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Chapter 1

The football spirals through the air, a perfect arc against the clear blue sky. I track it with my eyes, feeling my muscles tense in anticipation as I launch myself upward, hands outstretched. The pigskin slaps against my palms with a satisfying thud, and I tuck it against my chest as I land, my cleats digging into the soft grass of Pedro's front yard.

"Nice catch, Tyler!" Pedro shouts, his dark hair slick with sweat. "Varsity's got nothing on us this year."

I grin, feeling that familiar rush of pride. Being the star quarterback has its perks, and hearing praise never gets old, even from my best friend. The sun beats down on my shoulders, and I can feel sweat trickling down my spine, soaking the back of my practice jersey.

"Your turn to show off," I call back, planting my feet and launching the ball toward him with a flick of my wrist. The football cuts through the air like a missile, spinning tight and fast.

Pedro leaps up, snatching it one-handed before tumbling dramatically onto the grass. He's always been a showboat, but that's what makes practice with him so damn fun. We've been teammates since freshman year, but this weekend at his place feels different somehow. Maybe because we're both finally eighteen, seniors, kings of the school.

"Still can't believe it's our last season," Pedro says, pushing himself up and brushing grass from his shorts. His chest heaves slightly from exertion. "Feels like yesterday we were just freshmen trying to make the team. And now we’re both eighteen."

I nod, memories flooding back of those early days — the bruises, the drills, the constant fear of getting cut. "And now we're the ones the freshmen are scared of." I flex my bicep jokingly, but there's no denying the definition there. Years of training has sculpted my body into a machine, something I've noticed the cheerleaders appreciating more and more lately.

"Speak for yourself, Brady." Pedro tosses the ball back, a perfect spiral that hits me square in the chest. "You're the one they're all drooling over. Quarterback privilege, man."

I catch the ball and roll my eyes, but I can't help the smirk that forms on my lips. "Not my fault if I've got the arm and the looks." My confidence isn't just for show — I've earned it on and off the field. And yeah, I've noticed the way girls look at me in the hallways. Hard not to.

"Eighteen and already too full of yourself," Pedro laughs, shaking his head. "Speaking of which, Mom made a cake last night. Said it was for both our birthdays, even though mine was two months ago."

"Your mom's cool like that," I say, thinking about Pedro's mother. Eva Hayek isn't like the other moms. She's... different. A total MILF. Younger-looking. Always smiling at me in a way that makes my stomach flip. I push the thought away, focusing on the game instead.

I fake a throw, then tuck the ball and rush toward Pedro, who tries to block me. Our bodies collide, muscles against muscles, and I feel that competitive fire ignite in my veins. I may be staying at his house for the weekend, but that doesn't mean I'll go easy on him.

"Too slow!" I laugh, spinning around him and sprinting toward the makeshift end zone we've marked with his mom's garden gnomes. The grass is soft beneath my feet, and I can hear Pedro's heavy breathing as he chases after me.

"No fair, Brady! You're supposed to throw it!" he shouts, but there's laughter in his voice.

I spike the ball dramatically when I reach the end zone, turning to face him with my arms raised in victory. "All's fair in love and football, bro!"

Pedro reaches me, slightly out of breath. "You're such a show-off. Lucky it's just practice, or Coach would have your ass for that stunt."

"Coach loves me," I remind him, collecting the ball. The sun is high overhead now, beating down mercilessly. My jersey clings to my chest, soaked through with sweat, and I can feel rivulets running down my temples. "Besides, being unpredictable is what makes me the best."

"The best at being a pain in my ass, maybe." Pedro wipes his brow with the back of his hand. "Hard to believe we're actually adults now. Both eighteen and still acting like we're twelve."

"That's the best part about it," I say, tossing the ball from hand to hand. "All the freedom, none of the responsibility. Yet." The thought of college scouts watching our games this season sends a jolt of both excitement and anxiety through me. This is my year to shine, to secure my future.

"You think about where you're going next year?" Pedro asks, as if reading my mind. "Coach says you could get offers from some big schools."

I shrug, trying to seem casual even though the question has been keeping me up at night. "Wherever offers the best scholarship. Gotta play the field, you know?" I wink at the double entendre.

"Always thinking with your dick," Pedro laughs, shaking his head. "Some things never change."

"Hey, I'm a growing boy with needs," I joke, but there's truth in it. The older I get, the more those needs seem to consume my thoughts. Especially late at night, when I'm alone with nothing but my imagination and my right hand.

We throw the ball back and forth a few more times, talking about the upcoming season, the parties we'll hit, the girls we've got our eyes on. The usual stuff. But the heat is getting intense, and my shirt is practically a second skin at this point.

"Dude, I'm dying out here," I finally say, catching the ball one last time before tucking it under my arm. Sweat drips into my eyes, stinging slightly. "Think I need to hit the shower before I melt."

Pedro nods, looking equally drenched. "Yeah, go ahead. I promised Mom I'd help her with something in the backyard anyway. Just don't use all the hot water, jackass."

"No promises," I reply with a grin, already heading toward the house. The prospect of cool water running over my overheated skin is too tempting to resist. Little do I know, the shower is going to be the least interesting part of my afternoon.

I tug my sweat-soaked jersey over my head as I walk down the hallway, the cool air hitting my bare chest like a welcome relief. My muscles flex automatically, the result of years of training and discipline. The fabric of my football jersey clings to my fingers before I manage to peel it away completely, revealing the hard planes of my abs and the defined V that disappears into my shorts. I run a hand through my damp hair, looking forward to that shower more than ever.

The hardwood floor feels cool beneath my feet as I make my way toward the bathroom. I can't help but glance at my reflection in the hallway mirror — broad shoulders, biceps that bulge with each movement, chest that's become the envy of guys in the locker room. Football has been good to me, sculpting my teenage body into something that looks more like a men's fitness magazine cover than your average high school senior.

As I turn the corner, my body freezes mid-step. Holy shit.

Eva Hayek stands before me, and my mouth goes instantly dry. Pedro's mom is wearing nothing but a tiny bikini that seems to be fighting a losing battle against her curves. The thin fabric of her top struggles to contain breasts that are full and round, the kind I've only seen in my late-night internet searches. They're pushed up and together, creating a deep valley of cleavage that my eyes can't help but fall into.

"Tyler," she purrs, her voice like honey, rich and sweet. "I didn't see you there."

But she doesn't move to cover herself or step back. Instead, she remains perfectly still, allowing — maybe even encouraging — my hungry gaze to drink in every inch of her.

