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Chapter 1

I can feel the sweat beading on my forehead as I heave the last duffel bag into the van. It's hot as hell today, but I don't mind. My muscles flex under my t-shirt as I work, and I know I look good. Being the star high school quarterback has its perks — especially the body that comes with it.

Joey's huffing next to me, his pudgy face already flushed from the minimal effort. We’ve both recently turned eighteen, and his dad offered to take us on a road trip to celebrate. After all, Joey and I have been friends since kindergarten. Whatever. This road trip is gonna be worth it, especially since his smoking hot mom is coming.

"That's the last one," Billy says, wiping his hands on his jeans. Billy — Joey's dad — is a cool guy. Kinda skinny for a fifty-year-old dude, but he treats me like I'm family whenever I'm over. "Nice work, boys. This van's packed to the gills."

I step back to survey our handiwork. The 12-passenger van is stuffed with luggage. The second and third rows are completely filled with suitcases, coolers, and camping gear. Only the front seats and the very back row are open.

"Damn, we bringing the whole house?" I joke, running a hand through my hair.

Joey snorts. "Mom packed like we're moving, not vacationing."

Billy slams the side door shut. "Alright, let's get this show on the road. I'll drive. Joey, you ride shotgun. Tyler and Minka can take the back."

Minka is Joey’s mom… his MILF mom. My heart skips a beat. Me and Minka in the back. Alone. Shit, that's like winning the fucking lottery.

I climb in first, sliding across the leather seat to the far side. With the entire second and third row filled with luggage, I settle in the van’s back row. The van's interior is hot, but I'm more focused on who's about to join me than the temperature. Through the open door, I watch the front of the house, waiting.

And then she appears.

Holy. Fucking. Shit.

Minka steps out of the house, and my mouth goes dry instantly. Joey's mom is wearing a tiny sundress that barely covers anything. It's bright yellow, hugging every curve of her body like it's painted on. Her tits — Jesus Christ, they're massive — strain against the thin fabric, jiggling slightly with each step. The dress hits mid-thigh, showing off legs that go on for miles. Her blonde hair cascades over her shoulders, catching the sunlight.

For a forty-year-old woman, she puts college girls to shame. Hell, she puts porn stars to shame.

"Sorry I'm late," she calls out, her voice sweet and sultry at the same time. "Just had to make sure I had everything."

My eyes roam over her body hungrily. Oh, she has everything alright. Her face is flawless — plump lips coated in glossy pink, big brown eyes framed by long lashes, high cheekbones. I can see the outline of her nipples through the dress. Is she even wearing a bra? My cock stirs in my shorts.

"No problem, honey," Billy says, helping her into the van.

Minka ducks her head and slides in next to me. The van dips slightly under her weight, and our thighs press together. The sundress rides up as she sits, revealing even more of those incredible legs. She smells like strawberries and something musky that makes my head spin.

"Tyler, sweetie, so glad you could join us on this trip," she says, turning those big brown eyes on me.

I swallow hard. "Wouldn't miss it, Mrs. B."

"Oh, call me Minka, please," she says, placing a warm hand on my forearm. Her touch sends electricity shooting through my veins, straight to my dick. "Mrs. B makes me feel so old."

She looks anything but old. She looks like she should be on the cover of a magazine. Or better yet, a centerfold.

Billy starts the engine, and the van roars to life. Joey's already fiddling with the radio up front, arguing with his dad about what station to listen to. I don't care what they play — I'm too busy being hyper-aware of Minka's thigh pressed against mine, the way her dress has hiked up even higher when she sat down.

We pull out of the driveway and head for the highway. The movement of the van makes Minka's breasts bounce slightly, and I have to shift to hide the growing bulge in my shorts.

"Oh!" she says suddenly, tensing up beside me. "I always get so nervous on long drives. Especially on highways."

"Really?" I ask, genuinely surprised. She seems so confident about everything else.

She nods, reaching into her purse. "I brought my stress rod. It helps me relax."

She pulls out this cylindrical thing, about eight inches long and thick. I almost choke. It looks like a fucking dildo. But it's just some rubber stress reliever or whatever.

"I squeeze it whenever I get anxious," she explains, demonstrating with her slender fingers wrapped around it. The way she grips it makes my cock throb. "It's very... satisfying."

She places it between us on the seat, her fingers lingering on it. "I hope you don't mind."

"Not at all," I manage to say, my voice rougher than I intend.

Our eyes lock for a moment, and I swear I see something flicker in hers — something hungry. I've heard the rumors about her. How she likes to have fun with the neighbor when her husband isn't there. How her husband's cock no longer satisfies her. How she's into... younger men.

But then she turns away, focusing on the scenery outside her window.

I shift again, trying to get comfortable with my growing hard-on. This is Joey's mom, for fuck's sake. But I can't help it. Every bump in the road makes her tits jiggle, every turn presses her thigh harder against mine.

This is gonna be one long-ass road trip. And secretly, I hope it never ends.

The engine hums as we cruise down the road, but all I can focus on is Minka's smooth thigh pressed against mine. Her skin is like silk, radiating heat. I can't resist starting a conversation, letting my voice drop to a husky whisper so only she can hear me.

"That dress looks amazing on you," I say, my eyes lingering on the way the fabric clings to her curves. "Yellow's definitely your color."

She turns to me with a coy smile, those plump lips parting slightly. "Thank you, Tyler. So sweet of you to notice." Her fingers play with the hem of her dress, inching it up just a little more. "I wore it because it's so hot today. I hope it's not too... distracting."

"Distraction can be a good thing," I reply, feeling bolder by the second. My eyes drop to her cleavage, not even trying to hide where I'm looking. "Especially on a long drive."

Minka giggles, the sound making my cock twitch. "You're quite the charmer, aren't you? I bet all the girls at school fall for that quarterback swagger."

"Not all of them," I say, leaning closer so I can smell her perfume. "Just the ones worth pursuing."

Her cheeks flush pink, and she bites her lower lip. It's the sexiest fucking thing I've ever seen.

