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Chapter 1

The cool water caresses my skin as I glide through Jake's pool, my muscles flexing with each powerful stroke. I break the surface, water cascading down my face and chest, the heat of the summer sun immediately warming my exposed skin. Jake tosses the football, and I dive to catch it, the familiar weight of it slapping against my palms. This is how we spend most summer days—two eighteen-year-old guys without a care in the world. Little do I know my carefree afternoon is about to transform into something far more exciting.

"Dude, go long!" Jake shouts, his arm cocked back with the football clutched in his fingers.

I push off the pool wall, creating distance between us. The clear blue water parts around me as I swim backward, keeping my eyes locked on Jake and the ball. He launches it in a tight spiral, and I leap up, water streaming down my body as I snatch it from the air.

"Nice catch!" Jake calls out, splashing water in my direction.

I'm about to throw the ball back when the sliding glass door to the house opens. My breath catches in my throat, and the football nearly slips from my suddenly numb fingers. Time seems to slow down as Jake's mom, Heather, steps out onto the pool deck.

Holy. Fucking. Shit.

She's wearing a bikini that can barely be called a swimsuit. More like two tiny scraps of fabric that somehow manage to both cover and emphasize everything at once. My eyes can't help but roam over her body, drinking in every inch of exposed skin. She's thirty-something but has the body of a college girl—toned, tight, and tantalizingly curved in all the right places.

"Hey boys," she says, her voice like honey dripping from a spoon. "Don't mind me. Just getting some sun."

My cock immediately stirs in my swim trunks, and I'm grateful for the concealing water around my waist. I swallow hard, trying to force my eyes away from her, but it's impossible. She's magnetic.

Her tits are incredible—large, round, and straining against the tiny triangles of her bikini top. The bright red fabric makes her look even more desirable, the color a warning sign my brain ignores but my body responds to. Her nipples push against the thin material, clearly visible through the fabric. They're hard, either from the slight breeze or from something else entirely. My mouth waters at the sight.

Heather's face is just as stunning as her body. Full lips painted a glossy pink, high cheekbones that catch the sunlight, and eyes that seem to know exactly what effect she's having on me. Her long blonde hair cascades down her back, a few strands clinging to her neck where tiny beads of sweat have already formed in the heat.

She walks toward a lounge chair, each step a deliberate show of sensuality. Her hips sway, and the bikini bottom—a thong that reveals more than it hides—showcases her perfect ass. Round, firm, and begging to be grabbed. I can see the curve where her ass meets her thighs, that tantalizing crease that makes my fingers itch to explore it.

"Water feels great, mom," Jake calls out, completely oblivious to the way my heart is hammering against my ribs or how my swim trunks are becoming uncomfortably tight.

"I bet it does," she purrs, setting a bottle of tanning oil on the small table beside her chair. "But I think I'll just watch for now."

She stretches out on the lounge chair, arching her back slightly as she gets comfortable. The movement pushes her tits up even more, creating a deep valley of cleavage that I can't tear my gaze from. I imagine burying my face between those perfect mounds, feeling their softness against my cheeks, my lips, my tongue.

Jake tosses the ball, hitting me in the chest because I'm not paying attention. I catch it reflexively, but my focus remains on Heather. She reaches for the tanning oil and begins to apply it to her arms, her legs, her stomach. Each movement is slow, deliberate, her hands gliding over her skin in a way that makes my cock throb. I wonder what those hands would feel like on me.

She catches me staring and smiles—not the maternal smile of a friend's mom but the knowing smile of a woman who understands exactly what she's doing to me. She holds my gaze as she applies more oil to her chest, her fingers slipping beneath the edges of her bikini top, teasing at what lies beneath.

"Tyler, heads up!" Jake's voice finally breaks through my trance, and I turn just in time to see another football heading straight for my face.

I catch it, but barely. My hands are shaking now, my breath coming in short pants that have nothing to do with our game. I'm rock hard, my cock straining painfully against my swim trunks. I need to adjust myself but can't risk exposing my condition.

Heather rolls onto her stomach, reaching behind her to untie her bikini top. The strings fall to the sides, leaving her back bare. She turns her head in my direction, those knowing eyes meeting mine once more.

"Tyler, would you mind?" she asks, holding up the bottle of tanning oil. "I can't quite reach my back."

Jake is busy retrieving the football from where it floated to the far end of the pool, unaware of the invitation his mother has just extended to me. I swallow hard, knowing I should decline, knowing I should look away, but I'm already moving toward the edge of the pool, drawn to her like a moth to flame.

"I, uh, sure," I stammer, my cock leading the way as I head toward what can only be trouble—glorious, beautiful trouble with tits that make my mouth water and an ass I'd give anything to grab.

I'm so fucked. And as Heather's eyes drift down to the obvious bulge in my swim trunks, her smile widening with appreciation, I realize I wouldn't have it any other way.

Before my fingers can touch Heather's oiled skin, the shrill ring of a phone cuts through the air. Jake curses, hauling himself out of the pool to grab his cell from the nearby table. His face immediately shifts from annoyance to concern as he answers, water pooling around his feet on the hot concrete. I hover awkwardly by Heather's lounger, my erection painfully obvious in my wet swim trunks, unsure whether to retreat or stay put.

"Dad? Yeah... wait, you're already at the airport?" Jake's voice rises with surprise. "I thought you weren't coming back until tonight!"

I glance at Heather, who hasn't bothered to retie her bikini top. She's just lying there, her bare back exposed to the sun, a knowing smile playing on her lips as she watches me squirm. My cock throbs insistently as a bead of sweat trickles down my spine.

"Shit, yeah, I can come get you," Jake continues, running a hand through his wet hair. "Mom's here but... yeah, okay. Give me twenty minutes."

Jake ends the call and turns to us, oblivious to the tension crackling in the air. "That was Dad. His flight got in early, and he needs a ride from the airport. The car service canceled on him."

"That's too bad," Heather says, her voice dripping with fake sympathy. "Kirk should have called me directly."

"He said he tried, but you didn't pick up." Jake grabs his towel and hastily dries off. "I gotta go, Tyler. Sorry to bail on you, man."

"No worries," I manage to say, though my eyes never leave Heather's prone form.

"You can stay if you want," Jake adds, already heading toward the house. "I'll probably be back in an hour."

"Yeah, Tyler," Heather purrs, rolling onto her side and propping herself up on one elbow, barely keeping her tits covered with her arm. "You should definitely stay."

Jake disappears into the house, and suddenly, the backyard feels impossibly small, the air thick with possibility. I hear a car start up in the driveway, and then it's just me and Heather. Alone.

She rises from the lounger like a goddess emerging from the sea, her movements fluid and deliberate. The untied bikini top clings to her breasts only by the pressure of the fabric against her skin. One wrong move—or right move, depending on your perspective—and it would fall away completely.

"Water looks good," she says, sauntering toward the edge of the pool where I've retreated. "Mind if I join you?"

