—that sends Rodriguez to the mat with enough force to make the entire arena shake. The referee is already counting—one, two, three—his voice barely audible over the roar of the crowd.

“He’s done,” Mark says, his voice taking on that particular note of authority that belongs to men who’ve never been told no. “No way he gets up from that.”

But Rodriguez is already moving—pushing to his feet with the particular determination of men who have nothing left to lose. The crowd goes wild, a roar of sound that seems to shake the entire house.

“That’s it!” Caleb shouts, already on his feet. “Come on! You’ve got this!”

I use the distraction to check the time—9:47. Mark and Caleb have been watching for almost two hours, with no signs of stopping anytime soon. The main event is still to come, plus whatever undercard fights Mark recorded earlier. We have time. Not much, but enough.

Enough for what Victoria’s asking.

The thought sends another jolt of electricity straight to my groin. My cock is fully hard now, straining against the front of my jeans with enough force to make my breath catch. I shift in my seat, trying to adjust myself without drawing attention, but it’s no use—the very obvious physical evidence of what I’m thinking about is impossible to hide.

“You okay, man?” Caleb asks, apparently noticing my discomfort. “You look... tense.”

I nod, forcing a casualness into my voice that I don’t entirely feel. “Just... excited. For the fight.” I gesture to the screen, where Rodriguez and Martinez are circling each other with renewed determination. “It’s getting good.”

Caleb looks skeptical but lets it drop, already returning to his analysis of Rodriguez’s footwork. “He’s favoring the right. Martinez noticed. That’s why he keeps going for the—”

On screen, Martinez lands another devastating combination—left hook to the body, right uppercut to the jaw—that sends Rodriguez stumbling back into the ropes. The crowd erupts, a roar of sound that seems to fill the entire house.

“Holy shit!” Caleb exclaims, already on his feet. “Did you see that? He’s done! He’s fucking done!”

Mark nods, apparently satisfied with this assessment. “Told you,” he says, already reaching for the remote. “Experience beats heart every time.”

The next few minutes pass in a blur of analysis and speculation—Caleb explaining exactly where Rodriguez went wrong, Mark offering his own theories about Martinez’s training regimen, both of them too absorbed in the fight to notice anything else. I nod at appropriate intervals, making the occasional comment to maintain the illusion of interest, but my mind is already elsewhere—down the hall, in the master bedroom, with Victoria waiting for me in her husband’s bed.

Finally, after what feels like an eternity, the round ends. The bell rings with enough force to make the speakers crackle, the fighters returning to their corners with the particular weariness of men who’ve given everything they have.

“I’m going to get another beer,” I announce, already rising to my feet with careful deliberation. “Anyone want one?”

Mark and Caleb shake their heads in unison, apparently too absorbed in the post-round analysis to pay attention to anything else. “We’re good,” Mark says without looking away from the screen. “Though there’s more of that IPA in the garage fridge if you want it.”

I nod, already backing toward the doorway. “Thanks. Be right back.”


Chapter 13

The master bedroom is dark when I slip inside, the only light a thin strip of moonlight filtering through the half-drawn curtains. It takes my eyes a moment to adjust to the gloom, to make out the shape on the bed—Victoria, stretched out on the rumpled duvet like something from a dream, her body bathed in silver light. She’s naked, her skin glowing with an otherworldly luminescence, her legs spread in open invitation. The diamond necklace Mark gave her this morning catches the light with enough force to make my eyes water, a visible reminder of exactly whose bed we’re in, exactly what we’re risking for five minutes alone.

“Holy shit,” I breathe, the words barely audible over the sudden pounding of my heart. “You’re...”

“Yours,” she finishes for me, already rising to her knees with the particular grace that’s uniquely hers. She extends a hand toward me, her smile visible even in the darkness. “Come here.”

