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Chapter 1

The football spirals through the crisp autumn air, a perfect throw that lands right in William's outstretched hands. My arm feels good today — strong, reliable, the kind of arm that's gotten me noticed by college scouts. The sun beats down on William's front yard, making sweat bead on my forehead as we toss the pigskin back and forth, just like we've done since we were kids. Only difference is now we're both eighteen, seniors, and this is our last season to make it count.

"Nice catch," I call out, watching William cradle the ball against his chest. "Your routes are getting tighter."

William grins, spinning the ball in his hands before launching it back to me. "Gotta step it up, Brady. Coach says if I don't improve my stats this season, I can kiss that scholarship goodbye."

I snatch the ball out of the air, the familiar weight settling into my palms. My fingers find the laces automatically, muscle memory from thousands of throws. "You'll be fine. We're gonna fucking dominate this year."

The grass beneath my cleats is perfectly manicured, just like everything else at the Jolie house. Two-story colonial with a three-car garage, pristine lawn, and a backyard pool that's featured in half my wet dreams. I'm spending the whole weekend here while my parents are out of town to, and the thought sends a jolt of excitement through me that has nothing to do with football.

"Can't believe we're already seniors, man," William says, wiping sweat from his brow. "Seems like yesterday we were freshmen getting our asses handed to us by the upperclassmen."

I laugh, remembering those early days of high school. "Now we're the ones handing out the ass-kickings." I pull back my arm and launch a bullet pass that hits him square in the numbers.

"Fuck, Tyler!" William grunts as the impact pushes him back a step. "Ease up, we're just tossing around."

"Sorry," I say, not really meaning it. I can't help showing off sometimes. When you're the starting quarterback with a cannon for an arm, you want people to know it. "Still getting used to all this new muscle, I guess."

And there is new muscle. Summer training has been good to me. My arms are thicker, my chest broader, my abs more defined. Girls notice. Coaches notice. I've caught William's mom noticing too, her eyes lingering just a bit too long when I wear those sleeveless shirts to practice. The thought makes my dick twitch in my shorts.

"Speaking of," William says, lobbing the ball back to me, "happy belated birthday, man. How's it feel being legal?"

I catch the ball one-handed, just because I can. "Same as seventeen, except now I can buy lottery tickets and vote for assholes I don't care about."

"And other things," William adds with a smirk.

I know what he's getting at. Since turning eighteen two weeks ago, I've been bombarded with messages from girls on dating apps who previously wouldn't give me the time of day. As if that magical number suddenly makes me fair game. I'm not complaining.

"Yeah, well, those other things were happening anyway," I say with a cocky grin. "The difference is now no one can get in trouble for it."

William shakes his head. "You're such a dog, Brady. Save some for the rest of us."

"Not my fault if the ladies prefer a quarterback to a wide receiver." I fire another pass, this one with a perfect spiral that hits him right in the hands.

"Fuck you," he laughs, catching it easily. "I've got my share of admirers."

The sun climbs higher in the sky, and I feel sweat soaking through my T-shirt. We've been at this for almost an hour, and the heat is getting intense. My shirt clings to my chest, outlining every muscle I've worked so hard to build.

"Your mom ready for the season?" I ask, trying to sound casual. Mrs. Jolie never misses a game, always sitting in the front row looking hot as fuck in those tight jeans and low-cut tops. I've jerked off thinking about her more times than I can count.

William groans. "Don't remind me. She's already planning tailgate parties for every home game. Dad just nods along like he gives a shit."

I chuckle, picturing Mr. Jolie with his thick glasses and perpetually confused expression. How a guy like that landed a woman like Kate Jolie is beyond me. It's like watching a chihuahua who somehow ended up with a thoroughbred.

"Hey, at least she's supportive," I say, catching another pass. "My mom still thinks football is just an excuse to hurt people."

"Mom's supportive of everything," William says, rolling his eyes. "Sometimes too supportive."

If he only knew the thoughts I have about his mom's "support." The way I imagine those full lips wrapped around my cock, those big tits bouncing as she rides me. Just the mental image has me half-hard in my shorts.

"Alright, one more," I call out, backing up to give myself room. I put everything into this throw, showing off the arm that's going to take me to the state championship this year. The ball rockets through the air, a perfect spiral that William has to jump to catch.

"Jesus, Tyler!" he shouts, shaking out his hands after the impact. "You trying to break my fingers before the season even starts?"

I laugh, jogging over to him. "Just keeping you on your toes, buddy." I can feel sweat dripping down my back, my shirt completely soaked. The heat is getting unbearable. "I think I'm done for now. Gonna grab a shower if that's cool."

William nods, tucking the football under his arm. "Yeah, go ahead. I promised Mom I'd help her with some stuff in the backyard anyway."

Perfect. That means I'll have the house to myself for a bit. Maybe I'll take an extra long shower, let my mind wander to some of my favorite fantasies about the woman of the house.

"Cool," I say, already heading toward the front door. "I'll be quick."

That's a lie, but William doesn't need to know that. As I walk inside, the cool air-conditioning hits my sweaty skin, and I pull my damp shirt away from my chest. Weekend's just getting started, and I've got a feeling it's going to be one to remember.

I step into the cool hallway, peeling my sweat-soaked shirt off in one fluid motion. The fabric clings to my skin, reluctant to let go, but I yank it free and toss it over my shoulder. My muscles ripple under my tanned skin, the results of countless hours in the weight room on full display. As I round the corner toward the bathroom, I stop dead in my tracks. My cock instantly stiffens in my shorts. Holy. Fucking. Shit. Mrs. Jolie — Kate — is standing right in front of me, wearing nothing but a tiny bikini that barely contains her incredible body.

"Oh! Tyler," she says, her voice like honey, sweet and thick with something I can't quite name. "I didn't see you there."

But she doesn't move. She doesn't cover up. Instead, she stands there, letting me drink her in.

And fuck, there's so much to drink in. Her bikini is a scrap of red fabric that clings to her curves like it's painted on. The top struggles to contain breasts that are full and round, spilling over the edges of the material. They're big — bigger than any of the girls at school — with just a hint of the darker areolas peeking out from the sides of the fabric. My mouth waters at the sight.

Her waist is narrow, flaring out to hips that beg to be grabbed. The bottom of her bikini is even smaller than the top, a tiny triangle that disappears between her thighs, leaving her smooth, tanned legs completely bare. A thin gold chain circles her waist, drawing my eyes to the flat plane of her stomach.

But it's her face that really gets me. Kate Jolie has the kind of face you see in magazines — high cheekbones, full lips painted a glossy red that matches her bikini, and eyes that seem to look right through me. Her blonde hair falls in wet waves around her shoulders, like she's just stepped out of the shower or the pool. Droplets of water cling to her skin, trailing down her neck, between her breasts, making paths I want to follow with my tongue.