Suddenly, Billy makes a sharp turn onto the highway ramp, and the van lurches. Minka gasps, her hand flying out to steady herself.

"Oh! I hate this part," she whispers, tensing up. "The merging onto highways always makes me so nervous."

She reaches blindly for her stress rod, her eyes fixed on the road ahead as Billy accelerates to match the highway speed. But instead of grabbing the rubber toy, her hand lands right on my crotch. My breath catches as her fingers unwittingly wrap around my hard cock through my basketball shorts.

"There it is," she murmurs, still watching the road, completely unaware of what she's actually holding. "Just need to squeeze it a bit..."

Holy fuck! Her hand tightens around my shaft, and I have to bite back a groan. My dick is rock hard now, throbbing under her grip. She starts moving her hand up and down, thinking she's squeezing her stress toy.

"Mmm, that's better," she says softly, still oblivious. "Just need to work out the tension..."

She's literally jerking me off, her slender fingers gliding up and down my length. The thin material of my shorts provides almost no barrier, and I can feel every nuance of her touch. My hips involuntarily buck upward, pressing my cock harder into her hand.

That's when she finally looks down.

Her eyes widen in shock as she realizes what she's holding. But instead of pulling away, her grip tightens slightly, and her lips part in an "O" of surprise.

"My goodness," she whispers, her voice barely audible over the road noise. "That's... not my stress rod."

"No," I manage to say, my voice strained. "It's not."

Her eyes dart to the front seats, where Billy and Joey are thankfully focused on the road, music playing loudly enough to cover our whispers. Then her gaze returns to my crotch, where her hand is still wrapped around my cock.

"Tyler... you're so big... bigger than anyone I've ever seen," she breathes, her thumb sliding experimentally over the head. I can feel pre-cum leaking through my shorts. "I had no idea."

My confidence surges as I see the look in her eyes... the look of desire. I lean in close to her ear, my breath hot against her skin. "You started this, Minka. Now you need to clean up your mess."

Her pupils dilate, and her breathing quickens. For a second, I think she might protest, but then a smile spreads across her face — wicked, hungry. She glances again at the front seats, making sure we're not being watched.

"You're right," she whispers. "I should take responsibility."

Then her lips are on mine, hot and demanding. Jesus Christ, I'm kissing my friend's mom, and it's the hottest thing ever. Her tongue plunges into my mouth, exploring, tasting. I grab the back of her neck, holding her in place as I return the kiss with equal ferocity.

Our tongues dance, wrestling for dominance. She tastes like mint and desire. Her hand is still on my cock, squeezing rhythmically, moving up and down with more purpose now. I'm so fucking hard it almost hurts.

The confined space of the backseat makes everything more intense. We're pressed together, her tits squashed against my chest. I can feel her nipples hardening through the thin fabric of her dress. My free hand finds its way to her thigh, sliding upward under her dress.

She moans into my mouth as my fingers reach the edge of her panties. They're damp. Fuck, she's wet for me. I trace the outline of her pussy through the silky material, feeling the heat radiating from her core.

"Tyler," she gasps against my lips. "We shouldn't..."

But her body says otherwise. Her legs part slightly, giving me better access. I take the invitation, pushing her panties aside and sliding my middle finger into her slick pussy.

"Holy shit, you're soaked," I growl, nipping at her lower lip.

She whimpers, her hips rocking against my hand. I add a second finger, pushing them deep inside her tight channel. The angle's awkward in the backseat, but I make it work, curling my fingers to hit that spot that makes her shudder.

I set a brutal pace, finger-fucking her hard while my thumb circles her clit. Her hand on my cock matches my rhythm, stroking me through my shorts. We're still kissing, swallowing each other's moans so Billy and Joey don't hear.

The van hits a pothole, bouncing us all. Billy curses from the driver's seat, but the jolt only drives my fingers deeper into Minka. She breaks our kiss to bury her face in my neck, muffling a cry of pleasure.

"You like that?" I whisper in her ear, my fingers pumping in and out of her dripping pussy. "You like getting fingered by your son's friend while your husband drives?"

"Yes," she hisses, her inner walls clenching around my fingers. "God, yes. Don't stop."

I press my palm against her clit as I continue to finger-fuck her, feeling her thighs start to tremble. Her hand moves faster on my cock, almost desperate. The air between us is thick with lust and the scent of her arousal.

We're racing toward the edge together, our bodies tense with need, all while Joey and Billy remain completely oblivious just a few feet away. The danger of being caught only makes it hotter.

I break our kiss suddenly, my chest heaving with each breath. Minka looks at me with hooded eyes, her lips swollen from our make-out session. Her hand is still working my cock through my shorts, but I want more. Need more. Grabbing her wrist, I pull her hand away, then place my palm firmly on top of her head. I push down, making my intentions crystal clear.

"Your turn," I whisper, my voice thick with lust.

Her eyes widen, darting to the front seats where Billy and Joey are still oblivious, then back to my face. I see a flash of hesitation, but it's quickly replaced by raw hunger. She licks her lips, and my cock twitches in anticipation.

"They'll see," she mouths silently.

I glance at the rows of luggage between us and the front seats. "No, they won't. Not if you're careful."

Pushing her head down more forcefully, I feel a rush of power as she complies, sliding from her seat and crouching between my legs. My heart pounds against my ribs. I'm about to get my dick sucked by my friend's mom while her husband and son sit just feet away. It's so fucking wrong, which makes it even hotter.

Minka kneels on the floor of the van, her blonde hair falling forward as she stares at the bulge in my shorts. I lift my hips slightly, and she tugs my shorts down, freeing my cock. It springs up, rock hard and already leaking pre-cum.

"Oh my," she whispers, her hot breath ghosting over my sensitive skin. "You're even bigger than I thought."

I grab a fistful of her hair, guiding her face toward my throbbing shaft. "Less talking, more sucking."

She glares up at me, but there's no real anger in her eyes — just lust. Then her tongue darts out, licking a hot stripe from the base to the tip of my cock. Fuck, it feels amazing. I bite my lip to keep from groaning out loud.