I don’t need to be told twice. In one fluid motion, I’m across the room, my body pressed against hers with enough force to make the headboard hit the wall. Her mouth finds mine with unerring accuracy, her kiss hungry, desperate—all teeth and tongue and barely contained need.

“Fuck,” I gasp when we finally break apart, already reaching for the hem of my t-shirt. “I’ve been thinking about this all day. About you. About us. About what you asked me to do.”

Victoria’s smile turns wicked, a private expression that’s just for me. “And?” she prompts, her hand already working my belt with practiced efficiency. “Have you decided?”

Before I can respond, she’s freed my cock from my jeans, her hand wrapping around the base with enough force to make my breath catch. The sensation is electric—her expert touch on the most sensitive part of my anatomy, her thumb circling the head with enough pressure to make my vision blur.

“Yes,” I manage, the word breaking on a moan as she establishes a rhythm that has me balanced on the edge. “God, yes. I want to. I want you. All of you. However I can get you.”

Her laugh is rich with genuine pleasure. “Good answer,” she purrs, already leaning forward to take me into her mouth in one smooth motion.

The sensation is overwhelming—wet heat surrounding the most sensitive part of my anatomy, her tongue swirling against the underside of my shaft in a motion that makes my thighs tense with renewed desire.

The warmth of her lips, that slick heat, engulfs me inch by agonizing inch, her tongue lapping at the throbbing underside of my shaft with a rhythm that’s pure fucking sin. Her cheeks hollow as she sucks me deeper, her saliva dripping down my length, pooling at the base where her fingers wrap around me, squeezing just tight enough to make me groan like a goddamn animal.

Her hand strokes the base of my cock in time with her mouth, twisting and tugging, her fingers slick with her own saliva and the pre-cum dripping from my tip. She pauses to swirl her tongue around the swollen head, flicking it rapidly, teasing the frenulum until my hips buck involuntarily, desperate for more. Her breath is hot and ragged against my skin, her lips swollen from the abuse she’s giving them, and she’s fucking loving every second of it.

She takes me all the way to the back of her throat, her nose buried in the wiry hair at the base of my cock, her throat muscles contracting around me as she swallows, forcing me deeper. Gagging sounds escape her, but she doesn’t stop—no, she fucking thrives on it, her hands gripping my thighs as she bobs her head up and down, her tongue never ceasing its filthy assault on my shaft.

Her saliva drips down my balls, coating them in a sticky sheen, and her free hand reaches up to cup them, rolling them between her fingers, tugging just hard enough to make me see stars. She’s a fucking expert, a goddess of depravity, and she knows exactly how to ruin me.

The sound of her slurping, gagging, and moaning fills the room, mixing with the wet smacks of her lips as she sucks me off with a ferocity that’s almost fucking violent. Her lips are swollen, her chin slick with spit and precum, and her eyes are glazed over with pure, unbridled lust. She’s a fucking mess, and she’s loving every second of it.

But she doesn’t stop. She’s relentless, her mouth and hands working in perfect harmony, drawing every last drop of pleasure from me until I’m fucking trembling, my thighs clenched, my cock throbbing in her mouth, begging for release.

And then, finally, she takes me all the way in, her throat swallowing me whole, and I fucking lose it.

“Fuck, Victoria! I’m gonna—”

She takes my cock out of her mouth. “Not yet, baby.”

Before I can respond, she’s pushing me back onto the bed, then climbing on top with enough force to make the mattress dip. Her hand finds my cock again, positioning it at her entrance with deliberate provocation. With one smooth motion, she’s pushing down, taking me into her body in one continuous stroke until I’m buried to the hilt inside her. The sensation is overwhelming—wet heat surrounding me, gripping me, trying to milk me dry with each pulse of her inner muscles.

“Fuck,” she gasps, her entire body tensing as she adjusts to my size. “You’re so fucking big, Liam. So deep.”

