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Chapter 1

The football smacks against my palm with a satisfying sting as I catch Tim's perfect spiral. My muscles flex beneath my sweat-soaked shirt, the fabric clinging to my chest like a second skin. I grip the pigskin, feeling the leather beneath my fingers, and launch it back across the yard, watching it cut through the air with deadly precision. Quarterback arm. Never fails me.

"Damn, Tyler! Still got that cannon," Tim shouts, snagging the ball out of the air. His t-shirt is dark with sweat patches, just like mine. We've been at this for over an hour, and the late afternoon sun beats down on us mercilessly.

I wipe my forehead with the back of my hand, feeling droplets of sweat trickling down my temples. My body is on fire, muscles taut and ready. The kind of burn that feels good. The kind that reminds me why I'm the starting quarterback. Why the scouts are watching. Why the cheerleaders are always watching too.

"Gotta keep it tight, man. Season starts in a month," I call back, spreading my hands for another pass. "Last chance to make it count."

Tim sends the ball flying back to me, a little high this time. I leap up, the muscles in my thighs bunching as I snatch it from the air. Landing, I feel the power in my legs, the same power that lets me outrun defensive linemen twice my size.

"Hard to believe we're fucking seniors now," Tim says, shaking his head. "Seems like yesterday we were freshmen getting our asses handed to us by the upperclassmen."

I spin the ball in my hands, feeling the rough texture against my fingertips. "Now we're the ones doing the ass-handing." I smirk, cocking my arm back and releasing a bullet pass that hits Tim square in the chest.

"Fuck!" He grunts, catching it but taking a step back from the impact. "Take it easy, Brady. Save that shit for game day."

"Sorry, man. Force of habit." I laugh, running my hand through my sweat-drenched hair. It stands up in spikes, the way the girls seem to like it. "Eighteen years old and I still don't know my own strength."

Tim tosses the ball up and catches it, a grin spreading across his face. "Eighteen and legal. The world is our fucking oyster now, bro."

"Hell yeah." I nod, my mind instantly going to all the new possibilities. Being eighteen means more than just being able to vote. It means freedom. It means no more being treated like a kid. It means women look at you differently.

"You ready for one more year of glory?" Tim asks, throwing me another pass. This one curves slightly to the left, but I adjust, snagging it out of the air with one hand.

"Born ready," I reply, feeling the familiar surge of adrenaline at the thought of Friday nights under the lights. The roar of the crowd. The cheerleaders in their short skirts. The power of being the guy everyone counts on.

I launch the ball back, putting a tight spiral on it that makes it whistle through the air. "Coach says we've got a shot at state this year."

"With your arm and my hands? Fuck yeah, we do." Tim catches the pass easily, his movements fluid after years of practice. "The Brady-to-Mitchell connection is gonna light up the scoreboard."

The sun beats down on my shoulders, and I can feel sweat running down my back, soaking the waistband of my shorts. My t-shirt is plastered to my chest and abs, outlining every ridge and muscle I've worked so hard to build. Football and weights have given me a body that turns heads. A body that makes girls bite their lips and stare when I walk down the hallway at school.

"Man, I'm sweating like a pig," I say, pulling at my shirt to let some air in. "Think I'm gonna hit the shower."

"Pussy," Tim laughs, but I can see he's drenched too. "We've only been out here for what, two hours?"

"Two and a half," I correct him, rolling my shoulders to work out a kink. "And in this heat, that's enough. Besides, I want to clean up before dinner."

I catch the ball one last time when Tim throws it, then tuck it under my arm. My mind wanders to the cool water of the shower, how good it'll feel against my skin. And then I think about who else might be in that house. Tim's dad, John, is cool. But it's Tim's stepmom, Sydney, who makes staying over at Tim's house interesting. She’s a total MILF. Last time I was here, I caught her looking at me. Not the way most of my friends' moms look at me – like I'm still a little kid. No, Sydney's eyes had lingered. Appreciated.

"Your dad said dinner's at six, right?" I ask, trying to sound casual.

"Yeah, and Sydney's cooking, so it'll actually be edible," Tim says, walking over to me. "Dad tries, but that man can burn water."

Sydney. Just the name sends a little jolt through me. She's not like the other moms. She's young. Hot. The kind of stepmom that makes you understand all those porn videos with their stupid titles.

"Cool," I say, tossing the ball back to Tim. "I'm gonna head in and clean up then."

"Sure thing. I'll be in after a few more drills. Gotta work on my solo game too, you know."

I nod and start walking toward the house, feeling the tension in my muscles, the satisfying ache of a good workout. The weekend at Tim's is just getting started, and already I feel like something's in the air. Something electric. Something promising.

I peel my sweat-soaked shirt over my head as I walk through the hallway, the cool air hitting my skin and raising goosebumps across my chest and back. My muscles flex unconsciously as I ball up the shirt in my fist, the hours in the weight room and on the field having sculpted my body into something that demands attention. I'm turning the corner toward the bathroom when I nearly collide with her – Sydney – and holy fuck, she's wearing almost nothing.

My breath catches in my throat. Sydney stands before me in a bikini so tiny it barely qualifies as clothing. The thin strips of fabric struggle to contain her voluptuous body, creating the most perfect kind of tension. Her breasts – Jesus Christ – her breasts are massive, straining against the skimpy top that covers just enough to keep her decent, but leaves nothing to the imagination. Full, round, with deep cleavage that forms a valley I want to lose myself in. The material is stretched so tight I can see the outline of her nipples pushing against it, two hard points that make my mouth go dry.

"Oh! Tyler, sorry — I didn't see you there," she says, but makes no move to cover herself or step back.

Her face is a work of art – plump lips painted a glossy pink, high cheekbones with just a flush of color, and eyes that seem to change from green to blue depending on how the light hits them. Long, dark lashes frame those eyes, which are now traveling down my bare chest, lingering on the defined ridges of my abs. Her wet hair clings to her neck and shoulders, little droplets of water running down her skin, tracing paths I wish my tongue could follow.

