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Chapter One



The summer heat was beating down on me, thick and relentless, and sweat slipped from my hairline into my eyes until everything stung. My shirt was plastered to my back, the fabric covered in grass stains, but I couldn’t stop now.

I tipped the plastic water bottle to my mouth and took a long, desperate swallow. The lukewarm water barely took the edge off before I set it down and yanked the mower cord again. The engine roared back to life, loud and stubborn. Chase and I had a bet, and I wasn’t about to lose it because of a little heatstroke.

By the time I finished Mr. Haverty’s lawn, my arms were trembling and my legs felt hollow, like they might buckle if I gave them a chance. I shut the mower down and stood there for a second, hands braced on my thighs, breathing in the sharp scent of freshly cut grass mixed with gasoline and sweat. The world swam a little before it steadied. When I finally felt like I wasn’t going to pass out, I wrestled the mower into the bed of my truck and slammed the tailgate closed.

Then came the part I’d been dreading.

I walked up to Mr. Haverty’s front door and knocked hard enough that it thudded through the wood. No answer. Of course. I knocked again, a little sharper this time.

“Mr. Haverty?” I called out, trying to keep the edge out of my voice. Please, please don’t stiff me, Mr. Haverty. Not today.

Silence.

I knocked again. Still nothing.

“If you don’t pay up, Mr. Haverty, I’m going to have to quit mowing your lawn,” I said, louder now, frustration bleeding through.

“Some other little shit’ll come mow it then,” he grumbled from the other side of the door.

My jaw tightened. Great. He was definitely in there. He just didn’t feel like paying me for an honest day’s work.

“Who’s that other kid I keep seeing around here? Chase?”

I let out a slow breath through my nose. Chase was my best friend, but he was also my competition.

That summer, we’d decided to bet on who could make the most money mowing lawns in the neighborhood. The loser had to give half his earnings to the winner.

It was supposed to make things interesting, maybe even fun. Right now it just felt like a noose tightening around my bank account. If I lost because Mr. Haverty didn’t pay up, I was going to be furious.

“Mr. Haverty, please,” I said. “I’m trying to pay for my upcoming college semester. Do you really want to be the guy who keeps me from getting an education?”

“What, so you can go to some liberal school where they fill your head with all kinds of liberal ideals,” he snapped back, “and then you come back here preaching your agenda to this town and ruining everything good about it? I hope you never get to college.”

I rolled my eyes so hard it almost hurt. Mr. Haverty was the town’s walking political column, barking his opinions at anyone within earshot. I’d learned a long time ago that arguing with him was useless, whether it was about politics or money. If he’d decided not to pay, he wasn’t going to suddenly grow a conscience now.

“All right, Mr. Haverty,” I said. “But I’m going to make sure my friends know not to mow your lawn in the future. You can handle it yourself, you lazy son of a—”

A car horn blared behind me, cutting the words clean out of my mouth.

“Hey, Ryan! How’s it going, dude?”

I turned to see Chase leaning out of his driver’s side window, sunlight flashing off the windshield, that familiar shit-eating grin already pasted across his face. His hair was shoved back in a messy sweep, his T-shirt clinging to his chest like he’d been out in the same heat I had. Of course he’d show up right then.

“Great,” I said flatly. “It’s going just fine.”

“Good. Let’s meet up at your place and compare today’s earnings.”

I knocked on Mr. Haverty’s door one last time, more out of stubborn pride than hope. When there was still no answer, I finally gave up. I headed back to my truck with sweat on my neck, anger in my chest, and the sinking feeling that this stupid bet had just gotten a lot more complicated.
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I met up with Chase back at my parents’ place that evening. Like every day before it, we went straight to the kitchen table and dumped our earnings out in small, uneven piles. Crumpled bills, loose change, sweat-softened receipts. The familiar ritual settled in around us as we started counting.

The ceiling fan clicked lazily overhead, pushing warm air around but doing nothing to cool us off. We tallied each other’s amounts and added them to the scorecard we had kept taped to the fridge since the beginning of summer.

