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Chapter 1

The Browns are down by seven with two minutes left in the fourth quarter when someone pounds on my front door. Fuck. I press mute on the remote, tossing it onto the couch cushion beside me. Another knock, louder this time. Jesus Christ, can't a guy watch the game in peace? I push myself up from the couch, my bare feet slapping against the hardwood as I make my way to the door.

When I yank it open, ready to tell whoever it is to fuck off, my dick practically jumps in my pants.

Holy shit. Standing on my doorstep is the hottest MILF I've ever seen in real life.

Vanessa Sinclair. I recognize her as my classmate's mother. I've seen her at school functions. And she looks just as sexy now as she has then.

Her blonde hair catches the afternoon sunlight, making it shine like gold around her perfect face. My eyes instantly drop to her full, pouty lips — the kind of lips that were made for sucking cock. They're painted a glossy pink that makes me think of wet pussy. And speaking of wet, I'm already getting hard just looking at her tits practically spilling out of her sundress. The thin fabric clings to every curve of her body, the neckline dipping low enough to show the deep valley between her breasts. Those massive tits look like they could suffocate a man, and fuck if I wouldn't die happy between them. She's an absolute MILF.

The sundress hugs her waist before flaring out over her hips, stopping mid-thigh to reveal long, toned legs that go on for fucking miles. For a woman in her forties, she's got the body of a college cheerleader and the face of a model. My cock throbs against my basketball shorts as I imagine bending her over right here on my porch.

"Tyler, I assume," she says, her voice tight. "May I come in?"

I smirk, leaning against the doorframe. "Depends on what you want, Mrs. Sinclair."

Her eyes narrow slightly, but she maintains her composure. Rich bitches like her always do. "It's about my son: William. I'd rather not discuss it on your porch."

I step aside, sweeping my arm in a mock-gentlemanly gesture. "By all means."

As she walks past me, I catch a whiff of her expensive perfume. Floral, but with something underneath — something that makes my mouth water. I check out her ass as she enters my living room, watching how it sways with each step. The thin material of her dress doesn't hide much, and I can make out the outline of her panties. Lace, probably. Rich wives like her always wear the good shit.

"Nice place," she says, glancing around my modest house with barely disguised disdain.

"Not all of us live in mansions, Mrs. Sinclair," I reply, closing the door behind us. "What can I do for you?"

She turns to face me, and I can see the strain in her expression, the way she's trying to maintain her dignity while standing in my shitty living room. Her tits rise and fall with each breath she takes, and I don't even try to hide the fact that I'm staring at them.

"I want you to stop bullying my son," she says, her voice firm despite the slight tremor I detect. "William comes home crying almost every day because of you."

I cross my arms over my chest and lean back against the wall. "Maybe your precious William should keep his mouth shut about things he doesn't understand."

"What are you talking about?" Her eyebrows draw together, creating a little crease in her otherwise perfect forehead.

"Your son made some pretty fucked up comments about my dead mother," I say, my voice hardening. "Did he tell you that part? Or did he just play the victim?"

Vanessa's expression falters for a moment. "I... he didn't mention that."

"Of course he didn't." I push off from the wall and step closer to her. Close enough that I can see the tiny gold flecks in her blue eyes. "He called her a drug addict whore. Said the world was better off without her."

"I'm sure he didn't mean—"

"He meant every word," I cut her off. "He's eighteen, and so am I. We're both adults. Your son isn't the innocent little angel you think he is, Mrs. Sinclair."

She takes a step back, her heel catching on the edge of my ratty area rug. I reach out and grab her arm to steady her, feeling the softness of her skin under my fingers. For a second, I don't let go, and she doesn't pull away.

"That doesn't justify what you're doing to him," she says, finally tugging her arm free. "You're twice his size. You're the quarterback of the football team. He's just—"

"Just a rich kid who thinks his family's money makes him better than everyone else?" I finish for her. "Just like his mother."

Her eyes flash with anger. "You don't know anything about me."

"I know enough." I step closer again, forcing her to tilt her head back to maintain eye contact. Her chest brushes against mine, and I feel her nipples hardening through the thin fabric of her dress. "I know your family lives in that big house on the hill while my dad struggles to pay rent since your husband ruined his business."

"That has nothing to do with William," she protests.

"It has everything to do with it." I'm so close now I can feel her breath on my face. "You rich people think you can just stomp all over the rest of us and get away with it. Well, not this time."

She straightens her spine, trying to regain some of her composure. Her tits push against the fabric of her dress, and I have to force myself to keep my eyes on her face.

"I'll call the police," she threatens, her voice low. "I'll report you for harassment."

I laugh, the sound harsh and mocking. "And tell them what? That you showed up at my house uninvited? That you came into my home to threaten me — an eighteen-year-old kid?" I shake my head. "Who do you think they'll believe, Mrs. Sinclair? The respectable football captain with a scholarship to State, or the crazy rich lady harassing a teenager in his own home?"

Her face pales as she realizes the corner she's backed herself into. Her lips part slightly, and fuck if I don't want to shove my cock between them right now.

"So what now?" she asks, her voice barely above a whisper.

I grin, knowing I've got her exactly where I want her. "Now, Mrs. Sinclair, we negotiate."

"You know what kind of person you are, Mrs. Sinclair," I say, circling her like a shark that smells blood in the water. My eyes travel up and down her body, not bothering to hide my appreciation for the way that sundress hugs every curve. "You use your wealth to destroy people's lives. You did it to my father, and now you're here acting all high and mighty about your precious son."

Her eyes widen, and I can see the moment of recognition flash across her face. "Your father... Brady's Hardware?"

"Bingo." I stop in front of her, close enough that I can smell her expensive perfume. "My dad owned the best hardware store in town until your husband sued him into bankruptcy over some bullshit safety violation."

"That was a legitimate claim," she says, but her voice lacks conviction. "Your father's store had exposed wiring that—"

"Save it," I cut her off. "We both know your husband could have asked my dad to fix it. Instead, he filed a lawsuit that destroyed a business that took my grandfather thirty years to build." I step closer, watching her chest rise and fall with each nervous breath. "My dad lost everything. Our house. His retirement. His fucking dignity."

Vanessa swallows hard, and I watch the delicate movement of her throat. "I'm sorry about your father's store, but that has nothing to do with William."

I laugh, the sound harsh in the quiet room. "It has everything to do with it. Your family took everything from mine. So yeah, I enjoy making your spoiled little brat's life miserable." I reach out and touch a strand of her blonde hair, watching her flinch. "It's the only justice I'm ever going to get."

"Please," she says, her voice dropping to a whisper. "What can I do to make you stop? William is sensitive. He's not like other boys."

"No shit. Other boys don't have mommy running their fights for them."

Her eyes flash with anger, but she quickly suppresses it. Smart woman. She knows she's not in a position to push back.

"Just tell me what you want," she says, desperation creeping into her voice. "There must be something."

I pretend to think about it for a moment, though I've been planning this since the second I opened my door and saw her standing there with those massive tits practically spilling out of her dress.

"Actually, there is something you could do for me, Mrs. Sinclair." I step even closer, until our bodies are almost touching. "I've always had this fantasy about fucking a rich MILF."

The shock on her face is priceless. Her mouth opens and closes like a fish out of water, those plump lips parting in surprise.

"You can't be serious," she whispers, but there's a flicker of something in her eyes — fear mixed with something else. Something darker.

"Dead serious," I reply, reaching out to trace a finger along her collarbone. "You want me to leave your precious son alone? Then you're going to be my little fucktoy whenever I want."

"I'm married," she protests weakly. "I'm old enough to be your mother."

"That's what makes it so hot," I tell her, my cock hardening at the thought of bending this rich bitch over. "And as for being married — do you really think your husband would care? The same guy who spends more time with his money than with his family?"

A flash of hurt crosses her face, and I know I've hit a nerve. I've seen her husband at school events, always on his phone, barely acknowledging his wife or son.

"Take off your dress," I command, crossing my arms over my chest.

"What? No, I—"

"Take. It. Off." I step back, giving her space. "Or I'll make William's life even more miserable than it already is. Maybe I'll tell the whole school about how his mommy came begging me to stop."

Her hands shake as they move to the thin straps of her sundress. "This is blackmail," she whispers.

"Call it whatever you want," I shrug. "But the dress comes off either way."

Slowly, reluctantly, she slides the straps down her shoulders. The fabric catches on her full breasts for a moment before she tugs it lower, exposing a black lace bra that barely contains her massive tits. My mouth goes dry as I watch her push the dress over her hips until it pools at her feet.

Holy fuck. Vanessa Sinclair stands before me in nothing but a matching black lace bra and panty set that looks like it cost more than my entire wardrobe. Her body is fucking incredible — full, heavy breasts straining against delicate lace, a tiny waist that flares out to curvy hips, and long, toned legs that would look perfect wrapped around my waist.

My eyes drink in every inch of her exposed skin, from the soft curve of her shoulders to the flat plane of her stomach. For a woman who's had a kid, she's got a body that would make college girls jealous. Her tits are massive, the kind you see in high-end porn — round and firm with just enough natural sag to prove they're real. The black lace of her bra creates shadows that make her cleavage look even deeper, and I can see her nipples hardening under the thin material.

Her panties are equally sexy, cut high on her hips to show off her long legs, with just enough coverage to hide what I'm really after. The lace is so thin I can make out the outline of her pussy lips beneath, and I swear I can see a damp spot forming.

"Turn around," I order, my voice rough with desire.

She hesitates for a moment before slowly rotating, giving me a view of her back and ass. Fuck me. Her ass is a perfect heart shape, the black lace of her thong disappearing between two round, firm cheeks. The smooth expanse of her back narrows at her waist before widening at her shoulders, creating an hourglass silhouette that has my cock throbbing painfully against my shorts.

"Not bad for an old lady, huh?" I say, though we both know she's anything but. Her body is a fucking masterpiece.

She doesn't respond, just stands there with her arms crossed over her chest, as if that could somehow shield her from my gaze. I can see goosebumps forming on her skin — from the air conditioning or from excitement, I'm not sure. Maybe both.

"Face me," I command, and she turns back around, her eyes downcast. I reach out and lift her chin with my finger, forcing her to look at me. "This is the deal, Mrs. Sinclair. You do what I say, when I say it, and your precious little William doesn't have to worry about me anymore."

I watch as she weighs her options, the struggle playing out across her beautiful face. Pride versus protection. Dignity versus duty. In the end, I already know which will win. Women like Vanessa always choose their children, no matter the cost to themselves.

"What do you say, Mrs. Sinclair?" I press, my thumb brushing across her lower lip. "Do we have a deal?"

Her eyes, blue and filled with a mixture of hate and resignation, finally meet mine. "Yes," she whispers, the word barely audible. "We have a deal."

I grin, satisfaction flooding through me. "Good choice. Now, let's get started."

I drop onto my sofa, spreading my legs wide as I pull down my basketball shorts. My cock springs free, already rock hard from seeing Vanessa in her underwear. It stands tall against my stomach, thick and ready. I look up at her, enjoying the conflict playing across her face — disgust mixed with a hint of curiosity as she stares at my dick.

"Come here," I order, patting the cushion beside me. When she hesitates, I add, "Remember our deal. Unless you want me to make your son's life even more of a living hell."

That gets her moving. She approaches slowly, her arms still crossed over her chest in a futile attempt to hide those magnificent tits from my hungry gaze. The way she walks in just her lingerie — it's like watching a model on a runway, each step deliberate and graceful despite her obvious reluctance.

"Sit," I command, and she perches on the edge of the sofa, as far from me as possible. I laugh and grab her wrist, pulling her closer until our thighs touch. "Give me your hand."

She extends her trembling hand, and I wrap my fingers around her wrist, guiding it to my cock. "Stroke it," I tell her, placing her soft palm against my shaft.

"I don't — I've never—" she stammers, and I cut her off with a harsh laugh.

"Bullshit. You've been married for what, twenty years? You know how to jerk off a cock." I tighten my grip on her wrist, moving her hand up and down my length. "Like this. Not too tight, not too loose."

Her fingers reluctantly curl around my shaft, and holy fuck, the feeling of her soft hand on my dick nearly makes me come right then. Her skin is so smooth, her touch light but firm as she begins to stroke up and down. Each movement sends jolts of pleasure shooting through my body.

"That's it," I encourage her, letting go of her wrist as she continues on her own. "Faster."

She picks up the pace, her hand gliding smoothly along my length. Her eyes are fixed on my cock, watching as the head disappears and reappears from her fist. A drop of precum forms at the tip, and she instinctively runs her thumb over it, spreading the wetness down my shaft to lubricate her movements.

"Not bad for a rich bitch," I grunt, reaching out to cup one of her tits through her bra. She flinches but doesn't stop stroking. I squeeze the soft flesh, feeling her nipple harden against my palm. "These are fucking amazing."

I reach behind her with my other hand, finding the clasp of her bra and flicking it open with practiced ease. The straps loosen, and I pull the garment away, exposing her breasts to my hungry eyes. Fuck me. They're even better than I imagined — large and full, with pink nipples that pucker under my gaze.

"Keep stroking," I remind her as her hand falters. She resumes her rhythm, her breath coming faster now. I'm not sure if it's from fear or arousal, but I don't really care. My hand cups her breast, squeezing and kneading the soft flesh. Her nipple presses against my palm, hard and erect.