Without waiting for an answer, she dips one toe into the water, testing its temperature. She's standing directly above me now, and from my position in the pool, I have a perfect view up at her. Her tits are barely contained, the curves of them spilling out from the sides of her bikini top. I can see the faint tan lines marking where her skin has been protected from the sun, making the pale flesh of her breasts look even more inviting.

"You know, Tyler," she says, crouching down at the pool's edge, giving me an even more spectacular view of her cleavage, "I've always thought you were such a strong young man."

Her fingers trace the edge of the pool, inching closer to where my hands grip the concrete. My knuckles are white from the effort of not reaching out to touch her.

"Look at these shoulders," she continues, finally letting one finger brush against my wet skin. "All that football has really paid off, hasn't it?"

Her touch sends electricity shooting straight to my cock. "Thanks," I croak out, my voice embarrassingly hoarse.

"I bet you could lift me with no problem," she says, her eyes darkening with suggestion. "Could probably hold me up against a wall for... oh, all sorts of fun activities."

I swallow hard, unable to form words. My imagination runs wild with the image of Heather's legs wrapped around my waist, her back pressed against a wall as I pound into her.

"You know," she says, leaning in even closer, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper, "when Kirk's away, I get so bored in this big house all by myself."

The way she says it makes it clear that "bored" is code for "horny." My cock twitches beneath the water.

"Luckily," she continues, "I've found ways to... entertain myself."

"Yeah?" I manage to ask, my brain barely functioning.

She nods, a wicked smile spreading across her face. "The pool boy comes twice a week, but he services more than just the pool." She winks, running her tongue across her bottom lip. "And the gardener? Let's just say he knows how to use more than just his tools."

Holy fuck. I can't believe what I'm hearing. Jake's mom is telling me about her affairs right here by the pool. And it's making me harder than I've ever been in my life.

"Kirk hasn't been able to satisfy me for years," she continues, her finger now tracing patterns on my shoulder. "He's always away on business, and even when he's home..." She sighs dramatically. "Let's just say he lacks the stamina of a younger man."

The mental image hits me like a freight train: Heather bent over the hood of her husband's expensive car, skirt hiked up around her waist, getting fucked from behind by some nameless man. Her tits bouncing with each thrust, her mouth open in a perfect O of pleasure as she's used like a fuckdoll. My cock is so hard it hurts.

"I should... I should probably get out," I stammer, desperate to adjust my painfully constricted erection.

"Please do," she says, standing up and taking a step back to give me room. There's no mistaking the invitation in her eyes.

I grab the edge of the pool and haul myself up, water streaming down my chest and legs. As I stand, disaster strikes—my swim trunks, loosened by the water and my vigorous swimming earlier, suddenly slide down my legs and pool around my ankles.

I stand there, completely naked and fully erect, my cock pointing straight at Heather like a divining rod. It's huge and throbbing, veins clearly visible along the shaft, the head swollen and dark with blood. A drop of precum glistens at the tip.

Heather's eyes widen, her lips parting in shock that quickly morphs into unmistakable desire. "My God, Tyler," she breathes, her eyes locked on my exposed manhood. "You're... impressive."

My face burns with embarrassment, but my cock only seems to get harder under her appreciative gaze. I quickly bend to pull my trunks back up, fumbling with the drawstring.

"I, uh, I should go," I mutter, mortified but also secretly thrilled by her reaction.

"What a shame," she says, making no attempt to hide her disappointment. "Such a... big shame."

I grab my towel and wrap it around my waist, then practically run into the house, my heart pounding and my cock still rock hard. Behind me, I can feel Heather's eyes burning into my back, and I know without looking that she's smiling that predatory smile again.

This is so fucked up. She's Jake's mom. I shouldn't be thinking about her like this. But as I hurry through the house, all I can think about is what might have happened if I had stayed.


Chapter 2

I lock the bathroom door behind me, my heart hammering against my ribs like it's trying to escape. My swim trunks are still damp around my waist, but my cock is rock hard beneath them, throbbing painfully with need. The image of Heather's hungry eyes as she stared at my exposed cock by the pool won't leave my mind. With shaking hands, I shove my trunks down and wrap my fingers around my shaft, a groan escaping my lips at the contact. This is so wrong—she's Jake's mom, for fuck's sake—but my body doesn't seem to care about that minor detail.

I start stroking myself, leaning back against the cool tile wall. My eyes flutter closed as I imagine Heather's perfect tits, how they'd feel in my hands, how her nipples would harden under my touch. I picture her on her knees, those plush lips wrapped around my cock, taking me deep into her throat—

The door clicks open.

My eyes fly open in panic. I didn't hear anyone try the handle, didn't hear the sound of a key. But there she is—Heather, standing in the doorway, her eyes locked on my exposed cock and my hand frozen mid-stroke.

"Don't stop on my account," she purrs, stepping inside and closing the door behind her. The lock clicks again, trapping us together in the small space.

Before I can react, her hand is there, wrapping around mine, which is still gripping my cock. Her touch is electric, sending shocks of pleasure straight up my spine. Her fingers are cool against my heated skin, sliding beneath mine to take control.

"Holy shit," I gasp, unable to form a more coherent thought.

"Is this what you were doing in here?" Heather asks, her voice low and teasing. "Stroking this big cock while thinking about me?"

Her hand replaces mine completely now, her grip firm as she begins to slide up and down my length. I'm so hard it hurts, the veins along my shaft prominent beneath her skilled fingers.

"Yes," I admit, my voice cracking with desire. "Fuck, yes."

Heather smiles, a predatory glint in her eyes as she steps closer, her body nearly pressing against mine. She's still wearing just her bikini, the top barely containing her magnificent breasts. Her hand never stops moving on my cock, stroking with a confidence that tells me she's done this many times before.

"I thought so," she whispers, her breath hot against my ear. "I could see it in your eyes by the pool. You want to fuck me, don't you, Tyler?"

Her grip tightens slightly, her thumb sliding over the sensitive head of my cock, spreading the precum that's leaking from the tip. My hips buck involuntarily, seeking more of her touch.

"Yes," I groan, beyond caring how desperate I sound. "God, yes."

With her free hand, Heather reaches behind her back and unties the strings of her bikini top. The flimsy fabric falls away, revealing her perfect breasts in all their glory. They're even better than I imagined—large but firm, with rosy nipples that are already hard with arousal. The sight makes my cock twitch in her hand.

"Do you like what you see?" she asks, though she clearly knows the answer.

"Fuck," is all I can manage, my eyes glued to her tits. They're incredible—full and round, defying gravity in a way that makes my mouth water. I want to touch them, taste them, bury my face between them.

Heather steps even closer, pressing her naked chest against mine. The feel of her hard nipples against my skin is intoxicating. She tilts her head up, her lips just inches from mine, her hand still working my cock with slow, deliberate strokes.

"Kiss me," she commands.

I don't need to be told twice. I crash my lips against hers, all my pent-up desire pouring into the kiss. Her mouth is hot and wet, her tongue immediately seeking mine. We kiss like we're devouring each other, all teeth and tongue and desperate hunger. My hands finally come alive, reaching up to cup her breasts, feeling their perfect weight in my palms.

