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Chapter One




“I can’t believe my mom sent me to some lame-ass summer camp. You know why she did it, don’t you?”

I let out a slow breath and asked, “No, why?”

Natalie didn’t hesitate. “Because she’s sleeping around. She wants me out of the house so she can fuck random losers all day.”

I blinked, my eyebrows rising. “I highly doubt that.”

Natalie was my best friend. We were planning to start college together in the fall, and I’d known her mom—Mrs. Langford—for as long as I could remember. She was always the picture of a normal, overworked single mom. A little tired, maybe, but generous and gentle. Too polite to even curse, let alone screw some stranger in the middle of the day.

“You don’t know her like I do, Jenna,” Natalie shot back. “Please. Just do me this one favor. Go check on her this weekend. I just know she’s going to be holed up with some guy from the bar with a beer gut and a criminal record.”

“You want me to spy on your mother?” I asked, raising an eyebrow.

“Hell yes, I do.” Her voice was full of heat. “I can’t stand thinking about her getting away with it. And if anyone can catch her in the act, it’s you.”

I tried to laugh it off, to change the subject, but something about the idea hooked me. Maybe it was the gossipy thrill of it, or the fact that summer had already gotten long and lonely without Natalie around. Maybe it was just boredom. But the idea of peeking into someone else’s secret life… especially her life… stirred something unexpected in me. A kind of heat.

“Fine,” I said eventually, hearing the hesitation in my own voice. “I’ll check on her tomorrow.”

“Be sneaky,” Natalie warned. “She’s not going to do anything if she knows someone’s watching. And seriously, don’t bring Zack. I know you drag him everywhere like some emotional support boyfriend, but this is just between you and me.”

I rolled my eyes. “Okay, Natalie. I won’t bring him.”

“I’m serious,” she said. “I know you’re still in that gross honeymoon phase or whatever, but he’s just going to do something dumb. He’s a guy. He’ll trip over something or make a noise or tell someone and suddenly my mom’s covering her tracks.”

“Thanks for the vote of confidence.”

“C’mon,” she said. “You know how Zack is.”

I bit my lip. Natalie wasn’t wrong. Zack could be careless sometimes. But in that moment, all I could picture was him shirtless in my bed, his dark hair messy from sleep, his lean muscles shifting as he slid his hips between mine and filled me, slow and deep. God, the way his abs clenched when he came…

“Jenna?” Natalie’s voice cut through my thoughts.

I blinked and shook my head. “Yeah. I’m here.”

“Ew. You were thinking about fucking him, weren’t you?”

I laughed softly. “I can’t help it. He’s just so fucking hot.”

Natalie groaned dramatically. “How the hell did you land a guy like that?”

“Wow. Thanks.”

“You know what I mean,” she said. “You’re cute. But Zack could be modeling for Calvin Klein. Like… full-on billboard in Times Square energy.”

I didn’t answer right away. Mostly because now I was picturing him in nothing but a pair of tight briefs, his thick cock bulging forward, the outline straining against the cotton. I swallowed hard.

“You’re disgusting,” Natalie said flatly. “I know exactly what you’re picturing.”

I giggled, not even bothering to deny it.

“Anyway,” she said, “I gotta go. Apparently this isn’t just some random summer camp. It’s a fucking church camp. Can you believe that? Like my slut of a mother has ever set foot inside a church.”

“That’s rough,” I mumbled, only half-listening as my brain drifted again to Zack’s cock and the way his voice dropped an octave when he got turned on.

“Just go spy on her, alright? I’ll call you tomorrow to check in.”

“Alright,” I said quietly.

Then I hung up the phone, already wondering just how far I was willing to go to find out what Mrs. Langford did when no one was watching.
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That night, I drove over to Natalie’s neighborhood and parked a few houses down, cutting the engine and sitting there for a moment with my hands still wrapped around the steering wheel. My heart was already beating too fast for something that was supposed to be harmless. I told myself I was being ridiculous as I stepped out of the car and quietly shut the door behind me.

I walked slowly toward Natalie’s house, my sneakers barely making a sound on the sidewalk. I kept shaking my head, half-amused, half-annoyed with myself. Natalie really was ridiculous. Mrs. Langford was the most wholesome, normal mother I had ever known. The kind who brought cut fruit to soccer games and asked you if you wanted iced tea. The kind who wore cardigans and smiled politely and never raised her voice.

And then I saw it.

A black sedan sat parked in the driveway, sleek and unfamiliar, its dark paint catching the glow from the porch light.

Mrs. Langford didn’t drive a black sedan. She drove a white SUV. Always had.

My stomach tightened instantly.

Before I could talk myself out of it, I pressed my body flat against the side of the house and crept along the wall, moving carefully through the shadows toward the backyard. My breath came shallow as adrenaline buzzed under my skin. Natalie and her mom lived in a single-story house, and I knew from years of sleepovers that the bedrooms faced the fenced yard behind it.