"No problem," I manage to say, my voice sounding rougher than I intended. "Just heading to shower."

"I can see that," Sydney purrs, her eyes still roaming over my body without a hint of shame. "I was just taking a quick dip in the pool. It's so hot today."

Hot doesn't begin to describe it. As she shifts her weight from one foot to the other, her bikini bottom reveals more of her hips, smooth and curved, begging for hands to grip them. Her waist is narrow, flaring out to generous hips and an ass that the tiny bottom showcases perfectly. Her skin glistens with water droplets, making her look like some kind of fantasy come to life in Tim's hallway.

"Yeah, it's... pretty hot," I agree, feeling my cock stir in my shorts. I try to shift my stance to hide what's happening, but her eyes flick downward, a small smile playing on those luscious lips.

"My goodness, Tyler," she says, stepping closer. So close I can smell her – coconut sunscreen and something else, something sweet and distinctly female. "You've really grown up since the last time you stayed over. Those muscles..." Her hand reaches out, fingers barely grazing my chest, sending electricity shooting through my body. "Football is certainly doing wonders for you."

Her touch is light as a feather but burns like fire against my skin. I flex unconsciously, and her smile widens.

"Thanks," I say, trying to keep my voice steady. "Gotta stay in shape for the season."

"I bet all the cheerleaders are just dying for your attention," Sydney says, her voice dropping lower, more intimate. She's still standing too close, her breasts nearly touching my chest. "A strong, handsome quarterback like you must have his pick of the girls."

I swallow hard, the hallway suddenly feeling too small, too hot. "I do alright."

Sydney laughs, a melodic sound that somehow manages to be both innocent and filthy at the same time. "Just 'alright'? I find that hard to believe." Her eyes lock with mine, something dangerous flickering in their depths. "If I were a high school cheerleader, I wouldn't be able to keep my hands off you."

Fuck. My cock jumps in my shorts, and there's no way she doesn't notice. Her gaze drops again, lingering this time, and the corner of her mouth curls up in satisfaction.

"I'd be the one waiting for you after every game," she continues, her voice practically a whisper now. "Ready to congratulate the star quarterback... properly."

The way she says "properly" makes my heart pound against my ribs. Is Tim's stepmom really saying this shit to me? Is this actually happening?

"That's... that would be nice," I stammer, my brain short-circuiting as I try to process what's happening. I'm standing half-naked in front of my best friend's smoking hot stepmom, and she's practically telling me she wants to fuck me.

"Mmm, more than nice, I think," Sydney says, finally taking a small step back. The movement causes her breasts to bounce slightly, and I nearly groan out loud. "Well, I should let you get to that shower. I need to change before dinner myself."

She steps around me, and as she passes, her hip brushes against mine – not by accident, I'm sure of it. The brief contact sends a jolt straight to my groin.

"Don't use up all the hot water," she calls over her shoulder as she walks away, her hips swaying in a hypnotic rhythm that has me rooted to the spot, unable to look away. Each step makes her ass jiggle just enough to be mesmerizing, the bikini bottom riding up to reveal more of those perfect cheeks.

She reaches her bedroom door and pauses, looking back at me with those penetrating eyes. She knows I'm watching her. She likes it. With a final smirk that promises things I've only dreamed about, she slips into her room – but doesn't close the door completely. It remains ajar, a sliver of space between door and frame, an invitation if I've ever seen one.

My heart hammers in my chest. My cock throbs painfully against the confines of my shorts. The shower can wait. Sydney's bedroom door is open, and every cell in my body is screaming at me to follow her.

My feet move before my brain can catch up, drawn to Sydney's bedroom like a moth to flame. My heart pounds in my ears as I approach the slightly open door, each step slow and careful. I shouldn't be doing this. This is Tim's stepmom. This is so fucked up. But my cock is already rock hard, pressing painfully against my shorts, and all I can think about is seeing more of her. Just a peek. That's all I need. I lean forward, my breath caught in my throat, and position my eye at the crack in the doorway.

Holy. Fucking. Shit.

Sydney is sprawled across her bed, completely naked. The bikini that barely covered her before is now tossed carelessly on the floor. Her legs are spread wide, one hand massaging her tits while the other works between her thighs. My mouth goes dry at the sight. Her fingers move in quick circles over her clit, her back arching off the mattress with each touch. She's fucking gorgeous — even more perfect without the bikini.

Her breasts heave with each panting breath she takes, full and round with dark pink nipples standing at attention. She pinches one between her fingers and moans, the sound sending a jolt straight to my dick. I can see everything — the curve of her waist, the flare of her hips, the trimmed patch of hair above her pussy. She's glistening wet, her fingers sliding easily through her folds.

"Fuck," I whisper, the word escaping before I can stop it. I clamp my hand over my mouth, but she doesn't hear me. She's too lost in her own pleasure.

My hand moves to the waistband of my shorts, sliding beneath the fabric to grip my throbbing cock. I'm so hard it's painful, pre-cum already leaking from the tip. I start stroking myself slowly, matching the rhythm of Sydney's fingers between her legs.

Her eyes are closed, her head thrown back in ecstasy. She bites her lower lip, stifling another moan. Her fingers move faster now, her hips bucking up to meet them. I wonder what she's thinking about. Who she's imagining is touching her right now.

My hand speeds up involuntarily, squeezing my shaft as I continue to watch. In my mind, I'm in that room with her. I'm kneeling between those spread legs, my hands replacing hers on her tits. I'm leaning down, my cock hovering near her face.

In my fantasy, Sydney looks up at me with those piercing eyes, her tongue darting out to wet her plump lips before she takes me into her mouth. I imagine the warmth, the wetness, the way her tongue would swirl around my head before she swallows me deeper. Those full lips stretching around my girth, her cheeks hollowing as she sucks.