"You like this, don't you?" I taunt, pinching her nipple between my thumb and forefinger. She gasps, her hand tightening around my cock. "Your body's giving you away, Mrs. Sinclair."

"I'm doing this for my son," she whispers, but the flush spreading across her chest tells a different story.

I grab a fistful of her blonde hair, tugging her head back so she has to look at me. "You keep telling yourself that." I pull her toward me, her hand still working my cock as I crash my lips against hers. She tries to turn away, but I hold her firmly in place, my tongue forcing its way into her mouth.

After a moment of resistance, her lips soften against mine, and I feel a small moan vibrate in her throat. I pull back, a smirk spreading across my face. "See? Your body knows what it wants."

I guide her head downward, pushing firmly until her face is level with my cock. "Now use that pretty mouth of yours."

"No, I can't—" she begins, but I cut her off by pressing the head of my cock against her lips.

"You can, and you will," I growl. "Unless you want me to call William right now and tell him what a whore his mother is."

Her eyes flash with anger, but she parts her lips, allowing the tip of my cock to slide into her warm, wet mouth. Holy fuck. The sensation is incredible — hot and slick as she takes me deeper, her lips stretching around my girth.

"That's it," I groan, my hand still tangled in her hair. "Take more."

She hollows her cheeks, creating suction that makes my eyes roll back in my head. Slowly, she takes more of my length, until her lips touch the base of my cock. Fuck, she's deep-throating me like a pro. For all her protests, Mrs. Sinclair clearly knows her way around a dick.

I let her work for a minute, watching as her head bobs up and down, her blonde hair swaying with each movement. My cock disappears into her mouth again and again, her lips leaving traces of lipstick along my shaft. The sight of this rich, sophisticated woman on her knees, sucking my cock while nearly naked — it's better than any porn I've ever watched.

But I want more. I want to control her, to show her who's really in charge. I grab her head with both hands, holding her still as I start to thrust upward into her mouth. She makes a startled noise, her hands flying to my thighs, but I ignore her resistance.

"Take it," I growl, pumping my hips faster, fucking her face with increasing intensity. "Take my cock like the slut you are."

The sound of skin slapping against skin fills the room as I thrust deeper, harder. Her mascara begins to run as tears form in the corners of her eyes. She gags and chokes as I hit the back of her throat repeatedly, but I don't slow down. Each thrust brings me closer to the edge, the wet heat of her mouth driving me wild.

Her face turns red as she struggles to breathe around my cock, her nails digging into my thighs. The sight of her — this proud, arrogant woman — being used like a cheap sex toy pushes me dangerously close to coming.

I finally release her head, allowing her to pull back and gasp for air. Strings of saliva connect her lips to my cock as she coughs and tries to catch her breath. Her lipstick is smeared, her eyes watery, and her hair a mess from my rough handling.

"Please," she whimpers, her voice hoarse. "Not on my face."

I laugh, wrapping my hand around my slick cock and stroking rapidly. "You don't get to make the rules here, Mrs. Sinclair."

I feel the familiar tightening in my balls, the pleasure building to an unbearable peak. With a grunt, I explode, thick ropes of cum shooting across her face. It lands on her cheeks, her lips, her forehead — marking her as mine. Some drips down onto her tits, creating trails of white against her flushed skin.

She closes her eyes, her expression a mixture of humiliation and defeat as my cum covers her once-perfect face. I milk the last few drops onto her lips, smearing it with my thumb.

"Look at you," I taunt, admiring my handiwork. "Not so high and mighty now, are you?"

She doesn't respond, just sits there with my cum dripping down her face, her chest heaving with each breath.

I tuck my cock back into my shorts and stand up. "Get the fuck out of my house," I tell her, looking down at her disheveled form. "And remember our deal. You keep me happy, and I'll leave your precious William alone."

She nods silently, reaching for her clothes, her movements slow and defeated. I watch her dress with a satisfied smirk, already planning our next encounter.


Chapter 2

"So then Coach says I've got the best arm he's seen in years," I tell William as we walk up the winding driveway to his mansion.

The little nerd eats it up, nodding like I'm dropping the wisdom of the fucking gods. It's almost too easy — a few days of not shoving him into lockers, and suddenly he thinks we're best buddies. If only he knew what I did to his mom a few days ago, how I painted her perfect face with my cum while she knelt in front of me like a cheap whore.

"That's amazing, Tyler," William says, his voice filled with the kind of hero worship that makes me want to laugh in his face. "Do you think I could ever learn to throw like that?"

I clap him on the shoulder, hard enough that he stumbles a bit. "Probably not, dude. You need muscle for that."

Instead of looking hurt, he just laughs. "Yeah, you're right. But maybe you could teach me some workout tips?"

"Sure thing," I say, imagining the "workout" I'm planning for his mother. My cock stirs in my jeans at the thought of seeing Vanessa again. I've been jerking off to the memory of her tits and her mouth for days.

We reach the massive front door of the Sinclair mansion. The house is fucking ridiculous — all stone and glass with perfectly manicured gardens. My entire house would fit in their garage.

William rings the doorbell, then turns to me with a grin. "My mom's gonna be so surprised I brought a friend home. I never have anyone over."

"I bet she will be," I smirk, adjusting my jeans to accommodate my growing hard-on.

The door swings open, and there she is. Vanessa Sinclair. Her smile freezes on her face the moment she sees me standing next to her son. The color drains from her cheeks, and for a second, I think she might slam the door in my face.

"Mom, look who I brought home!" William says, completely oblivious to the silent exchange happening between his mother and me.

"W-William," she stammers, her eyes darting between us. "I didn't know you were bringing someone over."

Holy fuck, she looks even hotter than she did at my place. She's wearing another sundress, but this one is even smaller — barely covering her ass and with a neckline that plunges so low I can see the inner curves of her massive tits. The thin fabric clings to her curves like a second skin, and I can see the outline of her nipples poking through. No bra. Nice.

Her long, toned legs seem to go on forever, and the sundress rides up her thighs as she shifts uncomfortably under my gaze. Her blonde hair falls in soft waves around her shoulders, framing her perfect face. Those full lips that were wrapped around my cock just days ago are painted a soft pink, and I watch as she nervously bites the lower one.

"Tyler and I are friends now, Mom," William explains, completely missing the tension crackling between us. "We've been hanging out at school all week."

I don't take my eyes off Vanessa as I lick my lips slowly. "Yeah, Mrs. Sinclair. Your son and I have gotten real close."

Her throat works as she swallows hard. She's wearing a thin gold chain that disappears into her cleavage, drawing my eyes to the deep valley between her breasts. I wonder if she's remembering how I painted those tits with my cum, how she looked with her mascara running down her face as she choked on my cock.

"That's... that's wonderful," she manages, her voice strained. "Would you like to come in for a snack, Tyler?"

William bounces on his heels excitedly. "Actually, Mom, I was hoping Tyler could stay for the weekend! We have that big history project due on Monday, and Tyler's really good at history."

The panic that flashes across Vanessa's face is priceless. "The weekend? Oh, honey, I don't know. Your father and I have our anniversary—"

"Please, Mom?" William interrupts, his voice taking on that whiny quality that makes me want to shove him into a wall. "Dad's always working anyway, even on your anniversary. And Tyler can help me with my project!"

I step forward, crossing the threshold into their house without waiting for an invitation. As I pass Vanessa, I let my arm brush against her breast, feeling her nipple harden at my touch. She gasps softly, but William doesn't notice.

"I'd love to stay the weekend, Mrs. Sinclair," I say, my voice low and intimate. "I promise I'll be on my best behavior."

The double meaning isn't lost on her. Her eyes widen slightly, and I can see the fear and resignation battling in those blue depths.

"I... I suppose it would be alright," she concedes, her voice barely above a whisper. "If it's for school..."

William whoops with excitement. "Awesome! I'll go set up the guest room next to mine!" He turns to me with a grin. "My dad's in the living room. Want to meet him?"

"Sure," I say, not taking my eyes off Vanessa. "I'd love to meet Mr. Sinclair."

William darts off down the hallway, leaving me alone with his mother in the entryway. The moment he's gone, her facade crumbles.

"What are you doing here?" she hisses, her voice trembling with anger and fear. "With my son?"

I step closer, backing her against the wall. I can smell her perfume, the same expensive scent from before, mixed with something uniquely her. "What's the matter, Mrs. Sinclair? Aren't you happy your son made a new friend?"

"Stay away from him," she warns, though we both know she has no power here.

I lean in until my lips are almost touching her ear. "Don't worry. It's not your son I'm interested in." My hand brushes against her hip, sliding down to cup her ass through the thin material of her dress. "But if you don't want me to tell him exactly what his mommy did to protect him, you'll play along."

She pushes my hand away, her eyes darting nervously toward the hallway where William disappeared. "My husband is here," she whispers urgently.

I laugh softly. "The workaholic who doesn't even notice his wife? I'm not worried about him." I step back just as we hear William's footsteps returning. "This is going to be a fun weekend, Mrs. Sinclair. I can't wait to see what kind of... hospitality you offer."

I'm on Vanessa like a predator. I grab her by the shoulders and slam her against the wall, my body pressing into hers, pinning her there. She gasps, her eyes wide with shock and fear, her hands pushing against my chest in a futile attempt to create distance between us. I don't give her an inch, pressing my hardening cock against her stomach through our clothes.

"What are you doing?" she hisses, her voice barely above a whisper. "My husband and son are right there!"

I smirk, leaning in until my lips brush against her ear. "Then you better be quiet, Mrs. Sinclair."

Before she can protest further, I crash my lips against hers, forcing my tongue into her mouth. She makes a muffled sound of resistance, her hands still pushing against my chest, but I grab her wrists and pin them against the wall above her head. I hold both her wrists with one hand, my other hand free to explore.

Her lips are soft and plump, just like I remember. I bite her lower lip, tugging on it with my teeth before plunging my tongue back into her mouth. She tastes like expensive wine and mint, and I explore every inch of her mouth, claiming it as mine.

Breaking the kiss, I trail my lips along her jawline, down to the sensitive spot just below her ear. She shudders as I bite down gently, then run my tongue over the spot to soothe it. My free hand finds her breast, cupping the full mound through the thin fabric of her sundress. Her nipple hardens against my palm, and I pinch it between my fingers, making her gasp.

"Stop," she whispers, but there's a tremor in her voice that tells me her body is responding despite her protests. "Tyler, please. This is wrong."

I chuckle against her neck, my hot breath making her shiver. "Your mouth says stop, but your body's saying something else." I roll her nipple between my thumb and forefinger, watching as her eyes flutter closed for a brief moment. "Besides, you know what happens if you don't play along. How do you think William would feel if he knew what a slut his mother really is?"

Her eyes snap open, filling with a mixture of anger and fear. "Don't you dare bring my son into this."

"Then shut up and take it," I growl, squeezing her breast roughly. "Remember our deal. You do what I want, and William stays happy."

I see the fight drain out of her as she remembers our arrangement. Her resistance weakens, her body becoming more pliant under my touch. I take advantage of her surrender, kissing down her neck to the tops of her breasts. The sundress is so low-cut that I can easily access the swell of her tits, my tongue tracing the line where fabric meets skin.

With my free hand, I reach down and grab the hem of her dress, slowly lifting it up her thighs. She whimpers as the cool air hits her exposed skin, but she doesn't fight me. I lift the dress higher, revealing a tiny lace thong that barely covers her pussy. My cock throbs painfully in my jeans at the sight.

"Look at you," I taunt, my fingers tracing the edge of her panties. "Dressed like a whore in your own home. Were you hoping someone would notice? Your husband? Or maybe one of William's friends?"

"No," she protests weakly, but I can feel the heat radiating from her core.

I release her wrists, confident that she won't resist me now. As expected, her hands fall limply to her sides. I use both hands to hike her dress all the way up to her waist, fully exposing her lower half. Her panties are already damp, and I smirk at the evidence of her arousal.

"Your body's betraying you, Mrs. Sinclair," I whisper, sliding her panties to the side to expose her pussy. I run a finger along her slit, finding her already wet. "See? You want this."

"I don't," she insists, but her hips buck involuntarily against my hand.

I unfasten my jeans and pull out my cock, already rock hard and ready. Positioning myself at her entrance, I use my tip to tease her slick folds, coating myself in her wetness. Her eyes widen as she feels my size pressing against her.

"Tyler, we can't — not here," she pleads, her voice desperate. "Anyone could walk in."

"That's what makes it exciting," I reply, pushing forward just enough for my head to slip inside her. She's tight and hot, and it takes all my willpower not to slam into her in one thrust.

I grab her thigh, lifting her leg to wrap around my waist, opening her up more for me. Slowly, I push deeper, watching her face as she takes my length inch by inch. Her lips part in a silent gasp, her eyes closing as I fill her completely.

"Fuck, you're tight for a MILF," I grunt, pulling back slightly before thrusting forward again.

She moans, louder than she probably intended, and I cover her mouth with mine to muffle the sound. Her walls clench around my cock as I establish a rhythm, slow but deep thrusts that have her clutching at my shoulders for support.

"What's going on out there?" her husband — Bob — calls from the living room, breaking through our lust-filled haze. "Vanessa? Is everything okay?"

I freeze mid-thrust, my cock still buried deep inside her. Vanessa's eyes fly open, panic written all over her face. I keep my hand over her mouth, pressing a finger to my lips to signal her to be quiet.