I hugged the exterior wall as I reached the gate, my fingers trembling slightly as I eased the latch open. The hinge barely made a sound, and I slipped through, closing it just as quietly behind me. My pulse thudded in my ears as I crouched low, moving closer to the bedroom windows.

That was when I noticed the lights were on.

The curtains were wide open.

My heart lurched into my throat.

Before I even saw anything, I heard her.

“Oh fuck. Fuck, yes. Just like that.”

Mrs. Langford’s voice floated out into the night, loud and unrestrained, nothing like the polite, careful tone I knew. It sent a sharp jolt through me. My skin prickled, heat racing down my spine, and my knees actually felt weak beneath me. I squeezed my thighs together instinctively, fighting the rush of sensation pooling low in my body.

This was wrong. I shouldn’t be here. My pussy shouldn’t have been wet. My breath shouldn’t have been catching like this.

And yet, the more I heard her moan, the more my body betrayed me.

I lowered myself just enough that the rose bushes beneath the window would shield me, then carefully parted the branches and peered inside. My cheeks burned the second my eyes adjusted to what I was seeing.

Mrs. Langford was straddling a man I had never seen before, riding his cock with a kind of hunger that made my stomach flip. Her hair was loose and messy, her face flushed, her mouth open as she moved her hips in a steady, desperate rhythm. The man’s hands were buried in her full breasts, squeezing and kneading them roughly before sliding down to slap her ass. Each smack pulled another moan from her throat, loud and needy.

Then she climbed off him, and I had to bite my lip to keep from gasping out loud.

His cock was huge. Thick and long and slick with her wetness, bobbing heavily as she knelt in front of him. Without hesitation, she leaned forward and took him into her mouth, her lips stretching around his girth. He groaned and sat up, his hands going straight to the back of her head, guiding her, pushing deeper as she gagged softly around him.

My body throbbed in response. Blood pulsed hot between my legs, my pussy aching with need. I felt warm all over, tingly and unsteady, like I might come just from standing there with my thighs clenched together, watching something I was never supposed to see.

At the last second, he pulled out of her mouth with a strained groan. I watched, frozen, as thick white ropes spilled across Mrs. Langford’s face, painting her cheeks and lips. She laughed breathlessly, flushed and glowing, and he laughed with her, the sound loose and satisfied.

They lingered in that moment, drunk on release, before he tossed her a towel. She wiped her face casually, like this was nothing out of the ordinary.

Then her gaze flicked toward the window.

My heart stopped.

I stayed perfectly still, barely breathing, my entire body locked in place as terror and excitement tangled together inside me. After a long, awful second, her attention drifted away again.

That was all it took.

I turned and ran.
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I should have called Natalie. She would have wanted every detail, every dirty confirmation that she had been right about her mother all along. It had been her idea, her little mission she sent me on. And yet, standing there alone with my heart still racing and my body buzzing, she was not the first person I reached for.

I called Zack.

Maybe it was the way my skin still felt too tight, like I had been wound up and never released. Maybe it was the adrenaline still humming through my veins, making everything feel sharp and electric. Whatever the reason, Zack was the one I needed to hear, the one I wanted to pull into this with me.

He came over immediately.

“I don’t believe you,” he said as soon as he walked in, dropping onto my parents’ living room sofa with a bag of chips like this was any other lazy night. He crossed one ankle over his knee, completely relaxed, crunching loudly as he ate. Somehow, infuriatingly, he still looked gorgeous. His shoulders stretched the fabric of his T-shirt, his jaw sharp even as he chewed.

I stood across from him, pacing slightly as I tried to get the words out.

“Why not?” I asked. “I’m not lying.”

“Because it’s Mrs. Langford,” he said, shaking his head. “She’s such a goodie goodie. Like, bake-sale mom energy.”

“That’s what I thought too,” I said. “But it’s true. I saw it.”

“So what exactly did you see?” he asked, his blue eyes lighting up with curiosity as he shoved another handful of chips into his mouth. I hated how hot he looked doing something so stupidly casual.

I hesitated, heat creeping up my neck. “Well, I… I saw her on top of some strange man.”

Zack froze. He set the bag of chips aside and leaned forward, resting his elbows on his knees as he looked up at me. Slowly, a smirk spread across his face. I knew that smirk. He wore it when he thought he was about to push me somewhere I pretended I did not want to go.

“Was she riding him?” he asked. “Was she taking that big, fat cock nice and deep?”

“Zack,” I said weakly, trying to stop him. My voice sounded breathless even to my own ears. My skin prickled with chills, my thighs trembling as if my body remembered the scene better than my brain wanted to.

