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Chapter 1

I slam the trunk of the van shut with a satisfying thud, sweat beading on my forehead from loading what feels like a ton of luggage. Joey stands beside me, panting from the exertion, while his dad Billy checks off items on his meticulous packing list. The summer heat beats down on us, but I don't mind — not when I know I'll be spending the next few hours in close quarters with Joey's smoking hot mom, Scarlett.

"Think we got everything?" Billy asks, squinting at his list through reading glasses that make him look older than his fifty years.

"Unless Joey packed his entire room, which wouldn't surprise me," I joke, elbowing my chubby friend in the ribs.

Joey rolls his eyes. "Very funny, Tyler. Some of us need more than just a jockstrap and protein powder for a week-long trip."

I flex my quarterback arm muscles instinctively. Being the star of the football team comes with certain privileges — like getting invited on vacation with your best friend's family. Though if Joey knew the thoughts I have about his mom, I doubt I'd be standing here right now.

Billy surveys the 12-passenger van with satisfaction. "Alright boys, I think we're set. Second and third rows are packed tight with luggage, so Tyler and Scarlett will take the back row, and Joey, you're up front with me."

My cock twitches at the thought of sitting next to Scarlett for hours. Joey gives me a fist bump before climbing into the passenger seat, completely oblivious to the fact that I've been jerking off to mental images of his mom for months.

I settle into the far side of the back row, spreading my legs wide to get comfortable. The leather seat is hot against my thighs, making me glad I wore basketball shorts instead of jeans. I run a hand through my sweat-dampened hair, trying to look casual despite the anticipation coursing through my veins.

And then she appears.

Scarlett steps out of the house, and my mouth goes dry instantly. She's wearing a sundress that should be illegal — pale yellow fabric that clings to her curves and stops mid-thigh, showing off legs that could make a priest question his faith. The thin straps reveal her tanned shoulders, and the neckline dips just enough to give a teasing glimpse of her cleavage. At forty, she doesn't just look good "for her age" — she looks better than any girl at my high school.

"Sorry to keep you boys waiting," she says, her voice like honey as she approaches the van.

I watch, transfixed, as she bends slightly to climb in, giving me a fleeting view down her dress. Her tits strain against the fabric, full and round, making my cock grow harder by the second. I shift uncomfortably, trying to hide my growing erection as she slides in beside me.

"Hey, Tyler," she says, her brown eyes meeting mine with a smile that seems to hold secrets. "Thanks for joining us on this trip. It'll be nice to have some young energy around."

The scent of her perfume hits me — something floral and sweet that makes my head spin. Her blonde hair falls in loose waves around her shoulders, catching the sunlight. I can't help but imagine how it would feel wrapped around my fist.

"No problem, Mrs. Williams," I manage, my voice deeper than normal. "Thanks for having me."

"Oh, please," she laughs, placing her hand briefly on my knee. The touch sends electricity shooting straight to my cock. "Call me Scarlett. Mrs. Williams makes me feel ancient."

Ancient is the last word I'd use to describe her. Up close, her skin is flawless, her lips full and painted a soft pink that makes me think about how they'd look wrapped around my cock. The sundress reveals the swell of her breasts, the fabric stretched tight across her chest. Her nipples press against the thin material, making me wonder if she's wearing a bra at all.

"Sure thing... Scarlett," I say, testing her name on my tongue like it's something delicious.

Billy starts the engine, the van rumbling to life beneath us. "Everyone buckled up back there?"

I watch as Scarlett reaches for her seatbelt, the movement causing her dress to ride up her thighs. My eyes are glued to the smooth skin revealed, and I have to bite my lip to keep from groaning out loud. She catches me looking and smiles, but doesn't rush to pull the dress back down.

"All set," she calls to Billy, then turns to me with a conspiratorial smile. "I always get a bit nervous on long drives," she confesses, her voice low enough that only I can hear.

"Really? You don't seem the nervous type," I reply, trying to keep my eyes on her face instead of her body.

"Oh, I hide it well," she says with a wink. She reaches into her purse and pulls out what looks like a short, thick rod made of some kind of rubber. "That's why I always bring my stress rod. Whenever I get tense, I just squeeze it." She demonstrates, her fingers wrapping around the rod in a way that makes my imagination run wild.

"Works like a charm," she adds, placing the rod in the narrow space between us on the seat. "Don't worry if you see me grabbing for it when the highway gets busy."

The van pulls out of the driveway, and I lean back, trying to control my breathing. My shorts are tented embarrassingly, but thankfully the luggage piled high in front of us blocks any view from the front seats. Joey and Billy are already chatting about the route, completely unaware of the tension building in the back row.

I steal another glance at Scarlett, catching her adjusting her dress. Our eyes meet, and for a second, I swear I see something hungry in her gaze. My heart pounds in my chest as I realize this is going to be one hell of a road trip.

The highway stretches ahead of us, a ribbon of asphalt cutting through the landscape. Joey and Billy are deep in conversation about some sports team I don't give a shit about right now, their voices becoming white noise as I focus entirely on the woman beside me. Scarlett shifts in her seat, crossing one tanned leg over the other, causing her dress to ride up even higher. My cock throbs painfully against my shorts as I watch her every move.

"So, Tyler," she whispers, leaning closer so her family can't hear. "Joey tells me you're the star quarterback. Must have all the girls chasing after you."

Her breath tickles my ear, sending shivers down my spine. I turn slightly, our faces inches apart. "Some girls," I reply with a cocky grin. "But I'm pretty selective."

"Oh? And what exactly do you select for?" Her tongue darts out to wet her lips, and I nearly groan at the sight.

"Experience," I say boldly, holding her gaze. "I prefer women who know what they want."

Scarlett's eyes darken, a smile playing at the corners of her mouth. "Smart boy. Young girls don't know how to handle a man properly."

My cock twitches at her words. Is she really flirting with me? Her son's best friend? The thrill of it makes my blood pump faster.

"And what about you, Scarlett?" I ask, my voice low and husky. "Do you know how to handle a man properly?"