“Ooh,” Chase said, dragging the sound out as he leaned over the numbers. “Looks like you’re only short by a few dollars. Guess that means I’m winning.”

He leaned back in the kitchen chair and swept a tan hand through his dirty blond hair like he already owned the victory. I watched him for a second, irritation and something sharper twisting low in my gut.

“Yeah, well, I wouldn’t be if Mr. Haverty had paid up,” I said. “He stiffed me again. Can you believe it?”

Chase smiled like he’d been expecting that answer. “I can,” he said. “I’ve mowed his lawn before. Why do you think I let you have that one?”

“I didn’t realize you’d let me have it,” I said. “Isn’t that cheating?”

“How’s it cheating? I didn’t know he’d stiff you like he stiffed me. I thought he just didn’t like me. For all I knew, he might’ve wanted to pay you.”

I stared at the numbers again, the reality of them sinking in. “So I’m going to lose this bet because of Mr. Haverty? The week’s almost over. We’ve run out of lawns.”

“Relax, dude,” Chase said easily. “There’s still one more left. Mrs. Monroe’s.”

My head snapped up. “And you haven’t called her yet?”

“Nope,” he said. “Haven’t had the time. Tomorrow I’ve got to go to my family’s work picnic, so you’ll have the whole day to try and win her over.”

“Why are you telling me about this?” I asked. “You could’ve just let me think I lost and then mowed it yourself.”

“Consider it payback for not telling you about Mr. Haverty,” he said. “I’ll warn you though. I’ve mowed Mrs. Monroe’s lawn before and she stiffed me too. The way I see it, even if I did mow it, it wouldn’t help me get any farther ahead. She’s likely to stiff you too, but if you can somehow weasel some money out of her, then you win. Fair and square.”

“Sounds good,” I said, trying to sound more confident than I felt.

“I’ve got another warning for you though,” Chase said.

I looked up. “About what?”

“Mrs. Monroe doesn’t stiff you the same way Mr. Haverty does. She tries to pay you in other ways.”

My stomach tightened. “What do you mean?”

“Like,” he said slowly, watching my face, “sexually.”

My eyes widened before I could stop them. “And you didn’t take her up on it? Mrs. Monroe is like the hottest milf in town.”

“No way, man,” Chase said. “Haven’t you heard the rumors about her? She’s hot, but I’m not into chicks with dicks.”

I snorted despite myself. Surely he had to be joking. “Come on. You’re not serious. There’s no way Mrs. Monroe has a dick.”

Chase lifted his hands in mock surrender. “Hey, it’s what I’ve heard. If she wants to fuck you as payment, you go right ahead. But I wasn’t about to agree just to end up fucking a trans woman.”

“You’re a pig,” I said.

Chase smiled. “I’m okay with that.”

He pulled out his phone and glanced at the time. “Shit, I better get going. But let me know what happens with Mrs. Monroe tomorrow. We’ll meet up again and see who’s ahead.”

“Oh, trust me,” I said. “It’ll be me. I plan to get a few dollars out of Mrs. Monroe in any way I can.”

“Well, good luck with that. A few dollars won’t cut it. You’ll need about thirty bucks if you’re going to beat me.”

“Again, if Mr. Haverty had paid up—”

“Hey,” Chase cut in. “You think I don’t know what it’s like? It’s the luck of the draw. Quit making excuses and go mow some lawns.”

My jaw clenched because I knew he was right. I was already making excuses because I didn’t want to lose half my money to him.

I walked Chase to the door and said goodbye. After he left, the house felt quieter than it had moments before. My thoughts kept circling back to what he’d said about Mrs. Monroe being trans. It didn’t seem possible. She was the hottest woman I’d ever seen. All woman. Long legs, perfect curves, hair that always looked like it belonged in a commercial. I couldn’t picture her with a dick between her legs no matter how hard I tried.

Of course, the more I tried not to picture it, the harder my dick got, and that freaked me out a little.

Get a grip, Ryan.

I shoved the thoughts of Mrs. Monroe down for the night and went upstairs to lose myself in video games, even though the image of her lingered in my head long after the screen lit up.
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The next morning, I packed up my truck and drove to Mrs. Monroe’s place with a knot of nerves twisting low in my stomach. I was hoping that if I showed up already geared up with my mower and tools, she would be more likely to let me take the job.