"Everything's fine, Mr. Sinclair!" I call out, my voice impressively steady considering I'm balls-deep in his wife. "I'm just helping Mrs. Sinclair with an exercise routine!"

There's a pause, and I can practically feel Vanessa's heart racing against my chest. Then Bob's voice comes again, "An exercise routine? What kind of exercise?"

I pull out slightly before thrusting back in, making Vanessa gasp against my palm. "Just some stretches," I reply, continuing to move inside her. "She mentioned her back was bothering her."

"Is that right, Vanessa?" Bob calls, sounding skeptical but not suspicious enough to actually get up and check.

I remove my hand from her mouth, giving her a warning look. "Tell him," I whisper, punctuating my words with a hard thrust that makes her bite her lip to keep from moaning.

"Y-yes," she calls back, her voice shaky. "Tyler's just helping me with... with a stretch. I'll be right there, honey."

"Alright," Bob responds, sounding already disinterested. "Don't take too long. The game's about to start."

I wait until I hear him settle back in his chair before I resume my rhythm, fucking her against the wall with slow, deliberate strokes. "See how easy that was?" I murmur against her ear. "He doesn't even care enough to check on you."

A tear slips down her cheek, but her body betrays her as she moves her hips in time with my thrusts. "Please," she whispers, though I'm not sure if she's begging me to stop or continue.

I grab her face, forcing her to look at me. "Listen up, Mrs. Sinclair. For this weekend, you're my fuckdoll. Whenever I want, wherever I want. And if you don't comply..." I let the threat hang in the air.

She nods, resigned. "I understand."

"Good girl," I praise, kissing her roughly as I continue to ravage her body, claiming her as mine right there in the hallway of her perfect mansion, with her oblivious husband and son just rooms away.

I grab Vanessa's ass with both hands, lifting her slightly as I drive my cock deeper into her pussy. Her back scrapes against the wall with each thrust, her sundress bunched around her waist. I can feel her thighs trembling as she tries to keep quiet, her teeth sinking into her lower lip to stifle her moans. The sight of this rich, sophisticated woman getting fucked in her own hallway, just feet away from her clueless husband, has me harder than I've ever been.

"You like this, don't you?" I whisper harshly in her ear, increasing my pace. "Getting fucked by a teenager while your husband sits in the next room?"

She shakes her head, but her pussy tells a different story, clenching around my cock with each thrust. I slide one hand from her ass to her breast, roughly kneading the soft flesh. Her nipple is hard against my palm, and I pinch it between my fingers, making her gasp.

"Fucking liar," I growl, slapping her ass hard enough to leave a mark. "Your cunt's gripping my cock like it never wants to let go."

The wet sounds of our bodies meeting fill the hallway, and I worry for a moment that Bob might hear. But the TV's blaring in the living room, some sportscaster yelling about a touchdown. Perfect cover for what I'm doing to his wife.

I drive into her harder, my balls slapping against her with each thrust. The friction is incredible — her pussy is tight and slick, gripping me like a glove made just for my cock. Each time I bottom out inside her, she makes a little choked sound that drives me wild.

"You're nothing but a whore," I hiss, yanking her head back by her hair to expose her throat. I bite down on the tender skin there, not hard enough to leave a mark but enough to make her squirm. "A rich bitch who spreads her legs for a kid half her age."

"Stop," she whimpers, but her hips are moving in rhythm with mine now, her body seeking pleasure even as her mind resists.

I laugh against her neck, feeling the vibrations of her pulse under my lips. "Make me," I challenge, knowing she won't — can't — do anything to stop this.

Shifting my angle, I thrust upward, hitting a spot deep inside her that makes her whole body jerk. Her eyes go wide, and I can tell I've found her sweet spot. I focus my thrusts there, relentlessly pounding into that same spot over and over.

"Oh god," she gasps, her nails digging into my shoulders through my t-shirt. "Tyler, I can't—"

"Can't what?" I mock, continuing my assault on her g-spot. "Can't stop yourself from coming on my cock? Go ahead, Mrs. Sinclair. Show me what a slut you really are."

Her breathing becomes more erratic, her chest heaving with each panting breath. I can feel her getting wetter, her arousal coating my cock and dripping down my balls. The scent of sex fills the air around us, musky and primal.

"I'm not — I don't—" she tries to deny it, but her body's already surrendering to the pleasure. Her inner walls flutter around my cock, the first tremors of her approaching orgasm.

"You are," I insist, slamming into her harder. "You're a fucking whore who's about to come on the cock of her son's bully. What would William think if he saw his precious mommy like this?"

The mention of her son seems to trigger something in her — a last desperate attempt at resistance. She pushes against my chest, trying to create space between us. "No, stop, this is wrong—"

I grab both her hands and pin them above her head with one of mine, using my other hand to cover her mouth. "Shut up and take it," I command, my voice low and dangerous. "Your body knows what it wants, even if you don't want to admit it."

I pound into her mercilessly, the sound of skin slapping against skin obscenely loud in the hallway. Her eyes roll back as I hit that perfect spot inside her again and again. I can feel her resistance crumbling with each thrust, her body betraying her mind's protests.

And then it happens — her entire body goes rigid, her back arching off the wall as her orgasm crashes through her. Her pussy convulses around my cock, squeezing me in rhythmic pulses that nearly push me over the edge. I keep my hand firmly over her mouth as she screams into my palm, her body shaking with the force of her climax.

"That's it," I grunt, not slowing my pace as I fuck her through her orgasm. "Take it like the whore you are."

Her orgasm seems to last forever, wave after wave of pleasure wracking her body. Tears leak from the corners of her eyes, whether from physical sensation or shame, I don't know or care. All that matters is the exquisite grip of her pussy around my cock and the power I feel, making this proud woman come apart in my hands.

As her spasms begin to subside, I feel my own release building. My balls tighten, that familiar pressure coiling at the base of my spine. I consider pulling out, but decide against it. I want to mark her from the inside, leave my seed deep within her as a reminder of what happened here.

"I'm going to fill your cunt with my cum," I tell her, my voice strained as I approach the edge. "Going to pump you so full it'll be dripping down your legs all day."

Her eyes widen in panic, and she shakes her head frantically, but it's too late. With a final, brutal thrust, I bury myself to the hilt inside her and explode. My cock pulses as I empty myself deep in her pussy, rope after rope of hot cum painting her insides white. The sensation is so intense my knees nearly buckle, but I keep her pinned to the wall, making sure every drop goes inside her.

"Fuck," I groan, my hips jerking with the aftershocks of my orgasm. "Your pussy feels so fucking good."

For a moment, we stay frozen like that — me still buried inside her, both of us panting from exertion. Then I slowly pull out, watching with satisfaction as a trickle of my cum leaks from her abused hole and slides down her inner thigh.

I tuck my cock back into my jeans, then reach down and wipe the excess cum off the head using the hem of her sundress. She flinches at the casual desecration of her expensive clothing, but doesn't say anything.

"Clean yourself up," I order, stepping back to admire my handiwork. "Your husband's waiting for you."

Without my body supporting her, Vanessa slides down the wall until she's sitting on the floor, her legs splayed out in front of her, her dress still bunched around her waist. She looks thoroughly used — hair mussed, lips swollen from my rough kisses, mascara slightly smudged, and my cum leaking from between her legs.

I smirk down at her, adjusting my clothes. "This is just the beginning, Mrs. Sinclair. By the end of this weekend, you'll be begging for my cock."

I turn and walk toward the living room, leaving her slumped on the ground, broken and humiliated in her own home.


Chapter 3

After lunch with William and his dad — where I kept brushing my foot against Vanessa's leg under the table, making her jump and spill her water — I wander through their massive house. William's upstairs playing some video game, and Bob disappeared into his home office with a stack of papers. That's when I spot her through the floor-to-ceiling windows. Vanessa is lying on a lounge chair by the pool, sunbathing in a tiny black bikini that barely covers anything. My cock immediately hardens at the sight of all that smooth, tanned skin on display.

She's got her eyes closed, face tilted toward the sun, completely unaware that I'm watching her. The black bikini top strains against her massive tits, the fabric so small that her nipples are almost visible. Her flat stomach glistens with tanning oil, and the bikini bottoms ride high on her hips, showing off her long, toned legs. Fuck, she's hot.

I slide open the glass door and step out onto the patio. She doesn't hear me approach, still lost in her own world. Perfect. I move silently across the stone tiles until I'm standing right beside her lounge chair, my shadow falling across her body.

Her eyes snap open, widening in fear when she sees me looming over her. "Tyler—" she starts, scrambling to sit up.

I don't give her the chance. In one quick movement, I'm on top of her, my body pressing hers back down onto the lounge chair. My weight pins her there, my legs straddling her hips as I grab her wrists and hold them above her head.

"What are you doing?" she hisses, glancing nervously toward the house. "Someone could see us!"

"Your husband's buried in work, and your son's glued to his Xbox," I reply, grinding my hardening cock against her stomach. "No one's watching."

She struggles beneath me, but it's useless. I outweigh her by at least seventy pounds, all of it muscle. The more she squirms, the more it turns me on, feeling her soft body writhing beneath mine.

"Stop fighting it," I whisper, lowering my head until my lips hover just above hers. "You know you want this."

"I don't," she insists, turning her face away.

I grab her chin, forcing her to look at me. "Liar," I growl, then crash my lips against hers.

The kiss is brutal and possessive, my tongue forcing its way into her mouth. She whimpers, still trying to resist, but I hold her firmly in place. I explore every inch of her mouth, tasting the sweet flavor of the iced tea she had at lunch. My free hand moves to her neck, then slides down to cup one of her breasts through the bikini top. The soft flesh fills my palm perfectly, and I squeeze roughly, feeling her nipple harden against my hand.

Breaking the kiss, I trail my lips along her jawline, down to her neck. I suck on the sensitive spot just below her ear, careful not to leave a mark where others might see. She gasps, her back arching involuntarily, pushing her breast further into my hand.

"See?" I murmur against her skin. "Your body knows what it wants."

My lips move lower, tracing the edge of her bikini top, my tongue dipping beneath the fabric to taste the swell of her breast. With my free hand, I push the material aside, exposing one perfect tit to the open air. Her nipple is already hard, a dusky pink against her tanned skin. I flick my tongue across it, watching as it pebbles even more under my attention.

"Tyler, please," she begs, though whether she's asking me to stop or continue is unclear. Her voice is breathy, her chest rising and falling rapidly with each pant.

I take her nipple into my mouth, sucking hard enough to make her gasp. My hand travels down her body, over the flat plane of her stomach to the waistband of her bikini bottoms. I slip my fingers beneath the fabric, finding her already wet.

"Fuck, you're soaked," I taunt, circling her clit with my middle finger. "All this protesting, and your pussy's telling me how much you want my cock."

"No," she whispers, but her hips buck against my hand, seeking more pressure.

I release her wrists, confident that she won't fight me now. As expected, her hands remain above her head, her body surrendering even as her mind tries to resist. I sit up, straddling her waist, and unbuckle my belt.

"I want to fuck these perfect tits," I tell her, pulling my cock free from my jeans. It stands proud and erect, the head already glistening with precum.

Her eyes widen at the sight. "Tyler, no, we can't—"

I grab both her breasts, pushing them together. "We can, and we will." I lean down, my voice dropping to a threatening whisper. "Unless you want me to go upstairs and tell William what a whore his mother is."

The fight drains out of her at the mention of her son. She closes her eyes, a single tear sliding down her cheek. "What do you want me to do?" she asks, her voice hollow.

"Sit up," I command, moving off her to give her space to comply.

Slowly, she pushes herself upright on the lounge chair. I stand in front of her, my cock level with her face. "Take off your top."

With trembling fingers, she reaches behind her back and unties the bikini top. It falls away, revealing her magnificent breasts in all their glory. They're even more impressive than I remembered — full and firm, with perfect nipples that point slightly upward.

"Now hold them together," I instruct, stepping closer.

She cups the underside of her breasts, pushing them together to create a deep cleavage. I position my cock at the base of the channel she's formed, the heat of her skin already making me throb with anticipation.

"Spit on it," I order.

She hesitates, then leans forward and lets a stream of saliva fall onto my cock. I use my hand to spread it along my shaft, providing lubrication for what's to come.

With a grunt of satisfaction, I thrust forward, sliding my cock between her tits. The sensation is incredible — soft, warm flesh enveloping my shaft, the pressure just right as she squeezes her breasts together. My tip emerges from the top of her cleavage, inches from her face.

"Fuck, that feels good," I groan, pulling back and thrusting forward again. The friction is perfect, her skin silky against my cock. "Your tits were made for this, Mrs. Sinclair."

I establish a rhythm, fucking her breasts with increasing speed. Each thrust brings the head of my cock tantalizingly close to her lips before retreating. I grab her hair with one hand, holding her steady as I use her body for my pleasure.

"You're nothing but a set of holes to fuck," I tell her, my voice rough with arousal. "A pretty little toy for me to play with."

Her face flushes at my words, a mixture of humiliation and unwanted arousal coloring her cheeks. She keeps her eyes downcast, focusing on holding her breasts together as I continue to thrust between them.

"Look at me," I demand, tugging on her hair until she raises her gaze to meet mine. "I want to see your face while I use you."

Her blue eyes are glossy with unshed tears, but there's something else there too — a hint of the same pleasure I saw earlier when I made her come in the hallway. Her body's betraying her again, responding to my dominance despite her mind's protests.