"Sorry," I manage to croak out, but I don't move. I can't. My feet are glued to the floor, my eyes locked on her body.

She smiles, and it's not the smile of a friend's mom. It's the smile of a woman who knows exactly what she's doing to me.

"Don't apologize," she says, her eyes deliberately dropping to my bare chest, then lower, lingering on the obvious bulge in my shorts. "I was just about to lay out by the pool. It's such a beautiful day."

I swallow hard, trying to form words that won't make me sound like a complete idiot. "Yeah, it's... hot."

Her laugh is soft, musical. "Very hot," she agrees, but she's not talking about the weather.

We stand there, just feet apart, the air between us charged with electricity. I know I should look away. I know I should continue to the bathroom, take my shower, and forget this happened. But I can't. My eyes are locked with hers, a silent conversation happening that has nothing to do with words.

"William mentioned you're staying the weekend," she says, taking a small step closer. I can smell her now — coconut sunscreen and something else, something uniquely her. "It's been a while since we've had you over."

"Yeah," I say, finding my voice again. "Thanks for having me."

Her lips quirk up at my choice of words. "The pleasure is all mine."

My cock throbs painfully against the constraint of my shorts. I shift my stance slightly, trying to ease the pressure, but it only draws her attention back to my growing problem.

"My goodness, Tyler," she says, her voice dropping to a whisper. "You've gotten so strong. Football is certainly doing your body good."

Her eyes rake over me again, lingering on my chest, my arms, my abs. I feel exposed, but in the best possible way. I straighten up, flexing subtly, wanting her to look.

"I work out a lot," I say, knowing it's a lame response but unable to think of anything better.

"It shows." She reaches out, her fingers brushing against my bicep. The touch is brief, but it sends a jolt of electricity straight to my groin. "I bet all the cheerleaders are lining up for you."

I laugh, gaining confidence from her obvious interest. "A few, maybe."

"Only a few?" She raises an eyebrow, her fingers trailing down my arm before pulling away. "They must be blind."

The compliment goes straight to my head — both of them. "Thanks, Mrs. Jolie."

"Kate," she corrects me, her tongue darting out to wet her lips. "When it's just us, you can call me Kate."

Just us. The phrase hangs in the air, loaded with implication.

"Kate," I repeat, testing it out. It feels intimate, forbidden.

She steps even closer, close enough that I can feel the heat radiating from her body. "You know," she says, her voice so low I have to lean in to hear her, "if I was a high school cheerleader, I'd be all over you, Tyler Brady."

The words hit me like a physical blow. My cock jumps in my shorts, and I have to bite the inside of my cheek to keep from groaning out loud.

"Yeah?" It's all I can manage, my brain short-circuiting at her boldness.

"Mmm-hmm," she hums, her eyes dropping to my lips for a brief, heart-stopping moment. "But I'm not, am I? I'm just your friend's old mom."

"You're not old," I say immediately, the words tumbling out before I can stop them. "You're... fuck, you're hot."

The curse slips out, and I wince, expecting her to be offended. Instead, her smile widens, a flash of something dangerous in her eyes.

"Such a charmer," she purrs. Then, as if remembering where we are, she takes a small step back. "I should let you get to your shower. I'm sure you want to... clean up."

She turns then, and I'm treated to the view of her walking away. Her ass is perfect, round and firm, the bikini bottom riding up just enough to give me a glimpse of the curve where her cheek meets her thigh. She walks with deliberate slowness, her hips swaying from side to side in a hypnotic rhythm.

I stand frozen, watching her until she reaches her bedroom door. She pauses there, glancing back over her shoulder.

"Enjoy your shower, Tyler," she says, her voice dripping with suggestion. Then she slips into her room, leaving the door open just a crack.

It's an invitation. It has to be. No one leaves their door open by accident.

I look down at the tent in my shorts, then back at that partially open door. The shower can wait. There's something much more interesting calling my name.

My heart hammers against my ribs as I creep down the hallway toward Kate's bedroom. Each step feels both wrong and inevitable, like I'm being pulled by an invisible force. The logical part of my brain screams that this is a bad idea — she's my best friend's mom, for fuck's sake — but my cock has other ideas, straining painfully against my shorts, demanding attention. I reach her door, the small gap she left a deliberate invitation. My fingers tremble as I press against the wood, widening the opening just enough to peek inside. What I see makes my breath catch in my throat and my cock throb so hard it hurts.

Kate lies sprawled across her king-sized bed, the red bikini bottom discarded on the floor. The top remains, though she's pulled it up, exposing those magnificent breasts in all their glory. They're even better than I imagined — full and round with large, dusky pink nipples that stand erect. One hand kneads her breast roughly, pinching and rolling the nipple between her fingers. The other hand is between her legs, moving in fast, desperate circles over her clit.

Her legs are spread wide, giving me a perfect view of her pussy — pink, wet, and completely bare. Her fingers glisten with her juices as they slide through her folds, occasionally dipping inside before returning to that sensitive bundle of nerves. Her back arches off the bed, her hips lifting to meet her own touch.

"Fuck," she moans, the sound so raw and needy it sends a shiver down my spine. "Oh fuck, yes."

I can't believe what I'm seeing. Kate Jolie — the fantasy of every guy in my school, including me — pleasuring herself just feet away from where I stand. And from the way she left her door open, the way she's positioned herself facing the entrance, she wants me to see.

My hand moves of its own accord, slipping beneath the waistband of my shorts. I wrap my fingers around my aching cock, giving it a slow stroke. The relief is immediate and intense, making my knees weak. I have to brace my other hand against the doorframe to stay upright.

Kate's movements become more frantic, her breathing more labored. She slips two fingers inside herself, pumping them in and out with a wet, squelching sound that makes my mouth water. Her thumb continues to work her clit, and her other hand alternates between her breasts, squeezing and pinching.

"Yes, yes, fuck me," she whispers, her head thrown back, eyes closed tight. "Harder, baby, harder."

The words ignite something primal in me. She's fantasizing about being fucked. Could she be thinking about me? The possibility makes my cock leak pre-cum, slicking my fingers as I stroke myself faster.

I can't stand it anymore. I need more friction, more freedom. I quickly shove my shorts down just enough to free my cock, letting it spring out into the open air. It stands tall and hard, the head swollen and purple with need. I grip it firmly, stroking from base to tip, my eyes never leaving the erotic display on the bed.

In my mind, it's not her fingers sliding in and out of that wet pussy — it's my cock. I imagine how tight she must be, how hot and slick. How those muscles would clench around me, milking every inch.

But even more than that, I picture those plump red lips wrapped around my shaft. In my fantasy, Kate is on her knees before me, looking up with those knowing eyes as she takes me into her mouth. I imagine the wet heat of her throat, the suction of her cheeks as she bobs her head up and down.