She lets out a soft laugh, placing her hand on my arm. "Oh, Tyler. I could teach you things those high school girls haven't even dreamed of."

The van merges onto the main highway, traffic picking up around us. Billy swears under his breath as a truck cuts him off, and I notice Scarlett tense beside me. Her hand grips the edge of her seat, knuckles whitening.

"Getting nervous?" I ask, nodding toward the stress rod sitting between us.

"A bit," she admits, her eyes fixed on the road ahead. "I hate highway driving."

Another car swerves nearby, and Scarlett gasps. Her hand shoots out reflexively, reaching for her stress rod. But in her panic, she misses, her fingers instead sliding directly into the leg opening of my basketball shorts.

And just like that, her hand is wrapped around my cock.

"Fuck," I hiss through clenched teeth as her soft fingers instinctively grip me. My entire body goes rigid with shock and pleasure.

For a moment, she doesn't seem to realize what she's holding. Her fingers tighten and relax, tighten and relax, just as she would with her stress rod. Each squeeze sends bolts of electric pleasure shooting through my body.

I glance at the front seats. Joey and Billy are still talking, completely unaware of what's happening just feet behind them. The pile of luggage between us provides the perfect cover.

Scarlett's hand shifts slightly, and I see the exact moment realization dawns on her face. Her eyes widen, meeting mine with a mixture of shock and something else — something hungry. But she doesn't pull away.

Instead, her fingers wrap more deliberately around my shaft, and she begins to slowly stroke up and down. My eyes nearly roll back in my head at the sensation of her soft hand pumping my cock.

"Jesus Christ," I whisper, my hips involuntarily bucking up into her grip. "What are you doing?"

"Relieving stress," she whispers back, a wicked gleam in her eye. Her thumb circles the head of my cock, spreading the precum that's already leaking out. "My goodness, Tyler. You're so... big."

Her eyes are wide with genuine surprise as she feels the full length and girth of me. I've always known I was well-endowed — the locker room comments and girls' reactions told me that much — but seeing Scarlett's impressed expression gives me a whole new surge of pride.

"Like what you feel?" I ask, confidence surging through me.

"It's... impressive," she admits, her hand continuing its movements. "Especially for your age."

I lean in closer, emboldened by her touch and the secrecy of our position. "You started this," I growl into her ear. "Now you need to clean up your mess."

She looks at me questioningly, her hand still working my cock. I can see the flush spreading across her chest, her breathing becoming more rapid. The power shift is intoxicating — this gorgeous MILF, my friend's mother, is getting turned on jerking me off in the back of a van while her husband drives.

"What did you have in mind?" she whispers, her voice breathy with excitement.

I don't answer with words. Instead, I grab the back of her neck and pull her to me, claiming her mouth with mine. She gasps against my lips, but immediately responds, her tongue meeting mine in a passionate dance.

Fuck, she tastes amazing — like mint and something sweeter. Our tongues battle for dominance as her hand continues to pump my cock. I slide my free hand up her thigh, pushing her dress even higher until my fingers meet the edge of her panties.

They're already damp.

"Wet for me already?" I murmur against her lips.

"Yes," she admits, her voice barely audible.

I push her panties aside and slide my fingers against her slick entrance. She's soaking wet, her pussy practically begging for attention. Without warning, I thrust two fingers deep inside her, causing her to bite down on my lip to stifle a moan.

"Oh god," she whispers, her walls clenching around my fingers.

I finger-fuck her aggressively, matching the rhythm of her hand on my cock. My thumb finds her clit and circles it roughly, making her whole body tremble. The van hits a bump in the road, causing me to push even deeper inside her.

"You like that, don't you?" I whisper, curling my fingers to hit that spot that makes women go crazy. "You like getting fingered by your son's friend while your husband drives?"

Her only response is to kiss me harder, her free hand gripping my hair as she rides my fingers. The air between us is thick with lust, the sound of our quickened breathing and the wet noises of my fingers pumping in and out of her pussy thankfully masked by the rumble of the engine and the radio playing up front.

I break the kiss to look at her face — cheeks flushed, eyes half-closed with pleasure, lips swollen from our kissing. She's never looked sexier.

"This is just the beginning," I promise, feeling her pussy clench around my fingers. "By the end of this trip, you'll be begging for my cock."

Her eyes meet mine, dark with desire. "Who says I'm not begging already?"

I break the kiss, my breath coming in heavy pants. Scarlett looks at me with hungry eyes, her hand still working my throbbing cock. The front of the van feels miles away, Joey and Billy lost in their own world while I'm about to take things to a whole new level with Scarlett. I'm in control now, and we both know it.

"I want your mouth," I whisper, my voice commanding despite its low volume.

Her eyes widen slightly, darting toward the front seats. "We can't," she mouths, but I can see the excitement behind her hesitation.

"We can," I insist, removing my fingers from her pussy and grabbing the back of her head. "And we will."

Without waiting for further protest, I guide her head down to my lap. She resists for only a second before surrendering, allowing me to push her face toward my cock. The luggage stacked in front of us provides the perfect cover — from the front seats, it looks like Scarlett is simply leaning down to get something from her purse on the floor.

Her hot breath hits my cock first, making it twitch in anticipation. Then her lips part, and she takes me into her mouth. The wet heat engulfs me, and I have to bite my lip to keep from groaning out loud.

"Fuck," I breathe, my fingers tangling in her blonde hair.

Scarlett takes me deeper, her tongue swirling around the head of my cock in a way that tells me she's done this plenty of times before. But I doubt she's ever done it with her husband and son just feet away. The taboo nature of it makes everything more intense, my cock harder than it's ever been.

She begins to bob her head, taking me deeper with each downward motion. Her lips stretch around my thickness, creating a tight seal that has my toes curling in my sneakers. Saliva drips down my shaft as she works me, making obscene wet noises that thankfully are covered by the road noise and radio.