I grin, speeding up my thrusts, watching her tits jiggle with each movement. My balls slap against the underside of her breasts, adding to the obscene sounds filling the backyard. The head of my cock pushes through her cleavage again and again, leaving smears of precum on her skin.

"This is just the beginning," I promise her, my breathing becoming more labored as pleasure builds in my core. "By the time this weekend is over, I'm going to have fucked every inch of you."

The lounge chair creaks beneath us with each thrust, a steady rhythm that matches the pounding of my heart. The sun beats down on our bodies, sweat beginning to form on both our skin, making the glide of my cock between her tits even slicker.

I throw my head back, losing myself in the sensation of her soft flesh surrounding my hardness. "Fuck, Mrs. Sinclair. Your tits are even better than I imagined."

"Kiss the tip," I command, watching her face as my cock emerges from between her tits with each thrust. She hesitates, her eyes darting toward the house again. I tighten my grip on her hair, giving it a sharp tug. "I said kiss it, Mrs. Sinclair. Every time it comes up, I want to feel those pretty lips on my cock."

Vanessa swallows hard, then reluctantly lowers her head slightly. As I thrust forward, the head of my cock pushes through her cleavage and touches her lips. She places a quick, dry kiss on the tip, her face flushed with humiliation.

"No," I growl, slowing my pace. "Not like that. Open your mouth. Use your tongue."

Her eyes flash with defiance, but another tug on her hair reminds her who's in control. The next time my cock emerges, she parts her lips and runs her tongue across the sensitive head. The wet heat of her mouth sends a jolt of pleasure up my spine.

"That's it," I encourage, thrusting again. "Good girl."

She falls into the rhythm, her tongue darting out to lick the head of my cock each time it appears from between her tits. Sometimes she swirls her tongue around the tip, other times she gives it a quick suck before I pull back. Either way, it's fucking incredible — the dual sensation of her soft breasts surrounding my shaft and her wet mouth on the head.

Strings of precum hang from her lips as I continue to fuck her tits, connecting her mouth to my cock like silken threads. The sight is obscenely erotic — this sophisticated, wealthy woman debasing herself for me, her lips glistening with my fluids as she services my cock.

"Look at you," I taunt, my voice husky with desire. "William's mommy, the respectable Mrs. Sinclair, on her knees sucking a teenager's cock in her own backyard."

Her cheeks burn with shame, but she doesn't stop. She can't. We both know what's at stake.

I speed up my thrusts, driving my cock harder between her tits. They're slick now with a mixture of sweat, tanning oil, and my precum, making the glide smoother and more pleasurable. The wet sounds of my cock sliding between her flesh fill the air, accompanied by my grunts and her soft, reluctant moans.

Her skin is flushed, a pink hue spreading across her chest and up her neck. Despite her protests, I can tell her body is responding to the situation — her nipples are hard, and when I glance down, I can see a damp spot forming on her bikini bottoms.

"You're getting off on this, aren't you?" I accuse, giving her tits a rough squeeze. "Being used like a cheap whore in your fancy mansion."

She doesn't respond, but the way she presses her thighs together tells me everything I need to know. She's aroused, whether she wants to admit it or not.

I feel the familiar tightening in my balls, the pressure building at the base of my spine. My thrusts become more erratic, more desperate, as I chase my release. Vanessa seems to sense the change, her eyes widening as she realizes what's coming.

"Tyler," she says between thrusts, her voice trembling. "Not on my face. Please."

I laugh, the sound harsh in the sun-drenched backyard. "Where else would I come, Mrs. Sinclair?"

"Anywhere else," she pleads. "I have to go to the store later. I can't—"

"You'll go wherever I say you can go," I cut her off, pulling my cock from between her breasts. I stand up straight, positioning myself over her face, my cock just inches from her lips. "And right now, I say you're going to take my load on that pretty face of yours."

I grab my cock with one hand, the other still tangled in her hair, holding her in place. She tries to turn away, but I yank her head back, forcing her to face me.

"Open your mouth," I command, stroking myself rapidly. I'm so close, the sight of her fear and resignation pushing me toward the edge.

"Tyler, please," she begs one last time, "I have errands to run. I can't go out with—"

"Shut up and take it," I growl, my orgasm crashing through me like a tidal wave.

The first rope of cum lands across her forehead and into her hair, thick and white against her tanned skin. The second and third hit her cheeks and nose, dripping down toward her parted lips. I aim the next few squirts directly at her mouth, watching as my seed coats her tongue and lips.

"Fuck," I groan, milking the last few drops onto her chin. "Take it all, you fucking slut."

Vanessa kneels there, stunned and humiliated, my cum covering her once-perfect face. It drips from her nose and chin, slides down her cheeks, and pools at the corners of her mouth. Some has landed in her blonde hair, matting the strands together. Her eyes are closed, thick globs of white sticking to her long lashes.

"Open your eyes," I command, tucking my softening cock back into my jeans. "I want you to see what you look like."

Slowly, she opens her eyes, blinking away the cum that threatens to run into them. I pull my phone from my pocket and snap a quick picture before she can protest.

"Insurance," I explain with a smirk, showing her the photo of her cum-covered face. "In case you ever think about backing out of our arrangement."

Tears mix with the cum on her cheeks, creating streaks that run down to her jawline. I reach out and smear the mess with my thumb, spreading it more evenly across her skin.

"You look good like this, Mrs. Sinclair," I tell her, admiring my handiwork. "Marked as my property."

She says nothing, just kneels there on the lounge chair, naked from the waist up, her face covered in my seed. The contrast between her usual put-together appearance and this debauched state is striking — and incredibly arousing.

I grab a strand of her hair, using it to wipe the last few drops of cum from my cock. She flinches at the casual desecration, but remains silent.

"Better clean up before someone sees you," I advise, zipping up my jeans. "Though I'm half tempted to call William out here right now. Imagine what he'd think, seeing mommy like this."

Fresh fear flashes in her eyes, and she scrambles to cover herself, reaching for a nearby towel to wipe her face.

"This weekend is just getting started, Mrs. Sinclair," I remind her as I turn to walk back to the house. "I've got plenty more planned for you."

I leave her there by the pool, frantically trying to clean my cum from her face and hair, knowing that the image of her marked by me will stay with both of us long after the physical evidence is gone.


Chapter 4

I'm sitting on the massive leather couch in the Sinclairs' living room, pretending to watch the Patriots game with William and his dad. Bob's eyes are glued to the screen, occasionally checking his phone for work emails. William keeps talking about some stats bullshit, but I'm barely listening. Instead, I'm scrolling through my phone, stopping to admire the photo I took earlier — Vanessa's perfect face covered in my cum, her eyes wide with humiliation. My cock stirs in my jeans at the memory of how she looked kneeling before me by the pool.

"Did you see that pass, Tyler?" William asks, nudging my arm. "Forty-two yards!"

"Yeah, sick," I mutter, quickly locking my phone screen. I glance up at the TV just in time to see a replay of a touchdown. "Quarterback's got a good arm."

Bob grunts in agreement, not bothering to look away from the screen. "Not as good as Brady was in his prime, though."

William launches into some boring comparison of quarterbacks, and I tune him out again. My mind is still filled with images of Vanessa — her tits bouncing as I fucked her against the wall, her lips wrapped around my cock, her face painted with my cum. It's only been a few hours since our encounter by the pool, but I'm already getting hard thinking about what else I want to do to her.

Movement in the hallway catches my eye. Vanessa walks past the living room entrance, wrapped in nothing but a towel. Her hair is piled on top of her head, exposing the elegant line of her neck. The towel barely covers her ass, and I get a glimpse of her long, toned legs as she disappears down the hall toward the master bathroom.

"I need to use the bathroom," I announce, standing up.

Neither Bob nor William even looks at me, both entranced by the game. "Guest bathroom's upstairs," Bob says absently, waving in the general direction of the staircase.

"Thanks," I reply, but instead of heading upstairs, I follow the path Vanessa took down the hallway.

The master bathroom door is slightly ajar, and I can hear the shower running. Perfect. I slip inside, closing the door quietly behind me and locking it. The bathroom is massive — all marble and glass with a huge walk-in shower that could fit five people easily. Through the steamy glass, I can see Vanessa's silhouette as she stands under the spray.

I strip quickly, dropping my clothes in a pile on the floor. My cock is already hard, jutting out proudly as I approach the shower door. I slide it open, stepping into the steam and heat.

Vanessa turns at the sound, water cascading down her naked body. Her eyes widen in shock and fear when she sees me standing there, completely naked with my cock pointing directly at her.

"Tyler!" she gasps, instinctively covering her breasts with her arms. "What are you doing? Get out!"

Instead of answering, I step closer, my eyes drinking in the sight of her wet, naked body. Water streams down her curves, making her skin glisten in the soft bathroom lighting. Her nipples are hard from the contrast between the hot water and the cooler air I've let in, and I can see goosebumps forming on her arms.

"No," I say simply, reaching out to grab a fistful of her wet hair. I pull her toward me, forcing her body against mine. Her wet skin slides against my chest, her nipples brushing against me and making my cock twitch with anticipation.

I spin her around, pushing her face-first against the glass wall of the shower. The water continues to pour down on us as I press my body against her back, my cock nestled between the cheeks of her ass.

"Tyler, please," she whispers, her voice barely audible over the sound of running water. "My husband and son are right down the hall."

"Then you better be quiet," I murmur into her ear, nipping at the lobe. "Unless you want them to come in and see what a slut you are."

She tries to push back against me, to create some space between our bodies, but I'm too strong. I grab both her wrists with one hand, pinning them above her head against the glass. My other hand slides around to cup her breast, squeezing the soft flesh roughly.

"Stop fighting," I growl, pressing my cock harder against her ass. "Remember our deal. You're my fuckdoll for the weekend, or your precious William finds out what kind of whore his mother really is."

The fight drains out of her at the mention of her son. Her body goes limp, submitting to my control. I laugh softly, the sound echoing in the steamy bathroom.

"That's it," I praise, kissing her neck and shoulder. "Good girl."

My hand travels from her breast down her stomach, feeling the muscles tense beneath my fingers. I continue lower, through the neatly trimmed patch of blonde hair between her legs, until I reach her pussy. She's already wet, and not just from the shower.

"Your body knows what it wants," I taunt, sliding a finger along her slit. "No matter what your mouth says."

She doesn't respond, just closes her eyes and presses her forehead against the glass. I can see her reflection in the mirror across from the shower — eyes squeezed shut, lips parted slightly, cheeks flushed with a mixture of shame and unwanted arousal.

I position myself behind her, the head of my cock nudging at her entrance. In one swift movement, I thrust forward, burying myself to the hilt inside her. She gasps, the sound echoing off the bathroom tiles, her inner walls clenching around my intrusion.

"Fuck, you're tight," I grunt, pulling back slightly before slamming in again. The force of my thrust pushes her harder against the glass, her breasts flattening against the cool surface.

I establish a rhythm, deep and hard, my hips slapping against her ass with each thrust. The sound of wet skin hitting wet skin fills the bathroom, mingling with the pattering of the shower and my grunts of pleasure.

"You're nothing but a hole to fuck," I tell her, my lips close to her ear. "A rich bitch who spreads her legs for her son's bully. What would your husband think if he saw you now? What would William say if he knew his mommy was getting fucked in the shower by the guy who makes his life hell at school?"

She whimpers, the sound somewhere between pleasure and distress. I can feel her pussy clenching around me with each dirty word, betraying her arousal despite her protests.

"You're a fucking whore," I continue, my thrusts growing harder, more urgent. "Getting wet for a teenager while your husband sits clueless in the next room. Do you let him fuck you like this? Or is he too busy with his money to give you what you need?"

Her breath quickens, fogging up the glass in front of her face. I release her wrists, confident that she won't resist me now. As expected, she keeps them pressed against the glass, her body accepting what her mind still fights against.

My hands grip her hips, fingers digging into the soft flesh as I pound into her from behind. Each thrust pushes her against the glass wall, her tits squished against the surface, her nipples hard and sensitive from the friction.

"Tyler," she whispers, her voice trembling with each impact of my hips against her ass. "Please..."

"Please what?" I mock, tangling my fingers in her wet hair and pulling her head back. "Please fuck me harder? Please fill me with your cum? Tell me what you want, Mrs. Sinclair. Say it."

Her eyes meet mine in the reflection of the mirror, filled with a complex mixture of emotions — hatred, fear, and deep, unwanted desire.

I spin Vanessa around, pressing her back against the shower wall. The hot water streams down between us, making our skin slick as I hoist one of her legs up around my waist. She grabs my shoulders for support, her nails digging into my skin. The new angle lets me drive even deeper into her pussy, and I thrust hard, making her gasp with each impact. Her tits bounce with each movement, water droplets flying off her hardened nipples.

"Fuck, you feel good," I grunt, my hips slamming against hers in a relentless rhythm. The sound of wet skin slapping together echoes off the bathroom tiles, mixing with the steady patter of the shower.

I slide my hands down to cup her ass, squeezing the firm flesh as I pound into her. Her pussy grips my cock like a vise, hot and tight and perfect. Each thrust sends jolts of pleasure up my spine, making my balls tighten with the promise of release.

"Look at me," I command, one hand moving up to grab her chin. "I want to see your face while I fuck you."