“Then what happened?” he asked, standing up and closing the distance between us. His fingers skimmed over my arms, slow and deliberate, tracing the goosebumps there like he was enjoying watching me react. “Did she suck his huge cock?”

I met his eyes and nodded. I could not bring myself to say it out loud. The image slammed into my head anyway. Mrs. Langford on her knees. Her mouth stretched. The way the man had groaned as he used her.

Zack lifted my chin gently, forcing me to look at him. “Then what happened, Jenna?” he said softly. “Tell me. Take your time.”

My lips trembled. “Then he… pulled out his… cock. And he… it was…”

“Did he cum on her face?” Zack asked easily, like it was nothing to say something so filthy.

I nodded, shame flushing through me at my own hesitation. I tried to look away, but he caught my chin again, tilting my face back up.

“And did you touch yourself while you watched them?” he asked.

I shook my head quickly. “No.”

Zack’s hand slid between my thighs anyway, confident and familiar. He pushed it up beneath my skirt, his fingers brushing my panties before pressing against them. When he felt the dampness there, he let out a quiet laugh.

“But you’re wet,” he said, smug and pleased. “You enjoyed the show.”

I stepped back, mortified, my face burning.

“Well then,” he said, bringing his fingers to his mouth and licking them clean like it was nothing. “I’ve got to see this for myself.”

My eyes flew open. “No,” I said immediately. “Natalie specifically asked me not to.”

He rolled his eyes. “Fuck Natalie. I know she’s your friend, but she’s always had it out for me. She’s not the boss of me.”

“Please, Zack,” I said, my voice tight. “Don’t go over there.”

“Oh, I’m not going tonight,” he said calmly. “We’ll go tomorrow. I want to see the whole thing for myself. And you’re coming with me.”

I opened my mouth to argue, to defend Natalie, to say something that might stop this. But Zack kissed me before I could. His lips were firm and insistent, and my resolve crumbled instantly. My body melted into his, trembling as his hands explored me like he already knew how easy it would be to distract me.

I broke the kiss just as his hands slipped under my skirt and up my shirt. “My parents will be home soon,” I whispered.

Zack frowned and reluctantly pulled away. “Alright,” he said. “Tomorrow then.”

“Yeah,” I said quietly. “Tomorrow.”

As he left, I stood there alone, my body still humming, my mind racing. I told myself I could distract him, that I could redirect this somehow. If only I could use my body well enough to make him forget about Mrs. Langford entirely.


Chapter Two




The next day, I got a call from Natalie.

I knew I should have let it go to voicemail, but I answered anyway, guilt already gnawing at my stomach. Her voice came through the line all chipper at first—until she asked for an update.

“So?” she said. “Did you see anything?”

I hesitated. My throat tightened. “I… forgot to go.”

There was a pause, followed by an indignant cry. “Jenna! Are you kidding me? For Christ’s sake!”

“I’m sorry!” I said quickly, pressing a hand to my forehead as I paced around my bedroom. “I meant to, I really did. I just got caught up.”

She let out a frustrated groan. “Ugh. Whatever. Can you go tonight instead? Or tomorrow? I guess if you totally forget again, you can always check next weekend…”

“I doubt she’s up to anything anyway,” I said softly, hating myself for how easy the lie slipped out. I told myself it was for her own good, that the truth would only hurt her. But the real reason I couldn't come clean was because I knew how fast it would all unravel. If I told her the truth, I'd end up telling her everything. About Zack. About how turned on I’d been. About what we were planning to do tonight.

Natalie’s voice softened. “Yeah… maybe I’m just being paranoid.”

“You probably are,” I said, my stomach twisting again.

I wanted to believe that. I wanted to believe I was protecting her. That she wouldn’t really want to know her mom was riding strange men and getting her face coated in cum. That she didn’t need to hear about the pink vibrator or the way I’d nearly soaked through my panties watching it happen.

“Alright,” she sighed. “I should go. They run a tight ship here. It’s like Catholic boot camp.”

“When do you come home?”

“A few more weeks,” she said. “I think I can survive.”

“I miss you.”

“Miss you too, Jenna. Let me know if anything happens, okay?”

I said I would. Another lie.

Zack showed up a few hours later, wearing that smug, sleazy grin that usually made me roll my eyes even as my pussy clenched around nothing.

“Ready to watch some live porn?” he asked, stepping into my room like he owned the place.

I gave him a look. “You’re so crude.”

He smirked. “You love it.”

Unfortunately, he wasn’t wrong. Zack could talk the filthiest shit and still make me wet with just a glance. He had a way of owning his words, saying them like they weren’t even dirty. Like they were just facts.

“Why don’t we just stay here?” I offered, twirling in front of him in my little black dress. The hem barely covered my ass. I’d picked it out with him in mind, hoping it would keep his attention on me. “We could make our own porn.”