Her skin is a flawless golden bronze, stretched taut over curves that would make a supermodel jealous. For a woman of forty, Eva Hayek defies all logic. She’s a total MILF… a Latina MILF. Her body could easily belong to one of the college girls I fantasize about — tight waist flaring into generous hips, long legs that seem to go on forever. But it's her face that truly stops my heart. Full, pouty lips painted a glossy red. High cheekbones that catch the light. And those eyes — dark, mysterious pools that seem to see right through me, reading every dirty thought racing through my teenage mind.

"Sorry, Mrs. Hayek," I stammer, suddenly aware that I'm standing half-naked in front of my best friend's mom. "I was just heading to the shower."

"Eva," she corrects me, her tongue darting out to wet her lower lip in a way that sends blood rushing south. "I've told you before to call me Eva."

My cock twitches in my shorts, and I silently pray she doesn't notice the growing bulge. But the way her eyes flicker downward for just a second tells me my prayers are going unanswered.

"Right. Eva." The name feels intimate on my tongue, forbidden somehow.

She takes a step closer, and I catch a whiff of her perfume — something exotic and expensive that makes my head swim. "My goodness, Tyler," she says, her eyes roaming over my bare chest with undisguised appreciation. "You've grown so much since last summer."

Her hand reaches out, fingers lightly brushing against my shoulder in a touch that's too lingering to be casual. My skin burns where she makes contact.

"Football," I explain, my voice embarrassingly husky. "Lots of training."

"It shows." Her gaze is hungry, almost predatory. "Those muscles... you must have girls lined up around the block."

I swallow hard, my throat suddenly dry as the desert. "Not really."

"Liar," she teases, her fingers trailing down my arm now, feeling the hard curve of my bicep. "A boy like you? I bet every cheerleader at your school has your name written in her diary."

The touch of her fingers sends electricity shooting through my body, straight to my groin. I shift uncomfortably, trying to hide my growing erection.

"They're not really my type," I manage to say, surprising myself with my boldness.

Her eyebrow arches, perfect and questioning. "Oh? And what is your type, Tyler?"

The way she says my name — drawing out each syllable like she's tasting it — makes my cock throb painfully against the confines of my shorts. I'm standing in the hallway with my best friend's mom, sporting a hard-on that could drill through concrete, and all I can think about is how her bikini bottom would look on his bedroom floor.

"I like..." I hesitate, heat flooding my face. "Women who know what they want."

Her laugh is low and musical, sending another jolt straight to my groin. "Well, aren't you full of surprises?" Her eyes hold mine, the tension between us thickening. "You know, if I were one of those high school cheerleaders," she says, her voice dropping to a whisper, "I wouldn't just write your name in my diary."

She leans in closer, and I can feel her breath on my neck as she continues, "I'd be all over you, quarterback. Every. Single. Day."

My breath catches in my throat. Is this really happening? Is my best friend's smoking hot mom actually flirting with me? My cock answers before my brain can, straining against my shorts in a way that must be obvious now.

"But I'm not a cheerleader," Eva continues, her eyes dark with something I'm afraid to name. "I'm just a bored housewife who appreciates a young man who knows the value of... physical fitness."

Before I can respond — before I can even process what's happening — she steps back, breaking the spell. "Enjoy your shower, Tyler," she says, her voice back to normal, though her eyes still smolder. "You've certainly earned it after all that... exertion in the yard."

She turns then, walking away toward her bedroom at the end of the hall. Her hips sway hypnotically with each step, the tiny bikini bottom revealing the perfect globes of her ass. It's like watching poetry in motion, each step deliberate and seductive. I stand rooted to the spot, unable to look away from the mesmerizing rhythm of her body.

When she reaches her door, she glances back over her shoulder, catching me staring. Instead of being offended, a slow, knowing smile spreads across her face. She disappears into her room, but the door doesn't close completely behind her. It remains ajar, just enough to be an invitation rather than an accident.

I stand frozen in the hallway, heart pounding, cock throbbing, and mind racing with possibilities I never dared consider until now.

I should walk away. I should head straight to the bathroom, take that cold shower, and forget the way Eva looked at me. But my feet have other ideas. They carry me toward her bedroom door like they've got a mind of their own, each step silent against the carpeted hallway. My heart hammers against my ribs, blood rushing in my ears as I approach the partially open door. This is so fucked up — she's Pedro's mom, for Christ's sake — but I can't stop myself. I need to see more of her.

The gap in the doorway is narrow, maybe three inches wide. I hesitate, swallowing hard as my conscience makes one last feeble attempt to pull me back. What if Pedro finds out? What if Carlos — Pedro’s dad — walks in? But my throbbing cock doesn't give a shit about consequences, and right now, it's doing all the thinking.

I lean forward, positioning my eye at the crack, and my breath catches in my throat. Holy. Fucking. Shit.

Eva lies sprawled across her king-sized bed, her bikini discarded on the floor like an afterthought. She's completely naked, her golden skin glowing against the white sheets. Her legs are spread wide, knees bent, giving me a perfect view of her pussy — pink, glistening, and freshly waxed. One hand kneads her breast, fingers pinching and rolling her nipple until it stands erect. Her other hand works between her legs, two fingers sliding in and out of her wet opening while her thumb circles her clit in rhythmic motions.

My cock jumps in my shorts, straining painfully against the fabric. I've seen MILF porn — plenty of it — but nothing compares to the real thing. Nothing compares to watching a woman like Eva pleasuring herself, her body responding to her own touch in ways that make my mouth water and my dick ache.

Her head is thrown back, exposing the elegant line of her throat. Soft moans escape her lips, each one sending a jolt straight to my groin. Her hips rock against her hand, seeking more pressure, more friction. Her breasts — those perfect, full tits that put every girl at my school to shame — bounce slightly with each movement, hypnotizing me.

"Fuck," I whisper, so quietly I can barely hear it myself. But I feel the word, feel it rip from somewhere deep inside me as my hand moves instinctively to my crotch. I palm my erection through my shorts, squeezing and rubbing, desperate for relief.

It's not enough. Before I can stop myself, I'm yanking down the waistband of my shorts, freeing my cock. It springs up, rock hard and already leaking pre-cum from the tip. I wrap my fingers around the shaft, giving it a slow, firm stroke from base to head.

God, I'm so fucking hard it almost hurts. The sight of Eva fingering herself, the soft squelching sounds of her wet pussy, the way her body writhes on the bed — it's all too much. My hand moves faster, gripping tighter as I imagine what it would be like to feel her mouth around me instead.