My hand moves faster, matching the rhythm of my fantasy. I see her tongue swirling around the head of my cock, lapping at the pre-cum that leaks from the tip. I hear the obscene, wet sounds as she takes me deeper, her lips stretching around my girth. In my mind, I grip her hair, guiding her head as I thrust into her mouth, feeling the back of her throat with each push.

"Mmm, suck it," I mouth silently, my hips now moving in time with my hand, fucking my fist as I imagine it's her mouth. "Take it all, Kate."

On the bed, Kate's movements become erratic, her back arching higher, her moans louder and more desperate. She's close to cumming, and so am I. My balls tighten, that familiar pressure building at the base of my spine.

"Oh god, I'm cumming," she cries out, her body tensing, her fingers moving frantically over her clit. "Yes, yes, yes!"

Her entire body shudders with the force of her orgasm, her thighs clamping around her hand, her free arm thrown across her face as if to muffle her cries. It's the most erotic thing I've ever seen, and it nearly pushes me over the edge. I bite my lip hard, fighting back my own release, wanting to savor this moment just a little longer.

That's when her eyes snap open.

For a heartbeat, we just stare at each other — me with my cock in my hand, her with her fingers still buried in her pussy, both of us frozen in shock. I expect her to scream, to cover herself, to demand what the fuck I think I'm doing.

Instead, her lips curve into a slow, wicked smile.

Her eyes drift down to where I'm gripping my cock, and her smile widens. She licks her lips deliberately, her gaze appreciative as she takes in my size. She even has the audacity to wink at me.

Reality crashes back in like a bucket of ice water. I'm standing in the hallway of my best friend's house, dick in hand, watching his mom masturbate. And now she's caught me. The embarrassment hits me like a physical blow, my cheeks burning so hot I'm surprised they don't burst into flames.

I stumble backward, nearly tripping over my own shorts as I hurriedly tuck my still-hard cock away. My heart pounds in my ears, drowning out everything except the sound of Kate's soft, knowing laughter following me down the hall.

I retreat to the bathroom, locking the door behind me and leaning against it, my chest heaving. What the fuck just happened? Did I really just jerk off watching William's mom? And did she really just catch me and... smile?

My cock throbs painfully, reminding me that I never got to finish. But there's no way I'm continuing now, not with the shame burning through me. I strip off the rest of my clothes and step into the shower, turning the water to cold, hoping it will calm both my body and my racing thoughts.

But as the icy water cascades over me, all I can think about is that wicked smile and the invitation in her eyes. She wasn't angry. She wasn't disgusted. She was... pleased.

Fuck, this weekend just got a whole lot more complicated.


Chapter 2

The dinner table feels like a minefield. I sit across from Kate, focusing intently on my plate of lasagna while trying to participate in William and his dad's conversation about the upcoming football season. My hands are sweaty around my fork, and I can feel Kate's eyes on me even though I refuse to look up. After what happened earlier — her catching me jerking off while watching her — I don't know how I'm supposed to act normal. But then, Kate doesn't seem to have any problem with it. She sits there in a low-cut blouse that shows off the tops of those incredible tits, smiling and chatting like she didn't have her fingers buried in her pussy just hours ago.

"So, Tyler," Mr. Jolie says, his thick glasses magnifying his eyes to comical proportions, "William tells me you've got some scouts looking at you this year."

I clear my throat, grateful for the distraction. "Yes, sir. A few colleges have shown interest. Nothing solid yet, but Coach thinks I've got a good shot at a scholarship."

"That's wonderful," he says, nodding approvingly. "Athletics are so important for young men. Builds character."

William snorts beside me. "Yeah, Dad, I'm sure that's why Tyler plays football. For the character building."

I force a laugh, relaxing slightly. This is normal. This is safe. Just guys talking sports, nothing sexual about it.

"Hey, the scholarship potential doesn't hurt either," I say, stabbing a piece of lasagna. "College isn't getting any cheaper."

"True, true," Mr. Jolie agrees, his eyes already drifting back to his plate. The man has the attention span of a goldfish.

As the conversation continues, I start to think maybe I've dodged a bullet. Maybe Kate is going to pretend nothing happened. Maybe —

Something brushes against my ankle. At first, I think it's accidental — William shifting in his seat, maybe — but then it happens again, more deliberately. A foot slides up my calf, the touch light but unmistakable.

My eyes snap up, meeting Kate's for the first time since sitting down. She's looking right at me, her expression innocent as she takes a sip of her wine, but there's a gleam in her eyes that's anything but. Under the table, her foot continues its journey up my leg, her toes now tracing the inside of my knee.

"Pass the bread, would you, Tyler?" she asks, her voice perfectly normal, as if she isn't currently feeling me up under the dinner table.

With a shaky hand, I reach for the breadbasket, sliding it across to her. Our fingers brush as she takes it, and the contact sends a jolt of electricity straight to my groin.

"Thank you," she says, her foot now traveling higher, reaching my thigh.

I shift in my seat, trying to create some space, but the movement only seems to encourage her. Her foot presses more firmly against my inner thigh, dangerously close to my crotch.

"So, Tyler," Mr. Jolie continues, oblivious to what his wife is doing, "have you given any thought to what you might study in college?"

I open my mouth to answer, but at that exact moment, Kate's foot finds its target, pressing directly against my cock. The words die in my throat, replaced by a strangled sound that I hastily disguise as a cough.

"Sorry," I manage, taking a quick sip of water. "Um, business, probably. Or sports management."

Kate's toes curl against my rapidly hardening length, applying just enough pressure to make my breath catch. She's not wearing shoes, I realize. Just her bare foot rubbing against me, separated only by the thin fabric of my basketball shorts.

"Both solid choices," Mr. Jolie nods, cutting into his lasagna. "Very practical."

William launches into a story about our economics teacher, but I barely hear him. All my focus is on the foot that's now rhythmically pressing against my cock, stroking up and down with deliberate movements. I'm fully hard now, my erection straining against my shorts, the head leaking pre-cum that I pray won't show through the fabric.

Kate continues eating, nodding along to the conversation, occasionally contributing a comment or question. To anyone watching, she's the picture of a polite, attentive wife and mother. Only I know what she's really doing.

Her toes find the head of my cock, circling it through my shorts, spreading the wetness that's gathering there. The sensation is maddening — enough to drive me crazy with lust, but not enough to provide any real relief.

"You okay, man?" William asks, nudging me with his elbow. "You look like you're about to pass out."

"Fine," I say, my voice strained. "Just... hot in here."

Kate smiles at that, a small, secret smile meant only for me. "It is rather warm," she agrees, her foot pressing harder against my cock. "Perhaps we should open a window?"

"I'm comfortable," Mr. Jolie says, not looking up from his plate.

Under the table, Kate's movements become more insistent, her foot sliding up and down the length of my shaft. My hips twitch involuntarily, seeking more pressure, more friction. My cock throbs painfully, demanding release that I can't give it. Not here. Not now.