"Fuck, Sydney," I murmur, lost in the fantasy and the sight before me. My hand is a blur now, jerking my cock with increasing urgency. I picture her on her knees, taking my entire length down her throat, gagging slightly as my cock hits the back of her throat. Her hands would be on my ass, pulling me deeper, encouraging me to fuck her mouth.

In the bedroom, Sydney's movements become more frantic. Her fingers plunge inside her pussy now, her thumb still working her clit. Her back arches sharply, her tits bouncing with the movement. She's close. So fucking close. And so am I.

I grip my cock harder, pre-cum making my hand slide easily along my shaft. In my mind, Sydney is bobbing her head up and down on my dick, taking me deep with each movement. My balls are tight against my body, ready to explode down her eager throat.

Suddenly, Sydney's eyes snap open. Our gazes lock through the crack in the door, and time freezes. My hand stops mid-stroke, my cock still gripped firmly in my fist. She sees me. She fucking sees me watching her and jerking off.

My stomach drops. My cheeks burn with embarrassment. I'm about to pull back, to run, to hide — but then something unexpected happens. Sydney doesn't scream. She doesn't cover herself. Instead, her surprised expression morphs into something else entirely — a wicked, knowing smile that sends chills down my spine.

Her eyes drift down to where my hand disappears into my shorts, and her smile widens. She knows exactly what I'm doing, and she's not upset. She's... enjoying it? Her tongue darts out to wet her lips, and she deliberately spreads her legs wider, giving me a better view as her fingers continue their rhythmic movements.

My brain short-circuits. This can't be happening. Tim's stepmom just caught me peeping on her and jerking off, and she's putting on a show for me? This is some seriously fucked up porno-level shit, and I have no idea how to handle it.

Reality crashes back down on me like a cold wave. What the fuck am I doing? This is my best friend's house. His stepmom. If Tim found out... if her husband found out... Jesus Christ.

Panic washes over me, drowning out the arousal. I stumble backward, nearly tripping over my own feet in my haste to get away from the door. My cock is still rock hard, straining against my shorts, but my mind is now a jumble of conflicting emotions — lust, embarrassment, fear, shame.

I quickly adjust myself, trying to hide the obvious bulge in my shorts. My face feels like it's on fire, burning with mortification. I back away from Sydney's door, looking up and down the hallway to make sure no one saw me. The coast is clear, but my heart is still hammering in my chest like it's trying to break free.

I turn and speed-walk toward the bathroom, desperate for the privacy of a locked door. I need that shower now more than ever — cold, preferably — to clear my head and calm my body down. But as I rush away, the image of Sydney's knowing smile is burned into my brain. The way she looked at me... the way she spread her legs wider instead of covering up...

Fuck. This weekend just got a whole lot more complicated.


Chapter 2

The dinner table feels like a minefield. I sit across from Sydney, her eyes occasionally flicking up to meet mine before I quickly look away, pretending to be fascinated by the roast chicken on my plate. Tim and his dad, John, are talking about some baseball game, their voices a distant buzz in my ears. All I can focus on is Sydney — how her lips curl into a small smile whenever she catches me looking, how the top buttons of her blouse are undone just enough to give me a glimpse of cleavage, how she licks her fork clean after each bite. My palms are sweaty, and my knee bounces nervously under the table. That's when I feel it — something soft brushing against my calf.

"So Tyler, Tim says you guys might have a shot at state this year," John says, forking a piece of potato into his mouth. "Coach must be pretty excited about your arm."

I clear my throat, forcing myself to look at John instead of his wife. "Yeah, we've been putting in the work. The team's looking strong."

The soft something against my leg moves higher, and I realize it's Sydney's foot, now sliding up to my knee. I almost choke on my water, setting the glass down with a thud that makes Tim look at me weird.

"You okay, dude?" Tim asks, eyebrow raised.

"Yeah, just — went down the wrong pipe," I lie, coughing for effect.

Sydney's foot continues its journey upward, her toes now tracing the inside of my thigh. She hasn't said a word, hasn't given any indication of what she's doing under the table. She simply cuts her chicken, takes a bite, and nods along to the conversation like she's not currently feeling up her stepson's best friend.

"Tyler's being modest," Tim jumps in. "Coach says he's got the best arm he's seen in twenty years. College scouts are already circling."

John nods approvingly. "That's fantastic. Any schools you're leaning toward?"

Sydney's foot reaches my crotch, her toes pressing lightly against my already semi-hard cock. I grip my fork tighter, the metal digging into my palm.

"I, uh — still weighing my options," I stammer. "Got some interest from State and a couple SEC schools."

"SEC? That's the big leagues," John says, impressed. "Full ride?"

Sydney's foot begins to move in small circles, applying just enough pressure to make my dick throb in response. I shift in my seat, trying to look normal while blood rushes to my groin.

"Potentially, yeah. They're — they're coming to the first few games to make final decisions." My voice sounds strange even to my own ears, slightly higher than usual.

Sydney takes a sip of her wine, her eyes meeting mine over the rim of her glass. There's that same wicked smile from earlier, the one that says she knows exactly what she's doing to me. Her foot moves more deliberately now, pressing harder against my growing erection.

"You've got a bright future ahead of you, Tyler," she says, her voice smooth like honey. "So much... potential."

The way she says "potential" makes my cock jump. Her toes curl around the outline of my shaft through my shorts, stroking up and down. I'm fully hard now, my dick straining painfully against the fabric.

"Thanks, Mrs. Mitchell," I manage to say, though my mouth is dry.

"Please, call me Sydney," she purrs. "Mrs. Mitchell makes me feel so old."

Tim rolls his eyes. "You are old. You're like, what, thirty-five?"

"Thirty-two, thank you very much," Sydney says, mock offended, but her foot never stops its movement against my cock. If anything, she presses harder, her toes finding the sensitive head and circling it deliberately.

Pre-cum leaks from my tip, dampening my boxers. I'm so fucking hard it hurts, my balls tight and heavy. I take a large gulp of water, trying to cool the fire burning through my veins. It doesn't help.

