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Chapter 1

The football spirals through the air, a perfect throw that lands right in my waiting hands. I feel the familiar sting against my palms as I catch it, my muscles flexing beneath my sweat-soaked t-shirt. Oliver's front yard isn't exactly a regulation field, but it's good enough for us to toss the ball around. The sun beats down, making my skin glisten with sweat, and I can feel my heart pumping with each throw, each catch. There's something about the rhythm of it that gets me going — the physical exertion, the power in my arms as I launch the ball back to Oliver.

"Nice arm, Tyler!" Oliver shouts, catching my throw with ease. His lanky frame belies the strength in his hands, a talent that's made him my go-to receiver all season.

I grin, wiping sweat from my forehead with the back of my hand. "Not so bad yourself, man." The heat is intense today, making the air thick and heavy around us. My shirt clings to my chest, outlining the muscles I've worked so hard to build. Being quarterback has its perks — the training has given me a body that turns heads in the hallway. Girls notice. I've caught them looking.

Oliver tosses the ball back, a little wide. I dive to the right, snagging it before it hits the ground. The grass is soft beneath me as I roll and spring back to my feet, my body moving with the practiced ease of an athlete in his prime.

"Can you believe this is our last year of high school football?" Oliver asks, his hands on his hips as he catches his breath. "Feels like just yesterday we were freshmen getting our asses handed to us by the seniors."

"And now we're the seniors." I laugh, spinning the football in my hands. "Fuck, man, we're practically old." The leather feels rough against my fingertips, familiar and comforting. I've thrown thousands of passes, but there's still something special about each one.

"Eighteen." Oliver shakes his head, a grin spreading across his face. "Legal adults now, bro. No more kid shit."

"About damn time." I fire the ball back to him, putting a little extra heat on it. The muscles in my arm tense and release, a perfect motion honed by years of practice. "You think Coach is gonna let us run that new offense this Friday? I've been itching to try those plays we worked on."

Oliver catches the ball with a grunt. "If you keep throwing like that, he'd be an idiot not to." He spins the ball in his hands, glancing up at the cloudless sky. "You know I've been working on my route timing. I'm faster than I was last year."

"I've noticed." I nod, spreading my hands for the next pass. "You've got those cornerbacks beat before they even know the play's started."

He launches the ball high, a hanging pass that gives me time to position myself. I backpedal a few steps, tracking its arc against the blue sky, then leap to snatch it out of the air. My body feels electric, powerful, like it could do anything. This is what I live for — the pure physical rush of the game.

"Your dad coming to the opener?" Oliver asks, his voice casual, but I know he's curious. My relationship with my old man is complicated at best.

"Said he would." I shrug, trying to sound like I don't care either way. "But you know how that goes." I fire the ball back, putting a tight spiral on it. The pass is perfect, cutting through the air with precision.

"Yeah, I get it." Oliver catches it easily, not pressing the issue. That's what I like about him — he knows when to back off. "At least you're staying here this weekend. My dad's grilling steaks tonight, and you know he goes all out."

"Hell yeah." My mouth waters at the thought. "Your dad's steaks are legendary." I think about Mr. Johnson — Bob, as he insists I call him — manning the grill with a beer in hand. He's cool, the kind of dad who treats me like an adult.

We keep throwing, our arms getting tired but neither of us wanting to stop. There's something hypnotic about the rhythm of it — throw, catch, throw, catch. My body is on autopilot, moving with the fluid grace that comes from years of training. Sweat drips down my back, soaking into the waistband of my shorts.

"Fuck, it's hot," I mutter, catching another pass and immediately sending it back. My t-shirt is plastered to my chest now, outlining every ridge of muscle. I've worked hard for this body, put in countless hours at the gym. It's paid off — not just on the field, but in the way girls look at me in the halls, their eyes lingering a little too long.

"No shit." Oliver laughs, wiping his face with the bottom of his shirt, exposing his flat stomach. He's not as built as me, but he's fit in his own right. "You want something to drink?"

"Nah, I think I'm done for now." I catch his next throw and tuck the ball under my arm. "I need a shower. I'm sweating like a motherfucker out here."

"Guest bathroom's all yours," Oliver says, jerking his thumb toward the house. "Towels are in the cabinet. You remember where everything is, right?"

"Been here enough times." I grin, already walking toward the back door. "See you in a bit."

As I head inside, the air conditioning hits my sweat-soaked skin like a blessing. I take a deep breath, enjoying the coolness filling my lungs. This weekend at Oliver's is exactly what I needed — a break from my own house, from the tension that seems to fill every room there. Here, I can relax. Be myself.

And maybe, if I'm lucky, catch another glimpse of Oliver's hot-as-fuck MILF mom, Jessica. The thought sends a jolt straight to my dick. Every time I see her, it's harder to hide how much I want her. How much I think about her when I'm alone in bed at night, my hand working my cock as I imagine what's under those tight clothes she always wears.

I head toward the bathroom, my body sticky with sweat but my mind already racing with possibilities. I peel my sweat-soaked shirt off as I walk down the hallway, my bare chest catching the cool air from the AC. My muscles flex with each movement, the result of countless hours in the weight room paying off in the defined ridges of my abs and the hard curves of my pecs. The house is quiet except for the distant sound of Oliver turning on the TV downstairs.

I'm heading to the guest bathroom when I turn the corner and freeze.

My heart jumps into my throat. Holy. Fucking. Shit.

Jessica stands there, barely covered by the tiniest bikini I've ever seen, her body a fucking masterpiece of curves and smooth skin.

"Oh!" Jessica gasps, her hand flying to her chest in surprise. "Tyler, I didn't see you there."

My eyes can't help but travel down her body, drinking in every inch of her. The bikini is a tiny scrap of hot pink fabric that does nothing to hide the perfection underneath. It's the kind of swimsuit made for turning heads, for making men lose their fucking minds. And it's working. My brain short-circuits as I try to form words, any words, that don't sound like the desperate horndog thoughts racing through my mind.

"Sorry, Mrs. J," I manage to stammer, forcing my eyes back to her face with superhuman effort. "I was just heading to shower."

"Jessica, please," she corrects me with a smile that makes my cock twitch behind my gym shorts. "Mrs. J makes me feel so old."

She doesn't look old. Not even close. At forty, Jessica could pass for a college girl if it weren't for the confident way she carries herself. Her brunette hair falls in soft waves around her shoulders, framing a face that belongs on a magazine cover. Her lips are full and pouty, painted a glossy pink that matches her bikini, and I can't stop imagining how they'd feel wrapped around my cock.

"Right... Jessica," I say, her name feeling intimate on my tongue.

My eyes betray me again, drifting down to her tits. Fuck, they're perfect — large and round, straining against the triangle tops of her bikini. Her cleavage is deep enough to make my mouth water, the smooth valley between her breasts catching a bead of water that slides down tantalizingly slow. I've jacked off to the thought of those tits more times than I can count, and seeing them like this, barely contained and right in front of me, makes my cock start to harden instantly.