But fuck, it feels good. Too good. My balls tighten, and I realize with horror that if she keeps this up, I might actually cum in my shorts at the dinner table.

I try to focus on anything else — the bland painting on the wall, the taste of the lasagna, the droning sound of Mr. Jolie's voice as he starts talking about his work. But it's impossible to ignore the slow, steady pressure against my cock, the way Kate's toes curl and flex, working me into a frenzy.

My face feels hot, sweat beading on my forehead. My cock is so hard it hurts, the head swollen and sensitive against the friction of her foot. I grip my fork tighter, trying to ground myself, but it's no use. Every nerve ending in my body seems concentrated on that single point of contact.

"Tyler?" William's voice breaks through the fog of arousal. "Did you hear what I said?"

I blink, forcing myself to focus. "Sorry, what?"

William gives me a weird look. "I asked if you wanted to play video games after dinner."

"Oh. Yeah, sure." The words come out breathless, strained.

Kate chooses that moment to press her foot directly against the underside of my cock, right below the head where I'm most sensitive. A jolt of pleasure shoots through me, and I have to bite the inside of my cheek to keep from moaning out loud.

"Great," William says, still looking at me oddly. "You sure you're okay?"

I nod, not trusting my voice. Under the table, Kate's foot continues its torturous massage, and my cock responds eagerly, throbbing and leaking. I'm so turned on it's physically painful, my entire body tense with the effort of holding back.

And from the wicked gleam in Kate's eyes, she knows exactly what she's doing to me. She's enjoying every second of my torment, watching me squirm as she pushes me closer and closer to the edge.

All without saying a single word.

Kate's foot continues its torturous massage against my cock, but suddenly, it's not enough for her. She shifts in her seat, her eyes locked with mine as she deliberately drops her napkin to the floor. "Oops," she says with exaggerated innocence. "Clumsy me. I'd better get that."

Before I can process what's happening, she's sliding down from her chair, disappearing under the table. My heart pounds against my ribs as I realize what she's planning. Holy fuck, she's not really going to... is she?

"Need help, honey?" Mr. Jolie asks, barely looking up from his plate.

"No, no," Kate's voice comes from beneath the tablecloth. "Just dropped my napkin. I'll get it. There are some crumbs down here too — I'll clean those up while I'm at it."

William continues talking about some video game he wants to play later, completely oblivious to the fact that his mother is now positioning herself between my legs under the table. I feel her hands on my knees, gently pushing them apart to make room for her. The tablecloth hangs low enough that no one can see what's happening underneath, but the knowledge that she's down there, inches from my throbbing cock, makes my heart race and my mouth go dry.

Her hands slide up my thighs, her touch firm and confident. She finds the waistband of my basketball shorts and tugs, signaling me to lift my hips. I do, as subtly as possible, allowing her to pull my shorts and boxers down just enough to free my cock. It springs up, rock hard and eager, the head swollen and dark with need.

"So anyway," William is saying, "the new Madden has this feature where — "

His words cut off in my mind as I feel Kate's warm breath against my exposed cock. My entire body tenses in anticipation. This is insane. This is wrong. This is the hottest fucking thing that's ever happened to me.

Her tongue flicks out, lightly tracing the underside of my shaft from base to tip. The sensation is electric, sending a jolt of pleasure through my entire body. I grip the edge of the table, my knuckles turning white with the effort of staying silent.

"You okay, Tyler?" Mr. Jolie asks, peering at me over his glasses. "You look flushed."

"Fine," I manage to croak out. "Just... spicy food."

At that exact moment, Kate takes the head of my cock into her mouth, her lips forming a tight seal around the sensitive flesh. The wet heat engulfs me, and I have to bite the inside of my cheek to keep from moaning out loud. Her tongue swirls around the tip, lapping at the pre-cum that's been leaking since her foot first touched me.

"Mom makes the least spicy lasagna ever," William says with a laugh. "You're such a wimp."

I force a smile, trying to focus on his words and not on the fact that his mother is currently sucking my cock under the dinner table. "Guess I am," I say, my voice strained.

Kate takes me deeper, her mouth sliding down my shaft, taking more of me with each bob of her head. Her tongue presses flat against the underside, creating a delicious pressure that makes my toes curl inside my socks. One of her hands wraps around the base of my cock, stroking what doesn't fit in her mouth, while the other cups my balls, gently massaging them.

"So about that game tonight," Mr. Jolie says, completely unaware of what his wife is doing. "Do you boys think the Cowboys have a chance?"

William launches into a detailed analysis of the team's prospects, and I nod along, making occasional sounds of agreement. But my mind is completely consumed by what's happening below the table. Kate is working my cock with expert skill, alternating between deep, slow sucks and quick, teasing licks. She hollows her cheeks, creating a vacuum-like suction that has me seeing stars.

The wet, slurping sounds of her mouth on my cock seem impossibly loud to me, but neither William nor his dad give any indication they can hear. Kate is being deliberately noisy, I realize with a shock. She's getting off on the risk, on the obscene, wet sounds of her blowjob being audible while her husband and son sit oblivious.

"What do you think, Tyler?" William asks, jolting me back to the conversation.

"Uh, yeah," I say, having no idea what I'm agreeing to. "Definitely."

Kate chooses that moment to take me impossibly deep, her lips reaching the base of my cock, the head pushing against the back of her throat. I feel her gag slightly, her throat constricting around me, and it takes every ounce of self-control not to thrust up into that incredible tightness.

"See, Dad? Even Tyler agrees their offensive line is trash."

I nod, grateful that my random agreement apparently made sense. Kate pulls back, releasing my cock with an audible pop that makes me flinch. But before I can worry about the sound being noticed, she's diving back down, taking me all the way to the root in one smooth motion. Her nose presses against my pubic bone, my entire length buried in the wet, tight confines of her throat.

"Could you pass the salt?" Mr. Jolie asks me.

With a shaking hand, I reach for the salt shaker, passing it across the table. As I do, Kate starts a rhythmic bobbing, her head moving up and down rapidly, her mouth making obscenely wet, slurping noises as she services my cock. The sounds are pornographic — loud, lewd, unmistakable. Yet somehow, miraculously, neither William nor his dad seems to hear.

Kate's technique is unlike anything I've ever experienced. The few girls who've given me blowjobs before were hesitant, uncertain, often treating it like a chore. Kate sucks cock like she was born for it, like she's getting as much pleasure from it as I am. Her tongue does things I didn't know were possible, finding sensitive spots I never knew existed.

She pulls back again, her lips wrapped just around the head, sucking hard while her tongue teases the sensitive spot just underneath. Her hand pumps the shaft, twisting slightly with each stroke, creating a corkscrew sensation that has me fighting not to buck my hips.

"You gonna eat that garlic bread?" William asks, pointing to my untouched piece.