He cocked his head, eyes raking over my body with slow appreciation. “Nice try,” he said. “I plan to rip that dress off you later. But right now, I want to see what Mrs. Langford’s up to.”

“Of course you do.” I let out a sigh that didn’t quite hide how turned on I was.

Zack drove us back to Natalie’s neighborhood, parking a few houses down like we had the night before. It was almost dark but not quite. The sun was low, shadows stretching long across the lawns. Not exactly the ideal time for creeping around someone’s backyard, but Zack didn’t seem to care.

We waved casually at a neighbor walking a dog, pretending we were just stopping by to grab something for Natalie. No one seemed to question it. Apparently, no one knew she was away at church camp. Zack’s confidence carried us through, as always.

Once it felt safe enough, we slipped through the gate and crept around the side of the house. My heart was pounding again. But not from fear.

From heat.

We peered through the windows, moving quietly from room to room like nosy perverts. Mrs. Langford was home—alone this time. No mystery men in sight.

But when we reached her bedroom window, we both froze.

Mrs. Langford lay sprawled across her bed, completely naked. Her legs were spread wide and bent at the knees, her pale skin bathed in the golden light of a bedside lamp. One hand was gripping a small pink vibrator, the other resting just above her pubic bone as she rocked her hips in slow, practiced circles.

She looked beautiful. Flushed, wanton, completely unbothered by the possibility of being seen. Her moans were soft but rhythmic, the kind that built steadily. Her nipples were tight and peaked, and her stomach tensed each time the toy hit a spot that made her gasp.

I couldn’t look away. But I could feel Zack right next to me—his body practically vibrating with tension. I glanced over and saw how still he was, his breathing shallow, his eyes locked on Mrs. Langford like she was the only thing in the world.

And for a second, I felt jealous.

But then the jealousy slipped away and something else took its place. Something darker. Something hotter.

Curiosity.

How much did he want her?

How badly did he want to see more?

The thought made my thighs clench again.

Suddenly, as if she could feel the weight of our eyes on her, Mrs. Langford turned her head.

Her gaze drifted toward the window.

Zack and I both dropped lower, ducking beneath the line of the sill like guilty teenagers.

When I dared to peek again, she was climbing off the bed. She moved slowly, languidly, like her body was still thrumming from the edge of release. She picked up a robe from the foot of the bed and wrapped it around herself, tying the belt loosely at her waist.

“Where do you think she’s going?” Zack whispered, his voice tight with panic.

“I don’t know,” I said, barely breathing. My body tensed as I stayed crouched beneath the window, heart hammering in my chest. I considered slipping around to another part of the house, maybe catching another glimpse, but my legs felt locked in place. The safety of the rose bushes suddenly felt like the only thing keeping me tethered.

Then I heard footsteps.

Behind us.

I turned fast, heart leaping into my throat—and gasped.

Mrs. Langford stood there, less than a foot away. Her silk robe was loosely tied, her bare legs smooth and glowing in the dim light. She looked calm. Amused, even. Her eyes sparkled with something wicked as she took in the sight of us—me crouched low, Zack frozen beside me, both of us guilty as sin.

A slow smile spread across her lips. “Well,” she said softly, “what do we have here?”

Her eyes lingered on me, scanning the flush in my cheeks, the way my chest rose and fell too fast. I couldn’t hide how flustered I was. My whole body felt hot, trembling with adrenaline and something darker.

Zack jumped in fast. “We were just looking for Natalie.”

Mrs. Langford cocked an eyebrow. “You don’t think I’m that naïve, do you?”

Her voice was smooth, rich with amusement, but there was an edge beneath it. She stepped closer and crossed her arms over her chest, the robe parting slightly at her thighs.

“I know exactly what you were doing,” she said. “And now…” She let the words hang for a beat, letting the tension stretch and thicken. “Now I’m going to have to punish the two of you.”

She turned toward the patio door and began walking, not looking back once. “Come on,” she said simply.

Neither of us moved at first. Then, like we were tethered to her somehow, we followed.

Inside, the house was dim and warm. Familiar and unfamiliar at the same time. Her scent hung in the air—something clean and floral and faintly sweet. We followed her down the long hallway, Zack in front of me, his shoulders tense. I could see the way he shifted his weight with each step, like part of him was ready to bolt and the other part wanted to see exactly where this was going.

I wasn’t sure where I stood.

The closer we got to her bedroom, the more surreal it all felt. The soft golden glow spilling from the doorway. The sound of our footsteps on the hardwood floor. The rising pulse between my legs that made me dizzy.

Mrs. Langford stepped into the room first, then turned to face us.

In one swift motion, she grabbed my wrist and spun me around. I let out a startled yelp as she shoved me toward the bed, and I landed with a bounce on the edge of her mattress. A second later, I heard Zack’s body thud down beside mine.