"Looks like you've been working out," Jessica says, her eyes lingering on my bare chest and abs. Her gaze is hungry, almost predatory, and it makes my skin burn with desire. "Football's been good to you."

"Yeah, I try to stay in shape," I reply, flexing subtly. I know what my body does to women. The way their eyes linger, the way they find excuses to touch my arms or my chest. But having Jessica look at me like this is a whole different game.

She steps closer, close enough that I can smell her perfume — something sweet and exotic that makes my head spin. "You've grown up so much since you started hanging out with Oliver. You were just boys then." Her eyes flick down to my crotch for a split second before meeting mine again. "But you're definitely not a boy anymore, are you, Tyler?"

There's no mistaking the intention behind her words. My pulse pounds in my ears, and my cock throbs, growing harder by the second. I shift my stance to try to hide it, but the knowing smile on Jessica's face tells me I'm not fooling anyone.

"I turned eighteen last month," I tell her, my voice deeper than usual. It sounds like I'm stating a fact, but we both know what I'm really saying. I'm legal now. A man.

"Mmm, eighteen," she purrs, her tongue darting out to wet her lips. "Such an exciting age. So many... new experiences ahead of you."

She reaches out, her fingers brushing against my bicep. The touch is electric, sending a jolt straight to my groin. Her nails graze my skin lightly, leaving goosebumps in their wake.

"You must have all the cheerleaders lining up for you," she says, her voice dropping to a seductive whisper. "The star quarterback with muscles like these? I bet they can't keep their hands off you."

I swallow hard, my throat suddenly dry. "I do all right," I say, trying to sound casual even as my heart hammers against my ribs.

"Oh, I bet you do more than 'all right,'" Jessica laughs, her fingers still tracing patterns on my arm. "If I were a high school cheerleader..." She leans in, her breath hot against my ear, her massive tits barely brushing against my bare chest. "I'd be all over you, Tyler. Every. Inch."

Her words hit me like a physical blow, sending blood rushing to my cock so fast I feel dizzy. It's fully hard now, straining against my shorts, and there's no way she doesn't notice. She pulls back just enough to look into my eyes, and the desire I see there mirrors my own. For a long, heated moment, we just stare at each other, the air between us crackling with tension.

Then she steps back, breaking the spell. "I should get ready for dinner," she says, but her eyes tell a different story. She wants me. Fuck, she wants me as badly as I want her.

Jessica turns, and my eyes drop to her ass automatically. The bikini bottom is a tiny thong that disappears between her round cheeks, leaving nothing to the imagination. Her ass is perfect — firm and round, the kind of ass you want to grab with both hands and squeeze. She walks toward her bedroom with a deliberate sway to her hips, each step making her ass jiggle just enough to hypnotize me.

At her doorway, she glances back over her shoulder, catching me staring. Instead of being offended, she smiles — a slow, knowing smile that promises things I've only dreamed about. "Enjoy your shower, Tyler," she says, her voice dripping with suggestion. "Don't take too long, though. Dinner will be ready soon."

She walks into her bedroom but doesn't close the door entirely. It remains slightly ajar, a clear invitation that makes my cock throb painfully in my shorts. I stand frozen in the hallway, my breathing ragged, my mind racing with possibilities. The image of Jessica in that tiny bikini is burned into my brain — her full lips, her massive tits, that perfect ass.

I know I should continue to the bathroom, take that shower, and cool the fuck down. But the partially open door is like a magnet, pulling me toward it. Toward her. My feet seem to move of their own accord as the shower is completely forgotten. There's a new kind of tension building inside me, a need that drowns out all reason. I need to see more. I need to see her.

My heart pounds in my chest as I creep toward Jessica's bedroom door. The logical part of my brain is screaming at me to turn around, to take that shower and forget about the way she looked at me. But my cock has other ideas, throbbing painfully against the fabric of my shorts as I approach the partially open door. The house is quiet — Oliver is outside, and his dad is grilling in the backyard. It's just me and Jessica on this floor. I hold my breath as I reach the doorway, my fingers trembling slightly as I position myself to peek through the narrow opening. What I see makes my whole body go rigid with shock and desire.

Jessica lies sprawled across her king-sized bed, the tiny bikini bottom discarded on the floor beside her. The top is still on, though she's pulled it down just enough to expose one perfect breast, the nipple hard and pink. Her legs are spread wide, giving me a perfect view of her pussy — shaved and glistening with arousal. One hand kneads her exposed breast roughly, pinching and rolling the nipple between her fingers. The other hand works frantically between her legs, two fingers pumping in and out of her wet hole while her thumb circles her clit.

"Fuck," I whisper, the word escaping before I can stop it. My cock strains against my shorts, harder than it's ever been in my life. I should leave. I know I should fucking leave right now. But I can't tear my eyes away from the sight of Jessica pleasuring herself, her back arching off the bed as she pushes her fingers deeper.

Her eyes are closed, her mouth slightly open as soft moans escape her lips. She's lost in her own fantasy, completely unaware that I'm watching her most intimate moment. Or is she? Did she leave the door open knowing I'd follow? The thought sends another jolt of arousal through me, making my cock twitch demandingly.

I can't take it anymore. The pressure is too much. I slip my hand into my shorts, wrapping my fingers around my rock-hard shaft. The relief is immediate and intense, a groan threatening to escape my lips as I begin to stroke myself. My cock is hot and throbbing in my hand, already leaking pre-cum at the tip. I use it to lubricate my shaft, making my strokes smoother as I pump my fist up and down.

Jessica's moans grow louder, her body writhing on the bed as she finger-fucks herself faster. Her breast bounces with each movement, the nipple stiff and begging to be sucked. I imagine taking it into my mouth, feeling her squirm beneath me as I taste her skin. My hand moves faster on my cock, matching the rhythm of her fingers as they plunge in and out of her soaking pussy.

"Oh god, yes," she moans, her hips bucking off the bed. "Right there, right fucking there."

I bite my lip to stay silent, my hand flying over my cock now. In my mind, I'm not standing in the hallway jerking off like a pervert — I'm in that room with her, on that bed. I'm kneeling between her spread legs, my cock in her mouth as she sucks me off. I can almost feel her lips wrapped around my shaft, her tongue swirling around the head, her mouth hot and wet and eager.

The fantasy is so vivid that I have to brace my free hand against the doorframe to steady myself. In my mind, Jessica is on her knees, her massive tits pressed against my thighs as she takes my cock deep into her throat. She's looking up at me with those seductive eyes, moaning around my shaft as she gags on it. My balls slap against her chin with each thrust, and she loves it. She fucking loves it.

I'm jerking my cock frantically now, my eyes fixed on the real Jessica as she brings herself closer to orgasm. Her fingers are a blur between her legs, her chest heaving with each panting breath. She's so fucking sexy, so incredibly hot that I can barely contain myself. My cock is iron-hard in my fist, pulsing with each rapid stroke.