I shake my head, not trusting myself to speak. Kate has taken me deep again, her throat working around my cock as she swallows, the muscles massaging me in ways that have me teetering on the edge of orgasm.

The pressure builds at the base of my spine, my balls drawing up tight against my body. I'm going to cum. I'm going to cum in my best friend's mom's mouth while sitting across from his dad at the dinner table. The thought should horrify me, but instead, it pushes me closer to the edge.

Kate seems to sense how close I am. Her movements become more determined, more focused. She takes me as deep as she can, her throat relaxing to accommodate my size, then pulls back to the head, her tongue lashing at the sensitive underside. Her hand works the shaft in perfect harmony with her mouth, creating a sensation so intense it's almost painful.

"I think I'll grab dessert," Mr. Jolie announces, standing up. "Anyone else want some?"

"I'll help you, Dad," William says, following his father into the kitchen.

The moment they're gone, Kate redoubles her efforts, her head bobbing furiously, taking me deep with each downward stroke. The wet, sloppy sounds of her mouth fill the dining room, no longer muffled or restrained.

"Fuck," I whisper, my hips now moving of their own accord, thrusting up to meet her descending mouth.

She moans around my cock, the vibrations sending shockwaves of pleasure through my body. Her hand tightens around the base, her mouth sucking harder, faster, demanding my release.

I can't hold back any longer. With a choked gasp, I explode, my cock pulsing as jet after jet of hot cum shoots into Kate's eager mouth. She takes it all, her throat working as she swallows, her tongue continuing to lap at the sensitive head, wringing every last drop from me.

The intensity of the orgasm leaves me breathless, my vision blurring around the edges. It's the most powerful release I've ever experienced, made all the more intense by the forbidden nature of the act and the risk of discovery.

My body still trembles from the force of my orgasm as Kate stays under the table, her mouth full of my cum. Through the gap in the tablecloth, I catch a glimpse of her looking up at me with mischievous eyes, her cheeks bulging slightly. Then, to my shock and arousal, she parts her lips just enough to let me see the white pool of semen on her tongue. She blows a small bubble with it, the obscene sight making my spent cock twitch with renewed interest. She's playing with my cum like it's a fucking toy, and it's the dirtiest, hottest thing I've ever seen.

She closes her mouth, her throat working as she swallows my load, her eyes never leaving mine. A drop escapes the corner of her mouth, and she catches it with her finger, pushing it back between her lips with a suggestive smile. My heart hammers against my ribs, my breath coming in short, ragged gasps.

Just when I think she's finished, Kate leans forward again, planting soft, wet kisses along the length of my sensitive cock. Her tongue darts out, lapping at the underside, collecting any remaining drops of cum. Even though I just came harder than I ever have in my life, my dick responds to her touch, beginning to stiffen again.

She gives the head one last lingering lick, her tongue swirling around the sensitive tip, before carefully tucking me back into my shorts. Her hand pats my crotch affectionately, almost possessively, before she finally begins to move away.

I hear William and Mr. Jolie returning from the kitchen, their footsteps growing louder as they approach the dining room. Kate emerges from beneath the table, napkin clutched triumphantly in her hand, her hair slightly mussed but otherwise looking completely normal. If you didn't know better, you'd never guess she'd just swallowed a mouthful of her son's friend's cum.

"Found it," she announces, sliding back into her seat with casual grace. Her lips are noticeably swollen, her cheeks flushed with a post-blowjob glow that I recognize from porn but have never seen in real life. There's a gleam in her eyes that speaks of satisfaction and dirty secrets.

William sets a bowl of ice cream in front of me. "Here you go, man. Mom's favorite — vanilla bean."

The irony isn't lost on me. Kate just had a much different kind of creamy white substance in her mouth. I mumble a thank you, my voice still not entirely under control.

"Are you feeling alright, Tyler?" Mr. Jolie asks, peering at me with mild concern. "You look a bit... feverish."

"I'm fine," I say quickly, avoiding eye contact. "Just... tired from practice earlier."

Kate catches my eye across the table, the corner of her mouth quirking up in a knowing smile. "Football does take a lot out of young men," she says, her voice dripping with double meaning. "All that physical exertion. Sometimes they just need to... release the tension."

I nearly choke on my ice cream, coughing violently as William pounds me on the back.

"Careful, man," he says. "Don't inhale your dessert."

If he only knew what his mom had just been inhaling.

Kate watches me struggle to regain my composure, her expression one of pure, wicked amusement. As I finally stop coughing, she deliberately runs her tongue over her bottom lip, reminding me of what those lips were doing just minutes ago.

My cock stirs again in my shorts, apparently having a much shorter refractory period than I thought possible. The memory of her warm, wet mouth engulfing me, the sight of my cum on her tongue, the obscene slurping sounds she made — it all comes rushing back, bringing with it a fresh wave of arousal that makes my head spin.

"I think I'm done," Kate announces suddenly, pushing her barely-touched plate away. "Not very hungry tonight."

Mr. Jolie glances at her, surprised. "You've hardly eaten anything, dear."

She smiles, a secretive curve of her lips that sends heat flooding through me. "I already had a milkshake earlier. Filled me right up." Her eyes flick to me for just a fraction of a second, and I feel my face burn. "In fact, I think I'll head upstairs and get ready for bed. It's been a long day."

"But it's only seven-thirty," William protests.

Kate shrugs, already standing. "I'm just tired, honey. You boys enjoy your video games." She comes around the table, planting a kiss on the top of her son's head, then her husband's. As she passes behind me, her hand brushes my shoulder, her fingers giving a slight squeeze that no one else would notice.

"Goodnight, Tyler," she says, her voice honey-sweet. "Sleep well."

"Goodnight, Mrs. Jolie," I respond, proud that my voice doesn't crack.

She disappears up the stairs, her hips swaying with each step, the movement drawing my eyes like a magnet. Even after what just happened, I want her again. My cock is already half-hard just watching her walk away.

William and his dad finish their dessert, talking about something I can't focus on. My mind is still reeling from what happened under the table, replaying every moment, every sensation. It doesn't seem real. Things like this don't happen to guys like me. They happen in porn, in fantasies, not in the dining rooms of your best friend's house.

My phone vibrates in my pocket, jolting me back to reality. I pull it out discreetly, angling it away from William's view as I check the message.

It's from a number I don't recognize, but I know immediately who it's from:

"Midnight. My bedroom. Bring that big cock and give me my late-night snack. Don't make me wait. -K"

My breath catches in my throat, my pulse quickening as I read the words again. She wants more. After what we just did — after I came in her mouth while her husband and son sat feet away — she wants more.

And despite every voice of reason and morality screaming in my head that this is wrong, that I should delete the message and forget it ever happened, I know I'll be there. At midnight, I'll be slipping into Kate Jolie's bedroom, ready to give her exactly what she's asking for.

Because how could I possibly resist?