In my mind, Eva is on her knees before me, those full red lips stretched wide around my cock. I picture her looking up at me with those dark, seductive eyes as she takes me deeper, her tongue swirling around the head before she swallows me whole. My fantasy Eva hollows her cheeks, sucking hard as she bobs her head up and down my length. I can almost feel the warm, wet heat of her mouth, the slight scrape of teeth along my sensitive skin, the way she'd moan around my shaft, sending vibrations through my entire body.

"Fuck, Eva," I whisper, my hand pumping faster now, matching the rhythm of her fingers as they plunge in and out of her pussy. My free hand braces against the doorframe for support as my knees weaken with building pleasure. In my mind, I'm fucking her mouth, my hands tangled in her black hair as I guide her head, pushing my cock deeper down her throat until she gags around it.

I'm so lost in my fantasy, so consumed by the sight of Eva pleasuring herself, that I don't immediately register when her movements slow. It's only when the rhythmic motion of her fingers stops completely that reality crashes back in.

Her eyes are open.

And they're staring directly at me.

Time freezes as our gazes lock. My hand stills on my cock, but I don't — can't — let go or step back. I'm caught, literally with my pants down, jerking off while watching my best friend's mother masturbate.

Eva's expression changes in slow motion — surprise, then understanding, and finally, something that makes my cock twitch in my frozen grip: desire. Her lips curve into a smile that can only be described as wicked. Her tongue darts out, wetting her lower lip in a gesture so deliberately seductive that I nearly cum then and there.

She doesn't scream. Doesn't cover herself. Doesn't tell me to get the fuck out.

Instead, her eyes drift downward, taking in the sight of my exposed cock, still gripped in my hand. Her smile widens appreciatively, and I swear I see her pupils dilate with hunger.

The spell breaks. Shame and embarrassment flood through me like ice water, even as my body still burns with want. I stumble backward, nearly tripping over my own feet in my haste to retreat. My face feels like it's on fire, my cheeks burning as I yank up my shorts, tucking my still-hard cock away as best I can.

I turn and flee down the hallway, my heart threatening to explode from my chest. What the fuck just happened? What was I thinking? This isn't some porn scenario — this is real life, and I just got caught spying on and jerking off to my best friend's mom.

But even as panic and humiliation swirl through me, one image remains burned into my brain: Eva's smile when she saw me watching her. That wasn't the smile of someone offended or disgusted.

That was the smile of a predator who just spotted her prey.


Chapter 2

"Pass the potatoes, would you, Tyler?" Carlos asks, his voice pulling me back to the dinner table. I've been staring at my plate for the last five minutes, too afraid to look up and make eye contact with Eva across from me. The memory of what happened earlier — of her catching me watching her, my cock in my hand — makes my face burn with shame. Yet here I am, sitting at their dining table like nothing happened, passing dishes and pretending I didn't just see Pedro's mom fingering herself an hour ago.

"Sure thing, Mr. Hayek," I mumble, grabbing the bowl of mashed potatoes and sliding it toward him. Carlos squints through his thick glasses, his fingers fumbling a bit before finding the edge of the bowl. The man's eyesight is terrible, which might explain how he's never noticed the way his smoking hot wife looks at other men — at me.

The dining room is warm and cozy, filled with the rich aroma of Eva's cooking. A homemade lasagna sits at the center of the table, steam still rising from its surface. Pedro sits beside me, already on his second helping, oblivious to the tension crackling in the air like electricity. If he knew what I saw — what I did — he'd probably punch my face in. And I'd deserve it.

"So, Tyler," Carlos says between bites, "Pedro tells me you've got scouts coming to watch you play this season. That's quite impressive."

I nod, focusing intently on Carlos's forehead to avoid looking at Eva. "Yes, sir. A few colleges have shown interest. Nothing solid yet, though."

"Don't be so modest," Pedro chimes in, mouth half-full of food. "Coach says he's never seen an arm like yours. Tyler's going D1 for sure, Dad."

"That's wonderful," Eva's voice slides into the conversation like silk, and despite my best efforts, my eyes flick to her face.

Big mistake.

She's looking right at me, those dark eyes intense and knowing. Her lips curve into a subtle smile that only I can interpret. Unlike earlier, she's fully dressed now in a low-cut blouse that showcases her cleavage. The top two buttons are undone, giving me a tantalizing glimpse of the breasts I saw completely exposed just hours ago.

I quickly drop my gaze back to my plate, stabbing a piece of lasagna with unnecessary force. "Thanks, Mrs. Hayek."

"Eva," she corrects me softly, just like earlier in the hallway. "We're all adults here, aren't we?"

Something touches my foot under the table, and I nearly jump out of my skin. It's her foot, I realize with a jolt of panic and excitement. Eva's bare foot is touching mine, the contact seeming innocent enough that it could be accidental. But then her toes start to move, sliding up my ankle and along my calf.

"So, um, the weather's been great for practice," I say to Pedro, desperate to maintain normal conversation as Eva's foot continues its upward journey. "Coach says if it stays like this, we might even get to run the new plays on Monday."

Pedro launches into a discussion about the team's strategy for the upcoming season, and I nod at appropriate intervals, fighting to keep my expression neutral. But it's getting harder by the second — literally — because Eva's foot has now reached my inner thigh and is inching toward my crotch.

Fuck. My cock, which had finally calmed down after the hallway incident, springs back to life with embarrassing speed. Blood rushes south, filling and hardening my shaft until it strains against my shorts. I shift in my seat, trying to adjust without being obvious, but the movement only gives Eva better access.

Her toes find my growing bulge, and I have to bite the inside of my cheek to keep from gasping aloud. The pressure is light at first, exploratory, as if she's measuring my size through the fabric. Then she presses more firmly, her foot rubbing up and down the length of my cock with deliberate, torturous slowness.

"Are you alright, Tyler?" Carlos asks, squinting at me through his glasses. "You look flushed."

"I'm fine," I croak, my voice embarrassingly high. I clear my throat. "Just, uh, still hot from practice earlier."

Eva's foot increases its pressure, her toes expertly tracing the outline of my cock through my shorts. I'm fully hard now, my dick throbbing painfully with each beat of my heart. Pre-cum leaks from the tip, creating a small damp spot that I pray isn't visible above the table.

"You boys did work hard out there," Eva says, her voice dripping with double meaning that only I can understand. "All that physical exertion... it really builds up a... hunger, doesn't it?"

Her foot cups my balls now, massaging them through the thin fabric of my shorts. The sensation sends electric shocks up my spine, and I have to grip the edge of the table to steady myself. My cock twitches against her foot, responding to her touch like it has a mind of its own.