"Fuck, Jessica," I whisper, too lost in the moment to care about being quiet anymore. I imagine her sucking my cock, her lips stretched wide around my girth, drool running down her chin as she takes me deep. I imagine grabbing her hair, holding her head still as I fuck her mouth, watching her eyes water as she gags on my length.

I'm so close, teetering on the edge of an explosive orgasm, when Jessica's eyes suddenly snap open. For a split second, I think she's just reacting to her own pleasure — but then her gaze locks directly onto mine through the crack in the door. Our eyes meet, and time seems to freeze. My hand stops mid-stroke, my cock still gripped tightly in my fist, fully exposed through the leg of my shorts.

I expect shock, outrage, disgust — but what spreads across Jessica's face is something else entirely. Her lips curl into a wicked smile, her eyes darkening with unmistakable lust as they drop to my exposed cock. She doesn't stop touching herself. If anything, her fingers move faster, her back arching more dramatically as she puts on a show for me now, knowing I'm watching.

"Oh fuck," I gasp, mortification and arousal battling for dominance in my body. I've been caught with my dick in my hand, spying on my best friend's mom, and she's... enjoying it? The realization hits me like a truck, sending a confusing mix of embarrassment and renewed lust through my veins.

I stumble backward, nearly tripping over my own feet as I hastily stuff my still-hard cock back into my shorts. My face burns with shame even as my body throbs with unfulfilled desire. I turn and flee down the hallway, my heart pounding so hard I can hear it in my ears, my erection painfully obvious in my shorts.

I make it to the bathroom and lock the door behind me, leaning against it as I try to catch my breath. My cock is still rock-hard, aching for release. The image of Jessica — her fingers buried in her pussy, her eyes locked with mine, that knowing smile on her lips — is seared into my brain. She saw me. She saw me watching her, saw me jerking off to her, and she fucking liked it.

What the hell have I gotten myself into? And how the fuck am I supposed to sit across from her at dinner after that?


Chapter 2

I sit rigidly at the dinner table, focusing intently on my plate of steak and potatoes like it's the most fascinating thing I've ever seen. Anything to avoid looking at Jessica, who sits directly across from me. She's changed into a low-cut blouse that shows just enough cleavage to remind me of what I saw earlier. My cock stirs at the memory — her fingers working between her legs, her eyes locking with mine when she caught me watching. I clear my throat and take a sip of water, trying to push the images from my mind. Oliver sits to my left, chatting about the upcoming football season, while his dad, Bob, mans the head of the table, completely oblivious to the tension crackling between his wife and me.

"These steaks are amazing, Mr. J—Bob," I say, correcting myself mid-sentence. After what happened earlier, calling him Mr. Johnson feels weird as fuck.

"Secret's in the marinade," Bob replies with a proud grin, cutting into his own steak. "Been perfecting it for years."

"Dad thinks he's going to get on one of those cooking shows someday," Oliver laughs, reaching for another roll from the basket.

"Hey, you never know," Bob chuckles, pointing his fork at his son. "Guy Fieri might show up at our door any day now."

I force a laugh, nodding along with the conversation while desperately trying to act normal. Jessica is suspiciously quiet, a small smile playing on her full lips as she delicately cuts her steak. I make the mistake of glancing up at her, and our eyes meet for a split second. The look she gives me is so charged with lust that I have to immediately look away, my cheeks burning.

"So, Tyler, Oliver tells me you got that scholarship to State," Bob says, mercifully pulling my attention back to safer territory. "That's impressive, son. You must be thrilled."

"Yeah, it's pretty cool," I reply, grateful for the distraction. "Full ride, as long as I maintain my grades and—"

My words cut off abruptly as I feel something brush against my calf under the table. Something that can only be Jessica's foot. I choke slightly on my water, coughing as I try to recover. The touch is light, almost innocent, but there's nothing innocent about the way she's looking at me, her eyes dark with suggestion while she maintains a perfect poker face for her husband and son.

"You okay there, Tyler?" Bob asks, looking concerned.

"Fine," I manage, setting down my water glass with a slightly shaking hand. "Just went down the wrong way."

Jessica's foot continues its upward journey, sliding along my leg with deliberate slowness. I try to focus on what Oliver is saying about our football team's chances this season, but it's becoming increasingly difficult to concentrate as her foot reaches my knee, then moves to my inner thigh.

"Coach says with Tyler's arm and my routes, we could make a deep playoff run," Oliver says enthusiastically, completely unaware of what's happening beneath the table.

"That'd be something," I reply, my voice sounding strained even to my own ears. "We've got a solid defense too, which helps."

Jessica's foot finally reaches its target, her toes pressing gently against the bulge in my shorts. The contact, even through fabric, sends a jolt of pleasure straight up my spine. My cock, which had begun to soften since my hasty retreat from her bedroom door, immediately springs back to full attention. I shift in my seat, trying to adjust without being obvious, but there's nowhere to escape her persistent touch.

"More potatoes, Tyler?" Jessica asks, her voice all innocent sweetness while her foot begins to rub small circles against my hardening cock.

"I'm good," I croak, gripping my fork so tightly my knuckles turn white. Under the table, her toes are exploring the length of my shaft, tracing its outline through my shorts with expert precision. Each stroke sends waves of pleasure coursing through me, making it almost impossible to maintain a normal conversation.

"You sure?" she presses, her foot increasing its pressure. "You're a growing boy. Need to keep up your strength."

The double meaning in her words isn't lost on me. My cock throbs against the sole of her foot, growing harder with each passing second. I'm grateful for the tablecloth that hides what's happening, but terrified that Bob or Oliver might somehow notice the flush spreading across my face or the sweat beading on my forehead.

"The potatoes are really good," I concede, reaching for the bowl just to have something to do with my hands. Jessica's foot never stops its rhythmic massage of my cock, her toes somehow finding the most sensitive spots even through my clothing.

"Jessica makes the best mashed potatoes in three counties," Bob boasts, oblivious to his wife's actions. "What's your secret, honey? The cream?"

"Mmm, something like that," she purrs, her eyes locked on mine as her foot presses more firmly against my erection. "I like to make things extra creamy."

I nearly choke again, my cock jumping in response to her words. She must feel it because her smile widens slightly, a predatory gleam in her eyes. Her foot moves more deliberately now, up and down the length of my shaft, mimicking the stroking motion of a hand. The pressure is exquisite torture, enough to drive me crazy but not enough to get me off.

"Tyler, you're sweating," Oliver notices, frowning at me. "You feeling okay?"

"Just hot," I mutter, which isn't a lie. My entire body feels like it's on fire, every nerve ending hypersensitive as Jessica continues her relentless teasing. Her toes find the head of my cock through my shorts, pressing and circling in a way that has me biting the inside of my cheek to keep from moaning out loud.

"I could turn up the AC," Bob offers, half-rising from his chair.

"No!" I say too quickly, terrified that any disruption might expose what's happening. "I mean, I'm fine. Really. Just, uh, the steak is spicy."