I guide her movements with my hand in her hair, setting a pace that borders on rough. She doesn't complain — if anything, she seems to love it, moaning softly around my cock. The vibrations shoot straight through me, making my balls tighten.

"You like sucking my cock, don't you?" I whisper, pushing her head down further until I feel the back of her throat. "You like being a slut for your son's friend?"

She responds by taking me even deeper, her throat relaxing to accommodate my size. My eyes roll back as she deep-throats me, her nose touching my abdomen. Holy shit, she's good at this.

"Hey, honey?" Billy's voice suddenly calls from the front seat.

My heart nearly stops, but Scarlett doesn't. She keeps sucking, her rhythm barely faltering.

"Mmm?" she hums around my cock, the sound seeming casual enough to pass as a response.

"Do you think we should stop for lunch soon or push through to the next rest area?" Billy asks, completely oblivious to what his wife is doing.

Scarlett pulls back slightly, my cock still in her mouth, and manages to make a muffled sound that somehow Billy interprets.

"You're right, we should probably keep going. Joey ate enough snacks to feed an army anyway," Billy laughs.

I'm in awe of her boldness, her mouth still working my cock while carrying on a conversation with her husband. The risk of getting caught sends an additional rush of adrenaline through me, making every sensation more intense.

Scarlett pulls off my cock with a wet pop, keeping her head down. "Whatever you think is best, dear," she says, her voice remarkably composed. Then she immediately takes me back into her mouth, sucking even more enthusiastically.

I tighten my grip on her hair, forcing her to take me deeper. Her throat constricts around my cock head, and I have to close my eyes to maintain control. The wet, sloppy sounds of her mouth working me are driving me crazy.

"Oh, before I forget," Billy continues, still focused on the road. "Your mother called this morning. She wants us to visit on the way back."

Scarlett pulls back just enough to speak, her lips still brushing against my cock. "That sounds nice," she manages, before diving back down, taking me to the base.

The conversation continues like this for several minutes — Billy completely unaware, Scarlett somehow maintaining composure while sucking me off like a pro, and me fighting to stay silent while experiencing the best blowjob of my life.

"Love you, honey," Billy says casually, his eyes still on the road.

Scarlett, her mouth stuffed full of my teenage cock, makes a muffled sound that somehow convincingly passes for "Love you too."

The irony of her declaration of love to her husband while servicing me is not lost on me. It sends a new wave of arousal through my body, the taboo nature of our actions pushing me closer to the edge.

I feel my orgasm building, a tight coil of pleasure at the base of my spine. Scarlett must sense it too, because she doubles her efforts, her tongue swirling around my shaft as she bobs up and down with increased urgency.

"I'm gonna cum," I whisper, my voice strained. "You better swallow every fucking drop."

Her eyes flick up to meet mine, filled with submission and lust. She doesn't slow down, doesn't pull away. Instead, she takes me deeper, her throat muscles working around the head of my cock.

That's all it takes to push me over the edge. My orgasm hits me like a freight train, pleasure exploding through my body as I empty myself into Scarlett's waiting mouth. I bite down hard on my lip to keep from making noise, my body rigid with the intensity of my release.

Rope after rope of hot cum shoots down her throat, and true to my demand, she swallows every drop. Her throat works around me, milking my cock for every last bit of cum I have to give.

Finally, when I'm completely spent, she pulls off with one final, teasing lick to the head of my cock. She discreetly wipes her mouth with the back of her hand and sits up, adjusting her dress as if nothing happened.

Her cheeks are flushed, her lips swollen, but Billy doesn't seem to notice when he glances at her in the rearview mirror. Joey is still engrossed in his phone, headphones covering his ears.

"You're one hell of a cocksucker," I whisper as I tuck myself back into my shorts.

Scarlett gives me a smile that's both innocent and wicked. "And we're just getting started," she whispers back.

I lean back in my seat, a satisfied smirk on my face. "This is going to be one hell of a road trip," I tell her, my hand finding her thigh and squeezing it possessively.

She doesn't pull away. Instead, she places her hand over mine, pushing it higher up her thigh in silent invitation. "Indeed it is," she agrees, her eyes promising more to come.


Chapter 2

The van pulls into the rest stop after three hours of driving, and my legs are cramped from sitting in the same position for so long. But it's not just physical discomfort making me eager to get out — I need to be alone with Scarlett. Our eyes meet as Billy announces we'll take a fifteen-minute break, and I know we're thinking the same thing. This is our chance.

"I need to use the bathroom," I announce, stretching as I climb out of the van.

"Me too," Scarlett chimes in, a little too quickly. "Been holding it for the last hour."

Billy nods absently, focused on checking his phone. "Joey and I will stretch our legs a bit. Meet back here in fifteen?"

"Perfect," Scarlett says, already walking toward the rest stop building.

I follow her at a slight distance, admiring the sway of her hips in that sundress. My cock is already hardening just thinking about what we're about to do. The rest stop is fairly busy with travelers, but nobody pays us any attention as we approach the bathrooms.

"There's a unisex one at the end," Scarlett whispers when I catch up to her. "Single occupancy."

My heart pounds as we reach the bathroom door. Scarlett checks that no one is watching before I grab her arm and pull her inside with me, locking the door behind us.

The bathroom is dirty and run-down — cracked tiles, flickering fluorescent light, and the faint smell of industrial cleaner. But I couldn't care less about our surroundings. All I can focus on is Scarlett, her chest rising and falling rapidly with each breath, her eyes dark with desire.

"We don't have much time," she whispers, but makes no move to rush.

I back her into the nearest stall, closing and locking that door too — an extra precaution. The space is tight, forcing our bodies close together. I can feel the heat radiating from her, smell her perfume mixed with the sweet scent of her arousal.

"Fifteen minutes is plenty," I growl, pressing her against the stall wall. Our bodies are flush against each other, my hardness pushing against her stomach.

Scarlett's hands find their way under my t-shirt, her nails lightly scratching up my abs and across my chest. I flex instinctively under her touch, enjoying the way her eyes widen in appreciation.