"So, uh, what about that new offense Coach is implementing?" I ask Tim desperately, needing to focus on something — anything — other than his stepmom's foot massaging my dick under the dinner table.

Tim launches into a detailed breakdown of the playbook, and I nod along, making sounds of agreement at what I hope are the right moments. Meanwhile, Sydney's foot continues its torturous exploration, sliding up and down the length of my shaft, pressing against my balls, then back up to the sensitive head.

My hips involuntarily buck forward slightly, seeking more pressure. Sydney's eyes widen a fraction, her lips parting as she realizes how affected I am. She presses her foot more firmly against me, increasing the friction.

"More potatoes, Tyler?" John asks, holding up the serving bowl.

"No — no thanks, I'm good," I reply, my voice strained. I'm anything but good. I'm a fucking mess, my cock throbbing painfully in my shorts, Sydney's foot driving me insane with its persistent rhythm.

Sydney takes another sip of wine, her throat working as she swallows. A drop of red liquid clings to her lower lip, and she slowly licks it away. The sight combined with the pressure on my dick nearly makes me groan out loud.

"The chicken is delicious, Sydney," I say, desperate to act normal. "Really tender."

"I'm glad you're enjoying it," she replies, emphasizing the word 'enjoying' in a way that makes my cock twitch against her foot. "I like to make sure everyone leaves the table... satisfied."

Fuck. My cock is now rock hard, throbbing with each beat of my heart. I can feel the veins pulsing against Sydney's foot as she continues her relentless teasing. Pre-cum soaks through my boxers, and I'm sure if I looked down, there'd be a wet spot visible on my shorts. Thank god for the tablecloth.

Tim and John continue talking, oblivious to what's happening right under their noses. And Sydney just keeps smiling that knowing smile, her foot working magic on my aching cock, bringing me closer and closer to the edge while we sit at the fucking dinner table.

Just when I think I can't take any more of Sydney's foot massage without embarrassing myself, she suddenly drops her napkin. "Oh, clumsy me," she says with a playful smile. "I dropped my napkin. And look at all these crumbs under the table." Before anyone can offer to help, she pushes her chair back and ducks under the tablecloth. My heart nearly stops. There's no fucking way she's going to do what I think she's going to do. Not here. Not with her husband and stepson sitting right across from me. But then I feel her hands on my knees, pushing them apart, and my cock throbs in anticipation.

"So Tyler," John says, completely oblivious to what his wife is doing, "Tim tells me you broke the school record for passing yards last season."

I open my mouth to respond, but at that exact moment, Sydney's fingers find my zipper and slowly drag it down. The sound seems deafening to me, but somehow neither Tim nor John notice.

"Y-yeah," I stammer, gripping the edge of the table. "Broke it in the semifinals. Coach thinks I can do even better this year."

Sydney's warm breath fans against my exposed boxers, and I have to bite the inside of my cheek to keep from groaning. Her delicate fingers slip inside the opening of my boxers, wrapping around my rock-hard shaft and pulling it out. The cool air hits my heated skin, making me twitch.

"That's impressive," John nods, taking a sip of his beer. "I played a little ball in high school myself, but nothing like what you boys are doing."

Sydney's tongue darts out, licking a hot, wet stripe from the base of my cock all the way to the sensitive head. My entire body tenses, and I disguise it as reaching for my water glass.

"Coach says Tyler's got a cannon for an arm," Tim says proudly. "Natural talent."

Under the table, Sydney wraps her lips around the head of my cock, applying just enough suction to make my eyes want to roll back in my head. Her tongue swirls around the sensitive tip, gathering the pre-cum that's been leaking steadily since her foot first touched me.

"It's not just talent," I say, my voice strained as Sydney takes more of me into her mouth. "Takes a lot of practice too."

Sydney hollows her cheeks and sucks harder, creating a tight, wet vacuum around my cock. The sound is obscene – a wet, slurping noise that seems impossible for Tim and John not to hear. But they continue eating, talking, completely unaware that Sydney is on her knees between my legs, her mouth stuffed full of my dick.

"Practice makes perfect, they say," John agrees, stabbing at his potatoes.

Sydney takes me deeper, her hot mouth sliding down my shaft until I feel the back of her throat. Then she does something with her tongue that makes my hips jerk involuntarily.

"You okay, dude?" Tim asks, looking at me with concern.

"Yeah, just a — a leg cramp," I lie, as Sydney's mouth continues its assault on my senses. She's bobbing her head now, up and down in a steady rhythm, her lips tight around my shaft. Each downward movement ends with a lewd slurping sound that has my balls tightening.

"You should stretch more before practice," Tim suggests, oblivious to the fact that his stepmom is eagerly sucking my cock just feet away from him. "Coach is always saying you don't warm up enough."

I nod, not trusting my voice as Sydney picks up the pace. Her hand grips the base of my shaft, working in tandem with her mouth. She's using her spit as lube, making everything wet and sloppy. The sounds are getting louder – slurping, sucking, gagging as she takes me deeper.

"So, uh, how about those new jerseys?" I ask desperately, trying to keep the conversation going while Sydney continues her relentless oral assault.

Tim launches into a critique of the new uniform design, giving me a momentary reprieve from having to speak. I risk a glance down, lifting the tablecloth slightly. The sight nearly makes me come on the spot. Sydney is looking up at me, her eyes watering as my cock stretches her lips wide. Her makeup is starting to smear, mascara running slightly at the corners of her eyes. She winks at me – actually fucking winks – and then does something I never expected.

She takes a deep breath through her nose and then swallows my entire length.

My cock slides all the way down her throat, her nose pressing against my pubic bone, her lips touching my balls. The sensation is mind-blowing – tight, wet heat encasing every inch of me. I can feel her throat muscles contracting around my head, massaging it in ways I've only dreamed about.

"—don't you think, Tyler?" Tim's voice breaks through my pleasure-induced haze.

"Huh? Oh, yeah, definitely," I agree, having no idea what I'm agreeing to.