Her house sat just around the corner from mine, close enough that I could practically see it from the end of my block. When I rounded the bend and spotted her red sedan parked in the driveway, a small pulse of relief went through me.

Good, I thought. She’s home.

I pulled to the curb, cut the engine, and climbed out of the truck. The air already felt warm against my skin, the kind of heat that promised a long, sticky day. I walked up to her front door and knocked.

It only took one knock for her to answer.

Mrs. Monroe pulled the door open and I nearly forgot how to breathe. She looked absolutely stunning. She wore a bright red bikini, the color bold against her sun-kissed skin, with a pair of short denim cutoffs tugged low over her hips. Her auburn hair was loose around her shoulders, dry and softly curled at the ends. She had clearly been sunbathing in the backyard.

She smiled when she saw me, slow and curious, though her eyes were hidden behind oversized dark sunglasses. “What can I do for you?” she asked. “School fundraiser?”

“Oh, no,” I said with a nervous laugh. “Actually, I’m raising money for college.”

Her mouth curved into a knowing smirk. “Like I said. School fundraiser?”

I rubbed the back of my neck, suddenly aware of how sweaty my palms felt. “Uh, yeah. I guess so. I’m mowing lawns to make some money, and I noticed yours looked a little rough.”

“Maybe I like it rough,” she said lightly.

The words hit me harder than they should have. I could hear my own heartbeat thudding in my ears. My gaze dropped on instinct, tracking the curve of her waist, the swell of her chest pressing provocatively against the thin red fabric.

Her figure was full in all the right ways. Lush. Mature. There was no way she was trans. I refused to believe it. The idea felt ridiculous standing there in front of her, with the sun gleaming on her skin and desire tightening in my gut.

I knew in that moment that if Mrs. Monroe wanted to pay me with sex, I would not hesitate. Fucking the neighborhood milf would be worth losing half my earnings to Chase and then some.

“So,” I said, forcing my voice to sound steady, “does that mean you don’t want anyone to mow the lawn?”

Her tongue swept slowly over her lips before she smiled again. “Go ahead, honey. Have a ball.”

I lifted my eyes to hers one final time and realized she had pushed her sunglasses up onto the top of her head. Her blue eyes were bright and striking, the color of the pool shimmering in her backyard. For a second, I forgot what I was supposed to say. I just stood there staring, caught in her gaze.

“Thank you,” I finally managed. “You won’t regret it.”

“Start with the front, then make your way to the back,” she said. “Okay?”

“Okay.”

I hauled my mower down from the truck and began on Mrs. Monroe’s front lawn like it was any other job. The steady drone of the engine filled the air as I pushed through the thick grass, but my mind stayed stubbornly fixed on the image of her in that red bikini.

Every pass I made, every neat line I carved into the lawn, my thoughts drifted back to the curve of her hips, the fullness of her breasts, the way she had teased me without even trying.

And I could not shake what Chase had told me either.

No way, I thought as I turned at the edge of the driveway. She seems so feminine.

I finished up the front and rolled the mower around the side of the house toward the back gate. The metal latch clicked softly when I opened it, and I pushed the mower through into the backyard.

That was when I saw her.

Mrs. Monroe was stretched out on a lounge chair on her stomach, tanning topless beneath the bright morning sun. The sight of her bare back stole the breath from my lungs. Her bikini top was nowhere in sight, and her denim shorts were gone too.

Only the thin red bikini bottoms remained, hugging her hips. From where I stood, I couldn’t tell what was happening beneath the fabric, and the uncertainty made my pulse jump hard in my throat.

“Ryan?” she called gently, turning her head just enough for me to see the curve of her cheek. “Is that you?”

“Yes, ma’am,” I said, my voice coming out rougher than I intended.

“Before you start,” she said, “would you mind rubbing some sunscreen on my back?”