Minka takes her time, teasing me with little kitten licks and soft kisses around the head. It's torture, but the good kind. Finally, she wraps those plump lips around me and sinks down, taking half my length into her warm, wet mouth.

"Jesus," I hiss under my breath, my fingers tightening in her hair.

Her mouth is fucking heaven. She starts bobbing her head, taking me deeper with each downward motion. Her tongue swirls around my shaft, tracing the veins, exploring every inch. Saliva drips down my cock, making everything slick and sloppy. The wet sounds are masked by the road noise and radio, thankfully.

I slouch a bit in my seat, trying to look casual while getting the blowjob of my life. From my vantage point, I can see over the luggage to where Billy's focused on driving and Joey's nodding along to some song on the radio. They have no clue what's happening just behind them.

The thought sends another jolt of pleasure straight to my groin. Minka must feel it, because she moans softly around my cock, the vibrations making my toes curl in my sneakers.

"Everything good back there?" Billy calls suddenly, glancing at the rearview mirror.

I freeze, my hand still tangled in Minka's hair. But she doesn't stop — if anything, she takes me deeper, the head of my cock hitting the back of her throat.

"Yeah, all good," I reply, amazed at how normal my voice sounds. "Just, uh, resting my eyes a bit."

"Minka, honey?" Billy continues. "You doing okay? Not too nervous with the highway driving?"

Minka pulls back slightly, keeping just the tip of my cock in her mouth. I feel her smile around me before she pops off to answer.

"Mmm, I'm doing just fine, babe," she says, her voice a bit raspy. "Found something to keep my mouth... occupied."

She immediately returns to sucking me off, taking my full length until her nose presses against my pelvis. I stifle a groan as she deep-throats me, her throat muscles contracting around the head of my cock.

"What was that, honey?" Billy asks, unable to hear her clearly.

Minka pulls off again, stroking my spit-slick cock with her hand. "I said I'm keeping myself busy," she calls back, before adding in a lower voice meant only for me, "Very, very busy."

She dives back down, sucking me hard and fast now. The wet, sloppy sounds of her mouth on my dick seem impossibly loud to me, but the road noise covers it.

"Well, we should reach the first rest stop in about an hour," Billy says, completely unaware of what his wife is doing. "You've got your stress thing, right?"

Minka makes an affirmative noise without removing her mouth from my cock. The vibration sends sparks of pleasure up my spine.

"I can't hear you, hon," Billy persists.

With visible reluctance, Minka pulls off again, a string of saliva connecting her lips to the tip of my dick. "Yes, dear, I've got my stress relief right here," she replies, giving my cock a firm squeeze. "It's keeping my hands full."

"Good, good," Billy says, satisfied. "Love you, babe."

Minka looks up at me, her eyes gleaming with mischief. She licks the underside of my cock, from balls to tip, then replies, "Love you too, Billy," before taking me deep again, her lips stretching wide around my girth.

Fuck, that's twisted. Her telling her husband she loves him while her mouth is stuffed with my cock. It's so hot I feel my balls tightening, the familiar pressure building at the base of my spine.

"I'm close," I whisper, tugging on her hair in warning.

She just sucks harder, her cheeks hollowing with the effort. Her tongue does something incredible against the sensitive spot just under the head, and I'm done for. My hips buck up involuntarily, pushing my cock deeper into her throat.

The orgasm hits me like a freight train. I bite down on my knuckles to keep from shouting as I start cumming, pulse after pulse of hot semen shooting directly down Minka's eager throat. She swallows every drop, her throat working around me, milking me completely dry.

It seems to go on forever, pleasure crashing through me in waves. When I finally come down from the high, I'm breathing hard, my body covered in a light sheen of sweat.

Minka slowly pulls off, making sure to clean every last drop with her tongue. She tucks my softening cock back into my shorts, then slips back into her seat beside me, looking completely composed except for her slightly smudged lipstick.

She dabs at the corner of her mouth with her pinky finger, then leans in close to my ear.

"Delicious," she whispers, making my spent cock twitch with renewed interest.

I turn to look at her, taking in her flushed cheeks and the self-satisfied smile on her lips. "This is going to be one hell of a road trip," I tell her, my voice thick with promise.

Her only response is to cross her legs and give me a wink that says she's thinking exactly the same thing.


Chapter 2

The van pulls into the rest stop with a crunch of gravel under the tires. My legs are stiff from sitting, but my mind is racing with possibilities. Billy announces a fifteen-minute break for everyone to stretch and use the facilities. I catch Minka's eye, and a silent message passes between us. My cock is already hardening again at the thought of what we might do with these precious minutes of freedom.

"I need to use the bathroom," I announce casually, stretching my arms over my head as we all climb out of the van.

Billy nods, pointing to a small brick building a few yards away. "We'll meet back here in fifteen. Joey and I are gonna check out the vending machines."

Minka waits until they're a few steps away before speaking. "I should use the restroom too," she says, loud enough for Billy to hear, then lowers her voice to add, "My panties are absolutely soaked from what you did to me in the car."

My pulse quickens. "Let's go then."

We walk side by side toward the bathroom building, maintaining a respectable distance until we're out of sight. The moment we round the corner, I grab her wrist, pulling her close enough to whisper in her ear.

"I'm going to fuck you so hard you won't be able to sit right for the rest of the trip."

She shivers, her pupils dilating. "Promises, promises."

The bathroom is a unisex single room — perfect for what we have in mind. I push open the door, and we're met with the smell of cheap disinfectant and something musty. The place is a shithole — cracked tiles, a flickering fluorescent light, graffiti covering the walls. There's a single toilet stall at the far end, its door hanging slightly crooked on its hinges.

I don't care. I'd fuck her in a garbage dump at this point.

Pulling her into the bathroom, I lock the main door behind us, then drag her toward the stall. It's filthy, with suspicious stains on the floor and more graffiti on the inside of the door. But it has a working lock, and that's all that matters.

The moment we're inside, I slam her against the metal divider wall. The stall rattles with the impact. Our bodies press together, heat radiating between us. Her tits squash against my chest, and I can feel her heart pounding as fast as mine.