Her eyes flutter open, blue irises barely visible around dilated pupils. Her lips are parted, short, panting breaths escaping with each thrust. Water runs down her face, over her flushed cheeks and across her swollen lips. She looks utterly debauched — her perfect hair plastered to her head, mascara slightly smudged, her expression a mixture of reluctant pleasure and deep shame.

"You love this, don't you?" I taunt, slowing my pace to grind deep inside her. "Getting fucked by a teenager while your husband watches football."

She tries to turn her face away, but I hold her firmly in place. "Answer me," I demand, punctuating my words with a particularly hard thrust.

"No," she gasps, but her body betrays her. Her inner walls clench around my cock, her hips moving subtly to meet my thrusts.

I laugh, low and mocking. "Liar," I whisper against her ear, nipping at the lobe. "Your cunt's squeezing my cock like it never wants to let go."

I release her chin and move my hand to her throat, applying just enough pressure to make her eyes widen. With my other hand, I reach between us to find her clit, circling the swollen bud with my thumb.

"Oh god," she moans, her head falling back against the shower wall.

"That's it," I encourage, rubbing her clit in tight circles while maintaining my thrusting rhythm. "Let me hear how much you love my cock."

Her breathing becomes more erratic, her chest heaving with each gasp. I can feel her getting wetter, her arousal coating my cock and making the glide smoother, more intense. The combination of hot water, her tight pussy, and the illicit nature of our encounter has me on the edge, but I'm determined to make her come first.

I shift my angle slightly, aiming for that spot deep inside her that I've discovered drives her wild. When I hit it, her whole body jerks, a strangled cry escaping her lips before she can stop it.

"There it is," I smirk, hammering into that same spot repeatedly. "Your sweet spot. The one that makes you forget you're supposed to be fighting this."

With one hand still on her throat and the other working her clit, I pound into her relentlessly. Her leg tightens around my waist, pulling me deeper with each thrust. The shower continues to rain down on us, steam filling the bathroom and fogging the glass walls around us.

"You're a fucking whore," I tell her, my voice rough with exertion. "Getting fucked in your shower while your family sits in the next room. What would they think if they saw you now? Their perfect wife and mother, moaning like a slut with a teenager's cock inside her."

Her pussy clenches around me at my words, and I know she's close. Her eyes are half-closed, lips parted in a silent moan, her entire body trembling with the approaching orgasm.

"That's it," I encourage, pressing harder on her clit. "Come for me. Show me what a slut you are."

"Tyler," she gasps, her nails digging deeper into my shoulders. "I can't — I shouldn't—"

"But you're going to," I finish for her, driving into her with all the force I can muster. "You're going to come on my cock right here in your fancy shower."

Her resistance crumbles, her body surrendering to the pleasure I'm forcing upon her. With a choked cry, she comes, her pussy spasming around my cock in rhythmic pulses. Her entire body goes rigid, her back arching off the wall as waves of pleasure crash through her.

"Fuck yes," I growl, maintaining my relentless pace as she rides out her orgasm. The feeling of her inner walls contracting around me pushes me dangerously close to my own release.

I grab her other leg, hoisting her up so both legs are wrapped around my waist. Using my strength, I hold her suspended against the shower wall, fucking up into her with powerful thrusts. Her tits bounce with each impact, water flying off them in all directions.

"I'm going to fill you up," I tell her, my voice strained as I approach the edge. "Going to pump my cum deep inside your married pussy."

"No," she protests weakly, still dazed from her orgasm. "Please, not inside me."

I ignore her pleas, my rhythm becoming more erratic as my own orgasm builds. With a final, brutal thrust, I bury myself to the hilt inside her and explode. Pulse after pulse of hot cum shoots into her, filling her in a way her husband probably hasn't in years.

"Fuck," I groan, my hips jerking as I empty myself inside her. "Take it all."

For a moment, we stay frozen like that — me still buried inside her, her legs wrapped around my waist, both of us panting from exertion. The water, now turning lukewarm, continues to cascade over us, washing away the sweat but not the evidence of what we've done.

Slowly, I lower her legs back to the ground. When I pull out, a mixture of my cum and her juices leaks from her pussy, running down her inner thigh before being washed away by the shower spray. The sight is incredibly erotic — Vanessa Sinclair, the perfect wife and mother, debauched and filled with my seed.

She leans against the wall for support, her legs shaky, her chest still heaving with each breath. Her eyes are downcast, unable to meet mine in the aftermath of her unwilling pleasure.

"Clean yourself up," I order, stepping back under the spray to rinse off. "Your husband might start wondering where you are."

I exit the shower, grabbing a plush towel from the rack to dry myself off. Vanessa remains under the water, as if trying to wash away the shame along with the physical evidence of our encounter.

I dress quickly, leaving my hair damp. Before I leave, I turn back to look at her one more time. She's sitting on the shower floor now, knees pulled up to her chest, water pouring down over her huddled form.

"This is just the beginning," I remind her, my hand on the doorknob. "I'll see you at dinner, Mrs. Sinclair."

I slip out of the bathroom and make my way back to the living room. Bob and William are exactly where I left them, completely absorbed in the game. Neither of them even looks up when I reclaim my seat on the couch.

"Did I miss anything?" I ask casually.

"Colts scored again," William replies, his eyes still fixed on the screen. "Where were you?"

I smirk, thinking of Vanessa's face as she came on my cock. "Just helping your mom with a nice, long stretch."

Bob grunts, not even bothering to question my response. If only he knew what his wife was really doing while he watched football.


Chapter 5

It's after dinner when I find them in the home theater — a room bigger than my entire bedroom, with a massive screen and rows of plush reclining seats. Bob and Vanessa are sitting in the front row, some boring drama playing on the screen. Bob's slouched in his seat, his attention divided between the movie and his ever-present phone. Vanessa sits rigidly beside him, her posture tense as if she's waiting for something bad to happen. When she sees me enter, her eyes widen with fear, and I feel my cock stir at the sight of her in a silky nightgown that leaves little to the imagination.

"Mind if I join you?" I ask, not waiting for an answer as I slide into the seat beside Vanessa.

Bob barely glances up from his phone. "Help yourself. It's some period piece Vanessa wanted to watch."

I catch the scent of her expensive perfume as I settle in next to her — something floral and delicate that makes my mouth water. The silky nightgown she's wearing is a pale blue that matches her eyes, with thin straps that show off her shoulders and a neckline that plunges low enough to reveal the swell of her magnificent tits. The material is so thin I can see the outline of her nipples pressing against the fabric, and when she shifts uncomfortably in her seat, the hem rides up her thighs, giving me a glimpse of creamy skin.

"Nice movie," I comment, my eyes never leaving Vanessa's body. "Great view."

She pulls the edges of her silky robe closer together, trying to cover herself, but it's too late. I've already seen what's underneath, and I want more.

I wait for a few minutes, pretending to watch the movie while Bob taps away at his phone. The theater is dark, the only light coming from the screen and the soft glow of Bob's device. Perfect.

Slowly, I slide my hand onto Vanessa's thigh, feeling her muscles tense beneath my touch. She tries to shift away, but there's nowhere for her to go without drawing Bob's attention. My fingers trace lazy circles on her skin, inching higher with each rotation.

"Stop," she mouths silently, her eyes darting nervously toward her husband.

I ignore her, my hand continuing its journey up her thigh until I reach the hem of her nightgown. With deliberate slowness, I slip my fingers underneath, feeling the heat radiating from her core. She's not wearing any panties. Fucking perfect.

Bob remains oblivious, now fully absorbed in whatever's on his phone. The movie drones on, some actress crying about something I couldn't care less about. All my attention is focused on Vanessa — the rapid rise and fall of her chest, the flush spreading across her cheeks, the way she bites her lower lip to keep from making a sound as my fingers brush against her pussy.

I lean closer, my lips brushing against her ear. "Spread your legs," I whisper, my breath hot against her skin.

She shakes her head slightly, a barely perceptible movement in the darkened room. I respond by moving my other hand to her breast, squeezing roughly through the silky material. Her nipple hardens against my palm, betraying her body's response despite her reluctance.

"Spread them," I repeat, pinching her nipple between my thumb and forefinger. "Or I'll tell your husband exactly what we've been doing all day."

With a shaky exhale, she parts her legs slightly, giving me better access. I smirk in triumph, my fingers finding her clit and circling it slowly. She's already wet, her body responding to my touch even as her mind resists.

My hand moves from her breast to the back of her neck, fingers tangling in her soft hair. I pull her closer, my lips pressing against her jawline, then moving down to her neck. She stiffens but doesn't pull away, too afraid of drawing Bob's attention.

I continue kissing her neck, my fingers still working between her legs, feeling her getting wetter with each passing moment. My cock strains against my jeans, aching to be inside her again.

"Tyler," she whispers, her voice barely audible over the movie's soundtrack. "Please, not here."

I bite down gently on the sensitive spot where her neck meets her shoulder, making her gasp. "Tell him," I murmur against her skin. "Tell him I'm going to help you with a special workout."

Her eyes widen in panic. "What? No, I can't—"

I pinch her clit between my fingers, not hard enough to hurt but enough to make her breath catch. "Do it," I command. "Now."

She swallows hard, her throat working as she gathers her courage. "Bob," she says, her voice strained. "Tyler is going to help me with a special workout. It's something we've been discussing."

Bob looks up from his phone, his brow furrowing in confusion. He glances between us, and for a moment, I think he might actually notice something's off. But then he just shrugs and returns his attention to his device.

"Whatever," he says dismissively. "Just keep it down. I'm trying to follow this deal in Tokyo."

Vanessa's shoulders slump in a mixture of relief and resignation. Her husband doesn't care enough to even question why his wife would be doing a "workout" with a teenage boy during a movie. It's almost too easy.

Bob reaches for a pair of wireless headphones on the side table. "I'm going to use these," he announces. "The dialogue's too quiet, and I can't hear it over you two talking."

He puts on the headphones, adjusting them before turning back to the screen. His attention is now fully divided between the movie and his phone, completely oblivious to what's happening just feet away from him.

I turn to Vanessa, a predatory grin spreading across my face. "Looks like we've got permission," I whisper, my hand sliding deeper between her legs. "Time for that special workout, Mrs. Sinclair."

Her eyes fill with tears, but she doesn't resist as I continue to touch her. She knows what's coming, knows there's no escape. Her husband has essentially given us his blessing, too wrapped up in his own world to notice or care about what's happening right beside him.

"Please," she whispers one last time, a token resistance we both know is meaningless.

I lean in, my lips brushing against hers as my fingers continue their exploration of her most intimate areas. "Your husband doesn't care," I remind her. "And neither do I. You're mine for the weekend, remember? My personal fuckdoll."

A single tear slides down her cheek as she nods, accepting her fate. I capture her lips in a rough kiss, my hand still working between her legs, bringing her closer to the edge before the real fun begins.

With Bob safely tuned out by his headphones, I grab Vanessa by her hair and drag her off the couch. She makes a small sound of surprise and pain, but quickly stifles it, fearful of drawing her husband's attention. I force her down onto the plush carpet between the rows of seats, positioning her on all fours directly in front of Bob's seat. If he just looked down from his movie, he'd see his wife about to get fucked by a teenager.

"Tyler, please," she whispers, her voice trembling. "Not here. Not like this."

I ignore her pleas, kneeling behind her on the carpet. The light from the movie screen illuminates her body through the thin silk nightgown, creating shadows that accentuate every curve. Her ass is raised in the air, a perfect target for what I have planned.

"Shut up and take it," I growl, unbuckling my belt and freeing my already hard cock. The metallic sound of my zipper seems impossibly loud in the theater, but Bob remains oblivious, his eyes fixed on the screen, headphones firmly in place.

I lift the hem of Vanessa's nightgown, bunching it around her waist to expose her bare ass and pussy. In the dim light, I can see that she's already wet, her folds glistening with arousal despite her protests. The sight makes my cock throb with anticipation.

"Look at you," I taunt, running a finger along her slit. "Already wet for me. What a fucking slut you are."

She buries her face in her arms, shoulders shaking with silent sobs. I raise my hand and bring it down hard on her ass, the smack of skin on skin masked by a loud explosion from the movie. A red handprint blooms on her pale flesh, and she jerks forward with a muffled cry.

"You're nothing but a whore," I tell her, slapping her other cheek just as hard. "A rich bitch who spreads her legs while her husband sits clueless just feet away."

Her entire body trembles, whether from fear, shame, or anticipation, I'm not sure. Probably all three. I position myself behind her, the head of my cock nudging at her entrance. Without warning, I thrust forward, burying myself to the hilt in one smooth motion.

"Fuck," I groan, the sensation of her tight, wet heat enveloping my cock almost overwhelming. She's so fucking tight, her pussy gripping me like a vise as I pull back and slam in again.

Vanessa gasps, her fingers digging into the plush carpet as I establish a rhythm, driving into her with force that rocks her entire body forward with each thrust. The sound of our bodies colliding is thankfully masked by the movie's soundtrack, the wet slap of skin on skin mixing with the orchestral score.

I grab her hips, fingers digging into the soft flesh as I pound into her relentlessly. Each thrust ends with my balls slapping against her pussy, adding to the obscene symphony of our illicit encounter. Her nightgown has fallen forward, exposing her back to my view. I run my hand up her spine, feeling each vertebra beneath my fingertips before tangling my fingers in her hair.

With a rough tug, I pull her head back, forcing her to arch her spine. "Look at your husband," I command, my voice low and threatening. "Look at him while I fuck you."