Sydney slowly pulls back, her lips dragging along my shaft, before plunging back down again. She's deepthroating me repeatedly now, each time taking me all the way to the base. Her throat bulges slightly with each downward motion, accommodating my thickness. The sight is obscene and so fucking hot I can barely stand it.

"You seem distracted," John observes, looking at me curiously. "Long day of practice got you tired?"

Sydney chooses that moment to gargle on my cock, the vibrations shooting up my spine like electricity. She's making wet, choking sounds as she forces my length down her throat over and over.

"Yeah, pretty wiped out," I manage to say, my voice tight. "Tim and I were throwing for hours."

Sydney's hand cups my balls, rolling them gently between her fingers as she continues to suck me off. Her other hand grips my thigh for leverage, nails digging into my skin through my shorts. The slight pain mixed with the incredible pleasure of her mouth has me teetering on the edge.

"Well, make sure you get enough rest tonight," John says in a fatherly tone. "Growing boys need their sleep."

If only he knew what his wife was doing to this "growing boy" right under his nose. The thought adds an extra thrill, making my cock pulse in Sydney's eager mouth.

She senses I'm close. Her movements become more purposeful, more determined. She's slurping loudly now, obscenely, her mouth making wet sucking sounds with each bob of her head. Her tongue lashes against the sensitive underside of my cock, focusing on that spot just beneath the head that drives me crazy.

"I — I will," I stammer, my thighs starting to tremble. I'm so close. So fucking close.

Sydney takes me deep one more time, her throat constricting around my head, and that's all it takes. My orgasm hits me like a freight train, my vision blurring at the edges as pleasure explodes through my body.

"Fuck," I whisper, disguising it as a cough when Tim looks at me.

My cock pulses violently, shooting rope after rope of hot cum directly down Sydney's throat. She doesn't pull back, doesn't even flinch. She takes it all, swallowing eagerly as I empty myself into her mouth. My hips jerk slightly with each pulse, and I have to grip the table to keep from bucking up into her face.

The intensity of coming while maintaining a conversation, of having to hide my pleasure, makes the orgasm even more powerful. It feels like it goes on forever, wave after wave of ecstasy washing over me as Sydney milks every last drop from my twitching cock.

When I'm finally spent, my body slumps slightly in the chair, a thin sheen of sweat on my forehead. I'm still riding the high of my orgasm when I feel Sydney's mouth close around my softening cock one last time. Under the table, hidden from view, she pulls back slightly and does something I've only ever seen in porn — she parts her lips just enough to show me the pool of cum sitting on her tongue. Then, with deliberate slowness, she blows a small bubble with it, the white froth expanding slightly before she closes her lips and swallows with an exaggerated movement of her throat. Holy fuck. Tim's stepmom just swallowed my load and played with it first.

My dick twitches weakly, trying to rally for another round despite having just erupted down her throat. Sydney notices and smiles around my shaft, planting soft, wet kisses along the length, from base to tip. Her tongue darts out, lapping up any remaining drops of cum like it's fucking ice cream melting on a cone. Each gentle touch of her lips sends aftershocks of pleasure through my spent body.

"So we're thinking about hitting the lake tomorrow," Tim says, completely oblivious to what his stepmom is doing. "Weather's supposed to be perfect."

"Sounds good," I manage to reply, my voice only slightly strained as Sydney gives my cock one final, lingering kiss before tucking it carefully back into my shorts and zipping me up.

I hear her collecting her napkin, and then she's sliding out from under the table, gracefully returning to her seat as if she'd just been retrieving a dropped utensil. Her hair is slightly mussed, her lipstick smudged at the corners, but otherwise, she looks remarkably composed for someone who just deepthroated her stepson's best friend under the dinner table.

"Sorry about that," Sydney says breezily, smoothing her hair. "So clumsy of me."

My heart is still hammering in my chest, my body buzzing with residual pleasure. I take a long drink of water, trying to ground myself in reality again. Did that really just fucking happen? Did I really just get the best blowjob of my life while carrying on a conversation with my best friend and his dad?

"You okay, Tyler?" John asks, eyeing me with concern. "You look a little flushed."

"I'm fine," I say quickly. "Just, uh, the chicken's a bit spicy."

Sydney snorts softly into her wine glass, her eyes meeting mine over the rim. There's a glint of mischief there, a silent acknowledgment of our shared secret. She licks her lips slowly, deliberately, and I know she's tasting me. The thought makes my spent cock stir again.

"I didn't make it spicy," she says innocently. "But it can be... intense... if you're not used to it."

Tim rolls his eyes. "Can you two stop talking about the chicken? It's just chicken."

If only he knew what we were really talking about. Sydney's foot finds mine under the table, giving it a gentle nudge. When I look at her, she subtly runs her tongue over her bottom lip again, her meaning crystal clear: she enjoyed her appetizer and wants more.

"Actually," Sydney says, pushing her plate away, "I think I'm done. Not very hungry tonight."

John looks at her half-full plate with surprise. "You've barely touched your food. Are you feeling alright?"

Sydney dabs at the corner of her mouth with her napkin, catching a small bit of... something... that I'm pretty sure isn't food. "I'm fine. I just had a... milkshake earlier. Filled me right up."

I nearly choke on my water, coughing violently as Tim thumps me on the back.

"Dude, seriously, are you okay?" Tim asks, looking genuinely concerned now.

"Wrong pipe again," I wheeze, my eyes watering as I try to regain my composure.

Sydney stands, gathering her plate. "I'll just put this away for later. You boys enjoy the rest of your dinner." She walks toward the kitchen, her hips swaying slightly more than necessary. At the doorway, she turns back, making sure only I can see her face, and runs her tongue slowly over her lips one more time before disappearing into the kitchen.

"Your stepmom is a really good cook," I tell Tim, desperate to say something normal.

"Yeah, she's alright," Tim shrugs, clearly not appreciating Sydney's skills the way I now do. "Dad got lucky when he married her. Our old microwave dinners weren't cutting it."