A lump formed in my throat, and I swallowed hard. My legs felt strangely unsteady as I left the mower by the gate and walked toward her. The scent of coconut hung in the air. A bottle of sunscreen sat on a small side table next to her chair. I picked it up with fingers that suddenly felt too big for my hands.

I found a small space at the edge of her chair to sit. The plastic was warm beneath my thighs. I squeezed a ribbon of lotion into my palms and rubbed my hands together to warm it before touching her. When I finally placed them on her back, her skin was smooth and soft beneath my fingers, warm from the sun. It felt like touching velvet.

I spread the lotion slowly across her shoulders and down along her spine, careful at first, then a little more confident as she relaxed beneath my hands. My thumbs moved in small circles at the base of her neck. I could feel the subtle rise and fall of her breathing.

“That’s really nice,” she murmured. “You have the magic touch.”

The words sent a slow shiver through me. I kept rubbing, my mind betraying me as I wondered what would happen if my hands strayed just a little farther. I imagined my fingers brushing the side of her chest, the heavy swell of her breasts, the heat of her skin. The urge to flip her over and take her perfect breasts in my hands nearly made me dizzy.

“That’s good, Ryan,” she said gently, pulling me back from my thoughts. “Thank you.”

“Of course,” I said.

My dick was already half hard when I stood and returned to the mower. I started it up and forced myself back into the rhythm of the work.

I tried my best to focus on the yard, on the steady path of cut grass forming beneath the wheels, but my gaze kept drifting back to where she lay. At one point, she sat up, but she kept her back to me as she slipped her bikini top back on and tugged her shorts into place. Then she disappeared inside the house through the sliding glass door.

That’s just as well, I told myself. I couldn’t focus with her out there anyway.

I finished mowing the yard fairly quickly after that and loaded the mower into the bed of my truck. Mrs. Monroe still hadn’t returned, and the silence of the backyard felt heavier now. It was time to collect.

A strange sense of déjà vu settled over me as I walked to the front door and knocked. For a split second, I half expected the same cold silence I’d gotten from Mr. Haverty. Instead, the door opened almost immediately.

Mrs. Monroe stood there in a delicate pink summer dress, light and airy, the soft fabric clinging to her curves. Her hair looked freshly brushed. She no longer looked like a woman basking in the sun. She looked like a hostess inviting someone into her home.

“I finished the lawn,” I said. I didn’t want to bluntly ask for payment, but I was prepared to if I had to.

“It looks good,” she said, stepping forward to glance out over the front yard. Then her eyes widened, as if something finally clicked into place. “Oh. Oh, I can’t pay you anything, honey.”

My stomach dropped. “Oh,” I said. “Oh. Yeah. Okay.”

Heat crept up my neck as I turned away, already bracing myself for the loss. I had only taken a few steps when I heard her call out behind me.

“At least, I can’t pay you in cash.”

I turned back toward her slowly. Her expression had changed, softer now, with something knowing behind it. “Why don’t you come inside?” she asked. “We’ll figure something out.”

I hesitated, then glanced over my shoulder to make sure no one was watching from any of the neighboring windows. The street was quiet. My heart thudded painfully in my chest as I stepped back to her doorway.

Then I crossed the threshold and went inside.


Chapter Two



“I wouldn’t normally care about payment,” I started, my voice catching slightly, “except I sort of have this bet going with a friend of mine. It’s about who can raise the most money mowing lawns.”

“That’s a damned shame,” Mrs. Monroe said as she led me deeper into the living room. Her house smelled faintly of clean linen and something floral. “You see, I don’t have any cash right now or I’d totally pay you.”

“You can pay me later,” I said quickly. “If you need to go to an ATM, or—”

She turned to face me before I could finish. Her back pressed lightly against the back of her sofa, which sat in the middle of the room like a deliberate barrier. She might have been older, but the way she tilted her head and softened her expression felt calculated, almost practiced. Cute. Innocent. Dangerous in a quiet way.

“I can’t pay you later,” she said. “I’d like to settle my debts now. If there’s any other way you can think of to repay you, let me know. I’ll do anything.”

The words settled heavily between us. Mrs. Monroe was clearly playing a role, but it was one that made heat crawl up the back of my neck. I shrugged, suddenly aware of how flushed my face felt. “Like,” I said slowly, “what else did you have in mind?”