"Fuck, your tits are amazing," I groan against her lips, squeezing them roughly. Her nipples press into my palms, and I pinch them between my fingers, making her gasp.

My hands slide down to her ass, grabbing the firm globes through her bikini bottom. I squeeze hard, pulling her against me so she can feel my cock pressing into her stomach. She moans into my mouth, her hand still working between us.

"You like my ass?" she asks, breaking the kiss to look up at me with lust-filled eyes.

"I want to fuck it," I growl, surprised by my own boldness. But something about Heather brings out the animal in me. "I want to bend you over and fuck every hole you have."

She laughs, a throaty sound that sends vibrations through her chest and against mine. "Such a dirty mouth on such a young man."

"You have no idea," I tell her, gripping her ass harder, my fingers digging into the soft flesh. "I've thought about fucking you for years. Jerked off thinking about these tits, this ass, this mouth."

Heather's eyes darken with desire. Without breaking eye contact, she slowly sinks to her knees in front of me, her hand still wrapped around the base of my cock. My breath catches in my throat at the sight—Jake's mom, topless, on her knees before me, her lips inches from my throbbing erection.

"Let's see if the reality lives up to the fantasy," she says, her hot breath washing over the sensitive head of my cock.

Then her lips are on me, wrapping around the swollen tip, her tongue swirling over the sensitive spot just beneath the head. I nearly come on the spot, the wet heat of her mouth almost too much to bear.

"Oh, fuck," I groan, my hands instinctively moving to her head, fingers tangling in her blonde hair.

Heather takes me deeper, her cheeks hollowing as she sucks, her tongue pressing flat against the underside of my shaft. She bobs her head, taking more of me with each downward movement, her hand working what doesn't fit in her mouth. The sight of her lips stretched around my girth is the most erotic thing I've ever seen.

She pulls back, letting my cock slip from her mouth with a wet pop. "Mmm, even better than I imagined," she purrs, looking up at me with those mischievous eyes. "And I have quite the imagination."

Before I can respond, she takes me back into her mouth, this time sucking harder, her head bobbing faster. Her free hand cups my balls, rolling them gently between her fingers. The dual sensation makes my knees weak.

I guide her movements with my hands in her hair, not forcing but encouraging, showing her what I like. She follows my lead, adapting her technique to my reactions, speeding up when I moan louder, focusing on the head when my hips jerk forward.

"That's it," I encourage her, my voice thick with pleasure. "Suck that cock. Fuck, you're so good at this."

She hums in agreement, the vibrations sending shockwaves of pleasure through my entire body. My hips start to move of their own accord, thrusting gently into her mouth. She takes it, relaxing her throat to accommodate me.

I look down at her, at those beautiful tits swaying with her movements, at my cock disappearing between her lips, at her eyes looking up at me filled with lust and satisfaction. The sight is almost too much to bear, pushing me dangerously close to the edge already.

"Keep going," I moan, my fingers tightening in her hair. "Don't stop. Fuck, Heather, your mouth feels so good."

She smiles around my cock, clearly enjoying the power she has over me. Her hand moves from my balls to my ass, pulling me deeper into her mouth, encouraging me to take control. And as I look down at her, at Jake's mom on her knees sucking my cock like it's her favorite thing in the world, I know that whatever happens next, there's no going back.

Something snaps inside me as I watch Heather on her knees, her mouth working my cock with practiced skill. The sight of Jake's hot mom, topless and eager, awakens something primal in my core. I tighten my grip on her hair, no longer guiding but controlling, my fingers twisting in her blonde strands until she gasps around my shaft. Her eyes widen in surprise, but I catch the flash of excitement in them before I take complete control.

"You want this cock?" I growl, my voice unrecognizable even to my own ears. "I'll show you what this cock can do."

I plant my feet wider on the bathroom tile, establishing a solid stance. With both hands now firmly gripping her hair, I hold her head steady, positioning her exactly where I want her. Heather's hands fall away from my shaft, resting on my thighs as she surrenders control to me.

"Open wider," I command, and she complies immediately, her jaw relaxing, her lips stretching to accommodate what's coming next.

Without warning, I thrust forward, driving my cock deep into her mouth and hitting the back of her throat. She gags immediately, her throat constricting around my head, creating a sensation so intense I almost lose it right there. But I pull back just enough to let her catch a quick breath before ramming forward again.

"Take it," I hiss through clenched teeth. "Take every fucking inch."

Heather's fingernails dig into my thighs as she struggles to accommodate my size and aggression. Tears spring to her eyes, but she doesn't try to pull away. Instead, she looks up at me with a mixture of submission and challenge that only fuels my dominant frenzy.

I establish a brutal rhythm, holding her head firmly in place as I fuck her mouth like it's a pussy. Each forward thrust sends my cock deep into her throat, making her gag and choke around my length. The wet, gurgling sounds fill the bathroom, mixing with my grunts and Heather's muffled moans.

"That's right, choke on it," I taunt, watching as saliva begins to spill from the corners of her stretched lips, running down her chin in thick rivulets. "This is what you wanted, isn't it? To be face-fucked by a young stud with a big cock?"

Her eyes water, mascara beginning to run in dark streaks down her cheeks, but she manages a slight nod even with my cock buried in her throat. The sight of her—Jake's perfect, beautiful mom—looking so debauched only makes me thrust harder.

My balls slap against her chin with each forward drive, the rhythmic sound of wet skin on skin echoing off the bathroom walls. The air fills with the obscene sounds of our encounter—the sloppy, sucking noises as my cock plunges in and out of her mouth, the gagging as I hit the back of her throat, the slap of my balls against her chin, and my own animalistic grunts.

"Such a fucking whore," I say, the words pouring out of me unbidden. "Jake's mom, on her knees in the bathroom, choking on my cock. What a fucking slut you are."

Instead of being offended, Heather moans around my shaft, the vibrations sending shockwaves of pleasure up my spine. Her eyes roll back slightly, and I realize she's getting off on the degradation.

"You like that? Like being called a whore? A slut? A cum dump?" Each crude name is punctuated with a deep thrust that makes her gag anew. "Look at you, so desperate for a young cock that you'll let your son's friend use your mouth like a pussy."

Saliva pools in her mouth and spills over with each thrust, coating my cock and balls, dripping onto her bare tits. Her chin is slick and shiny, strings of it connecting from her mouth to my shaft each time I pull back. The sight is filthy and glorious.

I tug her hair harder, angling her head back to give me a straighter shot down her throat. She gags violently as I push deeper than before, her throat spasming around the head of my cock. I hold her there for a moment, watching her struggle for air, her chest heaving, before I finally release her.

She gasps and coughs, but before she can fully recover, I thrust back in. "That's it, bitch. Take it all."

Tears stream freely down her face now, mixing with the saliva on her chin. Strands of her blonde hair are plastered to her sweaty forehead and cheeks. She looks utterly debauched, and it's the hottest thing I've ever seen in my life.