"We don't have much time," I growl, my hands already finding the curves of her hips.

"Then stop wasting it," she challenges, her voice a breathy whisper.

Her hands slide up under my t-shirt, her nails grazing my skin. She explores my chest, feeling the muscles from years of football training. Her touch is electric, sending jolts of pleasure straight to my groin.

"Fuck, you feel good," she murmurs, leaning in to nip at my neck. "So young and hard."

I grab the bottom of her sundress, bunching the fabric in my fists. "Let me see you. All of you."

Minka steps back slightly, her eyes locked on mine as she slowly pulls the dress up and over her head. It falls to the dirty floor in a puddle of yellow fabric, but neither of us cares.

Holy shit. Her body is even better than I imagined. She's wearing a black lace bra that barely contains her massive tits, the tops of her nipples visible above the cups. Her matching panties are tiny, just a scrap of lace between her legs. Her stomach is flat, her waist narrow, flaring out to wide, womanly hips. For a forty-year-old, she puts the girls at my school to shame.

"Like what you see?" she purrs, doing a slow turn to show me her ass — round, firm, and perfect.

My mouth goes dry. "Fuck yes."

She reaches behind her back, unclasping her bra with practiced ease. The garment falls away, revealing her breasts in all their glory — full and heavy, with large pink nipples that are already hard. My hands move of their own accord, cupping their weight, feeling the soft, warm flesh against my palms.

"You've been staring at these since we left, haven't you?" she says, arching her back to push them further into my hands.

"Every fucking second," I admit, squeezing gently.

Minka hooks her thumbs in the waistband of her panties, slowly sliding them down her legs. Now she's completely naked, standing in a filthy bathroom stall with me. The contrast of her perfect body in this dirty place makes it even hotter somehow.

"You want this pussy, Tyler?" she asks, spreading her legs slightly so I can see how wet she is. "You want to fuck your friend's mom right here in this disgusting bathroom?"

"God, yes." The words come out as a growl.

"Then take it," she challenges, her eyes dark with lust. "Use me like the dirty slut I am."

That's all the invitation I need. I push her against the stall wall again, claiming her mouth in a brutal kiss. Our tongues battle for dominance, teeth clicking together in our urgency. My hands are everywhere — in her hair, on her tits, grabbing her ass. She tastes like mint and desire, and I can't get enough.

She moans into my mouth, her hands fumbling with the button of my jeans. I help her, kicking off my shoes and pushing my jeans and boxers down in one go. My cock springs free, fully hard and ready for her.

With a swift motion, I lift her up, my hands gripping the backs of her thighs. She weighs almost nothing to me. Her legs wrap around my waist automatically, her back pressed against the cold metal of the stall wall. I can feel the heat of her pussy against my stomach, leaving a wet trail on my skin.

"Hurry," she whispers, reaching between us to guide my cock to her entrance.

I don't need to be told twice. With one powerful thrust, I bury myself inside her. We both gasp at the sensation. She's tight, hot, and so fucking wet. Her inner walls grip my cock like a vise, pulsing around me.

"Fuck!" she cries out, her nails digging into my shoulders. "You're so big! I can feel you everywhere!"

I pull out almost completely before slamming back in, setting a brutal pace from the start. There's no time for gentle lovemaking — this is pure animal lust. Our bodies slap together, the sound echoing in the small space along with our gasps and moans.

The position gives me perfect access to pound deep inside her. Each thrust lifts her slightly up the wall before gravity brings her back down onto my cock. It's intense, raw, and exactly what we both need.

"Yes, Tyler, just like that," she pants, her head falling back against the wall. "Fuck me like you mean it!"

I adjust my grip on her thighs, spreading her wider, going even deeper. The new angle makes her cry out, her inner walls fluttering around me. We move together in perfect synchrony, our bodies knowing exactly what to do despite this being our first time.

Sweat beads on my forehead with the effort of holding her up and fucking her at the same time, but I wouldn't stop for anything. The smell of sex fills the small stall, mixing with the musty odor of the bathroom, creating a heady cocktail that only heightens my arousal.

I bend my head to capture one of her nipples in my mouth, sucking hard. She keens, her back arching off the wall. Her pussy clenches around me in response, making me groan against her flesh.

We continue like this, lost in the pleasure of each other's bodies, forgetting where we are and who might be waiting for us. All that matters is the next thrust, the next gasp, the next wave of pleasure crashing through us.

I grip Minka's throat with one hand, not hard enough to choke her but enough to show her who's in control. Her eyes widen, pupils blown with lust.

"You like it rough, don't you?" I snarl, slamming into her harder. "You're nothing but a dirty fucking slut, getting fucked in a public bathroom by your son's friend."

"Yes," she gasps, the word barely making it past my grip. "I'm your slut, Tyler. Use me!"

Something primal takes over me. I release her throat only to grab a fistful of her blonde hair, yanking her head back. My other hand grips her ass hard enough to leave finger-shaped bruises. I pull almost all the way out before ramming back in, burying myself to the hilt.

"This pussy belongs to me now," I growl, punctuating each word with a brutal thrust. "Say it!"

"My pussy belongs to you!" she cries out, her voice much louder than it should be. "Oh God, it's yours, all yours!"

I slam into her relentlessly, each thrust lifting her up the stall wall before gravity brings her crashing back down onto my cock. The sound of skin slapping against skin echoes in the small space. My balls smack against her with each forward movement, adding to the obscene symphony.

"Fucking take it," I hiss, digging my fingers into the soft flesh of her ass. "Take this young cock, you desperate MILF whore."

Instead of being offended, she moans louder, her inner walls clenching around me. "Yes! Talk dirty to me! Tell me what a bad wife I am!"

I lean in, biting her earlobe hard. "You're the worst kind of wife — letting a teenager fuck you raw while your husband waits outside. Your pussy is so fucking wet for me. Does Billy make you this wet? Does he fuck you this good?"

"No!" she screams, her nails raking down my back under my t-shirt. "Nobody fucks me like you do! Harder, Tyler! Fuck me harder!"