She whimpers but complies, raising her eyes to where Bob sits just a few feet away, completely unaware that his wife is being taken like an animal right under his nose. The humiliation of it seems to affect her physically — I can feel her pussy clenching around my cock, getting wetter with each thrust.

I reach around with my free hand, finding the neckline of her nightgown and yanking it down to free her tits. They hang heavy and full, swaying with each impact of my hips against her ass. I grab one, squeezing roughly, feeling the nipple harden against my palm.

"Your tits are fucking amazing," I grunt, pinching her nipple between my fingers. "Too bad your husband doesn't appreciate them."

She moans, louder than she probably intended, the sound cutting through a momentary lull in the movie's audio. Bob stirs, glancing our way with a frown.

"Keep it down a bit," he says, raising his voice to be heard through his headphones. "I'm trying to watch this."

I slow my thrusts but don't stop, maintaining eye contact with Bob as I continue to fuck his wife. "Sorry, Mr. Sinclair," I reply, my voice impressively steady considering the circumstances. "Just helping your wife with that workout we mentioned."

He waves dismissively and returns his attention to the screen, adjusting his headphones. I wait until he's fully absorbed in the movie again before resuming my previous pace, driving into Vanessa with renewed vigor.

"See?" I whisper in her ear, my chest pressed against her back as I continue to thrust. "He doesn't even care. Too busy with his movie and his phone to notice his wife getting fucked right in front of him."

A choked sob escapes her lips, but her body betrays her once again. Her pussy is practically dripping around my cock, her inner walls clenching rhythmically as I hit that special spot deep inside her with each thrust.

I release her breast and move my hand to her throat, applying gentle pressure as I continue to pound into her from behind. My other hand still has a firm grip on her hair, keeping her face up, forcing her to watch her oblivious husband while I ravage her body.

"You're going to come for me," I tell her, my voice husky with exertion. "Right here, in front of your husband. Show me what a slut you really are."

My fingers find her clit, circling the swollen bud in time with my thrusts. Her breathing becomes more erratic, her body trembling beneath me as she approaches the edge.

"That's it," I encourage, feeling her pussy tighten around my cock. "Let go. Come for me."

With a muffled cry, she shatters, her entire body convulsing as waves of pleasure crash through her. Her pussy spasms around my cock, milking me with rhythmic contractions that nearly push me over the edge. I maintain my relentless pace, fucking her through her orgasm, prolonging the intense sensations coursing through her body.

"Fuck," I grunt, my own release building as her pussy continues to grip me. "I'm going to fill you up."

I slam into her one final time, burying myself as deep as possible as I explode inside her. Pulse after pulse of hot cum shoots into her depths, marking her as mine in the most primal way possible. My hips jerk with each spurt, my fingers digging into her flesh hard enough to leave bruises.

For a moment, we stay frozen in that position — me still buried inside her, both of us panting from exertion, her husband just feet away still watching his movie in blissful ignorance. The absurdity and eroticism of the situation send a final aftershock of pleasure through my system.

Slowly, I pull out, watching with satisfaction as a mixture of my cum and her juices leaks from her well-used pussy onto the expensive carpet. I tuck myself back into my jeans and zip up, then give her ass one final slap.

"Clean yourself up," I whisper, leaning down to speak directly into her ear. "You don't want to stain the carpet, do you?"

She doesn't move immediately, still collapsed on the floor, her nightgown bunched around her waist, her body bearing the evidence of our encounter. I straighten up and return to my seat, casually adjusting my clothes as if nothing unusual had happened.

On the screen, the movie continues to play, the actors completely unaware of the real drama that just unfolded in front of them.

Vanessa collapses onto the carpet, her body still trembling from the aftershocks of her orgasm. My cum leaks from between her legs, staining the expensive carpet beneath her. After a moment, she pulls herself together enough to tug her nightgown down, covering her exposed ass. Her movements are slow and shaky, like she's underwater. She looks completely wrecked — her hair a tangled mess from my rough handling, her skin flushed and glistening with sweat, her eyes glazed over with a mixture of pleasure and shame.

She tries to stand but wobbles, her legs still weak from the intense fucking I just gave her. I smirk, enjoying the physical evidence of my dominance over her. Deciding to play the gentleman — partly because I don't want Bob to finally notice something's off — I lean down and grab her arm, helping her back onto the couch.

"Easy there, Mrs. Sinclair," I murmur, my voice low enough that only she can hear. "Wouldn't want you to fall and have to explain to your husband why your legs don't work properly."

She shoots me a look of pure hatred, but there's something else there too — a flicker of resignation, of acceptance. She knows she's mine now, at least for the weekend. And part of her — the part that came hard around my cock while her husband sat oblivious just feet away — is starting to accept it.

As she settles back into her seat, I notice how the silky material of her nightgown clings to her sweat-dampened skin. It's practically transparent now, outlining every curve of her body in exquisite detail. Her nipples are still hard, pressing against the fabric like they're begging for more attention. Her chest rises and falls with each breath, the exertion of our encounter leaving her winded.

Strands of her blonde hair stick to her forehead and neck, damp with sweat. There's a flush that extends from her cheeks down her neck to the tops of her breasts, giving her pale skin a rosy glow. Her lips are swollen from biting them to keep quiet, and there's a small mark on her neck where I got a little too enthusiastic with my teeth.

She looks thoroughly fucked — disheveled and used in the most primal way. Sitting there in her expensive home theater, in her silky designer nightgown, she's never looked less like the proper, wealthy Mrs. Sinclair and more like what she truly is: a woman with needs that her husband is too distracted to fulfill.

Bob glances over, finally noticing his wife's condition. He pulls off one headphone. "You okay, honey? You look like you've been running a marathon."

I have to bite the inside of my cheek to keep from laughing out loud. If only he knew what kind of "marathon" his wife had just participated in.

"She's fine," I answer before Vanessa can speak. "Just a really intense workout. Right, Mrs. Sinclair?"

She nods weakly, unable to meet her husband's eyes. "Yes... it was very... strenuous."

Bob's gaze flickers between us, a faint frown creasing his forehead. For a moment, I wonder if he's finally putting the pieces together. But then he just shrugs, his attention already drifting back to his phone.

"Well, try to keep it down," he says, adjusting his headphones. "Sounds like you're having a hell of a workout over there."

"Oh, we are, Mr. Sinclair," I reply, not bothering to hide my smirk. "Your wife is incredibly flexible. Takes direction really well, too."

Bob nods absently, clearly not registering the double meaning in my words. "That's good. Exercise is important at her age."

I see Vanessa flinch at the casual dismissal, the implication that she's somehow past her prime. If her husband bothered to actually look at her — really look at her — he'd see that she's still fucking gorgeous, with a body that women half her age would kill for.

"Don't worry, Mr. Sinclair," I say, patting Vanessa's thigh and letting my hand linger there, my fingers tracing small circles on her skin through the nightgown. "I'll make sure she gets all the exercise she needs this weekend."

"Good, good," he mumbles, already reabsorbed in whatever's happening on his phone.

I turn to Vanessa, my hand sliding higher up her thigh. "We're just getting started," I whisper, my lips close to her ear. "I've got so many more workouts planned for you."

She trembles under my touch, her eyes darting nervously to her husband, who remains completely oblivious to what's happening right beside him. The tears that had welled in her eyes earlier have dried, leaving behind a hollow resignation that's almost as satisfying as her forced pleasure.

I imagine all the ways I'm going to take her this weekend — in every room of this massive house, in every position I can think of. Maybe I'll fuck her in her marital bed while her husband sleeps beside them. Or bend her over the kitchen counter while she prepares breakfast. The possibilities are endless, and my cock stirs at the thought of claiming every inch of her body, marking every part of her as mine.

"Why don't you go clean up?" I suggest, my voice dripping with false concern. "You look a little... messy."

Her eyes flash with humiliation, knowing exactly what I'm referring to — my cum still leaking from her pussy, soaking into the expensive silk of her nightgown. She nods stiffly and rises from the couch, her movements still unsteady.

"I'll join you soon," I add, just loud enough for her to hear. "For round two."


Chapter 6

The morning sun filters through the expensive curtains in the Sinclairs' master bedroom as I quietly turn the doorknob and slip inside. I'd waited until I heard Bob leave for his morning jog — the workaholic apparently still finds time for exercise, just not for his wife. The room is silent except for Vanessa's soft breathing as she sleeps, completely unaware of what I have planned for her. I approach the king-sized bed, my eyes drinking in the sight of her lying there, vulnerable and exposed.

Fuck, she's hot even when she's unconscious. Vanessa lies on her back, one arm thrown above her head, the other resting on her stomach. The thin, silky nightgown she's wearing has ridden up during the night, exposing her long, toned legs all the way to the top of her thighs. The neckline has shifted too, revealing the swell of one perfect breast, the pale skin practically glowing in the morning light.

Her blonde hair is spread across the pillow like a halo, a stark contrast to what I know she really is — a rich bitch who's about to get exactly what she deserves. Her full lips are slightly parted as she breathes, and I can't help but think about how those same lips looked wrapped around my cock yesterday.

The nightgown is even more revealing than the one from last night — barely more than a slip of fabric that clings to every curve of her body. The material is so thin I can see the outline of her nipples, already hardened from the cool morning air. One strap has fallen off her shoulder, exposing more of her chest than she probably intended. The hem has bunched around her waist, and I can see she's not wearing any panties. The blonde curls between her legs are neatly trimmed, framing her pussy like a fucking work of art.

I reach into my pocket and pull out the handcuffs I brought with me. They're not the fuzzy, sex-shop kind — these are real, metal cuffs that I stole from my uncle who's a cop. They'll leave marks, but that's part of the fun.

Moving slowly to avoid waking her, I approach the head of the bed. Her arms are in the perfect position — one already above her head, near the ornate headboard. I carefully take her other wrist and move it up to join the first, my heart pounding with excitement at what I'm about to do.

With practiced precision, I snap one cuff around her right wrist. The metallic click seems impossibly loud in the quiet room, and Vanessa stirs slightly but doesn't wake. Before she can come to her senses, I quickly secure her left wrist in the other cuff, threading the chain through one of the decorative bars in the headboard. Now she's trapped, her arms secured above her head, completely at my mercy.

I step back to admire my handiwork. The position forces her chest up, making her tits look even more impressive as they strain against the thin fabric of her nightgown. She looks like a sacrifice, laid out just for me.

My cock is already rock hard, straining against my sweatpants. I pull them down just enough to free it, giving myself a few strokes as I stare at her helpless form. The head is already glistening with precum, eager for what's to come.

I climb onto the bed, positioning myself so that I'm straddling her chest, my knees on either side of her ribs. My cock hovers just inches from her face, so close I can feel her breath on the sensitive tip. I take my shaft in my hand and guide it toward her parted lips, slowly pressing the head against them.

Vanessa's eyes snap open at the contact, confusion quickly giving way to horror as she realizes what's happening. She tries to move her arms, only to be stopped by the bite of metal against her wrists. The handcuffs rattle against the headboard as she struggles.

"What are you — mmph!" Her protest is cut short as I push my cock between her lips, sliding it into the wet heat of her mouth.

"Morning, Mrs. Sinclair," I greet her with a smirk, watching her eyes widen in panic. "Hope you slept well, because you're going to need your energy today."

She tries to turn her head away, but I grab her hair with one hand, holding her in place as I thrust deeper into her mouth. Her struggles only make it more exciting, the fear in her eyes sending a thrill of power through me.

"Don't bother fighting," I tell her, pushing until I feel the back of her throat. "Your husband's out jogging, and William's still asleep. No one's coming to save you."

She makes a muffled sound of protest around my cock, tears forming at the corners of her eyes. The vibration feels amazing, and I groan in pleasure. Her mouth is warm and wet, her tongue involuntarily working against the underside of my shaft as she tries to speak.

"That's it," I encourage, starting a slow rhythm of thrusts. "Take it like the good little cocksucker you are."

The handcuffs rattle again as she pulls against them, but there's nowhere for her to go. I increase my pace, fucking her mouth with more force, watching as her lips stretch around my girth. Each thrust goes deeper, until I feel the tight constriction of her throat around my head.

She gags as I hit the back of her throat, her eyes watering, but I don't let up. If anything, her distress makes me harder, more determined to use her however I want. I grab her hair with both hands now, holding her head steady as I pump my hips, my balls slapping against her chin with each thrust.

"Fuck, your mouth feels good," I grunt, driving into her with increasing intensity. "Almost as good as your pussy."

Her throat convulses around my cock as she chokes, trying desperately to breathe around my intrusion. I pull back just enough to let her gasp for air, then plunge back in, establishing a brutal rhythm that has tears streaming down her face.

The sight of Vanessa Sinclair — the proud, wealthy woman who looked down on my family — handcuffed to her own bed with my cock shoved down her throat is even better than I imagined. Her mascara is running, black streaks trailing down her cheeks. Her lips are stretched thin around my girth, red and swollen from the abuse.

"Look at me," I command, tugging on her hair until her tear-filled eyes meet mine. "I want to see your face while I fuck your throat."

She glares up at me, hatred burning behind the tears, but there's something else there too — a flicker of resignation, of acceptance. She knows she can't fight this, can't stop what's happening. All she can do is endure it.