"You're nothing but a cock sleeve," I tell her, my voice rough with lust. "A warm, wet hole for me to fuck."

Her only response is to relax her throat even more, taking me deeper than before. Her hands move from my thighs to my ass, actually pulling me forward, encouraging the rough treatment. This woman—this mother—wants to be used like a cheap sex toy.

The realization sends a fresh surge of blood to my already rock-hard cock. I increase my pace, my hips becoming a blur as I pound her face relentlessly. My balls tighten as pleasure builds at the base of my spine, but I'm not ready to finish yet. I have other plans for Heather.

"Fuck, your throat feels so good," I groan, watching my cock disappear between her stretched lips over and over. "Such a good little cocksucker."

Her mascara is completely ruined now, black streaks painting her flushed cheeks. Precum and saliva have created a shiny mess all over her chin and neck, dripping down onto her heaving breasts. She's making wet, choking sounds with each thrust, her breath coming in desperate gasps when I allow her a brief moment to breathe.

"This is what you are," I tell her, my voice low and dangerous. "A cum dump. A whore. My whore."

Heather's eyes meet mine, and despite the tears and the mascara and the saliva, I see pure acceptance there. She is embracing this role, reveling in being treated like a sex object. Her hands squeeze my ass harder, urging me to continue using her throat for my pleasure.

The bathroom is filled with the obscene symphony of our encounter—the wet slurping sounds, the gagging, the slap of skin on skin, my grunts, and her muffled moans. It's raw and primal and unlike anything I've ever experienced before.

I look down at her face—at Jake's mom—her lips stretched wide around my cock, her makeup ruined, saliva and precum coating her chin, and I know I'll never see her the same way again. This isn't the respectable mom who used to bring us snacks after football practice. This is a woman with needs so deep and dark that only the most primitive kind of fucking can satisfy them.

And I'm more than happy to give her exactly what she needs.

With a final deep thrust that makes Heather's throat bulge visibly, I slowly withdraw my cock from her mouth. She gasps for air, her chest heaving as a mixture of saliva and precum connects her swollen lips to my throbbing shaft in glistening strands. Her eyes are glazed, makeup smeared across her flushed face, but her expression is one of pure satisfaction. I'm not done with her yet, though—not even close.

"Those tits," I say, my voice rough with desire as I look down at her heaving breasts. "I've been dreaming about fucking those perfect tits since I was fourteen."

Heather smiles up at me, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand in a gesture that's somehow both obscene and elegant. "Then what are you waiting for?" she purrs, her voice hoarse from the rough treatment her throat just endured.

I grab her arms and pull her to her feet, my cock still rock hard and glistening with her saliva. Heather steadies herself against my chest, her bare tits pressing against me, nipples hard against my skin. I can feel her heart racing, matching the frantic beat of my own.

"Turn around," I command, spinning her to face the large bathroom mirror above the sink. Our eyes meet in the reflection—mine dark with lust, hers bright with anticipation. "I want you to watch."

She braces herself against the counter, arching her back slightly to push her magnificent breasts forward. I position myself behind her, my cock jutting out between us, the head angry and purple with need. I reach around and cup her breasts, feeling their perfect weight in my palms, squeezing roughly as she moans.

"These are fucking perfect," I growl, pinching her nipples until she gasps. "Made for taking cock."

I position my shaft in the valley between her breasts, the head pointing toward her collarbone. With my hands, I press her tits together, creating a tight channel for my cock. The sight in the mirror is incredible—Jake's mom, topless, her breasts being manipulated by my hands, my thick cock nestled between them.

"Spit on it," I tell her, and she obediently lowers her head, gathering saliva in her mouth before letting it drip down onto my shaft. The warm wetness makes the channel between her tits slick and inviting. "Perfect. Now hold them together."

Heather takes over, her hands replacing mine, pressing her breasts tightly around my cock. I place my hands on her shoulders for leverage and begin to thrust, sliding my shaft through the soft, wet tunnel of her flesh.

"Oh god," I groan at the sensation. It's different from her mouth—softer, less intense, but visually incredible. Each forward thrust brings the head of my cock up through the top of her cleavage, nearly touching her chin before I pull back.

The friction is amazing, her skin smooth and slick against my shaft. I increase my pace, fucking her tits with the same enthusiasm I used on her mouth. Each thrust makes her breasts jiggle slightly despite her firm grip, and the sight in the mirror is hypnotic—my cock appearing and disappearing between those perfect mounds.

"That's it," Heather encourages, her voice breathy with excitement. "Fuck these big tits. Show me how much you've wanted this."

I grip her shoulders tighter, my fingers digging into her skin as I pump faster. The head of my cock emerges from her cleavage with each thrust, angry and purple, a drop of precum beading at the tip. Heather lowers her head, and on my next forward thrust, her lips connect with the head, kissing it gently before I pull back.

"Fuck," I hiss, the brief contact of her warm lips sending a jolt of pleasure up my spine. "Do that again."

She smiles wickedly in the mirror and complies, lowering her head further this time so she can take the head fully into her mouth at the peak of each thrust. The dual sensation is mind-blowing—the soft pressure of her tits along my shaft and the wet heat of her mouth engulfing the head.

"Jesus Christ," I pant, my rhythm faltering slightly at the unexpected intensity. "That feels so fucking good."

Heather moans around my cock, the vibrations adding another layer to the pleasure. She's pressing her breasts together so tightly that they bulge around my shaft, creating the perfect channel. With each forward thrust, my balls slap lightly against her abdomen, adding a percussive counterpoint to our heavy breathing.

I watch in the mirror as strings of precum stretch from the tip of my cock to her lips each time I pull back. The sight is obscene and perfect—Jake's mom with her makeup ruined, her hair mussed from my rough handling, eagerly servicing my cock with her tits and mouth.

"You're such a slut," I tell her, the words making her eyes darken with lust in the mirror. "Look at you, letting your son's friend use your tits like a pussy."

She releases my cock from her mouth long enough to reply, "You love it," before diving back down to catch the head on my next thrust.

The pressure is building in my balls, a familiar tightening that signals I'm close. The visual stimulation combined with the physical sensation is pushing me rapidly toward the edge. Heather seems to sense it, her eyes meeting mine in the mirror with a knowing look.

"Are you going to cum?" she asks, her voice husky with desire. "Are you going to cum all over these tits?"

"Fuck yes," I groan, my pace increasing to a frantic rhythm. "Gonna cover you in cum."

She releases my cock from between her breasts and turns to face me, dropping to her knees once more. Her hands wrap around my shaft, stroking firmly as she tilts her face upward, her tits thrust forward in offering.

"Do it," she urges, her tongue darting out to lick the sensitive underside of my cock head. "Cum for me, Tyler. Cover me."

It's the use of my name that does it—the intimate reminder that this is real, that I'm actually about to cum all over Jake's mom's face and tits. With a guttural groan, I explode, thick ropes of hot cum shooting from my cock. The first blast hits her right cheek, the second her parted lips, and the rest lands on her neck and tits in pearly white streaks.