I oblige, pounding into her with everything I've got. The metal stall door rattles violently with each thrust, the hinges creaking in protest. Minka's head bangs against the wall, but she doesn't seem to care. Her legs tighten around my waist, pulling me deeper.

"Yes! Yes! Right there!" she wails as I hit a spot deep inside her. "Oh God, don't stop! Fuck me! Fuck me!"

The stall door shakes so hard I'm afraid it might come off its hinges. The sound of our fucking — wet, sloppy, and violent — fills the bathroom. Minka isn't even trying to be quiet anymore, her screams of pleasure echoing off the tiled walls.

Suddenly, we hear the main bathroom door open.

"Minka? You in here?" Billy's voice calls out.

Fuck! I freeze mid-thrust, buried deep inside her. Minka's eyes fly open, panic mixing with the lust in her gaze. But I don't pull out. Instead, I press a finger to her lips, then slowly — deliberately — continue grinding into her.

"Y-yes!" she manages to call back, her voice strained as I rotate my hips, hitting her g-spot. "Just... using the bathroom!"

I bite back a laugh at the double meaning, continuing to fuck her with slow, deep thrusts. The challenge of staying quiet while getting railed makes her pussy clench around me even tighter.

"Everything okay in there?" Billy asks, concern evident in his voice. "I heard some... noises. Sounded like you were in pain or something."

I push Minka's legs wider apart, changing the angle to go even deeper. Her eyes roll back, and she has to bite her lip to keep from moaning. I lean forward, whispering in her ear.

"Tell him. Tell your husband how good my cock feels inside you."

She glares at me, but there's no real anger behind it — just desperate lust. "Everything's fine, honey!" she calls out, her voice hitching as I thrust particularly hard. "Just... having some stomach... issues! Must've been... breakfast!"

I stifle a laugh against her neck, picking up the pace again. The sound of our bodies meeting is unmistakable, but hopefully Billy thinks it's something else.

"What's that banging sound?" he asks, and I can hear him moving closer to the stall.

Minka panics, but I keep fucking her, enjoying her struggle to appear normal while getting plowed.

"Oh, that's just... oh!" She gasps as I hit her g-spot again. "Just... fixing my... bra strap! It's... giving me trouble!"

"Your bra is making that much noise?" Billy sounds puzzled.

I thrust harder, the stall door rattling with the force. Minka's eyes widen, and she clamps a hand over her mouth to stifle a moan.

"It's an... underwire issue!" she calls out desperately. "Nothing to... worry about! I'll be out... soon!"

"Well, hurry up. Joey's getting impatient, and we still have a lot of road to cover," Billy says.

"I love you!" Minka shouts, at the exact moment I slam into her particularly hard, making the word come out as a strangled cry.

There's a pause, then Billy's footsteps retreat. "Love you too, honey. See you at the van."

The main door closes with a click, and Minka immediately collapses against me, her body trembling.

"You bastard," she whispers, but she's smiling. "He almost caught us."

"But he didn't," I reply, resuming my brutal pace. "Now, where were we? Oh yeah, I was fucking your brains out."

I pound into her with renewed vigor, my hips pistoning like a machine. The close call with Billy has only made me harder, more determined to claim her completely. My cock drives into her over and over, my balls slapping against her ass with each thrust.

"Oh fuck, Tyler! I'm gonna cum!" she cries, her voice echoing in the empty bathroom. "Don't stop! Don't you dare fucking stop!"

I reach between us, my thumb finding her clit and rubbing it in tight circles. Her entire body goes rigid, her inner walls clamping down on my cock like a vise. She throws her head back, a silent scream caught in her throat as the orgasm crashes through her.

"That's it, cum on my cock," I grunt, not slowing down even as she convulses around me. "Show me how much you love this young dick inside you."

Her orgasm seems to go on forever, wave after wave of pleasure making her body shake in my arms. The feeling of her pussy pulsing around me pushes me right to the edge.

"I'm gonna cum," I warn, my thrusts becoming erratic. "Gonna fill this married pussy with my load."

"Yes!" she hisses, coming down from her high but still eager. "Cum inside me, Tyler! Make me yours!"

With a final, powerful thrust, I bury myself to the hilt and explode. Rope after rope of hot cum shoots deep into her womb. My vision blurs at the edges as the pleasure rips through me, more intense than anything I've ever felt before. My entire body tenses, then releases as I empty myself completely inside her.

For a moment, we stay frozen in that position — her back against the wall, my cock pulsing inside her, both of us breathing hard. Then slowly, carefully, I lower her to her feet. My cum immediately starts leaking down her thighs, a visible reminder of what we've done.

Minka's legs are shaky, and she has to hold onto my shoulders to stay upright. Her makeup is smeared, her hair a wild mess, her body covered in a sheen of sweat. She's never looked more fuckable.

"That was..." she begins, then shakes her head, at a loss for words.

"Yeah," I agree, tucking myself back into my jeans. I help her clean up with some toilet paper, then watch as she gets dressed again, pulling the yellow sundress over her naked body. She doesn't bother with the underwear, stuffing it into her purse instead.

"We should get back," she says, trying to fix her hair in the small, grimy mirror. "They're waiting."

I grab her for one more deep kiss before we leave, my hand squeezing her ass possessively. "This isn't over," I promise against her lips. "Not even close."

She smiles, a wicked gleam in her eyes. "I'm counting on it."


Chapter 3

The diner is packed with travelers, the buzz of conversation and clinking silverware filling the air. We're seated in a booth near the back — Billy and Joey on one side, Minka and me on the other. I'm still riding high from fucking Minka in the bathroom, and sitting this close to her is driving me crazy. Her thigh presses against mine under the table, and I can smell the lingering scent of sex on her skin beneath her perfume.

She's still wearing that yellow sundress, but now I know exactly what's underneath — nothing but her bare skin and the traces of my cum. The neckline seems to have dipped lower somehow, showing off more of her cleavage. Every time she leans forward to grab her water glass, I get a perfect view of her tits threatening to spill out. My cock stirs at the memory of how they felt in my hands just thirty minutes ago.