"God, your body is incredible," she murmurs, pushing my shirt up to get a better look. "So much harder than Billy's ever was, even when he was young."

The comparison to her husband makes my cock throb. I pull my shirt off completely, letting her explore my quarterback physique with her hands. Years of training have given me definition that makes her bite her lip as she traces my muscles.

"Your turn," I demand, tugging at the strap of her sundress.

Without hesitation, Scarlett reaches behind her back and unzips her dress. She lets it fall to the dirty floor, revealing a matching set of black lace lingerie that makes my mouth go dry. Her body is fucking incredible — full, round breasts straining against the delicate fabric, a flat stomach despite having had a kid, and hips that flare out in a perfect hourglass shape.

"Fuck," I breathe, drinking in the sight of her. "You're so fucking hot."

She smiles, clearly enjoying my reaction. "You like what you see?"

"You know I do." My eyes devour her, from her flushed face down to her toned legs. For a woman of forty, she puts the girls at my high school to shame.

With deliberate slowness, Scarlett reaches behind her back and unhooks her bra. She holds it in place for a moment, teasing me, before letting it fall away to reveal her perfect tits. They're large and full, with hard pink nipples that beg to be sucked.

"You want these tits, don't you, Tyler?" she purrs, cupping them in her hands. "You want to feel them wrapped around your big cock?"

Her dirty talk sends a jolt straight to my groin. I've been with girls who tried to talk dirty, but it always sounded forced, awkward. Scarlett speaks like a woman who knows exactly what she wants and how to ask for it.

"I'm going to fuck you so hard you'll forget your husband's name," I promise as she hooks her thumbs into her panties and slides them down her legs.

She steps out of them, now completely naked in the dirty bathroom stall. The contrast of her perfect body against the grungy backdrop only makes her more alluring.

"Then do it," she challenges, her eyes locked on mine. "Show me what that young cock can do."

I don't need to be told twice. I push her against the stall wall, claiming her mouth in a fierce kiss. Our tongues battle for dominance as my hands roam over her body, squeezing her tits, pinching her nipples, making her gasp into my mouth.

Scarlett moans into the kiss, her body arching against mine. Her hands clutch at my back, nails digging into my skin hard enough to leave marks. The pain only adds to my pleasure, fueling my desire to dominate her completely.

My hand slides between her legs, finding her pussy already soaking wet. "Damn, you're dripping for me," I growl against her lips.

"Please," she whimpers, grinding against my hand. "I need you inside me."

I quickly undo my jeans, letting them fall to my ankles along with my boxers. My cock springs free, hard and throbbing, the head glistening with precum. Scarlett's eyes widen at the sight, her tongue darting out to wet her lips.

With one swift motion, I lift her up, her legs automatically wrapping around my waist. The stall wall supports her back as I position myself at her entrance. Her arms loop around my neck, holding on tight as I align my cock with her dripping pussy.

"Look at me," I command, wanting to see her face when I enter her.

Her brown eyes lock with mine, filled with need and anticipation. I hold her gaze as I thrust forward, burying my cock inside her in one deep stroke.

"Fuck!" Scarlett cries out, her head falling back against the stall with a thud. Her pussy grips me like a vice, hot and tight and perfect.

I pause for a moment, savoring the feeling of being balls-deep inside her. She's so tight around me, her walls pulsing and adjusting to my size. I've had sex before, but nothing has ever felt this good.

"Oh my god, Tyler," she moans, her legs tightening around my waist. "You're so big... you're stretching me so much."

The pride her words give me is intoxicating. I pull back slowly, nearly withdrawing completely before slamming back into her. The force of it shakes the entire stall, making the metal door rattle.

"Is this what you wanted?" I grunt, establishing a rhythm of hard, deep thrusts. "My young cock filling your married pussy?"

"Yes," she hisses, her fingers digging into my shoulders. "God, yes. Harder, Tyler. Fuck me harder."

Our bodies move in perfect synchrony, her hips meeting my thrusts. The bathroom fills with the sounds of our passion — skin slapping against skin, our heavy breathing, Scarlett's increasingly loud moans. I cover her mouth with mine, partly to quiet her and partly because I can't get enough of kissing her.

Her pussy grips me tighter with each thrust, and I know neither of us is going to last long at this pace. But we don't need to — we have the whole trip ahead of us for more.

I grab Scarlett's wrists and pin them above her head against the stall wall, using my body weight to hold her in place as I pound into her. My thrusts become harder, more savage, my hips slamming against hers with bruising force. The primitive need to claim her, to mark her as mine, overtakes me. I'm no longer the polite kid her son brings home — I'm a man taking what he wants.

"You like that, you fucking slut?" I growl into her ear, surprising myself with the harshness of my words. But Scarlett doesn't seem offended — if anything, her pussy gets wetter, tighter around me.

"Yes," she gasps, her eyes rolling back. "God, yes."

I release her wrists to grab her hair instead, yanking her head back to expose her neck. I bite down on the sensitive skin where her neck meets her shoulder, not hard enough to leave a mark but enough to make her whimper.

"This is what you wanted, isn't it?" I snarl, driving into her with brutal force. "To get fucked by your son's friend in a dirty bathroom? What kind of mother does that make you?"

"A bad one," she moans, the admission seeming to turn her on even more. "Such a bad mother."

My free hand moves to her throat, applying just enough pressure to make her eyes widen. "You're nothing but a cock-hungry whore," I tell her, my voice dripping with contempt and desire. "Your husband can't satisfy you, so you need a teenager to fuck you properly."

Each degrading word seems to push her closer to the edge. Her pussy clenches around me, her breathing becomes more erratic. I've never talked to a girl like this before, but with Scarlett, it feels right — she wants it, needs it.

"Yes, Tyler, yes!" she screams, no longer caring about keeping quiet. "Fuck me harder! Fuck me like the whore I am!"

I oblige, driving into her with everything I have. My balls slap against her ass with each thrust, adding to the symphony of our sex. The metal stall shudders with the force of our fucking, the door rattling on its hinges.