John laughs, nodding in agreement. "Best decision I ever made. She's got many... talents."

If he only knew. I smile weakly, focusing on my food even though my appetite for chicken is completely gone. My body still feels electric, buzzing with the afterglow of what just happened and the anticipation of what might come next.

We finish dinner, talking about football and the upcoming lake trip, but my mind is elsewhere. Every few minutes, I glance toward the kitchen, hoping for another glimpse of Sydney, but she doesn't return. After helping clear the dishes, Tim suggests we play some video games in his room, and I follow him upstairs, my legs still slightly wobbly.

We're halfway through our second game of Madden when my phone buzzes in my pocket. I wait until Tim is focused on selecting his next play before checking it.

Unknown number: Midnight. My bedroom. Bring your appetite. I'm craving a late-night snack.

My heart skips a beat. There's only one person that could be from. I quickly save the number under "S" and type back a simple "OK" before shoving the phone back in my pocket, my pulse racing.

"Dude, who's texting you this late?" Tim asks, not looking away from the screen.

"Just my mom," I lie, trying to keep my voice casual. "Making sure I'm behaving myself."

Tim snorts. "As if you ever get into trouble. You're the golden boy, remember?"

If he knew what I'd just done with his stepmom, if he knew what I was planning to do at midnight, he'd never call me the golden boy again. But as I sit there, pretending to focus on the game, all I can think about is Sydney — the taste of her lips, the feel of her mouth around my cock, the way she swallowed every drop of my cum. And now she wants more.

Midnight can't come soon enough.


Chapter 3

The digital clock on Tim's nightstand reads 11:58 when I finally hear his breathing deepen into sleep. I've been lying here for what feels like forever, pretending to be out cold while my heart hammers against my ribs. Now's my chance. I slip out of the guest bed, careful not to make a sound as my feet hit the carpeted floor. My cock is already half-hard, tenting my basketball shorts as I think about what — who — is waiting for me. I ease Tim's door open just enough to slip through, then pad silently down the darkened hallway toward Sydney's bedroom, my pulse thundering in my ears.

The house is quiet, just the soft hum of the air conditioning and the distant tick of a clock. I reach Sydney's door and hesitate, my hand on the knob. This is so fucked up. I'm about to sneak into my best friend's parents' bedroom to hook up with his stepmom while his dad sleeps next to her. If I get caught... Jesus. But my cock doesn't care about consequences. It's straining against my shorts, demanding that I open that door.

I turn the knob slowly, wincing at the soft click as the latch releases. The door swings open on silent hinges, revealing the dimly lit bedroom beyond. A small lamp on Sydney's side of the bed casts a warm glow across the room. I slip inside and close the door behind me with a barely audible click.

My eyes adjust to the low light, and I see them in the king-sized bed. John is on the far side, his back to the center, his breathing deep and regular. Sydney lies on her back, her face turned toward the door as if she's been waiting for me. Her eyes are closed, but a small smile plays at the corners of her mouth. She's wearing a silky robe, loosely tied at the waist, one smooth leg exposed where the fabric has fallen open.

I approach the bed, my heart in my throat. This is insane. This is fucking insane. But I can't stop myself. I reach the edge of the bed and stand there for a moment, just looking at her. In the soft lamplight, Sydney's skin glows like honey. Her chest rises and falls with each breath, the movement causing the robe to shift slightly, offering tantalizing glimpses of what lies beneath.

Carefully, so fucking carefully, I reach out and tug at the belt of her robe. The silky material slides easily, the knot coming undone with a gentle pull. The robe falls open, revealing her naked body underneath. Holy shit. My cock throbs painfully at the sight.

Sydney's breasts are even more perfect than I imagined — full and round with dark nipples that pucker in the cool air. Her waist curves inward before flaring out to generous hips, and between her slightly parted thighs, I can see the neatly trimmed patch of hair above her pussy. My mouth goes dry. This can't be real.

I lean down, my heart pounding so loud I'm sure it'll wake John. My lips brush against the soft skin of Sydney's neck, planting gentle kisses along the curve of her throat. I move lower, my mouth finding her breast, tongue circling her nipple before taking it between my lips. She tastes faintly of vanilla, her skin soft and warm under my tongue.

My hand slides down her body, tracing the curve of her waist, the flare of her hip, before coming to rest between her thighs. I cup her pussy, feeling the heat radiating from her core. My fingers press lightly, exploring her folds, finding her already wet. Fuck, she's been waiting for this.

Sydney stirs, a soft moan escaping her lips as her eyes flutter open. She looks up at me, her gaze heavy with desire, a slow smile spreading across her face.

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

"Couldn't stay away," I murmur against her skin, my fingers still teasing her pussy. "Been thinking about this all night."

Sydney's hand finds the back of my neck, pulling me up to her face. Our lips meet in a hungry kiss, her mouth opening to let my tongue slide inside. She tastes like wine and something sweeter, something uniquely her. My tongue explores her mouth as my fingers continue to work between her legs, finding her clit and circling it slowly.

Her other hand slides down my chest, my abs, until she's gripping my cock through my shorts. "I want this," she breathes against my lips. "I want you."

I glance nervously at John, still sleeping peacefully just feet away. "He's a heavy sleeper," Sydney whispers, following my gaze. "Takes pills. Nothing wakes him up."

That's all the reassurance I need. I grind against her, my hard cock pressing into her thigh as I kiss her deeply. "You're such a fucking slut," I whisper in her ear, the dirty talk spilling out before I can stop it. "Sucking me off under the table while your husband sat right there. Bet you loved it, didn't you? Bet you got so wet."

Sydney moans softly, her hand squeezing my cock through the fabric. "Yes," she hisses. "Loved having your big cock in my mouth. Loved the taste of your cum."

"Fucking whore," I growl, nipping at her earlobe. "Bet you've been thinking about this all night. Bet your pussy's soaking wet just thinking about my cock."