We were both breathless. Stunned.

Mrs. Langford climbed onto Zack’s lap as he sat at the edge of the bed, straddling him like she’d done it a hundred times before. Her thighs gripped his hips. Her hands cupped his face. And then she kissed him.

Deeply. Hungrily.

Her tongue slid into his mouth, and he didn’t hesitate for a second. His hands found her waist. Then her hips. Then lower.

It was all happening so fast, and not once did he pull away.

But the part that made my stomach twist wasn’t how fast Zack gave in. It was the way I didn’t stop him.

I didn’t even want to.

I sat there, stunned and dripping, as Mrs. Langford rocked her hips over what I could only assume was Zack’s fully hard cock. Her robe rode up her thighs as she moved, and he groaned into her mouth. He kissed her neck. Her shoulder. He bent forward and dragged his lips across the swell of her breast where the robe had parted.

His hands slid beneath the silk and up her back.

She untied the robe herself, letting it slip from her shoulders until it fell away completely. She sat there, naked and unashamed, her perfect breasts rising and falling as she breathed heavy and slow.

Her nipples were dark and tight, hard as bullets. Zack moaned softly and buried his face between them, kissing and sucking like he’d forgotten I was even there.

She let him. She held him there. One hand in his hair, the other resting on his shoulder, nails lightly digging into his shirt. She tilted her head slightly to the side and looked at me.

Her eyes sparkled with amusement, and the smirk that crossed her lips made my stomach drop.

She knew exactly what she was doing. And she knew I was too turned on to stop her.

I looked away. But it didn’t help.

I could still hear everything—the way he groaned when he squeezed her ass. The wet suck of his mouth on her nipples. The whisper of her voice telling him how good he felt. And the heat between my legs kept spreading, thick and deep, until I was soaking through my panties.

I wanted to tell her to stop.

I wanted to tell him to stop.

But I didn’t.

Instead, I stayed where I was, perfectly still like a good girl, and watched her take my boyfriend right in front of me.

And the worst part?

I liked it.

Zack’s jaw hung open as he took in the sight of her bare breasts. For a moment, he just stared, like his brain needed time to catch up with what his eyes were seeing. Then his hands moved, slow and reverent, gliding up her stomach inch by inch until his palms finally covered both full mounds.

Mrs. Langford let her head fall back as he touched her, her long golden hair spilling down her back. Her lips parted, soft and red and glossy, and when she moaned it sent a sharp shiver through me. The sound was low and unguarded, nothing like the polite woman I had known for years.

My body reacted before I could stop it. A restless twitch ran through me, heat pooling between my legs. It shouldn’t have turned me on. I told myself that over and over. But it did. I hated watching Zack lose himself in her touch, and at the same time I craved it. The jealousy burned, sharp and uncomfortable, yet I didn’t want her to stop. I wanted to see him unravel for someone else. Someone older. Someone confident. Someone as stunning and commanding as Mrs. Langford.

She reached for the hem of Zack’s shirt and pulled it over his head, tossing it aside without ceremony. His chest was tight and smooth, his muscles flexing under her gaze as the lamplight caught the planes of his abs. She traced her fingers slowly over his torso, dragging her nails just enough to make him inhale sharply.

Then she pressed her hands to his shoulders and pushed him back against the bed.

Zack leaned into it, lifting his arms and lacing his hands behind his head, completely open to her. He watched her like she was something unreal. She took her time exploring him, palms gliding over his chest, her fingers pressing into the hard lines of his body.

She glanced at me again, and for just a second, something like disappointment flickered across her face.

Was this really about Zack? Or was she doing all of this just to torment me?

The thought made my thighs clench. She was already playing with me, testing how far she could push without a single word. And I was losing. The need to touch myself became unbearable. My hand moved on its own, lifting my skirt, slipping inside my panties. I shuddered as my fingers brushed my swollen clit, slick and sensitive from watching them.

Mrs. Langford slid off my boyfriend’s lap and stood between his knees. Zack sat up straighter, his eyes roaming over her naked body. I followed his gaze helplessly, taking in the curves of her hips, the weight of her breasts, the confidence in the way she moved. I wondered what she tasted like. I wondered if her skin was as soft as it looked. My finger slipped inside my slit, and I let out a shaky breath.

She bent forward and tugged at Zack’s jeans, easing them down his hips. Her hand traced over the front of his briefs, right where his erection strained against the fabric. He groaned softly and bit his lip, his attention completely consumed by her.

I could tell he had all but forgotten I was there.

And for the first time, I didn’t care.

I wanted to see her take him into her mouth. I wanted to see how far she would go.

She pushed his briefs down and paused when his cock sprang free. Her eyes widened slightly as she took in his length, thick and flushed and already leaking at the tip. A small smile curved her lips.

I smiled too.