"Take it," I command, my cock plunging balls-deep into her. "Take every fucking inch."

Scarlett's head thrashes from side to side, her blonde hair sticking to her sweat-slicked face. Her moans have become screams of pleasure, echoing off the bathroom walls. Her tits bounce with each thrust, hypnotizing me with their movement.

The stall door rattles violently as I slam Scarlett against it repeatedly. The cheap metal groans in protest, but I don't slow down. If anything, the risk of breaking it only adds to the thrill.

Suddenly, a voice calls from the bathroom entrance: "Hello? Scarlett? Is everything okay in there?"

Billy's voice cuts through our passion like a bucket of cold water. But instead of stopping, I maintain my rhythm, my cock still pumping in and out of his wife's pussy.

Scarlett's eyes widen in panic, but I clamp my hand over her mouth and keep fucking her. Her pussy tightens even more around me — the danger of getting caught is turning her on.

"I'm fine, honey!" she calls out, her voice remarkably steady despite the fact that I'm still balls-deep inside her. My hand moves from her mouth to her throat as she speaks.

"What's that noise?" Billy asks, his footsteps coming closer. "Sounds like something's breaking."

I slow my thrusts but don't stop, grinding deep inside her as she tries to maintain a conversation with her oblivious husband. The perversity of the situation makes my cock throb even harder.

"Oh, that?" Scarlett laughs breathlessly as I circle my hips, hitting a spot that makes her eyes roll back. "Just — ah! — this stall door. It's loose. Keeps banging."

"Do you need help?" Billy's voice is closer now, probably just outside the main bathroom door.

I thrust particularly hard, making Scarlett gasp. She bites her lip to keep from moaning as she responds: "No! No, I'm — oh! — I'm almost done in here. Just... just taking care of some urgent business."

The double meaning makes me smirk against her neck. I reach between us to rub her clit roughly, determined to make this as difficult for her as possible.

"If you're sure," Billy says, sounding uncertain. "Joey and I will be at the vending machines."

"Sounds — fuck! — sounds good, dear," Scarlett manages, her voice strained as my fingers work her clit. "Love you!"

"Love you too," Billy replies, and finally, we hear the bathroom door close as he leaves.

Scarlett lets out a breath she'd been holding, her body sagging against mine with relief. But that relief is short-lived as I resume my punishing pace, fucking her with renewed vigor.

"You loved that, didn't you?" I accuse, feeling her pussy flutter around me. "Talking to your husband while my cock is inside you. You dirty fucking slut."

"Yes," she admits, beyond shame now. "God, yes. It made me so wet."

I increase my speed, my hips a blur as I chase my orgasm. The sound of skin slapping against skin fills the bathroom, wet and obscene. Scarlett clings to me, her nails leaving red tracks down my back, her legs locked around my waist.

"Harder!" she begs, her head thrown back in ecstasy. "Fuck me harder! Make me cum on your cock!"

I give her what she wants, slamming into her with all the force I can muster. My hand finds her throat again, squeezing just enough to restrict her breathing slightly. Her eyes widen, but she doesn't signal me to stop — if anything, she pushes herself harder against me.

"You're going to cum for me," I command, my thumb rubbing her clit in tight circles. "Right now, with my cock inside you."

Her body obeys, her back arching off the wall as her orgasm hits her. Her pussy convulses around me, squeezing my cock in rhythmic pulses. She opens her mouth in a silent scream, her entire body shaking with the force of her pleasure.

"That's it," I growl, not slowing my thrusts. "Cum all over my cock."

"Tyler!" she finally manages to cry out, her voice breaking. "Oh god, Tyler!"

The sight of her completely undone, combined with the tight grip of her pussy, pushes me over the edge. With a final, powerful thrust, I bury myself to the hilt inside her and let go.

"Fuck!" I groan, my cock pulsing as I empty myself inside her. Rope after rope of hot cum shoots deep into her pussy, filling her completely. The sensation is indescribable — better than anything I've ever felt.

I hold her against the wall as we both tremble through our orgasms, our bodies slick with sweat, our breathing ragged. For a moment, we're frozen in place, connected in the most intimate way possible, both of us processing the intensity of what just happened.

Slowly, I lower her to her feet, but her legs are so shaky that I have to keep supporting her. My cock slips out of her, followed by a trickle of my cum down her thigh. The sight of it — my seed marking her — gives me a primal satisfaction.

"Jesus Christ," Scarlett whispers, her voice hoarse from screaming. She leans against me, her body still trembling with aftershocks. "That was..."

"Incredible," I finish for her, my hands still possessively on her hips. I pull her in for a gentler kiss, our lips meeting in a silent acknowledgment of the boundary we've crossed.

When we break apart, I can see the mix of satisfaction and slight guilt in her eyes. But there's something else there too — hunger. This wasn't a one-time thing, and we both know it.

"We should get back," she says reluctantly, reaching for her discarded clothes. "They'll wonder where we are."

I nod, helping her clean up with toilet paper before we both get dressed. As she straightens her sundress and fixes her hair, trying to erase the evidence of our encounter, I can't help but smile at how thoroughly fucked she looks. Her lips are swollen, her cheeks flushed, her eyes still glazed with satisfaction.

"You know this isn't over, right?" I tell her as she reaches for the stall door.

She looks back at me, a small smile playing on her lips. "I'm counting on it."



Chapter 3

The diner we stop at is packed with travelers, families on vacation just like us — except I doubt any of their trips involve the son's friend fucking the mom in every possible location. We slide into a booth near the back, Billy and Joey on one side, Scarlett and me on the other. She's still wearing that yellow sundress, though now I know exactly what's underneath it. Or rather, what isn't — she never put her panties back on after our bathroom encounter.

"I'm starving," Joey announces, immediately burying his face in the menu. "I think I'm getting a double cheeseburger and extra fries."

Billy laughs, adjusting his glasses as he scans his own menu. "We've only been on the road for five hours, and you've already gone through half the snacks we packed."