"Spicy?" Bob looks confused. "I didn't use any—"

"Must be something else I'm tasting then," I interrupt, desperately trying to steer the conversation anywhere else. Meanwhile, Jessica's foot is working magic on my cock, which is now fully hard and straining against my shorts. I can feel pre-cum leaking from the tip, creating a small wet spot that I pray isn't visible.

Jessica takes a sip of her wine, her eyes never leaving mine over the rim of her glass. Her toes curl around the outline of my cock head, pressing and releasing in a rhythm that has me seeing stars. My breathing is becoming more ragged, my concentration fragmenting as pleasure builds in my groin. I'm actually afraid I might cum right here at the dinner table, with my best friend and his dad sitting inches away.

"More wine, dear?" Bob asks Jessica, reaching for the bottle.

"Yes, please," she replies smoothly, finally releasing the pressure on my cock just enough to let me catch my breath. "I'm finding myself quite... thirsty tonight."

The way she says "thirsty" makes my cock twitch violently. Her foot returns immediately, this time sliding up and down with more purpose, more pressure. I grip the edge of the table, my knuckles white, as I fight to maintain control of my body's reactions. My cock is rock hard now, throbbing painfully against the constraint of my shorts as Jessica's foot works its magic.

I've never been so turned on and so terrified at the same time. The forbidden nature of what's happening, the danger of being caught, only seems to intensify the pleasure coursing through my veins. Each stroke of her foot brings me closer to the edge, my balls tightening as the familiar pressure builds at the base of my spine.

Somehow, I manage to keep talking, to keep eating, to maintain the façade of normalcy while underneath the table, Jessica is driving me toward what promises to be an explosive orgasm. And all I can think is: how the fuck am I going to get through the rest of this dinner

I'm in the middle of answering Bob's question about football practice when Jessica suddenly drops her napkin. "Oh, clumsy me," she says with exaggerated concern. "I need to get that."

Before anyone can offer to help, she slides from her chair and disappears under the tablecloth. My heart nearly stops as I realize what she's doing. I glance frantically at Bob and Oliver, but they're completely oblivious, continuing to eat their dinner as if nothing unusual is happening.

Under the table, I feel Jessica's hands on my thighs, spreading them wider. My cock throbs in anticipation, already rock-hard from her foot action earlier. Holy shit, is she really going to...? My question is answered when I feel her fingers expertly unfastening my shorts, pulling them open just enough to free my erection from its confines.

"So anyway, Coach has us doing two-a-days starting next week," I continue, my voice miraculously steady despite the fact that Jessica's warm breath is now ghosting over my exposed cock. I take a large gulp of water, trying to prepare myself for what's coming.

"That's rough," Oliver comments, spearing a piece of potato with his fork. "But it'll be worth it when we're hoisting that state championship trophy."

I try to respond, but the words die in my throat as I feel Jessica's hot, wet tongue run up the length of my shaft from base to tip. The sensation is so intense, so unexpected despite the buildup, that I have to grip the edge of the table to keep from making a sound. Her tongue swirls around the sensitive head, gathering the pre-cum that's been leaking steadily since her foot first made contact with my cock.

"You okay, Tyler?" Bob asks, frowning slightly. "You look a bit flushed."

"Fine," I manage to choke out. "Just, uh, thinking about those two-a-days. They're gonna be brutal in this heat."

Under the table, Jessica's lips wrap around the head of my cock, the wet heat of her mouth enveloping me so completely that I have to bite the inside of my cheek to keep from moaning out loud. She takes me deeper, her tongue flat against the underside of my shaft as she slowly, torturously slides her mouth down my length. The suction is perfect, her cheeks hollowing as she creates a vacuum that makes my toes curl inside my shoes.

"Speaking of Jessica," Bob says, glancing at his wife's empty chair, "what's taking her so long down there?"

I nearly choke on my water again. "Maybe the napkin fell far away?" I suggest weakly, my voice strained as Jessica takes more of my cock into her mouth. The wet, slurping sounds she's making seem deafeningly loud to me, but somehow neither Bob nor Oliver seems to hear them over the clinking of silverware and their own conversation.

"Probably," Bob agrees easily, returning to his steak. "So, you think you guys have a shot at State this year?"

Jessica chooses that moment to take my entire cock into her mouth, her nose pressing against my pubic bone as the head of my dick hits the back of her throat. I feel her gag slightly, her throat contracting around my length in a way that sends waves of pleasure coursing through my body. My hips buck involuntarily, pushing my cock even deeper down her throat.

"Definitely," I rasp, reaching for my glass again to hide the tremor in my hand. "We've got a solid team this year."

Jessica starts to bob her head up and down in earnest now, establishing a rhythm that has my heart racing and my balls tightening. Each downward motion is accompanied by a lewd, wet slurping sound as she takes me deep, her throat opening to accommodate my length. Each upward stroke ends with her tongue swirling around the sensitive head before she plunges back down again. The wet, sloppy sounds of her mouth working my cock seem impossibly loud, but the conversation above the table continues uninterrupted.

"Pass the salt, would you, Tyler?" Oliver asks casually.

I reach for the salt shaker with a trembling hand, nearly knocking it over before managing to slide it toward Oliver. Below the table, Jessica's pace increases, her mouth moving faster and more urgently on my cock. She's slurping loudly now, deliberately making those obscene wet noises that would give us away in an instant if either Bob or Oliver were paying attention.

"Thanks, man," Oliver says, completely unaware that his mother is currently giving me the most intense blowjob of my life just inches away from him.

Jessica's hands join the action, one gripping the base of my shaft while the other gently cups my balls, rolling them between her fingers. The dual stimulation is almost too much to bear, pleasure building at the base of my spine, threatening to explode at any moment. I stuff a piece of steak into my mouth, chewing mechanically, desperate for any distraction that might help me maintain control.

"So, Tyler," Bob starts, leaning forward slightly, "have you thought about what you want to major in at State?"

Jessica chooses that precise moment to deep-throat me again, taking my entire length down her throat in one smooth motion. I feel her nose press against my pubic bone, her lips reaching all the way to my balls. She holds herself there, swallowing around my cock head, the muscles of her throat massaging my shaft in rippling waves of pleasure.

"Bio...biomechanics," I stammer, the word breaking in the middle as Jessica begins to move again, her pace now frantic and determined. "I'm interested in...in how the body works."

"That makes sense for an athlete," Bob nods approvingly, completely oblivious to the fact that his wife is demonstrating exactly how the body works under the very table we're eating at.

The sound of Jessica gagging on my cock becomes more pronounced as she takes me deeper and faster, her enthusiasm building with each passing second. I can feel saliva dripping down my shaft and onto my balls, her mouth producing so much wetness that the squelching noises are becoming harder to ignore. My thighs are trembling with the effort of staying still, of not thrusting up into her eager mouth with abandon.

"More potatoes?" Oliver offers, pushing the bowl in my direction.

"I'm good," I manage to say, though 'good' doesn't begin to describe the sensations coursing through my body as Jessica's mouth works magic on my cock. She's alternating between deep-throating me and focusing intensely on the head, her tongue lashing the sensitive underside while her hand pumps the shaft.