I liked that she knew how big he was. I liked that she could see exactly what I got to have. That I had claimed him first.

Mrs. Langford dropped to her knees between his legs, licking her lips slowly as she wrapped her hand around the base of his shaft. Zack sat all the way up now, desperate to watch. She leaned forward and closed her mouth around the tip, her lips stretching, her tongue flicking against him.

Zack’s hand shot into her hair immediately, fingers tangling in the loose strands as he groaned and tipped his head back. She took more of him, inch by inch, until her lips slid lower and lower down his shaft.

Soon she had nearly all of him inside her mouth, his cock resting heavy against her tongue and throat. She pulled back, then took him in again with a wet, hungry sound. Zack rocked between throwing his head back and leaning forward, torn between surrendering to the sensation and watching her pretty mouth work him.

Then she swallowed him whole.

She gagged softly, just for a second, and my breath caught. The willingness of it. The hunger. I slid my finger in and out of my slick slit, unable to stop myself anymore. When she glanced up at me, her eyes locked with mine, she pulled back slightly and smiled. Slow. Knowing.

Then she took him back into her mouth again.

Zack’s abs tightened as he rocked his hips forward, helpless against the pull of her lips. She moved her mouth down to his balls, sucking them one by one while her hand stroked his shaft. His face twisted with effort, jaw clenched, brow furrowed as he fought not to lose control.

I could tell he was close.

I couldn’t blame him. Even I was struggling to hold it back.

He reached down and cupped her breasts, massaging them as she took his cock back into her mouth. His fingers rolled her nipples, and she moaned around him, the vibration sending him over the edge.

Zack groaned loudly, his whole body tensing as he finally lost the fight.

“Fuck,” Zack grunted, his voice breaking as he lost control.

Mrs. Langford swallowed as much as she could, her throat working as she took him. A thin stream of his hot cum slipped past her lips anyway, trailing down her chin before dripping onto the soft curve of her chest. The sight made my breath hitch. I licked my lips slowly, unable to stop myself. I wanted to lick him off her skin. I wanted to taste what he’d given her.

Instead, I brought my slick fingers to my mouth and sucked them clean, pretending they were her body beneath my tongue. The fantasy was filthy and wrong and it made my thighs tremble.

Mrs. Langford rose smoothly to her feet, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand like it meant nothing. She pushed Zack back against the bed with calm authority and climbed up after him, crawling across the rumpled bedspread until she was hovering over his face. He grabbed her hips instinctively, fingers digging into her flesh as she lowered herself down.

Zack’s tongue slid out and traced a slow, deliberate line along her pussy. She rocked her hips against his mouth, her breath catching as she found her rhythm. The muscles in her long, toned legs flexed as she moved, powerful and graceful all at once. I couldn’t tear my eyes away. I found myself wondering what she tasted like, if she was sweet or salty, and whether Zack was enjoying her as much as I knew I would.

Something inside me shifted as I watched her.

Mrs. Langford was no longer just Natalie’s mom. She wasn’t a familiar face from my childhood or a woman I smiled politely at across kitchen counters. She was a sexual being, confident and hungry and completely unapologetic. And worse than that, she was someone I wanted.

I had never been with another woman. I had never even seriously considered it. But something about her presence pulled something out of me, something warm and aching that I hadn’t known how to name before. Maybe it had always been there, buried deep, waiting for the right moment to surface.

Her moan grew louder, more urgent. She reached back and gripped the headboard, her hips rolling harder over Zack’s mouth. Her body tightened, then shuddered as she came, her sounds breaking into short, breathless pants. When she finally sagged, flushed and glowing, I could see the aftermath of her pleasure written all over her skin.

I felt torn apart inside.

My boyfriend had just come in her mouth. Now he had made her come with his tongue. A normal girlfriend would have stopped this. A normal girlfriend would have screamed or left or dragged him away. But the longer I sat there thinking about it, the more I realized how powerless I felt. Mrs. Langford had wanted Zack the moment she saw him. She had taken him with absolute certainty.

What could I have even done to stop it?

How could I have expected Zack to turn down a woman like her?

Zack lifted her hips and gently turned her, guiding her until her back was flat against the mattress. He hovered over her now, his cock already hard again, thick and flushed as he stroked it against her body. One of his hands cupped her breast, thumb circling her nipple, before sliding down between her legs. He pushed a finger into her pussy slowly, deliberately, coating it with her slick heat.

He pulled his finger out and brought it to his mouth, licking it clean.

I mirrored him without thinking, my own fingers dipping into my wetness, then sliding between my lips. The taste made me shiver. Zack looked up at me then, really looked at me, like he had suddenly remembered I was there.

His eyes dropped to my fingers.

He smiled.

In that moment, I knew we were both thinking the same thing. Wanting the same thing. Whatever line we had crossed, we had crossed it together.