Billy studies the laminated menu, completely oblivious to the fact that his wife was just getting railed in a filthy bathroom by an eighteen-year-old. Joey's busy texting someone, his chubby fingers flying over his phone screen.

"I think I'll get the meatloaf special," Billy says, looking up. "What about you, honey?"

Minka gives him a sweet smile. "I'm in the mood for something... juicy," she replies, her voice dripping with double meaning. "Maybe a nice, thick... burger."

I nearly choke on my water. Under the table, her hand suddenly lands on my thigh, her fingers splayed wide.

"You okay, Tyler?" Joey asks, glancing up from his phone.

"Yeah," I manage, clearing my throat. "Just went down the wrong pipe."

The waitress arrives to take our orders. As Billy and Joey give theirs, Minka's hand slides higher up my leg, her fingertips tracing the outline of my rapidly hardening cock through my jeans. I bite the inside of my cheek to keep my expression neutral.

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

"I'll have the bacon cheeseburger, extra juicy," Minka says, her hand now fully cupping my bulge, squeezing gently. "I like it when the meat... drips."

The waitress just nods, writing it down, while I'm silently losing my mind.

"And you, sir?" she turns to me.

"Same," I croak, unable to think straight with Minka's expert fingers now tracing the length of my shaft.

When the waitress leaves, Minka leans back in her seat, looking satisfied with herself. But her hand doesn't stop its exploration. She finds my zipper and slowly, silently works it down, one tooth at a time. The tiny sound is masked by the restaurant noise, but it's thunderous in my ears.

"So, Tyler," Billy says conversationally, "excited about senior year coming up? Got any colleges in mind?"

Minka's fingers slide through the opening in my jeans, finding the slit in my boxers, and wrap around my bare cock. Her touch is cool against my heated skin.

"I'm, uh, looking at a few," I respond, fighting to keep my voice steady. "Coach thinks I might get some scholarship offers."

"That's great," Billy nods. "With your talent on the field, I'm sure you will."

Minka's grip tightens around my shaft, her thumb swiping over the head, collecting the pre-cum already leaking there. She uses it to lubricate her movements, sliding her hand up and down in a maddeningly slow rhythm.

"Thanks," I say, shifting in my seat to give her better access. My heart is pounding so hard I'm sure everyone can hear it. The thrill of what we're doing, right across from her husband and son, makes me harder than I thought possible.

Joey launches into a story about some video game he's playing, and Billy seems genuinely interested. Their attention is completely diverted, giving Minka the confidence to pick up her pace. Her hand moves faster now, jerking me off under the table with practiced skill.

She leans closer, ostensibly to reach for a sugar packet, and whispers in my ear. "I'm not wearing any panties," she breathes, her lips brushing my earlobe. "Your cum is still dripping down my thighs."

Jesus fucking Christ. My cock twitches in her hand at her words. The image of my seed leaking out of her onto the vinyl booth seat is almost enough to make me cum right there.

"You're insane," I whisper back when I trust my voice.

"For your cock? Absolutely." She gives me a particularly firm stroke that makes my toes curl in my sneakers.

The food arrives, forcing Minka to withdraw her hand. I quickly zip up, grateful for the timing — a few more seconds and I might have lost it completely. The waitress sets our plates down, and we all dig in, the conversation turning to the next leg of our journey.

I cut into my burger, trying to focus on eating, but all I can think about is Minka's hand on my dick and her confession about not wearing underwear. Every time she shifts beside me, I imagine I can hear the wet sound of her pussy, still filled with my cum.

Halfway through the meal, Minka "accidentally" drops her fork. When she bends to retrieve it, she makes sure to brush her hand against my crotch again, reigniting the fire she started.

"Oops," she giggles, straightening up. "How clumsy of me."

Billy and Joey continue eating, the exchange going completely unnoticed. But now I can't take it anymore. The pressure in my jeans is painful, and knowing that Minka is sitting there, her bare pussy wet and ready, is driving me crazy.

"Excuse me," I say suddenly, putting down my napkin. "Need to use the restroom."

Billy nods distractedly, in the middle of telling Joey about some fishing trip he's planning for us later in the vacation. I slide out of the booth, careful to position myself so my obvious erection isn't visible.

As I walk away, I hear Minka's voice behind me. "You know, I should probably freshen up too. Be right back, boys."

I don't look back, but I can hear her footsteps following me. My heart races with anticipation. We've barely been apart for an hour, and already we're finding another opportunity to fuck. It's like an addiction — one taste of her, and I need more.

I pass the restrooms without stopping. There's a back door at the end of the hallway, leading outside. That's where I'm headed. Somewhere more private than a bathroom stall this time, somewhere we can be a little louder.

As I push the door open, I feel Minka's hand on my back, eager and insistent. The cool evening air hits my face, but it does nothing to cool the fire burning inside me.

I push through the back door, pulling Minka with me into the dimly lit area behind the restaurant. My heart pounds in my chest, cock throbbing with need. The evening air is cool against my skin, but all I feel is heat — burning, urgent heat. Minka's eyes lock with mine, wild with desire, as we move swiftly through the small service area where delivery trucks unload. No one's around. Perfect.

"Where are we going?" she whispers, her voice husky with anticipation.

"Doesn't matter," I growl, scanning the area. "Just need to fuck you right now."

The back of the restaurant is all concrete and metal, illuminated only by a single security light mounted above the door. There's a large dumpster pushed against the back wall, its metal surface gleaming dully in the faint light. It's dirty, it's inappropriate, and it's exactly what I'm looking for.

I drag Minka toward it, my grip on her wrist tight enough to leave marks. She doesn't resist. If anything, she moves faster, her breathing quick and shallow. We're both like animals in heat, unable to wait even the few minutes it would take to find somewhere cleaner or more comfortable.

"Here," I say, stopping at the dumpster. "Bend over."

Her eyes widen, taking in the grimy metal container. "Here? But — "

"I said bend over," I repeat, my voice dropping lower. "Unless you want to go back inside and explain to your husband why we both disappeared at the same time."