She rocked back and forth on her feet and glanced away as if she was nervous, but something in her posture told me she had done this before. Especially after what Chase had hinted at. Her voice dropped when she looked back at me.

“Tell me, Ryan,” she asked softly. “Are you a virgin?”

I cleared my throat. My nerves were shot, and I tried to hide them, but I could not hide the fact that my dick was stirring in my jeans. “Yes,” I said. “I am.”

“So you’ve never fucked a girl in the ass before?”

I shook my head. “I’ve never fucked a girl anywhere.”

She stepped closer and placed one finger on my chest, right over my pounding heart. “So you’ve never fucked a girl’s pussy before?”

I shook my head again.

Mrs. Monroe lowered herself slowly to her knees in front of me. The movement was unhurried, deliberate. “So you’ve never had a girl suck your big, fat cock before?”

I had almost had a girl suck my dick once, but it never actually happened. I shook my head again, breathing shallow now as I watched her reach for my zipper. My pulse roared in my ears.

Oh my god. This is really happening. I can’t believe this.

Chase’s voice echoed faintly in the back of my mind, his crude warning about her. I pushed it aside. I didn’t care anymore. Mrs. Monroe was right there, beautiful and bold and on her knees in front of me. Dick or no dick, I wanted her mouth on my cock like nothing else in that moment.

She unzipped my pants and slipped her hand inside my briefs, wrapping her fingers around my already raging hard cock. When she pulled it free, her eyes widened just a touch.

“Wow,” she said lightly. “You’re so big.”

I let out a nervous laugh and shrugged. “I don’t know,” I said. “I think I’m just average.”

In truth, I knew I was nothing special. But the way she looked at me made me feel like I was.

“I don’t know if I’ll be able to fit it all in,” she said, her voice light but charged with intention as she glanced up at me.

I placed a hand on her soft hair and smiled down at her, my chest tight with anticipation. “I bet you can manage.”

“I’ll sure try,” she said in the cutest, high-pitched teasing voice. Then she stretched out her tongue and dragged it slowly across the underside of my cock. The warmth alone made my knees weaken.

“Fuck,” I breathed.

She parted her lips and wrapped them around the tip of me, sealing her mouth tight as she hollowed her cheeks like a vacuum. The sensation pulled me deep against her soft, velvet tongue. I glanced down and watched as more of my cock disappeared into her mouth inch by slow inch.

“Jesus,” I murmured.

She sucked and stroked me with easy confidence, like she had done this countless times before. One hand worked the length of me while her other hand reached back to cradle my balls, rolling them gently in her fingers. The combined attention sent sparks straight up my spine. I held her head in my hands and guided her just a little, silently encouraging her to go faster.

She took the cue immediately.

Her mouth worked me harder and faster until the pressure built too high for me to hold back.

“I’m going to come,” I warned, my voice breaking.

It didn’t slow her down. She kept sucking and stroking with steady confidence until I lost control completely. I spilled into her mouth with a groan, my whole body shuddering as she swallowed every drop without hesitation. When it was over, my legs felt weak, my breath uneven, and I had to fight just to stay standing.

She pulled her mouth away and wiped her lips with the back of her hand, her eyes glinting with quiet satisfaction. “How did you enjoy your first time?”

“It was amazing,” I said honestly, still struggling to catch my breath.

Her smile turned slow and knowing. “How long do you think before you can get hard again?”

“Not long,” I said with entirely too much eagerness.

“Great,” she said.

She stood and tugged the top of her dress down to her waist. She was braless, and her naked breasts sprang free, full and proud, the soft curves rising and falling with her breath. “Go ahead and touch them.”

I lifted my hands slowly, but hesitation caught me just short of contact. Mrs. Monroe laughed softly and took my wrists in her hands, guiding them the rest of the way. My palms closed around the warmth of her breasts. Her nipples pressed into my skin, and the soft weight of her settled into my hands. I gave one cautious squeeze.

That was enough to make my cock surge back to life.

“Oh look,” she said playfully, pointing down at it. “You’re already good to go.”