"Yeah," I manage, focusing on my breathing. In, out. In, out. Don't moan. Don't thrust against her foot. Don't cum in your shorts at the dinner table. "Football's all about... endurance."

"Endurance is so important," Eva agrees, her voice dropping to a sultry purr. Under the table, her toes curl around the head of my cock, squeezing gently. "Don't you think, Carlos?"

Carlos, oblivious to the secret conversation happening right under his nose, nods absently. "What? Oh, yes, very important in sports."

Pedro launches into a story about last season's championship game, and I desperately cling to his words like a lifeline. But Eva's foot is relentless, stroking up and down my shaft with increasing pressure. She's using her toes with surprising dexterity, alternating between firm strokes along the length and gentle circles around the sensitive head.

My cock throbs against her foot, harder than I've ever been in my life. Each stroke sends pulses of pleasure coursing through my body, making it nearly impossible to focus on anything else. The contrast between the normal dinner conversation happening above the table and the erotic foot job happening below it is driving me insane.

"Don't you agree, Tyler?" Pedro's voice cuts through the fog of arousal clouding my brain.

"What? Sorry, I zoned out for a second," I admit, my cheeks burning.

"I said Coach Johnson is going to make us run suicides until we puke if we don't perfect that new play by Friday."

"Oh, yeah. Definitely." I nod vigorously, grateful for the distraction even as Eva's foot continues its maddening rhythm against my straining erection.

She increases the pressure, her foot now firmly planted against my cock, moving up and down with purpose. My hips want to thrust against her, to seek more friction, but I force myself to remain still. The muscles in my thighs tense with the effort it takes not to react visibly.

"More lasagna, Tyler?" Eva asks innocently, even as her foot grinds against my cock with deliberate force.

I look up at her, our eyes meeting across the table. Her expression is perfectly composed, but there's a wicked gleam in her dark eyes that makes my cock pulse against her foot.

"No thanks," I say, surprised I can form words at all. "I'm... pretty full."

But that's a lie. What I am is dangerously close to cumming in my shorts, at the dinner table, with my best friend and his dad sitting right beside me. All because Pedro's smoking hot mom is getting me off with her foot under the table.

What the fuck is happening to my life?

I'm still trying to control my breathing, still fighting the urge to thrust against Eva's teasing foot, when she suddenly frowns and looks down at the floor. "Oh dear," she says casually, "I think I dropped some food. Let me get that."

Before anyone can react, she pushes her chair back and slips under the table. My heart nearly stops. Is she really going to—? No way. She wouldn't dare. Not with her husband and son sitting right here. But then I feel her hands on my thighs, and I know exactly what's about to happen.

"Mom, I can get it," Pedro offers, but Eva's voice comes from beneath the tablecloth.

"No, no, it's fine. Just some crumbs. Don't mind me."

Carlos continues eating, squinting at his plate through his thick glasses, completely oblivious to what his wife is doing. Pedro shrugs and returns to his lasagna, launching into another story about football practice. I try to focus on his words, but it's impossible when Eva's hands are sliding up my thighs, her fingers digging into my muscles through my shorts.

Under the cover of the long tablecloth, Eva positions herself between my legs. I can feel her hot breath against my crotch, sending shivers up my spine. Her fingers find the waistband of my shorts, tugging slightly. I lift my hips a fraction of an inch, just enough for her to pull the fabric down, freeing my rock-hard cock.

The cool air hits my exposed skin for only a second before I feel something warm and wet against the head of my dick. Holy fuck. It's her tongue. Eva Hayek, my best friend's forty-year-old MILF mother, is licking my cock under the dinner table while her husband and son sit three feet away.

"So anyway," Pedro continues, completely unaware, "Coach says if we run that play right, we could be looking at state championships this year."

"That's great," I manage to say, my voice sounding strained even to my own ears. Below the table, Eva's tongue swirls around the head of my cock, tracing the sensitive ridge before licking a long, slow stripe up the underside from base to tip.

Carlos nods, taking a sip of his wine. "You boys have worked hard. You deserve success."

Eva takes me into her mouth then, her lips wrapping around the head of my cock, and it takes every ounce of willpower not to groan out loud. Her mouth is hot, wet heaven, and when she sucks gently, hollowing her cheeks, I have to grip the edge of the table to steady myself.

"You okay, man?" Pedro asks, giving me a strange look. "You look like you're about to pass out or something."

"I'm fine," I croak, as Eva takes more of me into her mouth, her tongue working against the underside of my shaft. "Just, uh, thinking about the game."

Eva begins to bob her head up and down, taking me deeper with each downward movement. The wet, slurping sounds she makes seem deafening to me, but the clink of silverware against plates must be masking it for the others. Her technique is nothing like the inexperienced girls I've been with — Eva knows exactly what she's doing, alternating between firm suction and gentle licks, between deep strokes and teasing flicks of her tongue against the sensitive tip.

"Did you hear about the new offensive coordinator?" Carlos asks, mercifully drawing Pedro's attention away from me.

As they discuss school sports politics, Eva increases her pace, her head bobbing faster now. Her hands join the action — one gripping the base of my shaft, the other gently cupping my balls. She squeezes and massages them as she continues to suck, the combination of sensations making my toes curl inside my sneakers.

A particularly loud, wet slurp escapes from under the table, and I quickly fake a cough to cover it up. "Sorry," I mutter, taking a sip of water. "Went down the wrong pipe."

But Eva doesn't seem concerned about being quiet. If anything, she gets louder, more aggressive. She's slurping and sucking on my cock with obscene enthusiasm, making lewd, wet noises that fill my ears. Her mouth is so hot, so tight around me, and when she moans — actually fucking moans around my dick — the vibrations nearly send me over the edge right then.

"What do you think about that strategy, Tyler?" Pedro asks suddenly.

I blink, having completely lost track of the conversation. "Uh, yeah, sounds solid," I say, hoping it's an appropriate response.

Below the table, Eva pulls back until just the head of my cock remains in her mouth. Her tongue swirls around it, flicking against the sensitive spot just below the head, before she suddenly plunges down again — all the way down, taking my entire length into her throat.

"Fuck," I gasp, unable to stop the word from escaping.

Pedro and Carlos both look at me in surprise.

"Sorry," I stammer. "I just remembered I forgot to call Coach back about that thing he wanted me to do."

They seem to accept this explanation, returning to their conversation. Meanwhile, Eva is deepthroating me like a MILF porn star, her nose pressing against my pubic bone as she takes all of me down her throat. I can feel her swallowing around the head of my cock, her throat muscles contracting and massaging me in a way that makes my vision blur at the edges.