Chapter 3

My heart pounds like a fucking jackhammer as I creep down the hallway toward Kate's bedroom. It's exactly midnight — I've been watching the minutes tick by since her text, unable to think about anything else. The house is dead silent except for the soft padding of my bare feet against the carpet. I reach her door and pause, my hand hovering over the knob. Am I really about to do this? Sneak into my best friend's parents' bedroom to fuck his mom while his dad sleeps right next to her? My cock answers for me, straining against my basketball shorts, already rock hard at the thought of what awaits me inside. With a deep breath, I turn the knob and push the door open.

The hinges whisper as the door swings inward, and I freeze, my breath caught in my throat. The room is dim, lit only by the faint blue glow of a digital alarm clock. My eyes adjust slowly, taking in the king-sized bed where two forms lie beneath the covers. I step inside, carefully closing the door behind me. The soft click of the latch sounds deafening in the quiet room.

I approach the bed on silent feet, my heart racing so hard I'm surprised it doesn't wake them both. As I draw closer, I can make out Kate's sleeping form on the side nearest to me. She's lying on her back, her face peaceful in slumber, her blonde hair spread across the pillow like a halo. The sight is almost angelic — a stark contrast to the sinful things we've done and are about to do.

Beside her, Mr. Jolie snores softly, his back to his wife, completely oblivious to my presence. The realization that I'm about to have sex with Kate right next to her sleeping husband sends a rush of adrenaline through my veins that's equal parts terror and arousal.

Kate is wearing a silky robe, loosely tied at the waist. The fabric has shifted in her sleep, exposing the curve of one breast and the smooth expanse of her thigh. My mouth waters at the sight. With trembling fingers, I reach for the belt of her robe, gently tugging at the knot until it comes undone.

The sides of the robe fall open, revealing her naked body in all its glory. My breath catches in my throat. She's even more magnificent than I imagined — and I've imagined it a lot. Her breasts are full and round, tipped with rosy nipples that pucker in the cool air of the bedroom. Her waist narrows to flare out at her hips, and between her slightly parted thighs, I can see the neatly trimmed blonde hair that covers her pussy.

I lean down, my lips finding the soft swell of her breast. I kiss it reverently, my tongue darting out to circle her nipple. It hardens instantly under my touch, and I take it between my lips, sucking gently. My hand slides down her body, tracing the curve of her waist, the swell of her hip, before coming to rest between her thighs. I cup her pussy, feeling the heat radiating from her core.

Kate stirs, her eyelids fluttering. For a moment, panic seizes me — what if she's forgotten our arrangement? What if she screams? But then her eyes open fully, meeting mine in the dim light, and a slow, sensual smile spreads across her face.

"Tyler," she whispers, her voice thick with sleep and desire. "You came."

"Did you think I wouldn't?" I murmur against her skin, my lips still pressed to her breast.

Her hand finds the back of my head, fingers tangling in my hair as she pulls me closer. "I hoped you would," she admits. "I've been waiting for this all night."

I move up her body, my lips trailing kisses along her collarbone, her neck, her jaw, before finally claiming her mouth. She responds immediately, her lips parting, her tongue meeting mine in a passionate dance. She tastes minty, like toothpaste, with an underlying sweetness that's uniquely her.

"Your husband is right there," I whisper against her lips, even as my fingers find her pussy, sliding through her folds to discover she's already wet. The realization makes my cock throb painfully.

"I know," she breathes, her hips lifting slightly to press against my hand. "That makes it even hotter, doesn't it?"

It does. The danger, the forbidden nature of what we're doing, adds an edge to my desire that's sharp enough to cut. I slide a finger inside her, feeling her inner walls clench around the intrusion. She's tight — tighter than I expected for a woman who's had a kid — and the thought of how my cock will feel inside that gripping heat makes me light-headed with lust.

"You're such a dirty fucking MILF," I growl in her ear, adding a second finger, curling them to hit that spot inside her that makes her gasp. "Getting fingered by your son's friend while your husband sleeps right next to you. You love this, don't you? Love having my young cock, love being a slut for me."

"Yes," she hisses, her hips rolling against my hand. "God, yes. I've wanted you for so long, Tyler. Every time I saw you at William's games, in those tight football pants... I'd go home and touch myself, imagining it was you."

Her confession sends a surge of pure male pride through me. This gorgeous woman, this MILF fantasy come to life, has been jerking off thinking about me. Just like I've been jerking off thinking about her.

"Show me how much you want it," I demand, withdrawing my fingers from her pussy. I straighten up, pulling my shorts down to free my aching cock. It springs up, hard and ready, the head already leaking pre-cum. "Show me what that pretty mouth can do again."

Kate's eyes gleam with desire as she props herself up on her elbows. But instead of taking me in her mouth as I expect, she cups her breasts, pushing them together to create a deep cleavage. "Fuck these first," she whispers, her voice husky with need. "I want to feel your big cock between my tits."

I don't need to be asked twice. I straddle her chest, my knees on either side of her torso, and position my cock in the valley between her breasts. She squeezes them together, creating a tight channel for me to thrust into. The soft, warm flesh envelops my shaft, and I have to bite my lip to keep from groaning out loud.

"Fuck, that feels good," I whisper, beginning to move my hips, sliding my cock back and forth between her tits. The head pokes out at the top of her cleavage with each forward thrust, and Kate tilts her chin down, her lips parting to kiss it each time it appears.

The sight is incredible — my cock disappearing between those perfect breasts, then emerging to be greeted by her eager mouth. Each kiss leaves a smear of her lipstick on my shaft, marking me as hers. I increase my pace, fucking her tits with more force, my balls slapping against her sternum with each thrust.

"That's it, baby," Kate murmurs, her eyes locked on mine. "Fuck my big tits. Show me how much you want me."

Her words fuel my desire, pushing me to thrust harder, faster. The head of my cock is slick with her saliva and my pre-cum, making the glide between her breasts smoother, more pleasurable. Each time my cock emerges, she gives it a sloppy kiss, sometimes letting her tongue dart out to circle the sensitive head.

"You're such a fucking slut," I growl, my voice low but intense. "Look at you, letting a teenager titty-fuck you while your husband snores right next to us. You're nothing but a cock-hungry MILF whore, aren't you?"

Kate moans softly at my dirty talk, her eyes fluttering closed for a moment. "Yes," she whispers. "Yes, I'm your whore, Tyler. Use me however you want."

The submission in her voice, the eagerness with which she accepts my crude words, drives me wild. I thrust faster, my cock sliding slickly between her tits, my balls tightening with each slap against her skin. The sight of this beautiful, mature woman beneath me, eagerly taking my cock between her breasts, is almost too much to bear.

And all the while, just feet away, her husband sleeps on, completely unaware that his wife is being defiled by his son's eighteen-year-old friend. The forbidden thrill of it all heightens every sensation, making each thrust, each kiss, each whispered word of dirty encouragement feel like the most erotic experience of my life.