I let out a short, shaky laugh. “Yeah. I guess so.”

She stepped back and turned around, presenting herself to me as she bent over the back of her sofa. The fabric stretched tightly across the curve of her hips before she reached back and lifted her dress over her ass. She slid her white panties to the side and glanced back at me over her shoulder.

“I want you to fuck my ass,” she said.

My eyes searched automatically for any hint of what Chase had warned me about, but her legs were pressed tightly together. If she had anything between them, I couldn’t see it. In that moment, I didn’t care. All I could think about was the tight, inviting curve of her body and what she was offering me.

I stepped up behind her and spit into my palm, stroking my cock slowly with my saliva. Then I reached forward and spread my slick hand over her ass, adding more spit before easing a finger inside her. “Do you like this?” I asked.

“I love it,” she moaned. “But I’d love it more if your whole cock was inside me.”

A shiver ran through me as I slipped my finger out. I pressed the tip of my cock to her tight hole and pushed gently, inch by careful inch. I waited for her to tell me to stop. She never did. I sank fully into her, burying myself deep before pulling back slowly, just to feel it again.

“Harder,” she begged. “Faster. I want you to fuck me like you need it. Like you crave it.”

Her ass was warm and impossibly tight around my cock, the slick heat of her body wrapping around me in a way that made my head spin. Every slow thrust sent a sharp jolt of pleasure through me, and I had to fight the urge to lose control right then. I was already worried that if I fucked her too fast, I’d come too soon.

Still, I couldn’t resist. She was begging for it, after all. I planted my hands firmly on her ass and started swinging my hips, driving my cock into her over and over again, each thrust a little deeper, a little rougher.

The pressure built fast, hot and heavy in my gut. I could feel my climax creeping closer, but I wasn’t ready for it yet. My mind kept circling one question that refused to leave me alone. I still didn’t know if Mrs. Monroe had a cock or not. The thought gnawed at me as much as the pleasure did.

I slowed my rhythm slightly and tilted my head, trying to see between her legs from behind. There wasn’t any angle that gave me a clear view. Frustration prickled through me. Needing answers, I lowered one of my hands from her hip.

I picked up the pace again as my hand slid down her thigh and moved inward. Mrs. Monroe moaned softly, her voice breathy and needy. “Just like that,” she kept saying, again and again.

I loved the sound of her sweet, broken little moans. They fed something hungry inside me as I pounded her ass harder. But I had to know the truth. The not knowing was driving me just as crazy as the sex itself.

My hand inched forward, nerves buzzing through my fingers. I knew I was only an inch away from touching either her pussy or a pair of balls. My heart slammed hard in my chest as my fingers brushed against something soft. Something dangling. My breath caught as I closed my hand and felt the unmistakable shape of her testicles resting in my palm.

Holy shit.

My dick hardened even more, and the sudden rush of adrenaline sent my climax surging forward whether I was ready for it or not. Just seconds before I lost control, Mrs. Monroe’s hand shot back and wrapped around my wrist.

“Like what you feel?” she asked.

My load exploded deep inside her ass before I could even answer. A hoarse grunt tore out of my throat as my whole body locked up in pleasure. I shook above her, every nerve ending on fire, and I didn’t pull out until the last of it had left me and I could finally breathe again. When I slipped free, my legs still trembling, Mrs. Monroe straightened and slowly turned around to face me.

Her bare tits hung freely, full and heavy. She reached down and pushed her panties aside, deliberately revealing her massive cock. It stood thick and heavy between her legs, far bigger than mine had ever been.

“That was very naughty of you,” she said calmly. “Now you’ll have to be punished.”

“Punished?” I asked, my mouth dry.

She nodded once. “Drop to your knees.”

I hesitated for a split second, still stunned and overstimulated, and her expression sharpened. “Drop to your knees before I make you.”

My body was still quivering violently from my orgasm, but my knees buckled and I lowered myself to the floor in front of her. Mrs. Monroe wrapped her hand around her huge cock and slowly waved it in front of my face.