I know I can't last much longer. The combination of the taboo situation, the danger of being caught, and Jessica's incredible skill is pushing me rapidly toward the edge. My balls tighten, drawing up close to my body as the familiar pressure builds. Jessica must sense my impending orgasm because her movements become even more determined, her mouth and hand working in perfect harmony to bring me to completion.

"Excuse me," I say suddenly, reaching for my water again. "Throat's a bit dry."

As I take a long drink, Jessica takes my entire cock down her throat one final time, her lips pressed against the base, her throat working around the head as she swallows repeatedly. It's too much. The pleasure crests like a tsunami, unstoppable and all-consuming. My orgasm hits with such force that I nearly drop my glass, my entire body tensing as I begin to cum directly down Jessica's throat.

Spurt after spurt of hot cum shoots from my cock as Jessica pulls back slightly, allowing the remainder to fill her mouth rather than her throat. Through some miracle, I manage to keep my face relatively composed, though I'm sure my eyes glazed over momentarily. My cock pulses with each ejaculation, emptying what feels like an endless supply of cum into Jessica's eager mouth. I can feel her swallowing repeatedly, taking everything I have to give her.

"You sure you're feeling okay?" Oliver asks, eyeing me suspiciously. "You look weird."

"Just tired from practice," I lie, as the final waves of my orgasm ripple through my body. Under the table, Jessica is still nursing on my cock, gently sucking and licking to extract every last drop of cum. The sensitivity is almost painful now, but the sensation of her hot mouth still wrapped around my softening cock is too good to complain about.

"If you say so," Oliver shrugs, returning to his meal.

I'm still trying to catch my breath, my cock softening but still sensitive from the mind-blowing orgasm Jessica just gave me under the table. Through the gap between the tablecloth and the floor, I can see her kneeling there, my cum filling her mouth.

Instead of swallowing immediately, she does something that nearly makes me hard again on the spot — she blows a bubble with my cum, the white froth expanding between her full lips before popping and falling back into her mouth. It's the filthiest, hottest thing I've ever seen, and I have to grip my fork tightly to keep from making a sound. She notices me watching and does it again, this time bigger, playing with my load like it's bubble gum.

"More green beans, Tyler?" Bob asks, completely oblivious to what his wife is doing just feet away from him.

"I'm good," I manage to reply, my voice surprisingly steady despite the show Jessica is putting on below the table.

After blowing several cum bubbles, Jessica finally swallows my load, her throat working visibly as she takes it all down. But she's not done with me yet. She leans forward again, taking my softening cock back into her mouth for a few final licks and kisses. The sensitivity is almost painful, but I bite my lip to keep from reacting as she plants soft, wet kisses along my shaft, cleaning any remaining drops with her tongue. Her lips linger on the head, giving it one last tender suck before she finally tucks me back into my shorts and carefully zips me up.

I feel her patting my thigh, a signal that her work is done, before she begins to retreat from under the table. I quickly look away, focusing intensely on my plate as I hear her voice.

"Found it!" Jessica announces triumphantly, emerging from under the table with her napkin in hand. Her face is flushed, her lips swollen and wet from her activities, but somehow neither Bob nor Oliver notices anything unusual. She slides back into her chair across from me, dabbing at the corner of her mouth with her napkin. "Sorry that took so long. It had gotten pushed quite far back."

"No problem, honey," Bob says absently, focused on cutting his steak.

Jessica catches my eye across the table and deliberately licks her lips, her tongue darting out to catch an imaginary drop at the corner of her mouth. Then she smiles, a secretive, satisfied smile that makes my spent cock twitch with renewed interest.

"I just finished having the most delicious milkshake," she says to no one in particular, her eyes never leaving mine. "But I find I'm not very hungry for dinner now."

I nearly choke on the sip of water I've just taken, the double meaning impossible to miss. Oliver gives his mother a confused look.

"What milkshake?" he asks. "When did you have a milkshake?"

"Oh, just before dinner," Jessica lies smoothly, still looking at me with that knowing smile. "It was so thick and creamy, I couldn't resist drinking it all down."

My face burns at her words, the memory of her swallowing my cum still fresh in my mind. I shift in my seat, trying to hide my reaction as Jessica continues her double entendre.

"It was quite a mouthful," she adds, her tongue running along her bottom lip. "But I managed to take it all."

"Must have been a big milkshake," I say before I can stop myself, my voice lower than usual.

"Enormous," Jessica agrees, her eyes glinting with mischief. "Just the way I like it."

Bob finally looks up from his plate, noticing that his wife isn't eating. "Not hungry, Jess?"

"Not for food," she says, then quickly adds, "I mean, not right now. I'll probably have something later." She stands up, smoothing her blouse over her breasts in a way that draws my eyes automatically. "I think I'll go lie down for a bit. I'm feeling... satisfied but restless, if that makes sense."

"Whatever you say, honey," Bob replies, clearly not picking up on any of the subtext flowing between his wife and me. "We'll save you a plate if you want it later."

"Thank you, dear," Jessica says, leaning down to kiss her husband's cheek. As she does, she positions herself so that I get a clear view down her blouse, her full breasts on display just for me. "Tyler, I hope you enjoy the rest of your... meal."

With that, she sashays out of the dining room, her hips swaying in a way that has me mesmerized despite having just climaxed minutes ago. I watch her go, unable to tear my eyes away until she disappears around the corner.

"Mom's been acting weird lately," Oliver comments, reaching for another roll. "Must be that new yoga class or something."

"Yeah, must be," I agree weakly, forcing myself to focus on finishing my dinner despite feeling like I'm in some kind of erotic dream state. Did that really just happen? Did my best friend's mom really just blow me under the dinner table and then play with my cum in her mouth? The reality of it seems impossible, yet the lingering sensitivity in my cock confirms it wasn't just my overactive imagination.

I manage to make it through the rest of dinner with minimal awkwardness, contributing to the conversation about football and college while my mind keeps replaying what happened under the table. Bob and Oliver remain completely unaware, chatting and eating as if nothing extraordinary had occurred. I'm just starting to think I might survive this evening with my sanity intact when my phone buzzes in my pocket.

Under the table, I discreetly pull it out and check the screen. It's a text from an unknown number, but I immediately know who it's from:

"Come to my bedroom at midnight. I've had the appetizer, now I want the main course. Bring that big cock to give me a late night snack. And don't worry about being quiet... Bob takes sleeping pills. He won't hear a thing. Delete this message."

My heart nearly stops in my chest, blood rushing to my cock so fast it makes me dizzy. I quickly delete the message as instructed, slipping my phone back into my pocket while trying to maintain a neutral expression. Midnight. Just a few hours away. The thought of what might happen then sends a thrill of anticipation through my entire body.

"You gonna finish those potatoes?" Oliver asks, bringing me back to the present.