I give her a moment to adjust, my hands gripping her hips hard enough to leave marks, my breath coming in short, ragged gasps as I fight for control. The sensation is overwhelming—wet heat surrounding me, gripping me, trying to milk me dry with each pulse of her inner muscles.

“Move,” Victoria commands, her voice taking on that note of authority that always makes my cock jump inside her. “I need you to move, Liam. Now.”

I comply without hesitation, already establishing a rhythm that’s more pleasure than punishment—up until just the head remains, then down until I’m buried to the hilt, each thrust aimed directly at the spot inside her that makes her see stars. Victoria responds by matching me thrust for thrust, her inner walls clenching rhythmically around my shaft.

Fuck. Fuck.

Victoria’s thighs clamp around my hips like a vice, her slick cunt swallowing every inch of my cock like she was made for it. She rides me like a goddamn animal, her tits bouncing in my face, those perfect pink nipples stiff and begging for my tongue. I grab her hips hard enough to bruise, yanking her down onto me as I thrust up, spearing her open with a filthy, wet slap of skin on skin.

“That’s it, take it,” I growl, my voice rough as gravel. “Every fucking inch.”

She whimpers, her tight little pussy fluttering around my shaft, her inner walls gripping me like a greedy fist. I can feel her—every ridge, every pulse, every fucking twitch as she clenches around me, milking my cock like she’s trying to drain me dry.

Her breasts bounce with each movement, nipples hard and begging for my mouth. I lean forward, catching one between my teeth, sucking hard enough to make her scream. Her back bows, her hips grinding up to meet me, her cunt dripping around my cock like she’s fucking made for it.

Her nails rake down my chest, leaving angry red trails in their wake, and I hiss through my teeth. “You like that, you filthy slut? Riding my cock like you own it?”

She moans, her head falling back, her blonde hair spilling over her shoulders as she grinds down, taking me deeper, her ass slamming against my thighs. I can feel the heat of her, the way her pussy drips around me, coating my dick in her slick.

I slam up into her, hitting that sweet fucking spot inside her that makes her scream. Her back arches, her tits thrusting forward, and I lean in to bite one of those perfect nipples, sucking it hard between my teeth. She shrieks, her cunt clenching like a goddamn vice, and I groan, my balls tightening.

“Harder,” she gasps, her nails digging into my shoulders with enough force to leave marks. “God, yes. Right there.”

The praise—simple as it is—pushes me higher, drives me closer to the edge. My thrusts become harder, more focused, aimed directly at the spot inside her that makes her see stars. Victoria responds by wrapping her legs around my waist, her ankles locking at the small of my back to pull me even deeper.

“I love you,” she gasps, the words so unexpected that for a moment, I think I’ve misheard. “God, Liam, I love you so fucking much.”

The confession—loaded with implication—hangs in the air between us. Before I can respond, before I can process the implications of what she’s saying, she’s coming—her entire body tensing as pleasure crashes through her system, her inner walls clamping down on my cock with enough force to make my vision blur.

“I love you too,” I tell her, meaning it with every fiber of my being. “Fuck, Victoria, I love you.”

She comes with a cry that seems to echo in the quiet room, her entire body convulsing as pleasure crashes through her system. Her inner walls clamp down on my cock with enough force to make my vision blur, trying to milk me dry with each powerful contraction.

“Fuck!” she screams. “Yes! Yes! Yes!”

The sound of skin hitting skin fills the room, along with our heavy breaths that mix together, creating an erotic symphony. Her voice is full of desperation and desire as she cries out, making me even hungrier for more.

And then—everything stops.

The door creaks open with enough force to make the hinges protest, a sliver of light cutting across the rumpled bedspread. I freeze, suddenly aware of exactly how exposed we are—Victoria on top of me, my cock still buried inside her, both of us naked and flushed and very obviously in the middle of something that is absolutely not watching boxing.

“What the fuck?”

The voice—Caleb’s voice—sends a jolt of electricity straight to my chest. I turn to find him standing in the doorway, his expression caught between confusion and what is very quickly becoming horror.