Zack rested the tip of his cock at Mrs. Langford’s entrance and dragged it slowly up and down her slit, teasing her. She gasped softly each time it brushed against her swollen clit. She reached down and wrapped her hand around him, guiding him to where she wanted him most.

He groaned as he slid inside her.

My stomach twisted painfully as I watched his cock disappear into another woman. This was different from everything else. This was real. He was inside her. He was fucking her. There was no pretending otherwise, no way to soften it.

There was no going back.

I knew I would never be able to unsee it. For those moments, he belonged to her. And as I watched them move together, I found myself wondering, with a sharp ache in my chest, whether he would even want to come back to me when she was done with him.

He buried himself deep inside her pussy and let out a long, satisfied sigh. His hands gripped her thighs as he sank all the way in, and Mrs. Langford reached behind her to brace herself against the headboard. Her fingers curled tight around the wood, her back arching as she pushed her hips up to meet each stroke. She was so responsive, like her body already knew exactly how to take him.

Zack began to move faster, picking up a rhythm, his breaths turning into low, rough pants as he drove in and out of her with more force. His thighs slapped against hers, the sound sharp and rhythmic in the quiet room. I circled my clit with shaking fingers, caught between jealousy and awe, tormented by how much I needed to watch. I couldn’t believe how hot it was—how filthy and wrong it felt to be getting off while my boyfriend fucked another woman.

The harder he moved, the more her breasts bounced and swayed beneath him. Her lips parted in a soft, aching moan. She looked radiant, flushed and breathless beneath Zack as he began to pound her, losing himself completely. Every muscle in his body tightened. He was working hard for her. Giving her everything.

Then he pulled out.

Without a word, he flipped her over and rolled her onto her stomach. She didn’t resist—just let it happen, like she’d been waiting for it. He gripped her ass firmly, then gave it a light slap that made her gasp.

“God,” I whispered, stunned by the sight of him spreading her cheeks and spitting between them. The wet sound made my skin prickle.

Then he pushed his cock back inside her, slow and deliberate.

Into her ass.

My jaw dropped.

Zack and I had never done anal. He’d asked, maybe once or twice, but I always made excuses. I’d been too nervous, too scared it would hurt. But Mrs. Langford… she didn’t flinch. She welcomed him like it was the most natural thing in the world. Like she’d done it a hundred times before. She was giving him something I never had, and it did something to me.

He started slow, easing into her, learning her pace, but when she pushed back into him, relaxed and eager, he grabbed her hips harder and began to move faster. Soon he was crouched over her, slamming his cock into her tight hole, his hips snapping forward with loud, sharp smacks. The sound echoed through the room, raw and primal.

I cupped my breast through my shirt, feeling my nipple straining against my bra. I pinched and rolled it while I rubbed tight, desperate circles over my clit. I was going to come. Just from watching.

As Zack came in her ass, his body jerking with each thrust, my own orgasm hit like a wave. My pussy throbbed and pulsed with wild, pulsing electricity. Heat flooded every nerve in my body. I had to bite down hard on my lip to keep from crying out. I doubled over slightly, grabbing the edge of the bed to stay upright, legs weak and trembling. The release was too intense. I wasn’t sure how I was still standing when it finally passed.

Zack pulled out slowly, panting, and collapsed beside her. His chest rose and fell rapidly, sweat glistening on his skin.

And then Mrs. Langford looked at me.

She pushed herself up off the mattress and padded toward me with a predatory calm.

“Now you’re going to taste his cum in my pussy,” she said, her voice low and certain.

“He didn’t come in your pussy,” I murmured, my breath still catching.

Her lips curved into a knowing smile. “Not yet.”

Zack seemed to understand instantly. He rose from the bed without hesitation.

Mrs. Langford knelt between my legs, her fingers already tugging at the waistband of my panties. She slid them down in one smooth motion, baring me completely.

“Oh my,” she purred. “You’re soaked.”

She bent forward, and I gasped as her tongue flicked lightly against my slit. Her hand slid up under my shirt and found my breast, fingertips teasing my stiff nipple, making my entire body shiver with anticipation.

Her touch was soft but commanding, sensual but dominant. There was nothing tentative about the way she explored me. Every movement was confident, as if she already knew my body better than I did. Heat surged through me as her mouth latched onto my clit, sucking gently, then harder. Her tongue flicked across it and sent jolts straight through my core.

Zack stepped behind her and placed his hands on her hips. He slid his cock into her pussy in one smooth thrust. She groaned against me, and the sound vibrated through her mouth and into my clit.

“I’m going to make you come while you watch your boyfriend fuck me,” she whispered. “Then you’re going to lick his cum out of my pussy.”

Her filthy promise sent me into a frenzy. Her tongue lapped up and down my slit, slow and thorough, before she slid a finger inside me. I was soaked and aching, barely able to keep my eyes open. But I had to watch.