"Fuck!" I shout, my body shuddering with the force of my orgasm. "Holy fuck!"

Heather milks every last drop from my cock, her hand continuing to stroke until I'm completely spent. She looks up at me with a satisfied smile, her face and chest decorated with my seed. A drop slides slowly down her cheek toward the corner of her mouth, and she catches it with her tongue, making a show of savoring the taste.

"Mmm," she purrs, rubbing my cum into her skin like lotion. "You've been saving that up, haven't you?"

I can only nod, still catching my breath, my legs shaky from the intensity of my release. Heather stands slowly, her body glistening with sweat and cum. She steps close to me, pressing her sticky breasts against my chest, tilting her face up to mine.

"You know," she whispers, her eyes gleaming with mischief, "I've still got more holes for you to fill."

My spent cock twitches at her words, already beginning to stir back to life despite having just erupted. There's something about this woman that makes me insatiable, a hunger that one explosive orgasm can't satisfy.

"You're a fucking cum dump," I tell her, my voice filled with admiration rather than degradation.

She laughs, a throaty sound that vibrates against my chest. "Only for the right cock," she replies, her hand finding its way between us to grasp my semi-hard shaft. "And yours definitely qualifies."

I grab her hair again, tilting her head back to look directly into her eyes. "Then let's see what else that body of yours can do."


Chapter 3

I have Heather pinned against the wall of her bedroom, our naked bodies pressed together in a feverish tangle of limbs. My cock has fully recovered from my earlier orgasm, standing proud and hard between us as we kiss like animals. Her hands are everywhere—in my hair, on my chest, wrapping around my shaft with possessive strokes. I can taste myself on her lips, a reminder of how she'd licked her lips clean of my cum just minutes ago. The thought sends a fresh surge of blood to my already throbbing erection.

"I can't believe how quickly you got hard again," Heather purrs between kisses, her fingers tightening around my shaft. "The benefits of youth."

"The benefits of fucking the hottest MILF I've ever seen," I growl back, biting her lower lip hard enough to make her gasp. My hands grip her ass, fingers digging into the soft flesh as I lift her slightly, pressing her harder against the wall.

Our tongues battle for dominance, though we both know who's really in control now. I've crossed a line I never thought possible, and there's no going back. Jake's mom is my plaything now, and I intend to use every inch of her body for my pleasure.

Breaking the kiss, I spin her around and push her toward the bed—her bed, the one she presumably shares with Kirk. The thought of fucking her here, where her husband sleeps, adds another layer of forbidden thrill to the encounter.

"Get on the bed," I command, my voice rough with desire. "On your back, head hanging off the edge."

Heather's eyes flash with understanding and excitement. Without hesitation, she climbs onto the king-sized bed, positioning herself as instructed—her body stretched out across the mattress, her head tilted back over the edge, her throat exposed and vulnerable.

"Like this?" she asks, though she knows exactly what I want.

"Perfect," I growl, stepping forward until my cock is level with her upside-down face. From this angle, her throat forms a straight line from her mouth, perfect for deep penetration. I grab a fistful of her blonde hair, holding her head steady as I tap the head of my cock against her lips. "Open up, slut."

She obeys immediately, her lips parting to receive me. I push forward slowly, watching as the head of my cock disappears into her willing mouth. The position allows me to see her throat bulge slightly as I go deeper, a sight that sends a jolt of electricity straight to my groin.

"Fuck," I hiss, the sensation of her warm, wet mouth enveloping me once again nearly overwhelming. "Your mouth was made for cock, wasn't it?"

Heather can only moan in response, the vibrations traveling through my shaft. I tighten my grip on her hair, using it as a handle to control the depth and speed of my thrusts. My free hand moves to her throat, feeling the outline of my cock as it pushes deeper.

"I can feel myself in your fucking throat," I tell her, amazed and aroused by the sensation of my cock moving beneath my palm as I massage her neck. "You're taking it so deep like this."

I establish a rhythm, starting slow but gradually increasing in speed and force. Each thrust goes deeper than the last, until I'm hitting the back of her throat with every forward motion. Heather gags around my length, her throat contracting deliciously around the head of my cock, but she doesn't try to pull away. Instead, her hands move to my thighs, urging me closer, wanting more.

The wet, sloppy sounds fill the room as I face-fuck her relentlessly. Saliva pools in her mouth and spills down her face, wetting her hair and dripping onto the floor. The upside-down position causes tears to stream from the corners of her eyes into her hairline, mascara creating dark rivulets across her temples.

Despite the awkward angle, Heather manages to maintain eye contact, her gaze locked on mine as I use her mouth. There's something incredibly intimate about it, a connection that transcends the raw physicality of what we're doing. Her eyes are glassy but full of desire, telling me without words that she wants this as much as I do.

Her lips stretch wide around my girth, red and swollen from our earlier session in the bathroom. Her tongue works the underside of my shaft whenever I pull back enough to allow it, swirling around the sensitive head before I thrust deep again. Even upside down, she knows exactly how to maximize my pleasure.

"Look at you," I taunt, my voice strained with the effort of maintaining control. "Jake's mom, taking my cock down her throat like a fucking porn star. What would your husband say if he could see you now?"

The mention of her husband and son only seems to excite her more, her moans growing louder around my shaft. I can see her nipples hardening further, her body responding to the taboo nature of our encounter.

"You're nothing but a cock hungry whore," I continue, my hips picking up speed. "A dirty slut who needs a young stud to fuck her face properly."

My balls slap against her nose and eyes with each forward thrust, adding to the degradation. The position gives me complete control, allowing me to drive deeper than I could before. I can actually see the outline of my cock moving in her throat, a visual so erotic I have to slow down to avoid coming too soon.

"Such a good little bitch," I praise, loosening my grip on her hair slightly to stroke her cheek with mock tenderness. "Taking my cock so deep. Is this what you do when Kirk's away? Find young guys to throat-fuck you?"

She makes a garbled sound that might be confirmation, her hands squeezing my thighs encouragingly. I respond by thrusting even harder, holding myself deep in her throat for longer periods, watching her struggle for air before pulling back to give her a brief respite.

The bedroom fills with obscene sounds—the wet slurping of her mouth around my cock, the guttural gagging as I hit the back of her throat, the slap of my balls against her face, and my own animalistic grunts of pleasure. It's a symphony of depravity, and I'm the conductor.

"Fuck, your mouth feels so good," I groan, my control slipping as pleasure builds at the base of my spine. "Gonna use this throat whenever I want from now on."

Heather's only response is to relax her throat even more, taking me impossibly deep. Her nose presses against my balls, her lips stretched to their limit around the base of my shaft. She's taken all of me, a feat that makes my head spin with lust and admiration.

I become rougher, my thrusts more erratic as I chase my pleasure. I'm no longer concerned with her comfort, using her mouth as nothing more than a warm, wet hole for my cock. And Heather loves it. Her body writhes on the bed, her thighs pressing together as she seeks friction against her own arousal.