When she pulls back for air, a string of saliva connects her lips to my cock for a moment before breaking. Then she's diving back down, taking me to the hilt again, her lips pressed firmly against the base of my shaft, my balls resting against her chin.

The sound of her choking slightly on my length sends a jolt of pleasure straight through me. She keeps doing it — deliberately gagging herself on my cock, making those sloppy, wet sounds that should be disgusting but are instead the hottest thing I've ever heard.

"Tyler, you've barely touched your food," Carlos notes, peering at my plate through his glasses. "Is Eva's cooking not to your liking?"

The irony of his question makes me want to laugh hysterically. No, I'm not eating because your wife is feasting on my cock under the table.

"It's delicious," I assure him. "I'm just... savoring it."

Eva chooses that moment to hum appreciatively around my length, as if agreeing with my assessment of her "cooking." The vibrations travel through my cock, making me twitch inside her mouth.

She increases her speed now, her head bobbing furiously up and down, taking me deep with each stroke. Her hands work in tandem with her mouth — one pumping the base of my shaft, the other massaging my balls with expert pressure. The wet, slurping sounds grow louder, more urgent, matching the building pressure in my groin.

I'm close. So fucking close. My balls tighten, drawing up against my body as the familiar tingling sensation builds at the base of my spine. I should warn her, should give her a chance to pull away, but I can't speak, can't do anything but grip the edge of the table as my orgasm approaches like a freight train.

"Excuse me for a second," Pedro says, pushing his chair back. "I need to grab the salt from the kitchen."

Panic spikes through me — he might see his mom under the table — but Pedro walks around the other side, away from where Eva kneels between my legs. The moment he's out of sight, Eva redoubles her efforts, sucking harder, moving faster, her throat opening to take me impossibly deep.

It's too much. I can't hold back any longer. With a muffled groan that I disguise as a cough, I cum, my cock pulsing as jet after jet of hot semen shoots down Eva's waiting throat. She doesn't pull back, doesn't miss a beat — just swallows every drop, her throat working around me as she milks my orgasm for all it's worth.

My vision whites out for a moment, pleasure washing over me in waves so intense I worry I might actually pass out at the dinner table. Through it all, Eva keeps sucking, gentler now, drawing out every last drop until I'm completely spent.

Only when Pedro's footsteps signal his return does she finally release my softening cock. I barely have time to compose my face before Pedro sits back down, none the wiser that his mother just drained my balls under the dinner table.

"Found it," he says triumphantly, holding up the salt shaker. "It was behind the sugar the whole time."

I nod weakly, still riding the aftershocks of the most intense orgasm of my life, as Eva casually emerges from under the table, a satisfied smile playing on her lips.

Before Eva fully emerges from under the table, she gives me one last wicked look that nearly stops my heart. Her cheeks are bulging slightly, filled with my cum, and as she maintains eye contact, she parts her lips just enough for me to see what she's doing. Holy fuck. She's playing with my load in her mouth, using her tongue to blow small bubbles with it. I've seen this in porn, but witnessing Eva Hayek — sophisticated, gorgeous Eva — doing something so filthy with my cum makes my recently spent cock twitch with renewed interest.

She holds my gaze as she closes her lips, her throat working visibly as she swallows. Once, twice, making sure I see every gulp as she consumes the evidence of what just happened. A thin white strand clings to her bottom lip, and she catches it with her tongue, making a show of licking it up before planting one last kiss on the head of my softening cock.

Her fingers nimbly tuck me back into my shorts, giving my sensitive flesh a final squeeze that makes me bite my lip to suppress a groan. Then she's moving away, emerging from beneath the tablecloth with the grace of a woman half her age.

"Found those crumbs," she announces to the table, sliding back into her seat across from me. Her voice is slightly huskier than before, the only indication of what her throat was just being used for.

I'm still reeling, my body humming with post-orgasmic bliss, my mind struggling to process what just happened. Did Pedro's mom really just suck me off under the dinner table? Did I really just cum down her throat while talking to her husband about football strategies? The reality of it seems too wild, too porn-fantasy to be true, but the lingering taste of her lipstick on my cock tells me it was very, very real.

"You okay, Tyler?" Pedro asks, eyeing me suspiciously. "You look weird."

"I'm good," I manage, reaching for my water glass with a hand that's still trembling slightly. "Just, uh, tired from practice."

Carlos nods sympathetically, still squinting through his thick glasses. "You boys push yourselves too hard sometimes. It's important to rest, too."

If he only knew what kind of "rest" his wife just gave me.

Across the table, Eva dabs at the corners of her mouth with her napkin, her eyes never leaving mine. There's something predatory in her gaze, something that tells me she's not done with me yet. She takes a sip of her water, her throat working as she swallows, and the memory of those same muscles contracting around my cock flashes through my mind.

"This lasagna is delicious, Eva," Carlos says, oblivious to the tension crackling between his wife and me. "You've outdone yourself."

"Thank you, dear," she replies sweetly. "I'm not very hungry tonight. I had a... milkshake earlier that filled me up."

The double entendre isn't lost on me, and I have to fake another cough to cover the laugh that threatens to escape. She's unbelievable.

"But you made all this food," Carlos says, gesturing to her barely-touched plate.

Eva stands, gathering her plate and silverware. "I know, and you boys enjoy it. I'm just going to go lie down for a bit. I have a... headache coming on."

The way she says "coming" makes my cock twitch again. This woman is going to be the death of me.

Eva walks around the table, her hips swaying in a way that draws my eyes like a magnet. As she passes behind me, her fingers trail lightly across my shoulders, the touch so brief and subtle that no one else could have noticed. But I feel it like a brand on my skin, a promise of more to come.

"Thank you for the lovely dinner, Eva," I call after her, finding my voice at last.

She pauses at the doorway, looking back over her shoulder with a smile that's pure sin. "My pleasure, Tyler. Truly."

And then she's gone, the sway of her hips hypnotizing me until she disappears from view. I force myself to turn back to my plate, to engage in conversation with Pedro and Carlos, but my mind is elsewhere, replaying every second of what happened under that table.

Ten minutes later, as Carlos and Pedro debate the merits of different defensive strategies, my phone buzzes in my pocket. I slip it out discreetly, angling the screen away from prying eyes.

It's a text from an unknown number, but I immediately know who it's from: "Midnight. My bedroom. Bring that big cock. I need a late-night snack."

I've never wanted midnight to come so badly in my life.