"Growing boy," Joey mumbles defensively, his cheeks flushing.

I pretend to study my menu, but my focus is entirely on Scarlett beside me. Her thigh presses against mine under the table, the heat of her bare skin seeping through my basketball shorts. The scent of her perfume mixed with the lingering musk of sex is driving me crazy.

"What looks good to you, Tyler?" Billy asks, glancing up from his menu.

For a split second, I panic that he somehow knows what's going through my mind. "Uh, probably just a burger," I manage, my voice sounding strained even to my own ears.

Scarlett shifts beside me, her movement causing her dress to ride up slightly. "Everything looks delicious," she says, and I catch the double meaning in her tone.

The waitress comes to take our order, and as everyone's attention turns to her, Scarlett's hand slides onto my thigh under the table. My muscles tense instantly, my cock already responding to her touch.

"And for you, ma'am?" the waitress asks Scarlett.

"I'll have the grilled chicken salad," she replies smoothly, her hand inching higher up my thigh as she speaks. "Trying to watch my figure."

I nearly choke on my water. Her figure is the last thing that needs watching — it's fucking perfect.

Once the waitress leaves, conversation resumes. Joey launches into a story about some video game he's been playing, with Billy nodding along like he understands. I try to pay attention, to act normal, but it's impossible when Scarlett's hand is creeping toward my crotch.

Her fingers find the bulge in my shorts and begin to trace its outline. My breath catches in my throat, and I grip the edge of the table to steady myself. She applies just enough pressure to drive me crazy without being obvious to the others.

"Don't you think so, Tyler?" Joey asks suddenly.

"Huh?" I blink, having completely missed whatever he was saying.

"The new Madden game. It's better than last year's, right?"

"Oh, yeah. Definitely," I agree, having no idea if that's true or not.

Scarlett's hand fully cups my growing erection now, her fingers wrapping around the shape of it through my shorts. She squeezes gently, making my hips twitch involuntarily.

"You okay there, Tyler?" Billy asks, noticing my discomfort. "You seem a bit flushed."

"I'm fine," I lie, my voice strained. "Just... hot in here."

"It is a bit warm," Scarlett agrees, her thumb now circling the head of my cock through the fabric. "Maybe they should turn up the air conditioning."

My eyes roll back into my head when she presses harder, and I have to disguise my reaction by pretending to stretch. Her skilled fingers continue their torment, stroking and squeezing in a rhythm that has me seeing stars.

The food arrives, providing a brief distraction as plates are distributed. I'm grateful for the interruption, using the moment to adjust myself under the table. But as soon as everyone starts eating, Scarlett leans in close to me, ostensibly to reach for the salt.

"I'm not wearing any panties," she whispers, her breath hot against my ear. "I can still feel your cum inside me."

My fork clatters against my plate, drawing confused looks from Joey and Billy. "Sorry," I mutter, picking it up again with a shaky hand.

Scarlett continues eating her salad as if she hadn't just said the most erotic thing I've ever heard. Her hand returns to my lap, this time dipping beneath the waistband of my shorts to grasp my bare cock.

"Jesus," I hiss under my breath as her fingers wrap around me, skin to skin.

"Everything okay?" Billy asks, looking at me with concern.

"Yeah, just... bit my tongue," I lie, trying to keep my expression neutral as Scarlett's hand starts to move up and down my shaft.

The rest of the meal passes in a blur of agony and ecstasy. I barely taste my food, too focused on the expert handjob happening under the table. Scarlett maintains perfect composure, participating in conversation while her hand works me into a frenzy.

By the time we've finished eating, I'm so hard it hurts. My balls are tight, my cock throbbing in Scarlett's grip. I need release, and I need it now.

"I'm going to use the restroom before we hit the road again," I announce, standing carefully to hide the tent in my shorts. I grab my phone from the table, using it as additional cover.

Billy nods, preoccupied with the check. "Good idea. We've still got a couple hours of driving ahead of us."

I make my way toward the back of the restaurant, my cock still painfully hard. As I'm about to push open the bathroom door, I hear Scarlett's voice behind me.

"I should probably use the ladies' room too," she says to Billy and Joey. "Back in a minute."

I wait around the corner, my heart pounding in my chest. A few seconds later, Scarlett appears, her eyes dark with desire.

"Back door," she whispers, nodding toward the exit sign at the end of the hallway. "Now."

Without hesitation, I follow her lead, my body thrumming with anticipation. Whatever she has planned, I'm all in.

I grab Scarlett's hand and pull her through the back door of the restaurant, the metal door slamming shut behind us with a clang that echoes in the empty alley. The evening air is warm against my skin, but I barely notice it — all my senses are focused on the woman in front of me, her eyes wild with desire, her lips parted in anticipation. My cock is still rock hard from her teasing under the table, straining against my shorts, demanding release.

"We don't have much time," I growl, scanning the alley quickly. It's deserted, littered with empty boxes and trash bags, the only light coming from a flickering bulb above the restaurant's back door.

Scarlett's breathing is heavy, her chest rising and falling rapidly beneath her sundress. "Then don't waste it talking," she challenges, her hands already reaching for my waistband.

I catch her wrists, stopping her. "No," I say firmly. "This time, I'm in charge."

Her eyes widen at my tone, but she doesn't resist when I spin her around and guide her toward a large metal dumpster a few feet away. The smell of garbage mingles with the scent of frying food from the restaurant's kitchen, but neither of us cares about our surroundings.

"Bend over," I command, pushing her forward until her chest is pressed against the cold metal surface of the dumpster.

Scarlett complies instantly, bending at the waist and bracing her hands against the dumpster's edge. Her ass pushes back against me, seeking contact. The yellow sundress clings to her curves, highlighting the shape of her ass in a way that makes my mouth water.

I flip up her dress, bunching it around her waist to reveal her bare ass. Just as she'd whispered in the restaurant, she's wearing absolutely nothing underneath. Her pussy is still swollen from our earlier encounter, glistening with a mixture of her arousal and traces of my cum.