She pressed the heavy tip against my lips, firm and undeniable, but I clamped my mouth shut and turned my head slightly away. This wasn’t at all what I’d imagined when I came here.

“I have to make sure you’ll keep my secret,” she said quietly. “And the only way to do that is to humiliate you so completely that you’d never tell anyone what happened.”

“I can’t,” I said quietly, my voice catching in my throat. “I don’t know how.”

Mrs. Monroe just laughed—throaty and full, like she’d been waiting to hear that. She tilted her head back, then brought her gaze down to me with something dark and satisfied flickering behind her eyes.

“I’ll show you how,” she murmured.

Her thumb brushed along my lower lip, dragging slowly before tugging it down. I barely had time to breathe before she pressed the tip of her cock past my lips. My tongue met the warm, smooth weight of her, and the first taste—salty, sweet, earthy—made my whole body jolt.

I trembled without meaning to. She watched me, eyes steady, and the flush that hit my cheeks had nothing to do with embarrassment. I looked up at her, feeling my cock throb in my jeans.

I might’ve had a dick in my mouth, but there was no denying it—Mrs. Monroe was all woman.

She curled her fingers into my hair, gripping the back of my head like she owned it, and began to thrust. Her pace was steady at first, letting me adjust, but she didn’t stay gentle for long. Her cock slid deeper each time, hitting the back of my throat until I gagged. My eyes watered and I tried not to panic, but she just cooed low under her breath.

“That’s it,” she said, her voice edged with hunger. “Take it. I’m gonna fuck that throat so raw you won’t be able to talk for weeks. You won’t be able to tell anyone what you found here today.”

I wanted to shake my head. I wanted to tell her I wouldn’t say a word, that her secret was safe with me. But I couldn’t speak. I couldn’t even think straight with my mouth full of her cock and her fingers holding me in place.

I did my best to breathe when I could, stealing air through my nose between thrusts. But she was relentless. She used me like I was made for it, driving in deep and hard, pushing my lips to stretch and my throat to open. I’d never done anything like this before—never even imagined it—and yet, some part of me stopped resisting.

My muscles eased. My jaw relaxed. Something gave way in me, and instead of choking, I found a strange rhythm, letting her use me the way she wanted. It felt like surrender. It felt terrifying. And it felt good.

Mrs. Monroe’s eyes fluttered, her body tense with pleasure. I thought she was about to come. I braced for it, not knowing if I was ready—but then she pulled out.

Her cock glistened with spit as she looked down at me and said, “Now it’s your turn to bend over.”

My heart skipped. “What?”

“You heard me.”

I hesitated, still catching my breath, but I didn’t argue. I stood up on shaky legs, throat aching, and let her take over. She started undressing me slowly, almost methodically, peeling off each layer while I stood there, stunned and silent. I didn’t know what to say. Even if I did, I doubt I could’ve spoken. My throat felt raw, stretched. Used.

Once I was completely naked, she pushed me forward until I bent over the arm of the couch. My skin flushed with heat and nerves, my cock still hard, jutting out helplessly as her hands found my ass.

She spread me wide.

“You may walk a little funny after this,” she said with a grin, and then she spit between my cheeks.

The wet sound made me flinch, but I didn’t move. I clutched the cushions, my fingers digging into the fabric as I tried to brace myself. My breath came short and shallow. I was seconds away from being fucked in the most humiliating way imaginable, and I couldn’t tell if I was terrified or desperate for it.

Her cock slid along my crack, slick from my mouth and her spit, until she found the tight ring of muscle that had never been touched like this before. She paused, just a beat, and then pushed.

“Fuck,” I gasped as the head forced its way inside. The pain hit first—sharp, blinding—but then came the stretch, and a heat that bloomed in every part of me. My body jerked, my hands slapping the couch, and I thought I might scream.

But then something shifted.

The pain softened. A wave of pure sensation crashed through me, dizzying and hot, and I found myself saying it again—“Fuck”—but this time, my voice sounded dazed. Almost blissed-out.

Mrs. Monroe let out a low laugh behind me. “That’s it,” she said, sliding in deeper. “You like getting your tight little ass fucked, don’t you?”