That silences any protest. With a shudder that has nothing to do with disgust and everything to do with arousal, Minka turns and places her hands on the edge of the dumpster. The cold metal surface makes her gasp, but she doesn't pull away. Instead, she arches her back, pushing her ass out toward me in blatant invitation.

I step up behind her, my hands finding the hem of her yellow sundress. Slowly, I drag it up, revealing inch after inch of her smooth thighs, then the perfect curve of her ass. Just as she said, she's not wearing any panties. Her pussy is on full display, glistening with arousal in the dim light. I can still see traces of my earlier cum coating her inner thighs.

"Look at you," I say, my voice thick with lust and contempt. "Bent over a fucking dumpster, ass in the air, waiting to get fucked. You're nothing but a cheap whore, aren't you?"

Instead of being offended, Minka moans, her thighs trembling. "Yes," she whispers. "I'm your whore, Tyler. Use me like one."

That's all I need to hear. I unzip my jeans, freeing my cock, which is already rock hard and leaking pre-cum. I rub the head through her wet folds, coating it in her juices, teasing her entrance.

"I'm gonna fuck you like the dirty slut you are," I promise, positioning myself at her entrance. "Hard and fast, just how cheap hookers like it."

Without further warning, I slam into her, burying myself to the hilt in one brutal thrust. Minka cries out, the sound echoing in the empty service area. I freeze, worried someone might hear, but she pushes back against me, desperate for more.

"Don't stop," she begs. "Please, don't stop."

I grab her hips, my fingers digging into her soft flesh, and start to move. There's nothing gentle about it — this is pure, animalistic rutting. I pull almost all the way out before ramming back in, over and over, setting a punishing rhythm that has the dumpster scraping against the concrete with each thrust.

"Fuck, your pussy feels amazing," I grunt, watching my cock disappear into her over and over. "So tight and wet for me. You love this young dick, don't you?"

"Yes!" she gasps, her voice breaking. "God, yes! Harder, Tyler!"

I comply, putting more force behind each thrust. The sound of skin slapping against skin fills the air, mingling with our heavy breathing and Minka's increasingly loud moans. My balls slap against her with each forward motion, adding to the obscene symphony of our fucking.

Reaching forward, I grab a fistful of her hair, yanking her head back sharply. Her back arches even more, changing the angle of my penetration. I can feel her inner walls clenching around me, her body responding to the rough treatment.

"You like it when I pull your hair?" I taunt, giving it another sharp tug. "You like being treated like a piece of meat?"

"Yes!" she cries, her voice a mixture of pain and pleasure. "Oh God, yes!"

My other hand wraps around her throat, applying just enough pressure to restrict her breathing slightly. It's a dangerous game, especially with her husband and son just a short distance away, but the risk only heightens our pleasure.

"This is what you need, isn't it?" I growl in her ear, my hips never stopping their relentless piston-like motion. "A rough fuck behind a dumpster while your family waits inside. You're such a dirty fucking slut."

Minka can only whimper in response, her body completely surrendered to me. I can feel sweat forming on my brow despite the cool evening air, my muscles burning with the effort of maintaining the brutal pace.

The alley fills with the echoes of our coupling — the wet sounds of my cock plunging into her soaked pussy, the metallic rattle of the dumpster, Minka's high-pitched moans, and my own deeper grunts. Anyone walking by would immediately know what's happening, but in this moment, I couldn't care less.

I release her throat to bring my hand down hard on her ass cheek, the sharp crack of the slap satisfyingly loud. A red handprint blooms on her pale flesh, and I do it again on the other cheek, harder this time.

"Oh fuck!" she cries out, her pussy clenching around me even tighter. "Do that again!"

I slap her ass repeatedly, watching the flesh jiggle with each impact, leaving angry red marks all over her perfect skin. Each slap makes her inner walls contract around my cock, drawing me deeper, urging me toward release.

"You want the whole restaurant to hear you?" I taunt, pulling her hair again. "Want everyone to know what a whore you are? Maybe we should invite Billy out here, let him watch while I fuck his wife like the slut she is."

"No!" she gasps, but her pussy tells a different story, getting even wetter at my words. "Please, don't stop. I'm so close!"

I reach around her body, my fingers finding her clit. It's swollen and hard, and the lightest touch makes her whole body jerk. I rub it in tight circles, timing the movement with my thrusts.

"Cum for me," I command, my voice rough with exertion. "Cum all over my cock like the dirty fucking whore you are."

That pushes her over the edge. Minka's entire body goes rigid, then starts to convulse, her pussy clamping down on my cock in rhythmic pulses. She screams — a primal, guttural sound that she tries to muffle by biting her own arm.

"That's it," I encourage, not slowing my pace. "Fuck, that's it. I can feel your pussy milking my cock."

Her orgasm seems to go on forever, wave after wave of pleasure making her body shake against the cold metal of the dumpster. I keep fucking her through it, prolonging her pleasure, watching as she falls apart completely under my hands.

When she finally comes down, her legs are trembling so badly I have to hold her up. But I'm not done with her yet. Not even close.

"Don't think we're finished," I warn, pulling out of her pussy, my cock still rock hard and glistening with her juices. "I've got more plans for this dirty body of yours."

Still gripping Minka's hips, I pull my cock out of her dripping pussy. It glistens in the dim light, coated with her juices. Without warning, I press the head against her puckered asshole. Her entire body tenses as she realizes what I'm about to do. I lean forward, my chest against her back, and whisper in her ear: "I'm going to fuck this tight ass now. Every hole is mine tonight."

"Tyler," she gasps, a note of uncertainty in her voice. "I don't know if I can — "

I don't let her finish. Using her own wetness as lubricant, I push forward, the head of my cock breaching the tight ring of muscle. Minka's breath catches, her fingers curling around the edge of the dumpster so tightly her knuckles turn white.

"Relax," I command, even as I continue to press forward relentlessly. "Your ass was made to be fucked."

She lets out a strangled cry that's half pain, half pleasure as I sink deeper. Her asshole grips my cock like a vise, the tightness almost painful in its intensity. But I don't stop until I'm fully seated, my balls resting against her pussy.