"Look at you," I hiss, running a finger along her wet slit. "Still dripping for me. What would Billy think if he saw his wife bent over a dumpster, begging for her son's friend's cock?"

Scarlett moans at my words, pushing back against my hand. "Please, Tyler," she whimpers. "I need it."

"What do you need?" I ask, teasing her entrance with just the tip of my finger. "Say it."

"I need your cock," she gasps. "Please fuck me."

I lean over her, my chest against her back, my mouth at her ear. "I'm going to fuck you like the cheap whore you are," I promise, my voice low and dangerous. "Right here against this filthy dumpster where anyone could see us. Is that what you want, Scarlett? To be treated like a dirty slut?"

"Yes," she moans, her entire body trembling with need. "God, yes. Use me, Tyler."

The raw desperation in her voice sends a surge of power through me. I quickly pull down my basketball shorts, freeing my cock. It springs out, harder than I can ever remember it being, the head purple and swollen with need.

I guide myself to her entrance, rubbing the head of my cock up and down her slick folds. "You want this big cock inside you?" I ask, teasing her with just the tip.

"Please," she begs, trying to push back onto me.

I grab her hips firmly, holding her in place. Then, without warning, I thrust forward with all my strength, burying myself to the hilt inside her in one brutal stroke.

"Fuck!" Scarlett cries out, her body jolting forward from the force of my entry. The dumpster shifts slightly with the impact, metal scraping against concrete.

I don't give her time to adjust. I immediately set a punishing pace, my hips slamming against her ass with each thrust. The sound of skin slapping against skin echoes in the alley, mingling with Scarlett's moans and my own grunts of pleasure.

"This is what you wanted, isn't it?" I growl, digging my fingers into her hips hard enough to leave bruises. "To be fucked like an animal behind a restaurant while your husband and son wait inside."

"Yes," she gasps, her voice breaking with each thrust. "Harder, Tyler. Fuck me harder."

I comply, increasing my pace until I'm practically jackhammering into her. My balls slap against her with each thrust, adding to the obscene symphony of our coupling. I reach forward and grab a fistful of her blonde hair, yanking her head back sharply.

The new angle allows me to thrust even deeper, hitting spots inside her that make her entire body shake. Her inner walls clamp down on my cock, squeezing me in a velvet vise.

"You like it rough, don't you?" I taunt, pulling her hair harder. "You like being manhandled by a boy half your age?"

"God, yes," she moans, her words punctuated by sharp gasps as I continue to pound into her. "Don't stop, please don't stop."

My free hand moves from her hip to her throat, wrapping around it from behind. I apply just enough pressure to restrict her breathing slightly, not enough to hurt her but enough to let her know who's in control.

"This pussy belongs to me now," I declare, squeezing her throat as I thrust particularly deep. "Say it."

"My pussy belongs to you," she chokes out, her voice strained from my grip on her throat. "All yours, Tyler. Oh god, all yours."

The submission in her voice pushes me closer to the edge. I release her throat to reach around and find her clit, rubbing it roughly in time with my thrusts. The effect is immediate — Scarlett's body goes rigid, her pussy clenching around me like a vice.

"I'm cumming," she wails, her voice echoing off the alley walls. "Fuck, Tyler, I'm cumming!"

Her entire body convulses, trembling violently as her orgasm crashes through her. Her pussy spasms around my cock, trying to milk me dry, but I'm not ready to finish yet. I continue thrusting through her orgasm, prolonging it, watching with satisfaction as she completely falls apart beneath me.

"That's it," I encourage, still pulling her hair, still driving into her with relentless force. "Cum all over my cock. Let me feel how much you love getting fucked like a whore."

Scarlett can barely form words now, reduced to incoherent moans and gasps as wave after wave of pleasure washes over her. Her legs shake so badly that I have to hold her up, my arm wrapped around her waist to keep her from collapsing.

As her orgasm finally begins to subside, I slow my thrusts but don't stop completely. My cock is still rock hard inside her, my own release building but not quite there yet.

"We're not done," I inform her, my voice husky with desire. "I'm nowhere near finished with you."

Scarlett looks back at me over her shoulder, her eyes glazed with satisfaction but still hungry for more. "What else do you want to do to me?" she asks, her voice hoarse from screaming.

I pull out of her slowly, my cock glistening with her juices. "Turn around," I command, already formulating my next move. "I'm going to use every hole you have before we go back inside."

Without waiting for her response, I spit on my hand and rub it over my cock, mixing it with the wetness from her pussy. I position myself at her other entrance, the tight puckered hole that I'm certain Billy has never touched. Scarlett's eyes widen as she realizes what I'm about to do, a mixture of fear and excitement crossing her face.

"Tyler," she whispers, her voice trembling. "I don't know if I can — "

"You can," I cut her off, pressing the head of my cock against her tight ring. "And you will."

I push forward slowly but firmly, watching as the head of my cock breaches her ass. The resistance is incredible, her body fighting the intrusion, but I don't stop. Scarlett gasps, her fingers digging into the metal of the dumpster hard enough to leave dents.

"Oh my god," she cries out, her face contorting in a mixture of pain and pleasure. "Tyler, it's too big!"

"Relax," I command, gripping her hips to hold her steady. "Breathe through it."

She takes a shuddering breath, and I feel her body relax slightly. I take advantage of the moment to push in deeper, inch by excruciating inch, until I'm halfway inside her ass.

"Fuck, you're tight," I groan, the sensation unlike anything I've experienced before. Her ass grips my cock like a vice, the pressure almost painful in its intensity.

Scarlett whimpers beneath me, her body trembling. "It hurts," she admits, but doesn't ask me to stop.

"It'll get better," I promise, holding still to let her adjust. "Just relax."

After a moment, I feel her body begin to soften around me, her breathing evening out. Taking this as my cue, I push forward again, not stopping until my hips are flush against her ass, my cock buried completely inside her.

"Holy shit," I breathe, overwhelmed by the tight heat enveloping me. "Your ass feels amazing."