“Mom?” he says, the single word loaded with implication. “Liam? What are you—”

But the rest is lost as Victoria scrambles off me with enough force to make the bed shake, already reaching for the sheet to cover herself. “Caleb,” she begins, her voice taking on that note of false brightness I’m starting to recognize. “It’s not what it looks like. We were just—”

“It’s exactly what it looks like,” I interrupt, already sitting up with careful deliberation. There’s no point lying—not when the evidence is so obvious, not when Caleb can clearly see exactly what we’ve been doing. “Your mom and I... we’ve been together. For a while now.”

Caleb’s expression doesn’t change, but there’s a new intensity in his eyes—a hurt, almost, like he’s trying to process something his brain can’t quite comprehend. “Together,” he repeats, the word barely audible. “You and my mom. Together.”

Victoria nods, a single movement that sends a strand of blonde hair falling across her face. “Since Halloween,” she admits, her voice impressively steady despite the obvious tension in her body. “I’m sorry you had to find out this way. We were going to tell you, but—”

“Tell me?” Caleb interrupts, his voice taking on that note of disbelief that belongs to people who’ve just had their world view shattered. “You were going to tell me that my best friend has been fucking my mom behind my dad’s back? For how long? Seven months? Eight?”

Before either of us can respond, before we can try to explain the inexplicable, a shadow falls across the doorway—tall, masculine, with that particular note of authority that belongs to only one person in this house.

“I believe the correct term is ‘since October 31st,’” Mark says, his voice taking on that particular note of casual interest that belongs to men discussing the weather, not their wife’s infidelity.

The statement—so unexpected, so perfectly timed—hangs in the air between us. Victoria freezes, her expression caught between shock and what might almost be relief. “Mark?” she says, the single word loaded with implication. “You... know?”

He nods, a single movement that sends a strand of dark hair falling across his forehead. “Of course I know,” he says, his tone making it clear this should have been obvious. “The security cameras have audio, Victoria. Very good audio.” His smile turns wicked, a private expression that’s just for us. “It’s been the highlight of my day, watching you two. Very... creative.”

Caleb makes a sound—half gasp, half sob—that seems to echo in the suddenly silent room. “Dad?” he says, his voice breaking on the word. “You knew? This whole time? And you didn’t—”

“What would be the point?” Mark interrupts, already moving further into the room with enough force to make the floorboards creak. “Your mother’s happy. Liam’s happy. And I...” His smile turns wicked, a private expression that’s just for us. “Let’s just say I’ve developed a new appreciation for certain... activities.”

Before any of us can respond, before we can process this unexpected development, Mark is moving again—crossing to the bed with enough force to make the mattress dip, then perching on the edge with careful deliberation. “Don’t let me interrupt,” he says, his voice taking on that note of casual interest that belongs to men discussing sports scores, not their wife’s infidelity. “You were just getting to the good part.”

The statement—explicit, dangerous—sends a jolt of electricity straight to my groin. My cock jumps inside Victoria, a visible reaction that makes her eyes crinkle with satisfaction.

“Mark,” she begins, her voice taking on that note of false brightness I’m starting to recognize. “Perhaps we should discuss this—”

“Later,” he interrupts, already reaching for the remote on the nightstand. “The fight’s almost over, and Caleb and I have money on Martinez.” He turns to his son with that particular expression that fathers use when they’re about to deliver an important lesson. “Sometimes, Caleb, adults make... arrangements. Complex ones. Your mother and I have an understanding. She has her... interests.” His eyes move to me, then back to his son. “And I have mine.”

Caleb looks like he’s been slapped, his expression caught between confusion and what might almost be betrayal. “Your secretary,” he says, the realization apparently dawning. “Courtney. That’s why you work so many late nights.”