Chapter 3

The house is dead silent as I creep down the hallway toward Eva's bedroom. It's exactly midnight, and my heart hammers against my ribs with each step I take. Every creak of the floorboards sounds like a gunshot in the quiet darkness, and I pause after each one, listening for any sign that Pedro or Carlos might be awake. But the house remains still, and my cock remains hard, leading me forward like a compass needle pointing due north. Eva's text has been burning in my mind for the past four hours, making it impossible to think of anything else.

I reach her door, my fingers wrapping around the cold metal of the doorknob. For a second, I hesitate. This is next-level fucked up — I'm about to walk into my best friend's parents' bedroom to fuck his mom while his dad sleeps beside her. If I get caught, I lose my best friend, probably get my ass kicked, and potentially fuck up multiple lives.

But then I remember Eva's lips wrapped around my cock, the way she swallowed every drop of my cum, and my decision is made. I'm already in too deep. Might as well go all the way.

I turn the knob slowly, wincing at the faint click as the latch releases. The door swings open on silent hinges, revealing the dimly lit bedroom beyond. A sliver of moonlight slices through a gap in the curtains, providing just enough illumination for me to make out the king-sized bed against the far wall.

Two figures lie beneath the covers. Carlos is on the left, his back to the center of the bed, his breathing deep and rhythmic with sleep. Even from here, I can see his glasses on the nightstand, folded neatly beside a prescription bottle. The man is practically blind without them.

On the right side, closer to me, lies Eva. A silky robe drapes over her body, tied loosely at the waist. The moonlight catches on the smooth fabric, highlighting the curves beneath. My mouth goes dry at the sight of her.

I close the door behind me with agonizing slowness, making sure it doesn't make a sound. The carpet muffles my footsteps as I approach the bed, my heart racing so fast I worry the sound might wake Carlos. But the older man doesn't stir, lost in whatever dreams occupy his mind — dreams that certainly don't include his wife being ravished by his son's eighteen-year-old friend.

Standing beside the bed now, I gaze down at Eva. Her dark hair fans out across the pillow, her full lips slightly parted in sleep. The robe has shifted during her slumber, revealing a tantalizing glimpse of cleavage. My cock strains painfully against my shorts, demanding release.

With trembling fingers, I reach for the sash holding her robe closed. The silk belt comes undone with a gentle tug, and I carefully part the fabric, exposing her body to my hungry gaze.

Holy fuck. She's even more perfect than I remembered. Her breasts are full and firm, defying gravity in a way that seems impossible for a woman her age. Her nipples are already hard, dark peaks that beg for my touch. The smooth plane of her stomach leads down to a neatly trimmed patch of dark hair between her thighs.

I lean down, my lips hovering just above her skin. I can smell her perfume, mixed with something uniquely Eva — a scent that makes my head swim with desire. My lips brush against the soft swell of her breast, just a feather-light touch at first. When she doesn't stir, I grow bolder, pressing a more firm kiss against the warm flesh.

Her skin tastes faintly salty, with a hint of some expensive lotion. I trail kisses across the slope of her breast, working my way toward the nipple. When my lips finally close around the hard bud, a jolt of electricity seems to pass between us. I suck gently, my tongue swirling around the sensitive peak, and feel her body respond even in sleep.

My hand slides down her body, fingers splaying across her flat stomach before dipping lower. I find the warm, damp heat between her thighs, my middle finger sliding between her folds. She's already wet — so fucking wet — and the realization that she's been waiting for me, anticipating me, makes my cock throb with need.

I press my finger against her entrance, circling it teasingly as my mouth continues to work on her breast. My other hand moves to her neck, caressing the smooth column of her throat before trailing up to cup her face.

Eva stirs, her eyelids fluttering. For a heart-stopping moment, I freeze, my finger still pressed against her pussy, my mouth still wrapped around her nipple. What if she screams? What if she didn't actually mean for me to come to her room? What if the text was just a joke?

But then her eyes open fully, meeting mine in the dim light, and a slow smile spreads across her face. There's no surprise there, no shock or outrage — only heated desire and wicked anticipation.

"Tyler," she whispers, her voice so low it's barely audible. "You came."

"Did you think I wouldn't?" I murmur against her skin, pressing a kiss to the hollow of her throat.

Her hand finds my hair, fingers threading through it to guide my mouth back to hers. Our lips meet in a kiss that's nothing like the tentative explorations I've shared with girls my age. Eva kisses like she means it, like she wants to devour me whole. Her tongue pushes past my lips, demanding entrance, and I meet it with equal fervor.

"I've been wet all night thinking about you," she breathes against my mouth. "Waiting for midnight. Waiting for your cock."

Her words send a surge of liquid heat straight to my groin. I slip my finger inside her, finding her hot and slick and ready. "You're such a fucking slut," I growl against her ear, surprised by my own boldness. "Getting yourself off while I watched. Sucking me off under the dinner table with your husband right there."

Instead of being offended, Eva moans softly, her hips lifting to press against my hand. "Yes," she hisses. "I'm a slut for that young cock. Been thinking about it since you started staying over."

Her confession makes me harder than I thought possible. I grind against her thigh, letting her feel what she does to me. "You want this dick, don't you?" I whisper, nipping at her earlobe. "Want me to fuck you while your husband sleeps right next to us?"

"God, yes," she gasps as I push a second finger into her. "Please, Tyler."

I glance over at Carlos, still sound asleep, his back to us, completely unaware that his wife is being fingered by a teenager inches away from him. The danger, the wrongness of it all, only heightens my arousal.

"Take these off," Eva commands, tugging at my shorts. "I need to feel you."

I stand up just long enough to strip, my cock springing free, hard and ready. Eva's eyes widen appreciatively, her tongue darting out to wet her lips. She pushes herself up slightly, the robe falling completely open now, framing her naked body like a work of art.

"Come here," she whispers, patting the space between her breasts. "I want to feel that big cock between my tits."

I don't need to be told twice. I climb onto the bed, careful not to disturb the sleeping Carlos, and straddle Eva's waist. My knees dig into the mattress on either side of her ribs as I position my throbbing cock in the valley between her breasts.

Eva pushes her tits together, creating a tight channel for me to thrust into. The sight of my cock, dark with arousal, nestled between those perfect mounds is almost enough to make me cum on the spot.

"Fuck my tits, Tyler," she whispers, her voice dripping with lust. "Show me how much you want me."

I grab the headboard with one hand to steady myself, my other hand braced on the mattress. Slowly, I begin to move, sliding my cock back and forth between the soft pillows of her breasts. The friction is incredible, her skin warm and smooth against my sensitive shaft.