"This is what you are," I tell her, my voice dropping to a dangerous growl. "A set of holes for me to fuck. A cum dump. My personal whore."

With each degrading name, her moans grow more desperate, vibrating around my shaft and pushing me closer to the edge. Her mascara is completely ruined now, black streaks painting her temples and disappearing into her hairline. Saliva coats her face, her neck, making her skin glisten in the bedroom light.

I pull out completely, giving her a moment to gasp for air. Her chest heaves with the effort, her breasts jiggling enticingly with each breath. Strings of saliva connect my cock to her swollen lips, breaking and reforming as I tap the head against her mouth.

"Please," she gasps, her voice wrecked from the rough treatment. "More."

The single word, spoken with such raw need, snaps what little restraint I have left. I plunge back into her waiting mouth with renewed vigor, fucking her face with abandon. Her throat bulges visibly with each thrust, my hand feeling the movement beneath her skin as I maintain a grip on her neck.

"Take it all, you fucking slut," I command, driving deeper and faster. "Show me how badly you need this young cock."

And she does, relaxing every muscle to accept my brutal pace. Her eyes never leave mine, even as they water and overflow, even as her makeup runs and her face becomes a mess of tears and saliva. There's something almost worshipful in her gaze, a surrender so complete it borders on spiritual.

I'm rougher than I've ever been with anyone, treating Heather with a brutality that would shock me if I could think clearly. But all rational thought has been drowned in a sea of primal need, leaving only the base desire to dominate and possess. And from the way Heather responds—her body writhing on the bed, her hands gripping my thighs with bruising force—she's exactly where she wants to be.

With a final deep thrust that makes her throat bulge obscenely, I pull my cock from Heather's mouth. She gasps loudly, sucking in air through her swollen lips, her chest heaving with the effort. Saliva glistens on her chin and neck, her makeup a beautiful disaster across her flushed face. But there's no mistaking the hunger in her eyes as she rolls over on the bed, her body moving with feline grace despite her breathlessness. Before I can react, she's pushing me onto my back and straddling my thighs, her intentions crystal clear.

"My turn to take control," she rasps, her voice wrecked from the rough face-fucking but her smile pure wicked delight. She rises up on her knees, positioning herself directly above my cock, which stands at full attention, glistening with her saliva.

I grab her hips instinctively, my fingers digging into her soft flesh. "You think you're in control now?" I challenge, though my body thrums with anticipation at the sight of her poised above me.

"Let's find out," she purrs, reaching between her legs to grasp my shaft. She guides the head to her entrance, rubbing it against her slick folds. She's soaking wet, her arousal evident in the ease with which my tip parts her lips. "I've been dripping for this since I saw you in the pool."

Slowly, torturously, she lowers herself onto me. The sensation of her hot, tight pussy enveloping my cock inch by inch nearly makes my eyes roll back. She's incredibly wet but still snug, her walls gripping me like a vise as she takes more of me inside.

"Fuck," I hiss, my fingers tightening on her hips as she continues her descent. "You're so fucking tight."

"And you're so fucking big," she counters, her breath catching as she finally settles fully onto me, my entire length buried inside her. She pauses, adjusting to my size, her internal muscles fluttering around me. "God, I haven't been filled like this in years."

My hands guide her as she begins to move, lifting herself up until just the head remains inside before sinking back down. Each movement is deliberate, designed to maximize both our pleasure. Her hands rest on my chest for leverage, her nails digging into my skin as she establishes a rhythm.

"That's it," I encourage, watching her face contort with pleasure. "Ride that cock. Show me how badly you needed it."

Heather increases her pace, her body rising and falling more rapidly. Her tits bounce hypnotically with each movement, drawing my gaze like magnets. They're perfect—large and firm, defying gravity despite their size, with hardened nipples begging for attention. I reach up to grab them, squeezing roughly and pinching her nipples between my fingers.

She throws her head back, a long moan escaping her throat as I manhandle her breasts. "Yes, Tyler... God, yes. Play with my tits while I fuck you."

The sound of my name on her lips sends a fresh surge of arousal through me. This is Jake's mom, naked and impaled on my cock, riding me like her life depends on it. The forbidden nature of what we're doing only heightens the pleasure.

Heather leans forward, pressing her tits directly into my face. I take immediate advantage, capturing one nipple between my lips and sucking hard. She cries out, her hips faltering in their rhythm before resuming with even greater enthusiasm. I alternate between her breasts, licking, sucking, and gently biting until both nipples are red and swollen from my attention.

"Your pussy feels so good," I murmur against her skin, my hands moving back to her hips to help guide her movements. "So wet and tight around my cock."

She sits upright again, changing the angle of penetration and causing both of us to gasp. From this position, she can control the depth and speed completely, and she takes full advantage. Her movements become more varied—sometimes grinding her hips in small circles, other times rising up almost completely before slamming back down.

"Oh God, oh God," she chants, her voice rising in pitch as she finds a spot that clearly hits something special inside her. "Right there, right there!"

I can feel her getting wetter around me, her juices coating my shaft and balls. The sound of our bodies meeting becomes more pronounced—wet, slapping noises that fill the bedroom along with our combined moans and grunts.

Heather leans down again, but this time it's to bring her lips to my ear. Her breasts

Heather leans down again, but this time it's to bring her lips to my ear. Her breasts press against my chest, her nipples hard points dragging across my skin as she moves. Her breath is hot against my ear as she whispers, "I've thought about this since you started hanging out with Jake. Watching you grow from a boy into a man with this big, hard cock. Imagining what you'd feel like inside me."

Her words send a jolt of electricity through my entire body. The idea that she's been fantasizing about me, perhaps touching herself while thinking of me, is almost too much to bear.

"Dirty fucking whore," I growl, slapping her ass hard enough to leave a handprint. The sound echoes through the room, followed immediately by her moan of approval.

"Yes," she hisses, her lips still at my ear. "I'm your whore now. Your personal fuck toy. Use me however you want."

I can't take her teasing pace any longer. Gripping her hips firmly, I plant my feet on the mattress and thrust upward, driving my cock deeper inside her. Heather cries out, her body jolting with the force of my thrust. But rather than resist, she meets me, her hips crashing down to match my upward motion.

"That's it," she gasps, her voice breaking with each powerful thrust. "Fuck me, Tyler. Fuck me hard!"

We find a new rhythm—her riding down as I thrust up, our bodies colliding with bruising force. The headboard bangs against the wall, adding a percussive backbeat to the symphony of our moans and the wet slapping of flesh on flesh.

Heather sits up again, her back arching as she bounces on my cock with abandon. Her face is a mask of pure ecstasy, her lips parted, her eyes half-closed. Sweat glistens on her skin, making her body shine in the bedroom light. Her tits bounce wildly, hypnotic in their motion.

"I'm close," she pants, her movements becoming more erratic. "Oh God, I'm so close!"

I can feel her pussy tightening around me, her inner walls beginning to spasm. My hand moves between us, my thumb finding her clit and rubbing circles around the swollen bud. The additional stimulation is all she needs.