Mark nods, apparently satisfied with this response. “Exactly. Now, why don’t you come downstairs? We can discuss this like adults. Over scotch.” He turns to Victoria and me with that particular smile that belongs to men who’ve just pulled off the most dangerous bluff of their lives. “You two take your time. We’ll be... occupied.”

And with that, he’s gone—leading a shell-shocked Caleb from the room with enough force to make the door slam, leaving Victoria and me alone with our thoughts and the very obvious physical reminder of what we just did.

“Holy fuck,” I breathe when the door closes behind them, the words barely audible over the sudden pounding of my heart. “Did that just happen? Did he just—”

“He’s known,” Victoria interrupts, her voice taking on that note of disbelief that belongs to people who’ve just had their world view shattered. “This whole time. The cameras. The audio. Everything.”

Before I can respond, before I can process the implications of what just happened, she’s moving—pressing her body against mine with enough force to make the headboard hit the wall, her mouth claiming mine with the particular desperation that always drives me wild.

“Fuck me,” she demands, her voice taking on that husky quality that always makes my cock jump inside her. “Right here, right now. I don’t care who knows. I don’t care who’s watching. I want you, Liam. All of you. However I can get you.”

That’s all the encouragement I need. With a growl that seems to come from somewhere deep in my chest, I’m on her, flipping our positions with enough force to make the entire bed creak. My cock, still hard from our earlier activities, finds her entrance with unerring accuracy, pushing inside in one smooth motion that makes us both gasp.

“Fuck,” I hiss, already establishing a rhythm that’s more punishment than pleasure. “You’re so fucking wet. So ready for me.”

Victoria nods, a single movement that sends a strand of blonde hair falling across her face. “Always,” she promises, her legs already wrapping around my waist to pull me even deeper. “For you, Liam. Only for you.”

My thrusts become harder, more focused, aimed directly at the spot inside her that makes her see stars. Victoria responds by matching me thrust for thrust, her inner walls clenching rhythmically around my shaft.

“Harder,” she gasps, her nails digging into my shoulders with enough force to leave marks. “God, yes. Right there.”

The combined sensation is too much. With a cry that I quickly muffle by pressing my lips to hers, Victoria comes, her entire body tensing as pleasure crashes through her system. Her inner walls clamp down on my cock with enough force to make my vision blur, trying to milk me dry with each powerful contraction.

“I’m close,” I warn, my voice strangled. “Victoria, I’m going to—”

“Inside,” she interrupts, her voice taking on that note of command that makes my cock jump inside her. “Cum inside me, Liam. I want to feel it. All of it.”

That’s all the encouragement I need. With a final, powerful thrust, I bury myself to the hilt inside her and let go, my hips jerking forward as the first pulse tears through me. The sensation is indescribable—hot release flooding into her tight channel, her inner walls clenching around me as if trying to draw every last drop from my body.

“Yes,” Victoria hisses, her head falling back as she pushes back against me, taking me even deeper. “That’s it. Fill me up, Liam. God, yes.”

It goes on forever, pulse after pulse of pleasure radiating outward from my core. My vision goes white at the edges, the sounds of the house—the distant murmur of the TV, the occasional creak of the floorboards, the soft hum of the AC—fading to a distant hum as my entire being focuses on the point where we’re joined, where I’m emptying myself inside her.

When the last tremor finally subsides, I collapse forward, my chest pressed against hers, my face buried in the curve of her neck. We stay like that for a long moment, both of us struggling to catch our breath, to process what just happened.

“Fuck,” Victoria breathes when she can form words again. “That was...”

“Just the beginning,” I finish for her, pressing a kiss to the sensitive spot behind her ear. “We have a lot to figure out. You and me. And Mark. And Caleb.”

She nods, a single movement that sends a strand of blonde hair falling across her face. “I know,” she says, her voice taking on that particular note of intensity that always makes my cock jump. “But whatever happens next—whatever risks we take, whatever lines we cross—I meant what I said, Liam. I love you. I’ve loved you since the moment you walked into my house.”