I didn’t know how to answer. I didn’t know if I liked it, or if I just liked her, or if my body had betrayed me completely—but it didn’t matter. What I felt was real. Raw. Powerful. She kept pressing in, inch by inch, until I was filled in a way I never had been.

My knees nearly buckled.

I moaned into the couch cushions, my body adjusting, my breath ragged. I felt everything. Every movement. Every inch of her thick cock stretching me, claiming me. I started to open up around her, bit by bit, giving in without meaning to.

And the more I gave, the better it felt.

Mrs. Monroe didn’t just fuck me. She owned me—and I let her.

Once she was all the way inside me, I could feel her balls hanging loose, warm and heavy against mine. The weight of them made it impossible to forget what she was doing to me—what I was letting her do. She pulled out slow at first, her cock dragging along nerves that had never been touched like this, then pushed back in with a little more force. The motion sent a jolt through my spine.

And then she did it again. And again. Each thrust came sharper, more confident, like she knew my body was learning how to take her, how to mold around her.

I couldn’t help it. I turned my head and looked back at her.

God, she was beautiful. Her long dark hair had slipped from whatever hold it had been in, falling over one shoulder in loose waves. Her bare breasts bounced with every movement, nipples flushed and tight, her expression wild with pleasure. The contrast between her softness and the brutal way she was fucking me made my head spin.

I never would've guessed she had a cock bigger than mine—let alone that she’d be using it to fill me like this. But here we were. She was buried deep inside my ass, thrusting harder, driving into me like she owned every inch of me. And maybe she did.

Her moan came low and drawn out, the kind that vibrated through her whole body. Her head tipped back, her eyes rolled the way they had earlier, but this time, she didn’t stop. She didn’t pull out. She just grabbed my hips and started to pound into me, her rhythm fast and rough and unrelenting.

And then I felt it.

A sudden heat spread inside me as her cock twitched deep in my body. Her cum flooded my ass, warm and thick, coating my insides as she kept grinding into me, each thrust pressing it deeper. It should’ve been disgusting, degrading. Instead, it sent me over the fucking edge.

Her cock nudged my prostate just right, and I gasped as pressure built so fast it made my legs shake. I didn’t even have time to stroke myself. My cock twitched on its own, and then I was coming—hard.

Thick, hot ropes shot from me, splattering across the back of her pristine couch. I could only hope she wouldn’t punish me for that too. But some part of me kind of wanted her to.

We stayed like that for a moment, both of us panting, her cock still buried in my sore, stretched hole. My knees were shaking. I didn’t want her to move, didn’t want the feeling to end. But eventually, she let out a breath and slid out of me.

I winced as she pulled free, my body aching and empty. She adjusted her clothes without a word, like it was just another afternoon for her.

“Now,” she said, fixing me with that same unreadable stare. “I want you to think about that ass pounding every time you’re tempted to tell someone about me.”

I grinned, my cheeks flushed and my heart still racing. “I will,” I said. And I meant it.

I gathered my clothes off the floor, pulling them on slowly, still a little dazed. The moment I stepped outside, the sun hit my face, and I realized I hadn’t even remembered to check the time. My body felt like it had been wrecked and rebuilt. I wasn’t sure what that made me now, only that something in me had shifted.

By the time I climbed into my truck, I’d completely forgotten about the summer bet I had going with my best friend.

My phone buzzed in my pocket.

I pulled it out, still catching my breath, and answered without thinking.

“So?” Chase’s voice came through the speaker. “How was Mrs. Monroe’s? Did you get stiffed again?”

A lazy smile spread across my face. I looked down at myself—at the mess she’d left behind on my skin, the faint ache still pulsing deep inside—and I let out a soft laugh.

“Oh, I got stiffed alright,” I said. “Looks like you won this bet after all.”

“Hell yeah,” Chase shouted. “That means I take half your money.”

I nodded, still grinning, still blissed out. He could take the cash. That didn’t matter. Chase may have won the bet, but I’d walked away with something way better.

I was already thinking of excuses to go back. Already craving the sting of her punishment. And if I had to break the rules to earn it again?

So be it.
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