"That's it," she encourages, her eyes locked on mine, her voice a barely audible hiss of desire. "Use me, Tyler. Show me what that young cock can do."

The sight of my cock sliding between Eva's perfect tits is almost too much to handle. Each thrust brings the head of my shaft up toward her waiting mouth, where she plants a wet kiss on the tip before I pull back again. Her hands press her breasts together firmly, creating the perfect channel for me to fuck. But as good as this feels, I want more. I need to be inside her, to feel those pussy walls gripping my cock the way her throat did earlier. I need to make this MILF mine completely.

"I want to fuck you," I growl, my voice barely above a whisper but thick with need. "Need to feel that pussy wrapped around me."

Eva's eyes gleam with excitement in the dim light. "Then take it," she mouths silently, spreading her legs wider beneath me, her movements careful to avoid disturbing Carlos.

I shift my position, moving down her body until I'm kneeling between her thighs. Her pussy glistens in the moonlight, wet and ready for me. I grip my cock, guiding it to her entrance, rubbing the head up and down her slick folds to coat it in her juices.

"Do it," she hisses, her hands reaching up to grip my shoulders. "Fuck me, Tyler. Now."

I press forward, the head of my cock pushing against her opening, meeting resistance for just a moment before her body yields to me. The sensation of her pussy stretching around me, gripping me like a hot, wet fist, nearly makes me lose it right then. I bite my lip hard, focusing on the slight pain to keep from cumming immediately.

"Fuck," I whisper, sinking deeper into her heat. "So tight."

Eva's nails dig into my shoulders as I fill her completely, my cock bottoming out inside her. Her eyes roll back slightly, her mouth forming a perfect 'O' of pleasure. I remain still for a moment, savoring the feeling of being fully sheathed inside my best friend's mother.

Then I start to move.

There's nothing gentle about the way I fuck her. From the first thrust, I establish a rough, aggressive rhythm that has the bed lightly rocking beneath us. I drive into her with force, my hips snapping forward to bury my cock deep with each stroke.

Eva takes it all, her body rising to meet each thrust, her pussy clenching around me like she's trying to milk my cock dry. She's biting her lip to keep quiet, but small whimpers of pleasure escape her with each particularly deep thrust.

"More," she mouths, her eyes locked on mine, burning with desire. "Harder."

I obey, increasing my pace, my hands gripping her hips to hold her in place as I pound into her. The bed begins to creak beneath us, a rhythmic soundtrack to our forbidden coupling. I glance nervously at Carlos, but he doesn't stir, his breathing still deep and regular in sleep.

Eva wraps her legs around my waist, her ankles crossing at the small of my back, pulling me deeper inside her. The new angle lets me hit spots that make her whole body shudder, her inner walls fluttering around my invading cock.

"You like that?" I whisper against her ear, my lips brushing the sensitive skin there. "Like taking this young cock while your husband sleeps right next to you?"

She nods frantically, her eyes wide and wild. I capture her mouth in a kiss to muffle the moan that threatens to escape her. Our tongues battle for dominance as my hips continue their relentless assault on her pussy.

The headboard begins to tap lightly against the wall with each thrust, adding to the symphony of erotic sounds filling the room — the wet squelch of my cock driving into her soaked pussy, the soft slap of skin against skin, our mingled, heavy breathing.

I break the kiss to trail my lips down her jaw, along the elegant curve of her neck. I suck gently at her pulse point, careful not to leave marks that might betray us later. Her skin tastes like salt and expensive perfume, a combination that drives me wild.

"Such a fucking whore," I growl against her throat, surprised again by my own boldness. "Getting fucked by your son's friend while your husband sleeps beside you. What would he think if he woke up right now? If he saw his wife taking my cock like the slut she is?"

Instead of being offended, Eva's pussy clenches tighter around me, a clear signal that my dirty talk is turning her on even more. Her fingers tangle in my hair, pulling me up for another passionate kiss.

"Yes," she whispers against my lips when we part for air. "I'm your slut. Your MILF bitch. Use me, Tyler. Fuck me like the whore I am."

Her words send a jolt of electricity down my spine, straight to my cock. I redouble my efforts, slamming into her with renewed vigor. The sound of my balls slapping against her ass grows louder, a lewd, wet smacking that seems deafening in the quiet room.

"Take it," I hiss, my voice harsh with exertion and lust. "Take this young cock, you dirty MILF slut. This is what you've been wanting, isn't it? Been dreaming about my dick while your husband fucks you?"

"Yes," she gasps, her body trembling beneath mine. "So much bigger. So much better. Fuck me, Tyler. Wreck this pussy."

I'm rutting into her now like an animal, all finesse gone, driven only by primal need. My hips pump frantically, driving my cock into her again and again. The wet sounds of our coupling grow more obscene, her pussy so wet that I slide in and out with ease despite her tightness.

The headboard is really hitting the wall now, the bed squeaking in protest beneath us. Part of me worries about waking Carlos, but a larger part — the part currently in control — doesn't give a fuck. Let him see. Let him watch as I pound his wife better than he ever could.

"Harder," Eva pleads, her voice barely audible over the sound of our bodies colliding. "Fuck me harder, you stud."

I grab her legs, pushing them up and back until her knees nearly touch her shoulders, folding her in half beneath me. The new position lets me drive even deeper, my cock hitting her cervix with each thrust. Her eyes widen, her mouth opening in a silent scream of pleasure.

"This what you want?" I grunt, my hips pistoning, my balls slapping loudly against her ass. "This hard young cock splitting you open?"

She nods frantically, beyond words now, her face contorted in ecstasy. I can feel her pussy starting to spasm around me, her orgasm building. My own release isn't far behind, pressure building at the base of my spine, my balls drawing up tight against my body.

"Fucking MILF whore," I growl, driving into her with all the strength in my athletic body. "Taking my cock right next to your husband. Such a dirty, desperate slut."

Each dirty word seems to push her closer to the edge, her inner walls gripping me tighter, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps. I keep the brutal pace, my cock plunging into her depths with wet, obscene sounds that fill the room.

The bed is really rocking now, the headboard thumping against the wall with each thrust. Sweat drips from my forehead onto her chest, our bodies slick with exertion. The room smells of sex and desperation, of forbidden desire and reckless abandon.

And still Carlos sleeps on, oblivious to the fact that his wife is being thoroughly fucked just inches away from him. The thought only spurs me on, makes me fuck her harder, deeper, determined to ruin her for any other man — especially her husband.

"Mine," I growl, surprising myself with the possessiveness in my voice. "This pussy is mine now."