The titty-fuck has my cock throbbing and aching for more, pre-cum leaking from the tip with each thrust between Kate's magnificent breasts. But it's not enough. I need to be inside her, need to feel that tight pussy gripping my cock. I pull back, my shaft glistening with spit and pre-cum, and move down her body. Kate spreads her legs wider, an invitation I can't resist. I position myself between her thighs, the head of my cock nudging against her entrance. Her pussy is slick with arousal, her folds swollen and pink in the dim light. I grab my shaft, guiding it to her opening, and lock eyes with her as I prepare to claim what I've fantasized about for so long.

"Do it," she whispers, her voice thick with need. "Fuck me, Tyler. Fuck me right next to him."

The taboo request sends a surge of adrenaline through my veins. With one hard thrust, I bury myself inside her, feeling her tight walls stretch to accommodate my size. The sensation is fucking incredible — hot, wet, gripping me like a velvet fist. I have to bite my lip to keep from moaning out loud.

"Holy shit," I breathe, my voice barely audible. "You're so tight."

Kate's eyes roll back, her mouth opening in a silent gasp as I fill her completely. Her legs wrap around my waist, pulling me deeper, and I feel her inner muscles clench around me, adjusting to the intrusion. Her nails dig into my shoulders, the slight pain adding another layer to the pleasure flooding my system.

"Move," she commands, her hips already shifting beneath me, seeking friction. "Fuck me hard. Show me what that young cock can do."

I don't need to be told twice. I pull back until just the head remains inside her, then slam forward again, driving deep into her core. The force of it makes her breasts bounce, a sight that only fuels my desire. I establish a rhythm — hard, fast, aggressive — each thrust pushing her slightly up the bed before her legs around my waist pull her back down onto my cock.

The bed begins to creak beneath us, the headboard knocking lightly against the wall with each thrust. In any other circumstance, I'd be worried about the noise, but right now, I'm too far gone to care. All that matters is the wet heat gripping my cock, the sight of Kate's face contorted with pleasure, the knowledge that I'm fucking my friend's mom right next to her sleeping husband.

I lean down, capturing her lips in a bruising kiss, swallowing her moans as I continue to pound into her. My tongue invades her mouth, mimicking the action of my cock between her legs. When I break away for air, I move to her neck, her jawline, her face, leaving a trail of kisses mingled with gentle bites. The taste of her skin — a mix of lotion and the salt of light sweat — drives me wild.

"You like that, don't you?" I growl against her ear, my hips never slowing their punishing pace. "Like getting fucked by a cock half your husband's age? You're nothing but a fucking MILF whore, a slut who needs a young stud to give you what you really want."

"Yes," she gasps, her fingernails raking down my back, leaving trails of fire in their wake. "God, yes. Fuck me, Tyler. Harder!"

I grab her hips, tilting them upward to change the angle, allowing me to drive even deeper. The new position lets me hit a spot inside her that makes her whole body tremble. Her pussy clenches around me, growing wetter with each thrust, the obscene sounds of our coupling filling the room — wet, squelching noises that would be embarrassing if they weren't so fucking hot.

The bed protests louder now, the headboard hitting the wall with a rhythmic thud that matches our movements. My balls slap against her ass with each thrust, adding another layer to the symphony of sex sounds surrounding us. The slapping is loud and lewd, each impact sending a jolt of pleasure up my shaft.

"You hear that?" I whisper, increasing my pace until the slapping of my balls against her becomes almost continuous. "That's the sound of you getting fucked like the whore you are. Getting your pussy pounded while your husband sleeps right next to you. You're a fucking slut, Kate. My slut."

She moans at my words, her eyes glazed with lust, her lips parted as she pants for breath. "Yes," she agrees, her voice a desperate whisper. "I'm your slut. Use me, Tyler. Use this MILF pussy."

The dirty talk pushes me to new heights of aggression. I fuck her harder, faster, my hips a blur as I slam into her again and again. The sound of skin slapping against skin grows louder, more urgent. Her breasts bounce wildly with each thrust, hypnotic in their motion. I reach up with one hand, roughly kneading one breast, pinching the nipple between my fingers until she gasps.

"More," she begs, her body writhing beneath mine. "Please, Tyler, more. Fuck me harder. Make me yours."

I give her what she wants, pounding into her with all the strength in my young body. The bed frame protests the abuse, the springs squeaking in time with our movements. I'm vaguely aware that we're making enough noise to wake the dead, but I can't bring myself to care. All that matters is the slick grip of Kate's pussy around my cock, the way her walls flutter and clench as I drive into her.

My lips find her neck again, sucking hard enough to leave a mark. It's reckless — William or Mr. Jolie might see it tomorrow — but the thought only adds to my excitement. I want to mark her, claim her, leave evidence that she belongs to me now.

"Take it," I grunt between thrusts, my voice harsh with exertion and lust. "Take this fucking cock. This is what you needed, isn't it? A real man to fuck you properly."

Kate nods frantically, her body arching beneath mine, seeking even more contact. "Yes," she hisses. "God, yes. You're so big, so hard. Filling me up so good."

The headboard slams against the wall now, the rhythmic thumping growing louder with each powerful thrust. My balls continue their relentless slapping against her ass, the sound obscene and arousing in equal measure. I grab her legs, pushing them up toward her chest, folding her nearly in half as I drive downward into her, hitting even deeper than before.

She has to bite her lip to keep from crying out, her eyes wide with the intensity of the sensation. In this position, I can feel her cervix against the head of my cock with each thrust, a delicious pressure that sends sparks of pleasure up my spine. Her pussy grips me like a vice, growing impossibly tighter as her pleasure builds.

"You're going to make me cum," she whispers, her voice strained and desperate. "Oh god, Tyler, don't stop. Please don't stop."

I have no intention of stopping. I continue my relentless pace, driving into her with everything I have, my body slick with sweat, my muscles burning with the effort. The room fills with the sounds of our forbidden encounter — the creaking bed, the slapping skin, the wet, squelching noises of my cock moving in her soaked pussy, and our harsh, muffled breathing.

And through it all, Mr. Jolie continues to sleep, his soft snores occasionally audible beneath the sounds of his wife being thoroughly fucked by a teenager. The contrast is so absurd, so taboo, that it only heightens my arousal, pushing me closer to the edge of orgasm.

But I'm determined to make Kate cum first. I shift my weight to one arm, my other hand sliding between our bodies to find her clit. I circle it with my thumb, applying just the right pressure as I continue to pound into her. The dual stimulation makes her entire body tremble, her pussy clenching around me in rhythmic pulses that signal her approaching climax.

"That's it," I encourage, my voice a harsh whisper. "Cum for me, Kate. Cum on this young cock. Show me what a fucking slut you are."

Her nails dig into my back hard enough to draw blood, her body tensing beneath me as her orgasm builds. And all the while, I maintain my punishing rhythm, giving her exactly what she needs to push her over the edge.