Zack groaned behind her, his hips driving into her. He was hard again, and she was taking every inch of him. She rocked her body back into his thrusts, matching him stroke for stroke. He gripped her waist tighter and started to fuck her faster, his thighs slapping against her ass, his breath coming in short, desperate grunts.

I lay there beneath her, legs trembling, watching my boyfriend fuck her pussy the same way he had fucked her ass.

The same way he had fucked me.

Only now, it was different.

Now he was fucking her like she belonged to him.

And the thought that he might come inside her—might fill her, mark her, even impregnate her—sent a thrill through my stomach that scared and excited me in equal measure.

Mrs. Langford played with my tits like she owned them, her fingers expertly rolling my swollen nipples until they were stiff and aching. She leaned in and sucked my entire mound into her mouth, her wet tongue flattening against my clit in one long, slow stroke that made my thighs jerk. I cried out, hips lifting off the bed as a sharp jolt of electricity shot up my spine.

I was coming again already. I couldn’t stop it. Couldn’t even slow it down.

My fingers curled into her beautiful blonde hair, gripping tight as I came hard against her tongue. My whole body tensed and shook as the orgasm tore through me, dizzying and deep. I moaned into the room, no longer caring how loud I was or how obvious.

Zack saw everything. And it must have pushed him over the edge, because a second later, he groaned and collapsed over Mrs. Langford’s back. He emptied himself inside her with a strangled grunt, his hips twitching, his breath ragged.

He pulled out slowly, panting.

Mrs. Langford lifted her mouth from my throbbing pussy and looked up at me with a dark, satisfied smile. Then she gripped my hips and dragged my body down the bed, her strength surprising. I let her move me, my body still limp and buzzing from release.

She climbed on top of me, knees straddling my shoulders, and hovered above my face.

Her pussy glistened, soaked with the combined mess of my boyfriend’s cum and her own orgasm.

I opened my mouth without hesitation.

The taste hit my tongue immediately—salty and musky and faintly sweet. A swirl of them both. Their heat. Their lust. Their shared pleasure. I licked eagerly, desperate for every drop, knowing exactly what I was tasting. Zack’s cum. Inside her. Coating her.

It was filthy. And I couldn’t get enough of it.

She moaned softly and lowered herself further, grinding gently against my mouth. I licked her clean, dragging my tongue through every fold, savoring the flavor and the humiliation alike.

She cupped my head in both hands and held me there, her voice low and breathy. “That’s a good girl. Taste what your boyfriend did to me. He couldn’t resist. You watched him fall apart for me.”

I whimpered against her, licking harder.

“Let this be a lesson,” she murmured. “About spying. About what happens when you try to see things you’re not supposed to.”

The more she spoke, the faster I licked. My tongue circled her clit, flicked it, sucked gently, and she responded with soft gasps, her thighs tightening around my head. Her body tensed and trembled. She panted above me, moaning louder as her hips jerked forward.

Then she cried out, her pussy pulsing around my tongue as she came hard on my face.

Her pleasure coated me. She didn’t hold back, didn’t try to stay quiet. Her orgasm rolled through her like a wave, and I stayed there, letting her ride it out, licking every last drop that spilled from her.

When she finally pulled back, she leaned down and kissed me for the first time. Her mouth was warm and soft, her tongue silky as it slid over mine, exploring every inch with slow, unhurried hunger.

I kissed her back, dizzy with everything I felt—shame, desire, confusion, awe.

She broke the kiss slowly, her lips brushing mine one last time before she pulled away.

“I assume this is enough to keep my little escapades a secret?” she asked, cocking an eyebrow. “You’re not going to tell Natalie what you saw... are you?”

I shook my head, unable to speak.

There was no way in hell I could tell Natalie now. Not without turning ten shades of red and stammering through my guilt. And even if I could, I wouldn’t. Because whatever this was, I needed it to happen again.

If I had any hope of being invited back into Mrs. Langford’s bed, I had to keep my mouth shut.

Mrs. Langford wrapped herself in her robe, looking perfectly composed despite everything. Zack and I quietly dressed, the energy between us charged and unspoken.

The drive home was quiet. Not awkward exactly, but thick with everything we weren’t saying. My thighs were still sticky. My body still tingled. The air between us was heavy with doubt… and possibility.

When Zack pulled up in front of my house, I turned to him, expecting maybe an apology. Or a serious talk. Or even a break-up.

But instead, he looked at me like he’d never seen me quite this way before.

And then he kissed me. Hard.

I kissed him back just as hard, threading my fingers through his hair and holding him close.

When we finally pulled apart, I looked at him and said, “We should do that again.”

His smile widened slowly, crooked and cocky and utterly satisfied.

“I was hoping you’d say that.”
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