"Oh my God," she moans, her forehead pressed against the cool metal of the dumpster. "It's too much... you're too big..."

"Take it," I growl, pulling back slightly before thrusting forward again. "Take every fucking inch."

Her body trembles beneath me, caught between resistance and surrender. I feel the exact moment she gives in, her muscles relaxing slightly, allowing me to move more freely. A low, animal sound escapes her throat as I establish a rhythm, fucking her ass with slow, deep strokes.

"That's it," I encourage, watching my cock disappear into her tight hole again and again. "Good slut. Taking it up the ass behind a dumpster. What would Billy think if he could see you now?"

The mention of her husband's name makes her clench around me even tighter. I smirk, knowing I've found another trigger for her twisted desire. She's getting off on the betrayal, the taboo nature of what we're doing.

I pick up the pace, my thrusts becoming harder, more demanding. The sound of skin slapping against skin fills the alley once more, accompanied by Minka's breathless moans. She's starting to enjoy it now, her hips pushing back to meet my forward motions.

"You like that, don't you?" I taunt, slapping her ass hard. "Like getting your ass fucked by a teenager? Such a dirty fucking MILF."

"Yes," she admits, her voice barely audible. "I love it. I love your cock in my ass. Please, don't stop."

I reach around her body, shoving my hands roughly into the top of her sundress. Her breasts spill into my palms, heavy and perfect. I squeeze them hard, pinching her nipples between my fingers. She cries out, her back arching, pushing her tits further into my hands.

"These tits are mine now," I growl, continuing to piston into her ass. "This ass is mine. This pussy is mine. Every part of you belongs to me for the rest of this trip."

"Yes, Tyler," she gasps. "All yours. I'm all yours."

I pull on her nipples, twisting them slightly, using the mix of pleasure and pain to drive her wild. Her ass grips my cock in rhythmic pulses, signaling that she's close to another orgasm. The knowledge that I can make her cum from ass-fucking alone spurs me on, intensifying my own pleasure.

The pressure builds in my balls, signaling my approaching climax. I'm not ready to finish just yet, but Minka's tight ass and submissive moans are pushing me to the edge faster than I expected. Each thrust brings me closer, the coil of heat in my groin winding tighter and tighter.

"I'm going to cum," I warn her, my voice strained with the effort of holding back. "Going to mark that pretty face of yours."

Without waiting for a response, I pull out of her ass completely. The sudden emptiness makes her whimper, but I'm already spinning her around, pushing down on her shoulders.

"On your knees," I command, stroking my cock with one hand. "Now."

Minka drops to her knees on the dirty concrete, looking up at me with wide, eager eyes. Her lips are parted, her chest heaving with each breath. She looks utterly debauched — hair a mess, makeup smeared, dress hanging off one shoulder to expose a breast.

"Open your mouth," I order, aiming my cock at her face.

She obeys immediately, her tongue extended slightly. I stroke myself faster, the pressure building to an unbearable level. With a guttural groan, I explode, the first rope of cum hitting her cheek with such force that her head rocks back slightly. The second and third land across her mouth and chin, while the rest decorates her forehead and nose.

"Fuck," I grunt, milking every last drop onto her face. "Take it all, you cum-hungry slut."

Minka moans, her eyes closed as my seed marks her. She looks like something straight out of a porn film — a mature woman on her knees, face covered in a teenager's cum, in a dirty alley behind a family restaurant.

When I'm done, she opens her eyes, looking up at me with an expression of such raw desire that my spent cock twitches with renewed interest. Without being told, she reaches for my softening member, taking it into her mouth.

The sensation of her warm tongue cleaning my cock is almost too much after my intense orgasm. She's thorough, licking off every trace of her ass juices and my cum, making appreciative noises as she does so.

"That's right," I encourage, stroking her hair. "Clean up your mess. Good girl."

She sucks me clean, her tongue swirling around the sensitive head, drawing out a few more drops of cum that she swallows eagerly. I watch her through hooded eyes, still riding the high of dominating her so completely.

Just as she finishes, we hear the creak of the back door opening. Minka's eyes widen in panic, and she scrambles to her feet as I hastily tuck myself back into my jeans. We turn to see Billy standing in the doorway, his silhouette framed by the light from inside the restaurant.

"What the hell?" he says, stepping closer. He sees Minka's face, still covered in my cum, though she tries to wipe it away with her hands. "What's going on out here?"

My heart pounds in my chest, adrenaline flooding my system. But Minka, amazingly, stays calm.

"Oh, Billy!" she laughs, as if genuinely surprised. "You startled me. I had a little accident — spilled some milk on my face when I was checking if the staff had thrown out an earring I lost earlier. Tyler was just helping me clean it up."

I hold my breath, certain that no one could possibly believe such a ridiculous excuse. Minka's face is literally covered in semen, her hair is a mess, and we both look thoroughly fucked. But to my amazement, Billy's posture relaxes.

"An earring? Out here?" he asks, sounding confused but not suspicious.

"I thought maybe it fell out when we were unloading the car earlier," Minka explains, smoothing down her dress. "The waitress said sometimes they bring the trash out this way, so I was just checking. Silly, I know."

Billy stares at her for a moment longer, then shakes his head. "Well, Joey's getting restless. We should get back on the road if we want to make it to the hotel by midnight."

"Of course, honey," Minka says sweetly. "We'll be right there."

With a final curious glance at both of us, Billy retreats back into the restaurant. The door swings shut behind him, and Minka and I look at each other in disbelief before bursting into silent laughter.

"Holy shit," I whisper, still not quite believing we got away with it. "That was close."

Minka steps closer to me, her face still smeared with traces of my cum. "Worth it, though," she purrs, running a finger along my jaw. "And this is just the beginning, Tyler. This is going to be the most unforgettable vacation of your life."

Looking into her eyes, still dark with desire despite our close call, I have absolutely no doubt that she's right.


Thank you for reading! If you enjoyed this story, you can receive exclusive updates on my future books by:

SUBSCRIBING TO MY NEWSLETTER

OR

FOLLOWING ME ON AMAZON

cover.jpeg