"See for yourself," she challenges, spreading her legs wider.

I slip my fingers between her folds, finding her slick and ready. "Fuck, you are wet," I murmur, grinding harder against her. "Such a nasty slut."

She moans again, louder this time, and I glance nervously at John. He doesn't stir.

"Shh," I warn, even as my fingers slide deeper into her pussy. "Don't want to wake your husband."

"Then give me something to keep my mouth busy," Sydney purrs, tugging at my shorts.

I stand up long enough to shuck them off, my cock springing free, hard and ready. Sydney's eyes widen appreciatively, her tongue darting out to wet her lips. I climb back onto the bed, straddling her chest, my knees on either side of her ribs.

"You want this cock again?" I ask, holding my shaft just inches from her face.

"God, yes," she breathes, reaching for me.

I pull back slightly. "Not in your mouth. Not yet." I position myself over her chest, laying my cock in the valley between her breasts. "I want to fuck these perfect tits first."

Sydney's smile is wicked as she pushes her breasts together, creating a tight channel for my cock. I begin to thrust, sliding my shaft between the soft mounds of flesh. The feeling is incredible — different from her mouth, but no less amazing. The head of my cock pokes out from between her breasts with each forward thrust, and Sydney dips her chin, letting her tongue flick across the sensitive tip.

"Fuck," I groan, keeping my voice low. "That feels so good."

"You like fucking my tits, baby?" Sydney whispers, squeezing her breasts tighter around my shaft. "You like using me while my husband sleeps right next to us?"

The taboo nature of what we're doing only makes it hotter. Each thrust brings my cock to her waiting lips, and each time, she plants a wet, sloppy kiss on the head. Her saliva makes the channel between her breasts slicker, allowing me to pump faster, harder.

"Dirty fucking slut," I grunt, my balls slapping against her chest with each thrust. "This is what you wanted, isn't it? To corrupt your stepson's best friend?"

"Yes," she hisses, her tongue swirling around the head of my cock as it emerges from between her tits. "Wanted this big young cock. Wanted to feel you use me."

I pick up the pace, fucking her tits with more urgency now. Her breasts jiggle with each impact, the flesh rippling in the most erotic way. Every time my cock head pokes through, Sydney's waiting mouth gives it a wet kiss, sometimes sucking the tip briefly before I pull back for another thrust.

"Your tits are fucking perfect," I tell her, my voice strained with pleasure. "Made for my cock."

"They're all yours, baby," she purrs, squeezing them tighter around my shaft. "Use them. Use me."

The sight of my cock disappearing between her perfect breasts, the feel of her soft flesh wrapped around my shaft, the wet kisses she plants on the head with each thrust — it's almost too much. Pre-cum leaks from my tip, and Sydney eagerly licks it away, moaning softly at the taste.

"Such a good little cocksucker," I growl, thrusting faster. "Bet you love the taste of my pre-cum, don't you?"

"Mmm, yes," she whispers, her tongue darting out to catch another drop. "Can't get enough of it."

My hips move faster, my cock sliding smoothly between her tits now, the head glistening with her saliva and my pre-cum. The wet sounds of our sex seem impossibly loud in the quiet room, but John continues to sleep, completely unaware that his wife is being used just inches away.

Titty-fucking Sydney is amazing, but my cock craves more. I need to be inside her, need to feel her pussy wrapped around me. I shift my position, moving down her body until I'm kneeling between her spread legs. Her pussy glistens in the dim light, wet and ready for me. I grip my shaft, guiding the head to her entrance, teasing her by rubbing it up and down her slick folds. Sydney bites her lip, her eyes locked on mine, silently begging me to fill her. With her husband sleeping just inches away, I position my cock at her opening and push forward, watching her face as I enter her for the first time.

"Fuck," I hiss through clenched teeth as her tight heat envelops me. She's so wet, so ready, but still snug around my girth. I push deeper, inch by agonizing inch, watching her mouth fall open in a silent gasp as I stretch her.

"God, you're big," she whispers, her hands gripping my biceps, nails digging into my skin. "Bigger than —" She cuts herself off, glancing at her sleeping husband, but I know what she was going to say.

The knowledge that I'm bigger than John, that I'm giving his wife something he can't, fuels a primal part of me. I thrust forward hard, burying myself to the hilt in one smooth motion. Sydney gasps, her back arching off the bed, her pussy clenching around me like a vise.

I don't give her time to adjust. I pull back until just the head remains inside her, then slam forward again. The bed creaks beneath us, the sound seemingly amplified in the quiet room. I freeze, looking over at John, but his breathing remains deep and regular. Those sleeping pills must be fucking strong.

Emboldened, I begin to move in earnest, establishing a rough, aggressive rhythm that has Sydney biting her lip to keep from crying out. My hips snap forward with each thrust, driving my cock deep into her welcoming heat. Her pussy is perfect — tight, wet, gripping me in all the right ways.

"Take it," I growl in her ear, my voice low and rough. "Take this young cock."

Sydney's legs wrap around my waist, her ankles locking behind my back, pulling me deeper with each thrust. Her hands roam over my back, feeling the muscles flex and strain as I pound into her. The position allows me to go even deeper, hitting spots that make her eyes roll back in her head.

I'm lost in the rhythm of fucking Sydney, her pussy clenching around my cock with each thrust, when I hear a groan that doesn't come from either of us. My blood turns to ice as I see movement from the other side of the bed. John is stirring, his body shifting beneath the covers, his head turning toward us. In the dim light, I can see his eyes blinking open, struggling to focus through the haze of sleep medication. He's waking up. He's fucking waking up while I'm balls deep in his wife. I should stop. I should pull out and run. But Sydney's pussy feels too good, and some fucked up part of me doesn't want to stop.

I slow my thrusts but don't pull out, watching as John's heavy eyelids lift. His gaze is unfocused, cloudy with sleep and medication. He squints, trying to make sense of the shapes moving beside him. Sydney freezes beneath me, her nails digging into my arms, but I can't stop completely. I keep my hips moving in slow, shallow thrusts, my cock sliding in and out of her tight heat as her husband watches through drug-addled eyes.