The confession—explicit, dangerous—sends a jolt of electricity straight to my chest. I open my mouth, then close it, suddenly unable to form words in the face of everything she’s offering.

“I love you too,” I tell her, meaning it with every fiber of my being. “Fuck, Victoria, I love you so much it hurts.”

Her laugh is rich with genuine pleasure. And as her mouth finds mine, as pleasure crashes through my system with enough force to make my vision blur, I know with absolute certainty that this is just the beginning.


Epilogue

One year later…

The master bedroom is bathed in the warm, golden light of the late afternoon sun, casting long shadows across the rumpled king-sized bed where Victoria is on her hands and knees, her perfect ass raised in open invitation as I pound into her from behind. Her blonde hair is tied back in a messy ponytail, tendrils stuck to her sweat-slick neck as she pushes back against each thrust, taking me deeper with a practiced desperation that still, after a year, makes my breath catch.

“Fuck,” I hiss, my hands gripping her hips hard enough to leave marks as I drive into her with enough force to make the headboard hit the wall. “You’re so fucking tight.”

Victoria responds with a moan that seems to echo in the quiet room, her inner walls clenching around me with enough force to make my vision blur. “That’s it,” she encourages, already reaching back to guide me even deeper. “Right there. Don’t stop. God, yes.”

It’s been like this for a year now—Victoria and me fucking in every room of the house, in every position imaginable, with Mark sometimes watching, sometimes recording, sometimes—like now—just going about his business as if we’re doing nothing more remarkable than watching TV or reading a book. It should be weird. It is weird. But somehow, after a year of this carefully negotiated arrangement, it’s also... normal. Our normal. The three of us, finding our way through the wreckage of what happened that night, building something new from the ashes.

From his desk in the corner of the room—a massive mahogany affair that probably costs more than my entire college education—Mark looks up from his laptop, his expression carefully neutral despite the very obvious sounds coming from the bed. “Have you sent the final budget projections for accounting yet?” he asks, his voice perfectly calm, as if he’s asking about the weather and not interrupting us mid-fuck. “They were due at four.”

Victoria gasps as I drive into her with particular force, hitting that spot inside her that makes her see stars. “I... ah!... haven’t gotten to it yet, Mark,” she manages, her voice impressively steady despite the very obvious activity happening three feet from where she’s speaking. “The... mmm... Henderson file took longer than expected.”

Mark nods, apparently satisfied with this explanation, and returns to his typing—a steady click-click-click that provides a bizarre counterpoint to the wet, filthy sounds of our coupling. “No problem,” he says without looking up. “Just wanted to make sure it wasn’t lost in the shuffle.”

It’s been like this since that night—Mark calmly accepting what happened, even embracing it in his own way. The security cameras came down the next day. Courtney moved in the week after. And somehow, against all odds, we’ve found a way to make it work—Victoria and me in the guest bedroom most nights, with occasional visits to the master when Mark is feeling particularly generous. Or particularly turned on by watching his wife get fucked by a man twenty years her junior.

“And Victoria,” Mark adds, his voice dropping slightly, cutting through the sounds of our sex. “Caleb called again today.”

The statement—so unexpected, so perfectly timed—sends a jolt of electricity straight to my chest. I freeze, suddenly aware of exactly how this must sound to Victoria—her son’s name, spoken in her husband’s calm, measured tones, while another man is buried to the hilt inside her.

“He still won’t talk to any of us,” Mark continues, his fingers pausing on the keyboard. “Left another message, though. Something about... what was it? The Yankees game? I couldn’t quite make it out.”

The playful smile on Victoria’s face vanishes, replaced by a flicker of deep, genuine pain. She falls silent, her body still moving against mine but her eyes fixed on some middle distance, as if she’s trying to process this new information while simultaneously being fucked into oblivion.