I speed up my thrusts, driving my cock deeper with each movement. Her throat opens for me now, allowing me to slide all the way in until my balls rest against her chin and her nose presses against my stomach. I hold myself there for a moment, feeling her throat contract around me as she struggles for breath.

"This is what you're good for," I tell her, pulling back just enough for her to gasp before plunging in again. "Being a hole for me to fuck."

She chokes and gags as I continue to ravage her mouth, her body jerking with each brutal thrust. The handcuffs clank against the headboard, a metallic accompaniment to the wet, sloppy sounds of my cock sliding in and out of her throat.

"Fuck," I groan, feeling the familiar tightening in my balls as pleasure builds at the base of my spine. "I'm going to cum down your fucking throat, Mrs. Sinclair. And you're going to swallow every drop."

I continue to thrust into Vanessa's mouth, watching her eyes water as my cock hits the back of her throat. Her lips

I continue to thrust into Vanessa's mouth, watching her eyes water as my cock hits the back of her throat. Her lips are stretched wide around my shaft, her cheeks hollowed as I force her to take every inch. The handcuffs rattle against the headboard with each movement, a metallic soundtrack to her submission. Just as I'm establishing a brutal rhythm, the bedroom door swings open. My heart nearly stops as Bob walks in, but his eyes are glued to his phone, thumbs tapping rapidly at the screen.

Vanessa freezes beneath me, her entire body going rigid with terror. Her eyes widen impossibly, darting to her husband then back to me in silent panic. I should stop — any sane person would — but the danger of the situation sends a new surge of adrenaline through my body, making my cock even harder in her mouth.

"Morning, Mr. Sinclair," I call out casually, as if I'm not balls-deep in his wife's throat. I slow my thrusts but don't stop completely, the head of my cock still resting on Vanessa's tongue. The terror in her eyes is fucking intoxicating.

Bob grunts in acknowledgment without looking up from his phone. "Morning, Tyler. Have you seen my blue tie? The one with the diagonal stripes?" He moves toward the closet, still not glancing our way.

"Haven't seen it," I reply, my voice impressively steady considering the circumstances. I give Vanessa a warning look and begin moving again, slower now but still deliberately fucking her mouth while her husband stands just feet away.

She tries to shake her head, silently begging me to stop, but my grip on her hair keeps her firmly in place. Tears stream down her cheeks, whether from physical discomfort or the humiliation of what's happening, I can't tell. Probably both.

"Damn," Bob mutters, finally putting his phone in his pocket and heading toward the walk-in closet. "I need it for my meeting with the Jamieson account."

The moment he disappears into the closet, I resume my previous pace, thrusting hard and deep into Vanessa's mouth. The wet, sloppy sounds of my cock sliding in and out of her throat fill the room, but Bob is too busy rustling through hangers to notice.

"Your husband doesn't even see what's happening right in front of him," I whisper, low enough that only Vanessa can hear. "Too busy with his precious work to notice his wife being face-fucked by a teenager."

Her eyes flash with a mixture of hatred and humiliation, but she can't respond with my cock filling her mouth. I can feel her throat constricting around me each time I push deep, her gag reflex working against the intrusion. The struggle only makes it better, adding texture and pressure that sends jolts of pleasure up my spine.

I speed up my thrusts, driven by the thrill of possibly being caught and the power I feel dominating this woman while her oblivious husband searches for his tie. My balls slap against her chin with each drive forward, adding to the obscene soundtrack of our encounter.

"Got it!" Bob's voice calls from the closet. "It was behind my winter suits for some reason."

Panic flickers in Vanessa's eyes again, and I can feel her trying to pull away, desperate not to be caught in such a compromising position. But I hold her firmly in place, my fingers tangled in her hair, my cock still pumping between her lips.

I feel the familiar tightening in my balls, the pleasure building at the base of my spine. The combination of Vanessa's warm, wet mouth and the danger of the situation has me racing toward orgasm faster than usual. My thrusts become more erratic, more desperate, as I chase my release.

"I'm going to cum," I whisper harshly, just as Bob emerges from the closet, tie in hand. "And you're going to swallow every fucking drop."

Bob finally looks up, his brow furrowing slightly as he takes in the scene before him. From his angle, he can't see exactly what's happening — the bed is high, and I'm positioned in a way that blocks most of his view — but he can clearly see me kneeling over his wife, her arms raised above her head.

I should stop, should pull away and try to explain, but I'm too far gone. With a final, deep thrust, I bury my cock in Vanessa's throat and explode. Pulse after pulse of hot cum shoots directly down her throat, giving her no choice but to swallow or choke. Her eyes widen, tears streaming down her cheeks as she gulps reflexively, taking everything I give her.

"What's going on?" Bob asks, his voice more confused than angry as he approaches the bed.

I pull out of Vanessa's mouth slowly, watching as she gasps for air, her chest heaving with each breath. A thin trail of saliva and cum connects her swollen lips to the tip of my cock before breaking, falling onto her chin.

"Just helping your wife with a throat exercise, Mr. Sinclair," I reply smoothly, quickly tucking my cock back into my sweatpants. "She mentioned having some soreness, and I know a technique that helps."

Bob's eyes narrow slightly as he gets closer, finally noticing the handcuffs securing his wife to the headboard. "Are those... handcuffs?"

I nod casually, as if restraining someone's wife is the most normal thing in the world. "Part of the technique. It helps keep the spine aligned properly."

Vanessa lies there, unable to speak, her breathing still ragged, face flushed and tear-stained. The evidence of what just happened is written all over her — swollen lips, mussed hair, the slight bulge in her throat as she continues to swallow the last traces of my cum.

"Is that right, Vanessa?" Bob asks, finally addressing his wife directly.

She clears her throat, her voice hoarse when she speaks. "Y-yes. It's a... a throat exercise. Tyler's been very helpful."

Bob studies her for a moment, and I wonder if he's finally going to put the pieces together. But then he just nods, already turning his attention back to his tie. "Well, that's good of him. I've got to run — big meeting this morning. Should be back by dinner." He leans down and plants a quick, perfunctory kiss on Vanessa's forehead, not even noticing the taste of another man's cum on her lips.

"Have a good day, honey," he says, heading for the door. "And thanks for helping my wife, Tyler. She's lucky to have you around."

As the door closes behind him, I turn back to Vanessa with a triumphant smirk. "Yes, Mrs. Sinclair. You're very lucky to have me around."

She turns her face away, unable to meet my gaze, but not before I see the fresh tears welling in her eyes. The handcuffs rattle as she shifts, a reminder of how completely at my mercy she remains.

"Now," I say, running my thumb across her lower lip, "where were we?"


Chapter 7

William and his dad are locked in an intense foosball match in the living room, trash-talking each other over the clack of the plastic players hitting the ball. I'm supposed to play the winner, but my attention is drawn to the kitchen where I can see Vanessa through the wide doorway. She's wearing a sundress that barely covers her ass and a cooking apron tied around her waist, bending over slightly as she places a tray of cookies in the oven. My cock immediately stirs to life at the sight of her, the memory of this morning's face-fucking still fresh in my mind.

"I'll be right back," I tell them, neither bothering to acknowledge me as they focus on their game. Perfect.

I make my way to the kitchen, watching Vanessa as she straightens up and closes the oven door. The sundress she's wearing is a pale yellow that complements her golden tan and blonde hair. It's held up by thin straps that cross her shoulders, the neckline dipping low enough to show off the tops of her breasts. The material clings to her curves before flaring out at the hips, the hem stopping mid-thigh to display her long, toned legs. The apron is tied tight around her narrow waist, accentuating the hourglass shape of her body.

She tenses when she hears my footsteps, her back still to me as she pretends to adjust the oven temperature. I can see the slight tremble in her hands, the way her shoulders hunch as if trying to make herself smaller, less noticeable. It doesn't work.

"Baking cookies for your boys?" I ask, my voice deliberately casual as I step closer. "Such a good mommy."

She nods stiffly, still not turning to face me. "Yes. William asked for chocolate chip."

I move directly behind her, close enough that my breath stirs the fine hairs at the nape of her neck. She's wearing her hair up in a messy bun, exposing the delicate skin that I know is sensitive from the way she reacted when I kissed her there yesterday. "And what about me? What sweet treat are you making for me, Mrs. Sinclair?"

Before she can answer, I grab her hips and push her forward, bending her over the kitchen counter. She gasps, her hands flying out to brace herself against the marble surface. From this position, she's facing the living room doorway, where William and Bob are still engrossed in their foosball match, completely unaware of what's happening in the kitchen.

"Tyler, no," she whispers urgently, trying to straighten up. "Not here. They'll see us."

I press my body against her back, pinning her to the counter. My already hard cock nestles against the curve of her ass through our clothes. "Then you better be quiet," I murmur into her ear. "And hope they don't look this way."

She pushes back against me, trying to create some space. "Please, Tyler. I can't do this here. It's too risky."

I grab a fistful of her hair, pulling her head back until her ear is near my lips. "Remember our deal," I remind her, my voice low and threatening. "You're my fuckdoll for the weekend, or I tell William exactly what his mommy's been doing to protect him."

The fight drains out of her at the mention of her son. I can feel her body go limp beneath me, surrendering to the inevitable. I release her hair, letting her head fall forward as I run my hands down her sides, feeling the curves of her body through the thin sundress.

"Good girl," I praise, reaching for the hem of her dress. "Now stay still and keep smiling in case they look over."

Slowly, teasingly, I lift the back of her sundress, bunching the material around her waist. She's wearing a tiny lace thong that does nothing to hide the perfect globes of her ass. The sight makes my cock throb with anticipation.

"Fuck, you've got an amazing ass," I murmur, running my palm over the firm flesh. "Been wanting to fuck it since the first time I saw you."

I feel her stiffen beneath me. "What? No, Tyler, I've never—"

"First time for everything," I cut her off, hooking my fingers into the waistband of her thong and pulling it down her thighs. "And I'm going to be your first. Right here, with your husband and son just a few feet away."

She tries to protest again, but I silence her with a hard slap to her ass. The sound is sharp in the kitchen, but the foosball game is loud enough to cover it. A red handprint blossoms on her pale skin, and she bites her lip to keep from crying out.

"Tyler," she pleads, her voice barely audible. "Please don't do this. Not that. I've never done it before."

I lean over her, my chest pressed against her back as I whisper in her ear. "That makes it even better. I'm going to take your ass, Mrs. Sinclair. Going to fuck that tight hole while you watch your family play their game. And you're going to take it, because that's what good mothers do to protect their sons."

Tears well in her eyes, but she nods slightly, accepting her fate. I straighten up, unbuckling my belt and freeing my cock from my jeans. It springs out, already rock hard and leaking precum at the thought of what I'm about to do.

"No lube," I tell her, spitting into my palm and coating my cock with the makeshift lubricant. "Just spit and your tears."

I position myself behind her, the head of my cock pressing against her tight entrance. She's trembling now, whether from fear or anticipation or both, I can't tell. I grab her hips with both hands, holding her steady as I begin to push forward.

"Fuck, you're tight," I grunt as the head of my cock breaches her resistant hole. The ring of muscle stretches around my girth, causing her to gasp in pain. "Relax, or it'll hurt more."

"I can't," she whimpers, her knuckles turning white as she grips the edge of the counter. "It hurts too much."

I ignore her pleas, continuing to push forward slowly but relentlessly. Her body resists the intrusion, but I'm stronger, more determined. Inch by inch, my cock disappears into her ass, the tight heat enveloping me in a way that makes my eyes roll back in pleasure.

"That's it," I encourage, feeling her body gradually yield to my invasion. "Take my cock in your ass like a good little slut."

A sob escapes her lips, quickly stifled as she remembers how close her family is. I glance over at the living room doorway, but William and Bob remain focused on their game, oblivious to the depraved act happening just yards away.

With one final push, I bury myself to the hilt inside her, my balls resting against her pussy. She's so fucking tight it's almost painful, the muscles of her ass clenching around my cock in spasms of resistance and unwilling accommodation.

"Now," I whisper, pulling back slightly before thrusting forward again, "we're going to see how quiet you can be while I wreck this perfect ass."

I establish a steady rhythm, pulling almost all the way out before driving back in, watching as my cock disappears into Vanessa's tight ass. Each thrust forces a muffled whimper from her lips, which she desperately tries to silence by biting her lower lip. The feeling is incredible — hot and tight and forbidden. Her ass grips my cock like a vise, the resistance making each movement more intense than anything I've ever felt before.

"Fuck, your ass is tight," I grunt, digging my fingers into her hips hard enough to leave bruises. "Never had a MILF's ass before. Definitely worth the wait."

Her only response is a choked sob as I drive deeper, my balls slapping against her pussy with each thrust. I can tell she's in pain from the way her body tenses with each intrusion, but her discomfort only adds to my pleasure. There's something incredibly satisfying about conquering this part of her, taking something her husband probably never has.

I pick up the pace, my hips slapping against her ass with increasing force. The sound seems dangerously loud in the kitchen, but the clack of the foosball table and William's excited shouts provide enough cover. Still, the risk of discovery adds an edge to every sensation, making my cock throb harder inside her tight channel.

Reaching forward, I grab a fistful of her blonde hair, pulling her head back as I continue to pound into her. The new angle lets me drive even deeper, tearing another muffled cry from her throat. I lean over her back, my chest pressed against her, and turn her face toward mine.

"Look at me," I command, my voice a harsh whisper. "I want to see your face while I fuck your ass."