"Syd?" John's voice is thick, slurred. "Wha's happening?"

My heart hammers in my chest, adrenaline mixing with lust in a potent cocktail that makes my cock throb inside Sydney. I should be terrified, but instead, I'm even more turned on. I push deeper into Sydney, making her gasp softly.

"Nothing, honey," Sydney replies, her voice remarkably steady despite the fact that I'm still fucking her. "Just doing some stretches. My back was bothering me."

John blinks slowly, his gaze sliding over to me. "Tyler? What're you...?"

"He's just helping me stretch," Sydney cuts in smoothly. "You know how my lower back gets. Tyler knows this special technique from his sports training."

I'm amazed at how quick she is, how easily the lie rolls off her tongue. More amazed that I'm still inside her, still feeling her pussy grip my cock as she speaks to her husband.

John stares at us for a moment longer, his eyes struggling to focus. Then he grunts, seemingly accepting the explanation. "Okay. Don't... don't hurt yourself," he mumbles, already drifting back to sleep. He rolls over, presenting his back to us once more, his breathing quickly returning to the deep, regular rhythm of sleep.

Holy. Fucking. Shit.

Sydney and I lock eyes, a moment of shared disbelief passing between us. Then her lips curl into a wicked smile, and she squeezes her pussy around my cock, reminding me of what we were doing.

"That was close," she whispers, her eyes dancing with mischief. "Now, where were we?"

The danger of almost getting caught, the thrill of John seeing us but not understanding, sends a surge of adrenaline through my body. I pull back and slam into Sydney with renewed vigor, making her bite her lip to stifle a cry.

"You fucking loved that, didn't you?" I growl in her ear, my hips picking up speed. "Almost getting caught. Your husband seeing you take my cock. You're such a filthy slut."

"Yes," she hisses, her legs tightening around my waist. "God, yes. Don't stop."

I pound into her harder now, all restraint gone. The bed shakes beneath us, the headboard thumping against the wall, but I don't care anymore. Let John wake up again. Let him see what his wife really is — a cock-hungry whore who can't get enough of her stepson's friend.

Sydney's pussy is soaked, making obscene wet sounds with each thrust. My balls slap against her ass, adding to the lewd symphony of our fucking. Her hands roam over my body, feeling the muscles of my chest, my arms, my back as I continue to drive into her.

"Gonna cum," I warn her, feeling the familiar tightening in my balls. "Gonna fill this pussy up."

"No," Sydney gasps, her eyes wild with lust. "On my face. I want you to cum on my face."

Fuck. That's even hotter. I increase my pace, my hips a blur as I chase my release. Sydney's pussy clenches around me, her inner walls rippling along my shaft as if trying to milk the cum from my balls.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck," I chant under my breath, feeling my orgasm building. "Gonna cum all over your pretty face."

"Yes," Sydney moans, her hands gripping my ass, pulling me deeper. "Mark me. Make me yours."

Those words push me over the edge. With a final, deep thrust, I pull out of Sydney's tight heat, my cock glistening with her juices. I scramble up her body, positioning myself over her face, my hand furiously jerking my slick shaft.

"Open your mouth," I command, and Sydney obeys, her eyes locked on mine as she parts her lips eagerly.

My orgasm hits me like a freight train, pleasure exploding from the base of my spine and shooting through my entire body. My cock pulses violently in my hand as the first rope of cum shoots out, landing across Sydney's cheek and nose. I aim the second jet at her open mouth, watching as it lands on her tongue and lips. More spurts follow, covering her forehead, her other cheek, dripping down to her chin. I paint her face with my seed, marking her as mine while her husband sleeps just inches away.

Sydney moans softly as my cum covers her face, her tongue darting out to lick what she can reach. She looks so fucking hot, so debauched with my cum dripping down her cheeks, that my cock twitches, trying to produce more despite having just emptied itself.

"That's right," I pant, milking the last few drops onto her lips. "Take it all. Wear my cum on your face."

Sydney smiles up at me, looking utterly wrecked and completely satisfied. A drop of cum slides down her cheek toward the pillow, and I catch it with my finger, pushing it back up.

"Don't clean it off," I tell her, my voice low and commanding. "Sleep with my cum on your face. Let it dry there while you lie next to your husband."

Her eyes widen at the command, but she nods, a small moan escaping her cum-covered lips.

"And tomorrow morning," I continue, emboldened by her submission, "I want you to wake me up with your mouth on my cock. Understand? This is just the beginning. I'm going to be fucking you all weekend."

"Yes," she whispers, her eyes glazed with lust. "Whatever you want."

I climb off her carefully, making sure not to disturb John. I tuck my softening cock back into my shorts and look down at Sydney one more time. She's a vision of debauchery — her robe open, her body flushed from our fucking, her face covered in my cum. She looks thoroughly used, thoroughly satisfied, and eager for more.

"Goodnight, Sydney," I whisper, leaning down to plant a kiss on the one clean spot on her forehead. "Sweet dreams."

I slip out of their bedroom as silently as I entered, carefully closing the door behind me. In the hallway, I take a deep breath, my legs slightly wobbly from the intensity of what just happened. I make my way back to Tim's room, where he's still sleeping soundly, completely unaware that I just fucked his stepmom.

As I slide back into the guest bed, my mind is already racing with possibilities for tomorrow. Sydney on her knees in the shower. Bent over the kitchen counter while Tim and John are out by the pool. Riding me in the guest room while everyone else is watching a movie downstairs.

This weekend just got a whole lot more interesting. And it's only Friday night. We've got two more days — two more nights — ahead of us. My cock stirs at the thought, already eager for round two.

I close my eyes, a satisfied smile on my face, and drift off to sleep, dreaming of Sydney's lips wrapped around my cock, waking me to another day of secret, illicit pleasure.
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