It’s been the hardest part of this arrangement—Caleb’s reaction. Or rather, his lack of one. One conversation, the night everything came out. One attempt at explanation. And then... nothing. No calls. No texts. No response to the dozens of messages Victoria has sent, begging for forgiveness, for understanding, for just five minutes to explain.

“He’s at Avery’s,” Mark continues when neither of us responds, apparently taking our silence as encouragement. “The apartment in Brooklyn. The one with the... what did he call it? ‘Inadequate water pressure’?” He shrugs, the movement deliberately casual. “At least he’s answering her calls. That’s something.”

Victoria makes a sound—half gasp, half sob—that seems to echo in the suddenly silent room. “I miss him,” she admits, her voice breaking on the word. “God, Mark, I miss him so much it hurts.”

I slow my thrusts, suddenly aware of exactly how uncomfortable this conversation is becoming.

But Victoria reaches back, her hand finding mine with enough force to cut off circulation. “Don’t stop,” she whispers, her voice taking on that husky quality that always drives me wild. “Please. I need this. I need you.”

Before I can respond, she’s pushing back against me, taking me even deeper with enough force to make us both gasp. Her inner walls clamp down on my cock with enough force to make my vision blur, trying to milk me dry with each powerful contraction.

After a moment, Mark continues cheerfully, “No matter. These things take time. And Liam, when you two are... finished...” His eyes move to the bed, then back to his screen with careful neutrality. “The sprinklers in the north lawn are stuck on again. Think you can take a look?”

The request—so normal, so perfectly timed—sends a fresh surge of blood to my groin. My cock jumps inside Victoria, a visible reaction that makes her eyes crinkle with satisfaction.

“Yeah,” I grunt, my voice tight as I resume my rhythm, each thrust aimed directly at the spot inside her that makes her see stars. “Got it, Mark.”

Victoria responds by matching me thrust for thrust, her inner walls clenching rhythmically around my shaft. Her breath comes in short, ragged gasps, each one punctuated by a whimper as I pull back until just the head remains, teasing her with the threat of emptiness before I ram back in, burying myself to the hilt with a growl.

“Harder,” she gasps, her nails digging into the sheets with enough force to tear the fabric. “God, yes. Right there.”

The praise—simple as it is—pushes me higher, drives me closer to the edge. My thrusts become harder, more focused, aimed directly at the spot inside her that makes her see stars. Victoria responds by pushing back against me, taking me even deeper with enough force to make the headboard hit the wall.

“I’m close,” she warns, her voice breaking on the word. “So close, Liam. Don’t stop. Please don’t stop.”

As if I could. As if anything short of the building collapsing around us could tear me away from the wet heat of her body, from the perfect rhythm we’ve established. Each thrust brings me closer to the edge, each contraction of her inner muscles threatens to push me over.

The combined sensation is too much. With a cry that seems to echo in the quiet room, Victoria comes, her entire body tensing as pleasure crashes through her system. Her inner walls clamp down on my cock with enough force to make my vision blur, trying to milk me dry with each powerful contraction.

“Fuck,” I gasp, my control slipping as her body milks me with ruthless efficiency. “Victoria, I’m going to—”

“Outside,” she interrupts, her voice taking on that note of command that makes my cock jump inside her. “On my face. I want him to watch.”

That’s all the encouragement I need. With one smooth motion, I pull out of her—a decision I immediately regret as her inner walls try to keep me inside, her body apparently not ready to let me go—then flip her onto her back. She’s a mess—hair sticking to her sweat-slick forehead, cheeks flushed with exertion, that particular look of dazed satisfaction that only comes from being thoroughly fucked.

“You’re so fucking beautiful,” I tell her, meaning it with every fiber of my being. “The most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen.”

Her laugh is rich with genuine pleasure. “Flatterer,” she accuses, though the smile playing at the corners of her mouth suggests she doesn’t entirely mind. “Now are you going to finish what you started, or do I have to beg?”