"All yours," I reply, pushing my plate toward him, my appetite for food completely gone. I have a different kind of hunger now, one that only Jessica can satisfy. And at midnight, I'll be feeding her exactly what she's craving.


Chapter 3

My heart hammers against my ribs as I check the time on my phone: 12:00 AM exactly. The house is silent, Oliver having gone to bed an hour ago after we played video games in his room. I slip out of the guest bedroom, my bare feet silent against the carpeted hallway. Every creak of the floorboards sounds like a gunshot in the quiet house, making me freeze in place before continuing. My cock is already rock-hard in my basketball shorts, the memory of Jessica's mouth wrapped around it earlier making it impossible to think about anything else. I reach her bedroom door and hesitate, my hand on the knob. This is crossing a line that can't be uncrossed. If I get caught...

But the image of Jessica blowing cum bubbles with my load pushes all rational thought from my mind. I turn the knob slowly, carefully, and slip inside her darkened bedroom.

The room is dimly lit by moonlight filtering through the half-drawn curtains, casting everything in a soft, silver glow. My eyes adjust quickly, taking in the king-sized bed where two figures lie. Bob is on the far side, his back to the center of the bed, his breathing deep and regular. Sleeping pills, just like Jessica said. Next to him lies Jessica, on her back, a thin silk nightrobe covering her body. She appears to be asleep, her chest rising and falling with each breath, her face peaceful in repose.

I close the door behind me with excruciating slowness, wincing at the faint click of the latch. Bob doesn't stir. I move toward the bed, my pulse pounding in my ears so loudly I'm afraid it might wake them. The carpet muffles my footsteps as I approach Jessica's side of the bed, my eyes locked on her sleeping form. The nightrobe has fallen partially open, revealing a tantalizing glimpse of the curve of her breast.

Reaching the edge of the bed, I hesitate once more. This is insane. This is crossing every boundary. This is... exactly what I want. I carefully untie the belt of her nightrobe, spreading the silky material open to reveal her naked body. My breath catches in my throat at the sight of her. Her breasts are even more magnificent than I imagined — full and round, with large, pink nipples that seem to harden under my gaze. The moonlight caresses her curves, highlighting the smooth skin of her stomach and the neatly trimmed patch of hair between her legs.

I lean down, my lips brushing against her skin as I place a soft kiss on her breast. The contact sends electricity coursing through my body, my cock twitching in response. I become bolder, cupping her other breast in my hand, squeezing gently as I continue to kiss and lick her soft skin. My hand slides down her body, fingers trailing across her stomach until they reach between her legs. I cup her pussy, feeling the heat emanating from her core.

The touch causes Jessica to stir, her eyes fluttering open. For a heart-stopping moment, I freeze, terrified I've miscalculated. But then her gaze focuses on me, and a slow, seductive smile spreads across her face.

"You came," she whispers, her voice barely audible.

"How could I not?" I whisper back, my fingers still resting against her pussy. "I haven't been able to think about anything else."

Jessica glances over at Bob, confirming he's still sound asleep, then turns back to me. Her hand reaches up, wrapping around the back of my neck to pull me down into a kiss. Her lips are soft and insistent, her tongue immediately seeking entrance into my mouth. I open for her, meeting her tongue with my own, the kiss quickly becoming deep and hungry.

"I've wanted you for so long," she breathes against my lips. "Ever since you started filling out that football uniform."

"I've jerked off thinking about you so many times," I confess, my voice a low growl as I kiss her neck, her jawline, her face. "Your tits, your ass, your mouth... fuck, Jessica, you drive me crazy."

"Show me," she demands, her hands pushing at my shorts. "Show me how crazy I make you."

I straighten up, pushing my shorts down to release my cock. It springs free, rock-hard and already leaking pre-cum at the tip. Jessica's eyes widen slightly at the sight, her tongue darting out to wet her lips.

"Mmm, even bigger than I thought," she purrs, reaching out to wrap her fingers around my shaft. "And I've already had it in my mouth."

The reminder of her earlier blowjob makes my cock twitch in her hand. She strokes me a few times, her grip firm and confident, before releasing me and cupping her own breasts.

"I want these tits wrapped around that big cock," she whispers, pushing her breasts together to create a tempting cleavage. "Come fuck them, Tyler. Show me how bad you want me."

I don't need to be told twice. I climb onto the bed, straddling her torso, my knees on either side of her ribs. The mattress dips slightly under my weight, but Bob doesn't stir. My cock hovers above her chest, throbbing with anticipation. Jessica takes her massive tits in her hands, pushing them together to form a tight channel for me.

"Put it in," she commands softly, her eyes dark with lust.

I lower my hips, positioning my cock between her breasts. The soft, warm flesh envelops me, creating a pressure that draws a low groan from my throat. I clap a hand over my mouth, suddenly remembering that Bob is sleeping just feet away. Jessica smiles wickedly, enjoying the danger as much as I am.

"Fuck my tits," she whispers. "Use them like you've been dreaming about."

I begin to thrust, sliding my cock through the tight channel of her cleavage. The feeling is incredible — not as wet as her mouth, but the softness of her breasts creates a sensation all its own. Each forward thrust brings the head of my cock to her lips, where she plants a soft kiss or a quick lick on the sensitive tip before I pull back.

"That's it," she encourages, squeezing her breasts more firmly around my shaft. "Your cock feels so good between my tits."

I increase my pace, my hips developing a rhythm as I fuck her breasts with growing urgency. The head of my cock pokes out from her cleavage with each thrust, and Jessica starts to give it more than just kisses — she opens her mouth, letting the tip slide between her lips for a brief, tantalizing moment each time.

"You fucking slut," I hiss, the words escaping before I can stop them. "You love this, don't you? Getting your tits fucked while your husband sleeps next to you."

Instead of being offended, Jessica's eyes light up with excitement. "Yes," she admits, her voice a breathless whisper. "I'm a dirty slut for your young cock. I've been thinking about this for so long."

Her confession drives me wild. My thrusts become more forceful, my balls beginning to slap against the underside of her breasts with each movement. The sound seems impossibly loud in the quiet bedroom, but the danger only adds to the intensity of the moment.

Jessica spits between her breasts, adding lubrication that makes my cock slide more easily through her cleavage. The wet sounds of my thrusting join the soft slapping of my balls against her skin, creating an erotic symphony that thankfully isn't loud enough to wake Bob.

"You like these big MILF tits?" Jessica asks, her voice husky with desire. "You like fucking them while your friend's dad sleeps right there?"

"Fuck yes," I grunt, my hands joining hers to squeeze her breasts even tighter around my cock. "Your tits are fucking perfect. So big, so soft."

As my cock emerges from her cleavage on each thrust, Jessica's kisses become sloppier, wetter. She starts to suck on the head whenever it reaches her mouth, her tongue swirling around the sensitive tip before releasing it. The combination of her breasts and mouth is driving me toward the edge faster than I expected.

"I'm gonna cum all over these tits," I warn her, my voice strained with the effort of keeping quiet.