"Yes! Yes! FUCK! TYLER!" she screams, her body convulsing as orgasm crashes over her. Her pussy clamps down on my cock like a vise, rippling and pulsing around my length as she comes. Her thighs shake uncontrollably, her whole body trembling with the force of her release.

I don't stop thrusting, don't stop rubbing her clit, prolonging her orgasm until she's practically sobbing with pleasure. Her nails dig into my chest, leaving crescent-shaped marks in my skin as she rides out the waves of her climax.

"Oh my God," she moans, her body still twitching with aftershocks. "That was... I've never..."

But I'm not done. My cock is still rock hard inside her, throbbing with the need for release. I've already cum once today, which means I have the stamina to keep going, to wring every ounce of pleasure from this unexpected encounter.

"We're just getting started," I tell her, my voice dark with promise as I tighten my grip on her hips, ready to flip her over and take complete control once more.

Heather's eyes widen with a mixture of exhaustion and renewed desire, her spent body already responding to the challenge. "Whatever you want," she whispers, surrendering herself to my will. "I'm all yours."

In one fluid motion, I flip Heather onto her back, her body bouncing slightly against the mattress. Her hair fans out across the pillow, her makeup-smeared face a portrait of debauched beauty. I position myself between her thighs, spreading them wide with my hands, exposing her glistening pussy to my hungry gaze. Despite her recent orgasm, she's ready for more—her folds swollen and slick with arousal, her entrance pulsing with invitation.

"My turn to control the pace," I tell her, my voice rough with desire as I line up my cock with her entrance. Without waiting for a response, I thrust forward, burying myself to the hilt in one smooth motion.

"Fuck!" Heather cries out, her back arching off the bed at the sudden penetration. Her hands fly to my shoulders, nails digging into my skin hard enough to leave marks.

I grab her thighs, pushing them wider and higher, changing the angle to hit deeper inside her. The position gives me complete control over the depth and speed of my thrusts, and I take full advantage, starting a relentless rhythm that has the headboard slamming against the wall with every forward drive.

"You like that?" I growl, watching her face contort with pleasure as I pound into her. "Like having a young stud fuck you in your marital bed?"

"Yes," she gasps, her tits bouncing wildly with each thrust. "God, yes! Harder!"

I oblige, increasing both the speed and force of my movements. My balls slap against her with each thrust, adding to the obscene symphony of sounds filling the room—the wet squelching of her soaked pussy around my cock, the slap of skin on skin, her high-pitched moans, and my deeper grunts.

Heather wraps her legs around my waist, her ankles locking behind my back to pull me deeper. The new position allows me to penetrate her even more thoroughly, my cock hitting spots inside her that make her eyes roll back and her mouth fall open in silent screams of pleasure.

"This pussy belongs to me now," I declare, punctuating the statement with a particularly deep thrust that makes her whole body jolt. "Whenever I want it, I'm going to take it. Understand?"

"Yes! Yes!" she cries, her words broken and breathless. "It's yours! All yours!"

I lean down, my chest pressing against her tits as I continue to thrust inside her. My lips find her neck, planting open-mouthed kisses along her jawline and throat. I can taste the salt of her sweat, smell the expensive perfume she's wearing mixed with the musky scent of our sex. It's intoxicating, driving me to fuck her even harder.

My teeth graze her neck, not quite biting but applying enough pressure to make her gasp. Her pussy clenches around my cock in response, her internal muscles squeezing me deliciously. I growl against her skin, the animal inside me taking over completely now.

The sound of the bedroom door opening barely registers at first, lost in the haze of our mutual lust. It's only when I hear a strangled gasp that I look up, my hips never stopping their rhythmic thrusting into Heather's willing body.

Kirk stands frozen in the doorway, his mouth hanging open in shock, his eyes wide with disbelief at the scene before him—his wife, legs spread wide, taking my cock with enthusiastic abandon on their marital bed.

Time seems to suspend for a moment as our eyes meet. There's a primal satisfaction in seeing him there, witnessing my conquest of his wife. Instead of feeling shame or embarrassment, I feel a surge of dominance, of territorial pride.

"What the fuck?" Kirk finally manages, his voice cracking with emotion. "Heather? What are you doing?"

Beneath me, Heather's body tenses briefly, but instead of pushing me away or scrambling for cover, she moans louder, her pussy clenching tighter around my cock. She's getting off on being caught, on her husband witnessing her infidelity.

"What does it look like?" she responds, her voice breathless but defiant. "I'm finally getting fucked properly."

I don't stop thrusting, don't slow my pace at all. If anything, knowing we have an audience makes me fuck her harder, deeper, wanting to put on a show for the man whose wife I'm claiming. Each thrust ends with my balls slapping against her cunt, a sound that seems unnaturally loud in the tension-filled room.

"You can't—this is—" Kirk sputters, his face flushing with embarrassment and anger. "Stop this right now!"

But his protest lacks conviction, his voice weak and uncertain. He makes no move to approach the bed, no attempt to physically separate us. He just stands there, watching, a pathetic figure in the doorway as I continue to pound his wife.

"Shut the fuck up, Kirk," I growl, not even bothering to look at him anymore, my attention focused on Heather's pleasure-twisted face. "Your wife's busy right now."

Heather laughs, a sound that transforms into a moan as I hit a particularly sensitive spot inside her. "Oh God, yes, right there! Fuck me right there!"

"I can't believe this," Kirk says, his voice hollow with defeat. "Again, Heather? Another affair?"

This revelation makes me pause momentarily—so this isn't the first time she's cheated—before resuming my relentless pace. The knowledge that Heather has a history of infidelity, that Kirk has caught her before, only adds to the twisted eroticism of the moment.

"You can't satisfy me," Heather tells her husband, her eyes locked with his even as her body writhes beneath mine. "Never could. I need a real man, with a real cock." She reaches up to pull my face down to hers, kissing me passionately right in front of Kirk, a deliberate act of humiliation.

I break the kiss to look over my shoulder at Kirk, a smirk playing on my lips. "You might as well stay and watch," I taunt. "Learn how your wife likes to be fucked."

Kirk's face crumples, but still, he doesn't leave. He stands rooted to the spot, a voyeur to his own humiliation, watching as I claim his wife again and again with deep, powerful thrusts.

Heather's moans grow louder, more desperate, her body tensing beneath me. She's close again, her second orgasm building rapidly. I can feel it in the way her pussy flutters around my cock, in the way her thighs tremble against my sides.

"Oh God, I'm going to cum again," she announces, loud enough for Kirk to hear clearly. "He's making me cum again!"

I increase my pace, driving into her with all my strength, the bed frame creaking in protest beneath us. My hands grip her thighs, pushing them wider, exposing more of her to both my gaze and Kirk's unwilling one.

"That's it," I encourage, my voice strained with the effort of maintaining control. "Cum on my cock. Show your husband how a real man makes you feel."

The combination of my words, my relentless thrusting, and the taboo thrill of being watched by her husband pushes Heather over the edge. Her body goes rigid beneath me, her back arching off the bed as waves of pleasure crash through her. Her pussy clamps down on my cock like a vise, pulsing and rippling as she cries out in ecstasy.