I don’t need to be told twice. With careful movements, I position myself above her, my cock already dripping pre-cum onto her stomach with enough force to make her breath catch. “Like this?” I ask, though we both know the answer.

“Just like that,” she confirms, her hand already working me with enough force to leave marks. “All over me, Liam. I want to feel it. I want to taste it. I want him to see exactly what you do to me.”

That’s all the encouragement I need. With a final, powerful stroke, I’m coming, my hips jerking forward as the first pulse tears through me. The sensation is indescribable—hot release flooding across Victoria’s face, her tongue already working to catch every drop, her eyes never leaving mine despite the obvious mess I’m making.

“Yes,” she hisses, the word barely intelligible as another pulse follows the first. “That’s it. Give it to me, Liam. All of it.”

It goes on forever, pulse after pulse of pleasure radiating outward from my core. My vision goes white at the edges, the sounds of the room—the distant tick of the grandfather clock in the hall, the occasional creak of the floorboards, the soft hum of Mark’s laptop—fading to a distant hum as my entire being focuses on the point where we’re joined, where I’m emptying myself onto her face.

When the last tremor finally subsides, I collapse beside her, suddenly aware of exactly how exposed we are—Victoria with my cum painting her face in visible streaks, me still half-hard and already thinking about round two, Mark watching the entire thing from ten feet away with careful neutrality.

“Thank you,” Victoria says when she can form words again, already reaching for a tissue from the box on the nightstand. “That was... exactly what I needed.”

I nod, suddenly unable to form words in the face of everything she’s offering. A year ago, I was a college kid with a crush on his best friend’s mom. Now I’m... this. Whatever this is. Living in her house. Fucking her in her husband’s bed. Building something from the wreckage of what came before.

“It’s getting late,” Mark says, already closing his laptop with careful deliberation. “I should check on dinner. Courtney’s making that salmon thing. The one with the...” He makes a vague gesture with his hand. “You know. The green stuff.”

Victoria nods, apparently satisfied with this explanation. “We’ll be down in a minute,” she promises, already reaching for her robe. “Just need to... clean up.”

Mark nods, a single movement that sends a strand of dark hair falling across his forehead. “Take your time,” he says, his voice taking on that note of casual interest that belongs to men discussing sports scores, not their wife’s infidelity. “No rush.”

And with that, he’s gone—slipping out the door with the particular grace of someone who’s just pulled off the most dangerous bluff of his life, leaving Victoria and me alone with our thoughts and the very obvious physical reminder of what we just did.

“Hey,” I say when the door closes behind him, already reaching for her hand with enough force to cut off circulation. “You okay? About Caleb, I mean.”

She nods, a single movement that sends a strand of blonde hair falling across her face. “I will be,” she says, her voice impressively steady despite the obvious tension in her body. “It just... hurts sometimes. Knowing he’s out there. Knowing he hates me.”

“He doesn’t hate you,” I tell her, meaning it with every fiber of my being. “He’s hurt. He’s confused. But he doesn’t hate you. He couldn’t.”

She laughs, the sound rich with genuine emotion. “Optimist,” she accuses, though the smile playing at the corners of her mouth suggests she doesn’t entirely mind. “That’s why I love you, you know. That ridiculous, unwavering faith that everything will work out in the end.”

Before I can respond, before I can process the implications of what she’s saying, she’s moving—pressing a kiss to my lips that’s nothing like the desperate, hungry couplings we’ve shared before. This is careful, controlled—all promise and potential and barely contained need.

“Come on,” she says when she finally pulls away, her voice taking on that husky quality that always drives me wild. “Let’s get cleaned up. Courtney’s salmon is actually pretty good when she doesn’t burn it.”

And as I follow her toward the bathroom, as I watch the very obvious evidence of what we just did drip down her inner thigh, I know with absolute certainty that whatever risks we take, whatever lines we cross—Victoria is worth it.

Worth everything.
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