"Not yet," Jessica whispers, her lips brushing against the head of my cock. "I have more plans for this big dick tonight. Much more."

I slow my thrusts, not wanting to end this too soon, but unable to stop completely. Jessica's breasts feel too good around my cock, her occasional sucking on the tip too perfect to resist. As I look down at her — this gorgeous MILF with my cock between her tits, her husband sleeping beside her — I know this night is just beginning. And I can't wait to see what she has planned next.

I can't take the teasing anymore. My cock is throbbing painfully between Jessica's tits, begging for more. I pull back, positioning myself between her spread legs. Her pussy glistens in the moonlight, already wet and ready for me. I grab my cock, guiding it to her entrance, the head pressing against her slick folds.

We both glance at Bob, still sound asleep beside us, his back to us, completely oblivious to what's about to happen. Jessica looks back at me, her eyes dark with lust, and nods. That's all the permission I need. With one powerful thrust, I push inside her, feeling her warm walls part for me, taking my entire length in a single stroke.

"Fuck!" Jessica gasps, her back arching off the bed as I fill her completely. Her hands fly to my shoulders, nails digging into my skin as she adjusts to my size.

I freeze, both to let her acclimate and to make sure her outburst hasn't disturbed Bob. He shifts slightly but doesn't wake, his breathing still deep and regular. The sleeping pills are doing their job.

"So fucking tight," I whisper, my voice strained with the effort of holding still when all I want to do is pound into her relentlessly. Her pussy grips my cock like a vise, hot and wet and perfect. "For a slut, your cunt is surprisingly tight."

Jessica's eyes flash with excitement at my words. "Just for you," she breathes, her inner walls clenching around me. "I've been waiting for this young cock to stretch me out."

That's all the encouragement I need. I pull back until just the head remains inside her, then slam forward again, driving my cock deep into her pussy. The bed creaks softly beneath us, but the sound is muffled by the mattress. Jessica bites her lip to keep from crying out, her eyes rolling back in pleasure.

I establish a rhythm, my hips pumping as I fuck her with increasing intensity. Each thrust drives my cock to the hilt, my pelvis grinding against her clit. I lean down, capturing her mouth in a rough kiss to muffle her moans. Her legs wrap around my waist, pulling me deeper, her heels digging into the small of my back.

"Harder," she whispers against my lips, her breath coming in short gasps. "Fuck me harder, Tyler."

I comply, increasing the force of my thrusts, driving into her with all the strength in my athletic body. The bed begins to creak more noticeably, the sound rhythmic and unmistakable. I glance at Bob, but he remains oblivious, the sleeping pills keeping him in a deep slumber despite the movement beside him.

Jessica's nails rake down my back, leaving trails of fire in their wake. The pain only spurs me on, making my cock throb inside her as I pound her pussy with abandon. Her tits bounce with each thrust, hypnotic in their motion. I grab one in my hand, squeezing roughly, pinching her nipple between my fingers.

"You like that, don't you, you fucking MILF whore?" I growl into her ear, the dirty talk flowing naturally now. "You like getting your slutty cunt pounded by your son's friend?"

"Yes," she hisses, her pussy clenching around me at my words. "God, yes. I love your big cock. So much better than his." She jerks her head toward her sleeping husband, the ultimate betrayal making her even wetter around my shaft.

I rise up onto my knees, grabbing her hips to pull her against me with each thrust. The new angle lets me go deeper, hitting spots inside her that make her whole body tremble. The sound of our bodies colliding becomes louder, more insistent — the wet slap of my balls against her ass, the squelch of her soaking pussy taking my cock again and again.

"Take it," I command, my voice low but intense. "Take this fucking cock. This is what you wanted, isn't it? To be fucked like the slut you are."

"Yes!" Jessica pants, her hands gripping the sheets beside her. "Yes, I'm your slut. Fuck me, Tyler. Fuck me like the whore I am."

The headboard begins to strike the wall with each thrust, a steady thumping that seems impossibly loud in the quiet bedroom. Jessica reaches up with one hand, bracing against the headboard to stop the noise, her other hand still gripping the sheets beside Bob's sleeping form.

I lean forward, putting my weight on my arms as I hover over her, changing the angle of my thrusts to hit her g-spot. Her reaction is immediate — her back arches sharply, her mouth opening in a silent scream of pleasure. I capture her lips again, swallowing her moans as I pound into her relentlessly.

"You're such a fucking MILF bitch," I whisper harshly against her ear, the degradation clearly turning her on even more. "Getting fucked by a teenager while your husband sleeps right next to you. What kind of slut does that make you?"

"Yours," she gasps, her eyes glazed with pleasure. "I'm your slut, Tyler. Your whore. Use me. Use my pussy."

My balls slap loudly against her with each thrust now, a lewd soundtrack to our forbidden coupling. The wet sounds of her pussy taking my cock fill the room, along with our muffled moans and panting breaths. The sex is primal, raw, driven by months of repressed desire on both our parts.

I grab her legs, pushing them up and apart, folding her nearly in half as I drive down into her. The position lets me go impossibly deep, my cock hitting her cervix with each powerful thrust. Jessica's eyes widen, her mouth forming a perfect 'O' of pleasure and pain mixed together.

"That's it," she moans, her voice barely audible. "Right there. Fuck me right there."

The room fills with the symphony of our lovemaking — the rhythmic creaking of the bed, the soft thumps of the headboard against the wall when Jessica's hand slips, the wet slapping of skin on skin as my hips slam against hers. Our bodies are slick with sweat, sliding against each other in the moonlight. I can feel her pussy getting wetter with each thrust, her arousal coating my cock and balls, making the penetration smoother but no less intense.

"More," Jessica begs, her eyes locked on mine. "Give me more. Harder."

I pick up the pace, my hips a blur as I pound into her with everything I have. The bed shakes beneath us, the headboard now steadily thumping against the wall despite Jessica's attempts to brace it. I'm beyond caring if the noise wakes Bob — the pleasure is too intense, the forbidden nature of our coupling too exciting to stop now.

"You love this, don't you?" I hiss, my teeth clenched with the effort of maintaining my brutal pace. "You love getting your married pussy stretched by my young cock. Say it. Tell me how much you love it."

"I love it," Jessica moans, her body quivering beneath me. "I love your cock. Love how you fuck me. Don't stop, Tyler. Don't ever stop fucking me."

The intensity builds between us, our bodies finding a perfect rhythm together. Jessica meets each of my thrusts with an upward movement of her hips, maximizing the penetration. Her pussy grips my cock like it never wants to let go, squeezing and pulsing around my shaft in a way that threatens to push me over the edge too soon.

The headboard slams against the wall now, a steady, unmistakable rhythm that would give us away in an instant if Bob weren't drugged into oblivion. Our moans mingle in the air between us, growing louder as we both chase our release. The wet sounds of my cock plunging into her soaking pussy become more pronounced, more obscene, a lewd squelching that only adds to the erotic atmosphere.