Just as Kate's body begins to tense with her approaching orgasm, a sudden movement from the other side of the bed freezes us both. Mr. Jolie stirs, the rhythm of his snoring broken as he shifts in his sleep. My heart nearly stops in my chest, but my cock remains rock hard inside Kate's pussy, her walls clenching around me in fear or excitement — maybe both. For a moment, we stay perfectly still, barely breathing, hoping he'll settle back into sleep. But then his eyes flutter open, squinting without his glasses, trying to make sense of the shadows moving on his wife's side of the bed.

"Kate?" he mumbles, his voice thick with sleep. "What's happening?"

My first instinct is to pull out, to run, to hide — but Kate's legs tighten around my waist, keeping me buried deep inside her. Her eyes lock with mine, a silent command to stay put, to trust her.

"It's okay, Bobby," she says, her voice remarkably steady considering there's an eighteen-year-old cock buried to the hilt in her pussy. "Tyler was just helping me with a stretch. My back's been bothering me."

I remain frozen, my heart pounding so hard I'm sure Mr. Jolie must hear it. But without his glasses, he's practically blind, the dim lighting of the room further obscuring his already poor vision. He squints in my direction, and I force myself to stay completely still, praying he can't make out the details of our position.

"A stretch?" he repeats, confusion evident in his voice. "At this hour?"

"I couldn't sleep," Kate explains smoothly. "The pain was keeping me up. I ran into Tyler in the hallway — he knows some physical therapy techniques from football. He's just helping me realign my spine."

It's the most ridiculous explanation I've ever heard, but to my amazement, Mr. Jolie seems to accept it without question.

"Oh," he says, already settling back down. "That's... that's good. Thanks, Tyler."

"No problem, sir," I manage to say, surprised my voice doesn't crack.

Mr. Jolie mumbles something unintelligible, rolls over, and within moments, his breathing returns to the deep, steady rhythm of sleep. Kate and I remain still for another long minute, making sure he's truly out before we dare to move again.

When we're certain he's asleep, Kate's eyes meet mine, a wicked gleam in them that makes my cock throb inside her. She leans up, her lips brushing against my ear.

"That was close," she whispers, her inner muscles deliberately tightening around me. "Fucking hot, though, wasn't it?"

The danger, the forbidden nature of what we're doing, the sheer audacity of continuing — it all combines to create a rush unlike anything I've ever experienced. I pull back slightly, then thrust forward again, slower now but no less deep. Kate's mouth falls open in a silent gasp, her eyes rolling back.

"You're such a fucking slut," I breathe against her neck, resuming my rhythm, more controlled but just as intense. "Getting fucked right next to your husband. He could wake up again any second."

The possibility sends a visible shiver through her body, her pussy growing even wetter around my cock. I can feel her excitement building again, her inner walls fluttering as I hit that perfect spot deep inside her.

"I don't care," she whispers, her nails digging into my shoulders. "Don't stop. I need this. Need you."

I pick up the pace, driven by her words, by the illicit thrill of fucking another man's wife while he sleeps beside us. Each thrust is deliberate now, focused on hitting exactly where she needs it, my public bone grinding against her clit with every movement. The bed still creaks, but we're more careful, our bodies moving in a slower, more controlled dance of lust.

Kate's breathing grows ragged, her body tensing beneath me. I can tell she's close again, teetering on the edge of release. I slide my hand between us, finding her clit with my thumb, circling it with just the right pressure as I continue to drive into her.

"Cum for me," I command, my voice a harsh whisper. "Cum on my cock, you dirty MILF slut."

Her body obeys, her back arching off the bed as her orgasm crashes through her. Her pussy clenches around me in rhythmic pulses, milking my cock, trying to draw out my release. Her mouth opens in a silent scream, her eyes locked with mine as pleasure overwhelms her.

The sight of her cumming, combined with the vise-like grip of her inner muscles, brings me right to the edge. But I'm not ready to finish just yet. I continue thrusting through her orgasm, prolonging her pleasure, feeling her shudder beneath me as aftershocks ripple through her body.

Only when her breathing begins to steady do I allow myself to focus on my own release. My balls tighten, that familiar pressure building at the base of my spine. I'm close — so fucking close — but I don't want to cum inside her. As hot as the idea is, I'm not stupid enough to risk getting my best friend's mom pregnant.

With a final, deep thrust, I pull out completely, my cock glistening with her juices as it slaps against my stomach. Kate instantly understands what I want. She slides down the bed, positioning her face directly in front of my throbbing cock. I grip my shaft, stroking rapidly, aiming at her upturned face.

"That's it," she encourages, her tongue darting out to wet her lips. "Cum on me, Tyler. Mark me. Show me who I belong to now."

Her words push me over the edge. With a muffled groan, I explode, thick ropes of cum shooting from my cock to paint her face. The first jet hits her forehead, the second her cheek, the third her waiting mouth. She moans softly as my seed lands on her, her tongue eagerly lapping at what lands near her lips.

I milk every last drop onto her face, making sure to cover as much of it as possible. When I'm finally spent, I sit back on my heels, admiring my handiwork. Kate's beautiful face is decorated with my cum, strands of it clinging to her eyelashes, dripping down her cheeks, pooling at the corner of her mouth. It's the most erotic sight I've ever seen.

"Don't clean it off," I command, surprising myself with my own boldness. "I want you to sleep with my cum on your face, right next to your husband. I want you to feel it drying on your skin and remember who you belong to now."

Kate's eyes widen at my command, but she nods, a small smile playing at her cum-covered lips. "Yes, Tyler," she whispers, her voice submissive in a way that makes my spent cock twitch with renewed interest.

I lean down, placing a gentle kiss on the one clean spot on her forehead. "Tomorrow morning," I murmur, "you're going to wake me up with your mouth on my cock. And for the rest of the weekend, anytime William and your husband aren't around, I'm going to be fucking you. Understand?"

She nods again, her eyes gleaming with anticipation. "I can't wait," she breathes.

I tuck myself back into my shorts and slide off the bed, taking one last look at the erotic tableau — Kate lying naked, her legs still spread, her pussy wet and swollen from our fucking, my cum decorating her face, and her oblivious husband sleeping peacefully beside her.

"Goodnight, Kate," I whisper, moving toward the door. "Sweet dreams."

As I slip out of the room and back down the hallway to the guest bedroom, I can't help but smile to myself. This weekend is already the best of my life, and it's only just begun. I have two more days to explore every inch of Kate Jolie's body, to fulfill every fantasy I've ever had about her.

And from the eager look in her eyes as I left, she has plenty of her own fantasies she wants to explore with me too. I fall into bed, my body pleasantly exhausted but my mind racing with possibilities for tomorrow. One thing's for sure — I'm going to need all my stamina to keep up with my best friend's insatiable mom.
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