"TYLER! YES! OH GOD! FUCK!" she screams, her voice echoing off the walls, making sure Kirk hears every syllable, knows exactly who's responsible for her pleasure.

Her orgasm seems to go on forever, her body shuddering beneath mine, her nails leaving red trails down my back as she clings to me. Throughout it all, I maintain my pace, fucking her through every wave of her climax, prolonging her pleasure while building toward my own release.

As her cries subside to whimpers and gasps, I look back at Kirk, who hasn't moved from the doorway. His face is a mask of conflicting emotions—hurt, anger, humiliation, and something else, something darker that might be reluctant arousal.

"Enjoying the show?" I taunt, never stopping my thrusts into his still-quivering wife. "This is what a woman looks like when she's properly fucked."

Heather laughs breathlessly, her eyes glazed with post-orgasmic bliss. "He doesn't know," she tells me, loud enough for Kirk to hear. "He's never made me cum like that. Not once in our entire marriage."

The cruel words hang in the air, a devastating blow to Kirk's manhood. But still, he watches, a silent witness to his own cuckolding, as I continue to claim his wife right before his eyes.

Heather's body still trembles beneath me, aftershocks of her powerful orgasm rippling through her as I maintain my relentless pace. My own release builds at the base of my spine, a tight coiling sensation that spreads through my groin with increasing urgency. Each thrust into Heather's oversensitive pussy brings me closer to the edge, the wet heat of her clenching walls working my cock perfectly. I can feel my balls tightening, preparing to unload deep inside her—right here in the bed she shares with the pathetic man still watching from the doorway.

I look over my shoulder at Kirk, a predatory grin spreading across my face as I continue to pound into his wife. "You paying attention?" I taunt between thrusts. "This is how you fuck a woman. Take notes."

Kirk's face contorts with impotent rage and humiliation, but he remains frozen in place, unable or unwilling to intervene. His eyes are locked on the point where my cock disappears into his wife's body, a voyeur to his own emasculation.

"Oh God, Tyler," Heather moans, her hands gripping my ass, pulling me deeper with each thrust. "Give it to me. Cum inside me. I want to feel it."

Her words push me closer to the edge. The taboo of it all—fucking my friend's mom, in her marital bed, with her husband watching, about to cum inside her—sends a thrill of forbidden pleasure surging through me.

"You want my load?" I growl, my rhythm faltering as my orgasm approaches. "Want me to fill this married pussy with my cum?"

"Yes!" she cries out, her nails digging into my skin. "Fill me up! Mark me!"

That does it. With a final, powerful thrust that buries me to the hilt, I explode inside her. My cock pulses violently, shooting thick ropes of hot cum deep into her womb. The intensity is blinding, waves of pleasure crashing over me as I empty myself into her welcoming depths.

"Fuck! Take it all!" I groan, continuing to thrust shallowly through my orgasm, prolonging the exquisite sensation. Each pulse of my cock brings another spurt of cum, flooding her insides, claiming her in the most primal way possible.

Heather moans beneath me, her pussy clenching rhythmically around my shaft, milking every last drop from me. Her eyes are half-lidded with satisfaction, her lips curved in a smug smile directed at her husband.

As the final tremors of my climax subside, I remain buried inside her for a moment, savoring the wet heat of her cum-filled pussy. Then, with deliberate slowness, I withdraw, my semi-hard cock sliding out with a wet sound that seems unnaturally loud in the tension-filled room.

I turn toward Kirk, who still hasn't moved from the doorway. "Your wife is a hell of a lay," I tell him, my voice casual as if discussing the weather. "Best pussy I've ever had. Tight, wet, and desperate for a real cock."

Kirk's face flushes with anger and shame, but he says nothing, his eyes dropping to the floor in defeat. Beside me, Heather sits up, her hair a wild mess, her makeup smeared across her face, looking utterly debauched and completely satisfied.

I look down at my cock, still glistening with our combined fluids—my cum and her juices mixing together in a slick coating along my length. An idea forms, a final act of dominance and humiliation.

"Heather," I command, my voice firm and expectant. "Clean me off."

Without hesitation, she slides from the bed and kneels on the floor in front of me. Her eyes meet Kirk's across the room as she takes my cock into her mouth, her tongue working to lick up every drop of our mingled essences. The sight is obscenely erotic—Jake's mom, on her knees, eagerly cleaning her husband's and her own juices from another man's cock while maintaining eye contact with her cuckolded spouse.

"That's it," I encourage, my hand finding its way to the back of her head, guiding her movements. "Show your husband how much you love the taste of my cock."

Heather moans around my shaft, the vibrations sending pleasant aftershocks through my spent body. She's thorough in her task, her tongue exploring every inch, making sure not to miss a single drop. The wet, slurping sounds of her mouth fill the room, a lewd soundtrack to Kirk's humiliation.

When she's finished, she releases my cock with a final, loving kiss to the head, then looks up at me with adoration in her eyes. "Thank you," she whispers, as if I've given her a precious gift rather than just fucked her senseless.

I run my thumb across her swollen lower lip, a gesture of possessive tenderness. "Good girl," I praise, before turning my attention back to Kirk.

"I'll be coming back whenever I'm horny," I inform him, my tone making it clear this isn't up for discussion. "Your wife's body belongs to me now. I'll fuck her whenever I want, however I want."

Kirk finally finds his voice, though it comes out weak and broken. "You can't just—this is my house, my wife—"

"Your wife who just took my load," I interrupt, my voice cold and dismissive. "Your wife who begged for my cum. Your wife who came twice on my cock when you can't make her cum at all."

Heather rises from her knees, standing naked and proud beside me, her hand resting possessively on my chest. "He's right, Kirk," she says, her voice softer but no less devastating. "This isn't the first time, and it won't be the last. You can either accept it or leave."

Kirk's shoulders slump in defeat, the fight draining out of him completely. He looks broken, a shadow of a man watching another claim what should be his.

"Next time I might bring some friends," I add, twisting the knife deeper. "See how many cocks your wife can handle at once. Would you like that, Heather?"

She smiles up at me, her eyes darkening with renewed desire. "Whatever you want, Tyler. I'm yours now."

I gather my discarded swim trunks from the floor, in no hurry to cover my nakedness. Kirk remains in the doorway, a silent, pathetic witness to the new order of things. As I step past him, I pat his shoulder condescendingly.

"Thanks for the hospitality," I say with a smirk. "I'll see myself out. And I'll see your wife very soon."

I walk away, leaving Kirk standing there, humiliated and powerless in the face of our illicit affair. Behind me, I hear Heather's soft laughter, the sound of a woman who has found exactly what she needed—a young stud with enough stamina and dominance to satisfy her darkest desires.

And as I head down the hallway, my body still humming with satisfaction, I can't help but smile at the thought of all the future encounters awaiting us. Jake's hot mom is now my personal plaything, and I intend to enjoy her thoroughly and often.

.
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