I've never fucked like this before — so hard, so primal, so completely lost in the moment. Jessica brings something out in me, something dominant and aggressive that revels in making this beautiful MILF submit to my cock. And from the way she's responding, her body trembling beneath me, her pussy clenching around my shaft, she loves every second of it.

"Don't stop," she gasps, her nails digging half-moons into my shoulders. "Just like that. Fuck me just like that."

And I don't stop. I keep driving into her, our bodies slapping together in the moonlight, the bed creaking beneath us, the room filled with the sounds of our forbidden passion. In this moment, nothing else matters — not Oliver downstairs, not Bob beside us, not the lines we're crossing. Only the perfect union of our bodies, moving together in an ancient dance of lust and pleasure.

The rhythmic creaking of the bed and the steady thumping of the headboard against the wall finally stir Bob from his pill-induced slumber. I'm mid-thrust, my cock buried deep in Jessica's pussy, when I see him shift beside us, his eyes blinking open groggily.

My blood turns to ice, my body freezing in place as I realize we're about to be caught in the act. But Jessica, feeling my sudden stillness, follows my gaze and immediately springs into action. She doesn't push me away or scream or do any of the things a guilty person might. Instead, she does something so unexpected it leaves me stunned.

"Keep going," she whispers urgently, her pussy clenching around my cock as if to emphasize her point. Then, louder, in a strained voice meant for Bob to hear: "That's it, Tyler, just a little more pressure on that muscle."

Bob rolls over, his eyes unfocused from the sleeping pills, squinting at us in the dim light. I'm still buried inside Jessica, my body covering hers in what must look like an extremely compromising position. My heart pounds so hard I'm sure he can hear it.

"What's going on?" Bob slurs, his words thick with medication and sleep.

Jessica doesn't miss a beat. "Tyler's just helping me with a special stretch, honey," she explains, her voice impressively casual despite the fact that my cock is still throbbing inside her. "My hip has been bothering me, and Tyler offered to help when he heard me moving around in pain."

I nod frantically, unable to form words, my body tense with the surreal terror of the moment. Bob looks at us, his drugged mind struggling to process the scene before him. I'm sure we're busted — there's no way he's buying this ridiculous explanation—but then he just nods slowly.

"That's... nice of him," Bob mumbles, already drifting back toward sleep. "Always knew he was a good kid..."

His eyes close, his breathing quickly returning to the deep, regular pattern of sleep. I remain perfectly still, my cock still buried in Jessica's pussy, until I'm certain he's unconscious again. The entire exchange couldn't have lasted more than thirty seconds, but it felt like an eternity.

"Holy shit," I whisper, my heartbeat gradually slowing from its panicked rhythm.

Jessica's eyes gleam with mischief in the moonlight. "I told you he wouldn't wake up properly," she whispers back, then deliberately clenches her internal muscles around my cock. "Now, where were we?"

The danger of the moment, the adrenaline of almost being caught, combines with the sensation of her pussy gripping my cock to reignite my passion with unexpected intensity. I pull back and thrust into her again, harder than before, causing her to gasp.

"You really are a fucking slut," I growl against her ear, resuming my earlier pace. "Getting fucked right next to your husband and then lying to his face about it. That make you wet, doesn't it?"

"Yes," she admits, her voice a breathless whisper. "So wet. Can't you feel it?"

I can. Her pussy is practically dripping around my cock, her arousal coating my shaft and balls as I pump in and out of her. The close call with Bob, rather than dampening our passion, has somehow heightened it, made it more urgent, more primal. I fuck her with renewed vigor, my hips slamming against hers.

"Take it," I command, my voice barely audible but intense. "Take this cock. This is what you want, isn't it?"

"God, yes," Jessica moans, her legs wrapping tighter around my waist. "Fuck me, Tyler. Fuck me hard."

I drive into her relentlessly, my pace increasing as my desire builds. The bed creaks beneath us, but I no longer care about the noise. Bob is out for the count, and all that matters is the tight, wet heat of Jessica's pussy around my cock, the way her body responds to each thrust, the soft moans she tries to stifle.

"You're mine this weekend," I tell her, my voice rough with lust. "This pussy belongs to me now. I'm going to fuck you whenever and however I want."

"Yes," she agrees eagerly, her hands clutching at my back, pulling me deeper. "All yours. Use me. Use me however you want."

My balls slap against her ass with each thrust, creating wet, obscene sounds that fill the room. Her pussy makes squelching noises around my cock, evidence of just how aroused she is. I reach between us, my thumb finding her clit, circling it roughly as I continue to pound into her.

"Oh god," she gasps, her back arching. "Right there. Don't stop."

I can feel my orgasm building, pressure mounting at the base of my spine, my balls drawing up tight against my body. But I don't want to cum inside her—I want to mark her, claim her in the most primal way possible. With a few final, powerful thrusts, I pull out of her completely, my cock slick with her juices and rock-hard with need.

"Where do you want it?" I ask, my hand gripping my shaft, stroking quickly.

"Face," Jessica whispers without hesitation. "Cum on my face. Mark me."

The request sends a surge of primal satisfaction through me. I move up her body, straddling her chest, my cock aimed at her face. She looks up at me with hungry eyes, her mouth slightly open, her tongue darting out to wet her lips in anticipation. The sight of her—this gorgeous MILF, waiting eagerly for my load while her husband sleeps beside her—pushes me over the edge.

"Fuck!" I grunt, my orgasm crashing through me with unexpected force. The first rope of cum shoots across her cheek, thick and white against her skin. The second lands on her forehead, and the third across her parted lips. I keep stroking, milking every drop, covering her face with my seed. She moans softly, her tongue darting out to catch what landed on her lips, swallowing it with obvious enjoyment.

When I'm finally spent, I look down at my handiwork — Jessica's beautiful face painted with my cum, glistening in the moonlight. A powerful sense of possessiveness washes over me, a primitive satisfaction at seeing her marked by me.

"Don't clean it off," I command, surprising myself with my own boldness. "Sleep with my cum on your face, right next to your husband."

Jessica's eyes widen, but I see the excitement in them, the thrill of submission. "Yes, Tyler," she whispers, giving me a cum-spattered smile. "Whatever you want."

"And tomorrow morning," I continue, my voice low but firm, "you're going to wake me up with your mouth on my cock. Understand? I'll be fucking you all weekend, whenever I want, however I want."

"I can't wait," she purrs, her hand reaching up to trace through the cum on her cheek, spreading it rather than wiping it away. "I've been dreaming about this for so long."

I climb off her carefully, adjusting my shorts as I prepare to leave. At the door, I turn back for one final look. Jessica lies there, her nightrobe still open, her body naked and marked by our encounter, my cum decorating her face like obscene war paint. Beside her, Bob sleeps on, completely unaware that his wife has just been thoroughly claimed by his son's eighteen-year-old friend.

As I slip back to the guest room, my body still humming with satisfaction, I can't help but smile at the thought of what the rest of this weekend holds. Jessica is mine now, at least for these few days, and I intend to take full advantage of every moment.

Tomorrow can't come soon enough.
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