Eva's eyes lock with mine, dark with desire and something deeper, more dangerous. "Yes," she mouths silently. "All yours."

The bed's rhythmic creaking suddenly stops as we both freeze mid-thrust. Carlos is stirring beside us, his body shifting under the covers. My heart nearly explodes in my chest as I watch him roll over, facing us now, his eyelids fluttering open. Even in the dim light, I can see the confusion on his face as his sleep-addled brain tries to process the scene before him — his wife, legs spread wide, with her son's friend buried deep inside her.

"Eva?" Carlos mumbles, his voice thick with sleep. He squints in our direction, reaching blindly for his glasses on the nightstand but missing them entirely. "What's... what's happening? Is that Tyler?"

My cock is still buried to the hilt inside Eva, and for a second, I consider pulling out and making a run for it. But Eva's pussy clenches around me, holding me in place as she takes control of the situation with impressive composure.

"Yes, dear," she says, her voice remarkably steady for someone being impaled on a teenage cock. "Tyler is just helping me with a special stretch for my back. Remember how I was complaining about that knot?"

Carlos blinks slowly, his unfocused eyes struggling to make sense of our silhouettes in the darkness. Without his glasses, he's practically blind, seeing only vague shapes where his wife and I are joined in the most intimate way possible.

"A stretch? Now? It's the middle of the night," he says, confusion evident in his tone.

"I was in pain, and I ran into Tyler in the hallway," Eva lies smoothly. "He mentioned this technique his physical therapist showed him for football injuries. It's... unconventional, but very effective."

I remain perfectly still, hardly daring to breathe, my cock throbbing inside Eva's wet heat. The absurdity of the situation — trying to convince this man that I'm not fucking his wife while literally inside her — would be comical if it weren't so terrifying.

"Oh," Carlos says, and I can hear the uncertainty in his voice. But then, incredibly, he seems to accept the explanation. "That's... that's nice of you, Tyler. Always so helpful."

"Happy to... assist, sir," I manage to choke out, fighting to keep my voice normal.

Carlos nods sleepily, already settling back into his pillow. "Don't stay up too late with those stretches," he mumbles, rolling over to face away from us once more. Within moments, his breathing deepens, returning to the rhythmic pattern of sleep.

Eva and I remain frozen for several seconds, waiting to make sure he's truly asleep again. When Carlos lets out a soft snore, Eva's eyes meet mine, a mixture of relief and wicked amusement dancing in their dark depths.

"Special stretch?" I mouth silently, barely containing a laugh.

She responds by clenching her inner muscles around my cock, making me bite my lip to suppress a groan. Taking that as my cue to continue, I resume my thrusting, more careful now to control the bed's movement but no less intense in my passion.

The close call with Carlos has only heightened my arousal, adding a dangerous edge to our forbidden encounter. I drive into Eva with renewed vigor, my cock sliding in and out of her silken heat with practiced ease. Each thrust is deliberate, powerful, hitting spots that make her eyes roll back and her lips part in silent ecstasy.

"You almost got us caught," I whisper against her ear, nipping at the lobe. "Dirty fucking slut, can't even keep quiet while getting fucked next to your husband."

Her pussy spasms around me in response, her arousal clearly heightened by the degradation. I reach between our bodies, finding her clit with my thumb and circling it in time with my thrusts. Her back arches off the mattress, her expression contorting with pleasure so intense it looks almost like pain.

The wet sounds of our coupling seem amplified in the quiet room, each slick slide of my cock into her pussy creating obscene, squelching noises that should wake Carlos but somehow don't. My balls slap against her ass with each thrust, adding a rhythmic percussion to our silent symphony of lust.

I can feel my orgasm building, pressure coiling tight at the base of my spine, my balls drawing up close to my body. The familiar tingling sensation spreads through my groin, a warning that I'm close to the edge.

"Going to cum," I grunt, barely audible. "Where do you want it?"

Eva's eyes meet mine, dark and challenging. "All over my face," she mouths silently. "Mark me."

The request sends a jolt of electricity straight to my cock. Without hesitation, I pull out of her warmth, the sudden absence of tight, wet heat almost painful. Eva slides down in the bed, positioning her face directly beneath my throbbing shaft.

I grab my cock, slick with her juices, and stroke it rapidly, pointing it directly at her upturned face. It only takes a few pumps before I'm right on the edge, the sight of this gorgeous MILF eagerly awaiting my load too much to resist.

"Fuck," I hiss through clenched teeth as the first rope of cum erupts from the tip, landing in a thick white streak across Eva's forehead and into her hair. I continue stroking, milking my cock as jet after jet of hot semen paints her beautiful face — across her cheeks, over her nose, coating her lips and chin in my sticky release.

Eva's tongue darts out, catching what she can reach, her eyes never leaving mine as I mark her with my cum. The final spurts land on her chin and neck, dribbling down to pool in the hollow of her throat.

When I'm finally spent, I look down at my handiwork with a surge of primal satisfaction. Eva Hayek, sophisticated mother and wife, lies beneath me with her face absolutely covered in my teenage cum, looking up at me with an expression of pure devotion.

"You're going to sleep with that on your face," I command, surprised by my own dominance but too turned on to question it. "Let it dry on your skin while you lie next to your husband."

Instead of being offended, Eva's eyes light up with wicked excitement. She nods, rubbing my cum into her skin like an expensive moisturizer, spreading it evenly across her face.

"Good girl," I whisper, leaning down to plant a kiss on the one clean spot left on her forehead. "And tomorrow morning, you're going to wake me up with your mouth on my cock. Understand?"

She nods again, her eyes heavy-lidded with satisfaction and anticipation.

"I'm going to be fucking you all weekend," I continue, my voice low and commanding. "Whenever I want, wherever I want. In the shower, in the kitchen, right here in this bed again. You're mine until I leave on Sunday night."

"Yes," she breathes, so quietly I can barely hear it. "All yours, Tyler."

I give her one last lingering look, taking in the sight of her cum-covered face, her well-fucked body, the way she looks at me with such hungry devotion. Then I carefully climb off the bed, adjusting my shorts and moving silently toward the door.

As I slip out of the room, I glance back one last time. Eva has rolled onto her side, facing away from Carlos, my cum still glistening on her face in the moonlight. She blows me a kiss with cum-slick lips, and I know with absolute certainty that this is going to be the best fucking weekend of my life.

I close the door silently behind me and pad back to Pedro's room, where I'm supposed to be sleeping. My body is spent, satisfied in a way I've never experienced before, but my mind is already racing with possibilities — all the ways I plan to use Eva Hayek's body over the next two days.

This is just the beginning.
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