Scarlett makes a sound somewhere between a moan and a sob, her body adjusting to the intrusion. "I've never... Billy never..."

"I'm not Billy," I remind her, slowly withdrawing before pushing back in. "I'm going to fuck you in ways he never has and never will."

I establish a rhythm, each thrust a little faster, a little harder than the one before. Scarlett's discomfort gradually transforms into pleasure, her moans becoming more genuine, more desperate.

"That's it," I encourage, watching my cock disappear into her ass over and over. "Take it all."

"Oh god, Tyler," she gasps, pushing back against me now. "It feels... it feels so good."

The taboo nature of what we're doing — me fucking my friend's mom in the ass behind a restaurant — makes everything more intense. My cock feels harder than it's ever been, throbbing inside her forbidden passage.

I reach around and grab her tits through her sundress, squeezing them roughly as I pump into her ass. The fabric is thin enough that I can feel her nipples hardening against my palms. I pinch them between my fingers, making her cry out.

"You like getting your ass fucked, don't you?" I taunt, my hips slapping against her with each thrust. "You like being treated like a dirty whore."

"Yes," she admits, her voice breaking. "Yes, I love it. Fuck my ass harder, Tyler. Please!"

I oblige, driving into her with brutal force. The dumpster groans under our weight, metal scraping against concrete with each powerful thrust. Scarlett's cries grow louder, echoing in the alley, but neither of us cares who might hear.

My balls slap against her pussy with each thrust, and I can feel her juices dripping onto them. She's getting off on this — on having her ass stretched open by my teenage cock. The knowledge sends a surge of power through me.

"Your husband can't fuck you like this, can he?" I growl, tightening my grip on her tits. "He can't give you what you need."

"No," she gasps, her head thrown back in ecstasy. "Only you, Tyler. Only you can fuck me like this."

I feel my orgasm building, that familiar tightening in my balls. But I don't want to finish inside her ass — I want to mark her, to claim her in the most primal way possible.

With a grunt, I pull out of her, my cock slick and throbbing. "On your knees," I command, spinning her around to face me.

Scarlett drops to her knees immediately, her eyes locked on my cock. Her makeup is smeared, her hair a tangled mess, her lips swollen from biting them to keep quiet. She's never looked sexier.

"Open your mouth," I order, stroking my cock rapidly. "I'm going to cum all over your pretty face."

She obeys without hesitation, her mouth opening wide, her tongue extended in eager anticipation. The sight of Joey's mom on her knees before me, waiting for my cum, is enough to push me over the edge.

With a guttural groan, I explode, ropes of hot cum shooting onto Scarlett's face. The first blast hits her forehead, the second across her cheek, the third directly into her open mouth. She moans as my seed lands on her, her eyes closing in bliss.

"Fuck," I pant, milking every last drop onto her waiting face. "Take it all."

When I'm finally spent, Scarlett opens her eyes, cum dripping down her face. Without being told, she reaches for my cock, taking it into her mouth to clean it. The sensation of her warm tongue licking my sensitive shaft makes me hiss through my teeth.

She's thorough, her tongue working around the head, dipping into the slit to collect any remaining cum. The knowledge that she's tasting a mixture of her pussy juices, her ass, and my cum makes it even more erotic.

"That's a good slut," I praise, running my fingers through her hair as she services me. "Clean up the mess you made."

Just as she's finishing, the back door of the restaurant swings open with a loud creak. We both freeze, my cock still in Scarlett's mouth, as Billy steps into the alley.

"Scarlett? Tyler? Are you out here?" he calls, before his eyes adjust to the dim light and he spots us.

His expression shifts from confusion to shock as he takes in the scene — his wife on her knees, her face covered in a suspicious white substance, my shorts around my ankles. For a moment, no one moves or speaks, the air thick with tension.

Scarlett recovers first, quickly standing and wiping at her face. "Oh, Billy! You startled us," she says, her voice remarkably steady. "I spilled some milk on my face when we came out for fresh air, and Tyler was helping me clean it up."

I hurriedly pull up my shorts, trying to look casual despite my heart hammering in my chest. Billy's eyes narrow slightly, moving from me to Scarlett and back again.

"Milk?" he repeats, sounding doubtful. "Outside?"

"From my to-go cup," Scarlett improvises, gesturing vaguely. "The waitress gave me some to take with us. Silly me, I tripped and it went everywhere. Tyler was kind enough to help."

For a terrifying moment, I think Billy isn't buying it. His eyes linger on Scarlett's disheveled appearance, the wetness still visible on her face. Then, to my amazement, his expression softens.

"Well, that was clumsy," he says, shaking his head. "Joey's getting restless. We should hit the road if we want to make it to the hotel before midnight."

"We'll be right there," Scarlett promises, smoothing down her dress. "Just give me a minute to clean up properly."

Billy nods, casting one more suspicious glance my way before disappearing back into the restaurant. As soon as the door closes behind him, we both exhale sharply.

"That was close," I whisper, unable to suppress a grin at the rush of adrenaline.

Scarlett laughs softly, using the hem of her dress to wipe the remaining cum from her face. "Too close. He's not as oblivious as he seems."

I step closer to her, running my thumb across her bottom lip to collect a drop of cum she missed. "You think he suspects something?"

"Maybe," she admits, her eyes meeting mine. "But I don't care. This vacation is just getting started."

I pull her in for a quick, hard kiss, tasting myself on her lips. "By the time this trip is over," I promise, "I'll have fucked you in every possible way, in every possible place."

Scarlett's eyes darken with renewed desire. "Is that a threat or a promise?"

"Both," I growl, giving her ass a firm squeeze before stepping back. "Now let's go before Billy comes looking for us again."

As we straighten our clothes and prepare to return to the restaurant, Scarlett gives me one last lingering look. "This is going to be one hell of a vacation," she says, her voice filled with anticipation.

I can't help but agree. With a week ahead of us and a MILF who can't get enough of my cock, this road trip is already the best of my life — and we've barely left town.
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