Her eyes meet mine, filled with a mixture of pain, humiliation, and unwilling arousal. Tears streak down her flushed cheeks, mascara creating dark rivers on her perfect skin. I capture her lips in a rough kiss, swallowing her whimpers as my tongue invades her mouth, mirroring the way my cock is invading her body.

The kiss is messy and aggressive, my teeth nipping at her lower lip, my tongue forcing its way between her lips. All the while, I maintain my relentless rhythm, each thrust making her body jerk forward against the counter. Her hands scrabble for purchase on the smooth marble surface, knuckles white with the effort of keeping herself upright.

"Vanessa?" Bob's voice suddenly calls from the living room, causing us both to freeze. "Did you call the caterers for the anniversary party tonight?"

Panic flashes in her eyes, her body tensing around my still-buried cock. I don't pull out, just hold myself deep inside her, enjoying the way her muscles clench in fear.

"Answer him," I whisper, giving her ass a warning squeeze. "And make it convincing."

She swallows hard, trying to steady her breathing before responding. "Y-yes, honey," she calls back, her voice impressively normal considering the circumstances. "They're all set for seven."

I reward her performance by slowly withdrawing almost completely before slamming back in, making her bite back a scream. Her eyes widen in horror, silently begging me to stop, but I just smirk and repeat the motion.

"Did you remember to order those little crab puffs I like?" Bob continues, completely oblivious to what's happening in the kitchen.

Vanessa takes a shaky breath, struggling to focus on the conversation while I continue to slowly fuck her ass. "Yes," she manages, her voice higher than normal. "And the... the champagne you wanted."

I pick up the pace again, driving into her with more force, watching as she fights to maintain her composure. A thin sheen of sweat covers her skin, making her glow in the bright kitchen light. Her breathing is ragged, each exhale a barely controlled moan that she disguises as normal conversation.

"You sound weird," Bob says, and I hear the creak of a chair as if he's turning toward the kitchen. "Are you alright?"

Before Vanessa can respond, I call out, "She's fine, Mr. Sinclair! Just helping her with baking her cookies. It can be a bit intense."

There's a pause, and for a heart-stopping moment, I think he might get up and check. But then his voice comes again, already disinterested. "Oh, okay. Don't strain yourself, honey."

"I won't," Vanessa replies, her voice cracking as I thrust particularly deep.

I chuckle against her ear, my hand sliding around to grope her breast through the thin material of her dress and apron. "Your husband is so fucking clueless," I taunt, pinching her nipple hard enough to make her gasp. "I could bend you over the kitchen table and fuck you right in front of him, and he probably wouldn't even notice."

She doesn't respond, just closes her eyes as fresh tears leak from beneath her lids. I continue my assault on her ass, each thrust harder and deeper than the last. The tight ring of muscle has loosened slightly, allowing me to move more freely, but it's still gloriously snug around my cock.

I feel the familiar tightening in my balls, the pleasure building at the base of my spine. My rhythm becomes more erratic as I chase my release, my fingers digging deeper into her flesh, my breath hot against her neck.

"I'm going to cum," I growl, my voice strained with the effort of keeping quiet. "Going to paint your insides white."

"No," she whispers desperately. "Not inside. Please."

For once, I decide to grant her request — not out of kindness, but because I want to mark her in a way she can't easily clean up. With a final thrust, I pull out completely, my cock slick and glistening as it emerges from her abused hole. I grab my shaft with one hand, stroking rapidly as I position myself over her lower back.

"Fuck," I grunt as my orgasm crashes through me. Thick ropes of cum shoot across her back, some landing as high as her shoulder blades, the rest pooling in the small of her back. I milk every last drop onto her skin, marking her as thoroughly as possible.

"That's it," I pant, watching my seed glisten on her tanned skin. "Marked like the slut you are."

She remains bent over the counter, trembling slightly, her breath coming in short gasps. I tuck myself back into my jeans, zipping up as I admire my handiwork. Her ass is red from the impact of my hips, her entrance slightly gaping and reddened from the intrusion. My cum forms abstract patterns on her back, a lewd artwork that makes my cock stir again despite having just emptied itself.

"Better clean up," I advise, reaching for a paper towel from the roll on the counter. Instead of handing it to her, I use it to wipe my cock clean, then toss it into the trash. "Wouldn't want your family to see what a mess their perfect wife and mother has become."

Vanessa straightens slowly, wincing as she moves. She pulls her thong back up with shaking hands, then smooths her dress down over her hips. My cum is still on her back, hidden by her dress but surely soaking through the thin material.

"How am I supposed to go to the party like this?" she whispers, her voice raw with emotion.

I shrug, already turning to head back to the living room. "Not my problem, Mrs. Sinclair. Maybe wear something that doesn't show stains."

As I walk away, I throw one last comment over my shoulder, loud enough for her to hear but not so loud it will carry to the living room. "Thanks for letting me be your first. Your ass is even better than your pussy."

I don't wait to see her reaction, just saunter back to join William and his dad at the foosball table, a satisfied smirk on my face as I imagine Vanessa trying to clean my cum off her back before her anniversary party.


Chapter 8

The Sinclairs' house is filled with well-dressed people laughing and clinking champagne glasses, celebrating Bob and Vanessa's anniversary. I'm watching from the second-floor landing, leaning against the railing where I can see the entire living room below. Bob is busy playing the perfect host, showing off his expensive whiskey collection to a group of men in suits. Vanessa moves through the crowd in a tight, low-cut black dress, her smile fixed and brittle as she makes small talk with the wives. She has no idea I'm up here, watching her every move like a predator tracking its prey.

William's been banished to his room to finish homework, and I'm supposed to be helping him. Instead, I told him I needed to use the bathroom and have been up here for the past fifteen minutes, mesmerized by the sight of Vanessa in that dress. It hugs every curve of her body like it was painted on, the neckline plunging so low I can see the inner curves of her breasts each time she leans forward to accept a kiss on the cheek from some rich asshole.

The dress has a slit up one side that reveals a tantalizing glimpse of thigh when she walks. She's wearing fuck-me heels that make her legs look even longer, and her hair is styled in loose waves that fall around her shoulders. From up here, I can see the light catch on her diamond earrings and the matching necklace that disappears into her cleavage. She looks expensive and untouchable — exactly the kind of woman I love to bring down to my level.

Movement catches my eye as Vanessa excuses herself from a conversation and heads toward the stairs. She glances around to make sure no one's watching, then begins climbing the steps, one hand on the railing to steady herself in those heels. Her face is flushed, probably from the champagne I've seen her drinking all night. As she gets closer, I can see the slight sheen of sweat on her chest, making her skin glow under the soft lighting.

I duck into the shadows of the hallway, waiting until she reaches the top of the stairs. She doesn't notice me at first, too focused on smoothing down her dress and checking her lipstick in a small mirror hanging on the wall. Up close, she's even more stunning — her makeup is perfect, highlighting her blue eyes and high cheekbones. The black dress contrasts beautifully with her blonde hair and tanned skin, making her look like some kind of high-end escort.

As she turns to head down the hallway, I step out of the shadows, grabbing her arm and pulling her into the nearest bedroom. She gasps in surprise, her eyes widening when she realizes it's me. I kick the door shut behind us, pushing her against it in one fluid motion.

"Tyler! What are you doing?" she hisses, her voice low but panicked. "I have guests downstairs—"

I cut her off by crashing my lips against hers, my tongue forcing its way into her mouth. She tastes like expensive champagne and lipstick, a combination that drives my already hard cock to painful rigidity. She pushes against my chest, trying to create space between us, but I grab her wrists and pin them against the door above her head.

"Let me go," she demands when I finally break the kiss, her chest heaving with each breath. "This is my anniversary party, for God's sake."

"Some anniversary," I mock, pressing my body against hers so she can feel my hardness against her stomach. "Your husband's too busy showing off his toys to even look at you. When was the last time he fucked you properly, Mrs. Sinclair?"

Her face flushes with anger and humiliation, but she doesn't answer.

I lean in, my lips brushing against her ear. "That's what I thought. Too long to remember."

I release one of her wrists to grab her face, forcing her to look at me. "You need a real man to remind you what it feels like to be wanted." Before she can respond, I kiss her again, harder this time, biting her lower lip hard enough to make her gasp.

She tries to turn her face away, but I hold her firmly in place. "Stop," she pleads, her voice trembling. "Please, Tyler. Not now. Not during my party."

"Especially during your party," I growl, my free hand sliding down to cup one of her breasts through the tight material of her dress. "While all those stuffy rich people drink your husband's expensive booze, I'm going to fuck his wife until she screams."

With a sudden movement, I spin her around and push her toward the bed. She stumbles in her heels, falling forward onto the mattress. Before she can recover, I'm on her, flipping her onto her back and pinning her down with my weight.

"Tyler, no," she protests, pushing against my shoulders. "This is wrong."

I ignore her resistance, my hands finding the zipper at the back of her dress and pulling it down with one swift motion. The material parts, revealing more of her tanned skin and the black lace bra beneath. I pull the dress down her arms, then yank it over her hips, leaving her in nothing but her matching black lingerie and those sexy heels.

"Fuck, you're hot," I murmur, sitting back on my heels to admire the view. Her body is incredible — full breasts straining against delicate lace, a tiny waist flaring out to curvy hips, and long, toned legs that seem to go on forever. The black lingerie against her tanned skin is a sight that makes my cock throb with anticipation.

With practiced ease, I unhook her bra, pulling it off to reveal her perfect tits. They're full and firm, with pink nipples that harden under my hungry gaze. I lower my head, taking one nipple into my mouth, sucking and biting until she arches beneath me, a reluctant moan escaping her lips.

"Stop fighting it," I tell her, my hand sliding down her stomach to the waistband of her panties. "Your body knows what it wants."

In one swift motion, I tear her panties off, the delicate lace giving way easily. She gasps at the sudden violence, trying to cover herself with her hands. I grab her wrists, pinning them above her head again as I position myself between her thighs.

"Look at you," I taunt, my free hand running up her leg, from ankle to inner thigh. "All dressed up in your fancy lingerie. Were you hoping your husband would notice? That he'd remember it's his job to fuck you on your anniversary?"

Tears glisten in her eyes, but she doesn't respond. I release her wrists long enough to unbuckle my belt and free my cock, already rock hard and ready. Her eyes widen at the sight, a flicker of fear passing across her face.

"Please," she whispers, one last token of resistance. "The guests... someone might hear..."

"Then you better be quiet," I reply, positioning myself at her entrance. Without further warning, I thrust forward, burying myself to the hilt in one powerful stroke. She gasps, her back arching off the bed, her hands flying to my shoulders as if to push me away, but ending up clutching me instead.

"Fuck, you're wet," I grunt, surprised and pleased to find her ready despite her protests. "Your mouth says no, but your pussy says yes."

I establish a rhythm, deep and hard, my hips slapping against hers with each thrust. The bed creaks beneath us, the headboard thumping lightly against the wall. The sounds of the party drift up from downstairs — laughter, clinking glasses, soft music — creating a surreal backdrop to our illicit encounter.

Vanessa bites her lip to keep from moaning, her eyes squeezed shut as I pound into her. Her heels dig into the mattress, giving her leverage to unconsciously move with me, her body betraying her once again.

"That's it," I encourage, grabbing one of her legs and hooking it over my shoulder, changing the angle to hit deeper. "Take my cock like the slut you are."

With a growl of satisfaction, I pull my cock out of Vanessa's pussy and flip her over onto her stomach. She yelps in surprise, her hands scrambling for purchase on the silky bedspread. I grab her hips and yank them upward, forcing her onto her hands and knees. Her ass is perfectly positioned now, the globes of flesh quivering slightly as she trembles beneath me. She's still wearing those fuck-me heels, the black stilettos making her legs look even more incredible from this angle.

"Tyler, what are you doing?" she asks, glancing back over her shoulder, her eyes wide with alarm.

I smirk, running my hands over the smooth skin of her ass, squeezing roughly. "Round two, Mrs. Sinclair. I'm going to fuck that tight ass of yours again."

"No," she protests, trying to squirm away. "Not again. It hurt too much last time."

I respond by landing a sharp slap on her right cheek, the sound crisp in the otherwise quiet bedroom. A red handprint blooms on her skin, and she bites her lip to stifle a cry.

"You don't get to say no," I remind her, positioning myself behind her. My cock is still slick with her juices, providing some lubrication for what's to come. "Remember our deal? You're my fuckdoll for the weekend."

Before she can respond, I press the head of my cock against her tight entrance. Despite our earlier encounter in the kitchen, she's still incredibly tight, the ring of muscle resisting my intrusion. I push forward relentlessly, watching as her body tries to reject me.

"Relax," I command, gripping her hips firmly to keep her in place. "The more you fight it, the more it hurts."

She buries her face in the bedspread, muffling her whimpers as I continue to force my way inside her. Inch by inch, my cock disappears into her ass, the tight heat enveloping me in a sensation so intense it makes my eyes roll back.

"Fuck," I groan when I'm finally buried to the hilt, my balls resting against her pussy. "Your ass is even better the second time around."

I hold still for a moment, letting her adjust to the intrusion, but not out of kindness — I want this to last, want to savor every second of her tight ass gripping my cock. Her entire body is tense beneath me, her fingers clutching the bedspread so tightly her knuckles have turned white.

Slowly, I pull almost all the way out before slamming back in with enough force to make her whole body jerk forward. She cries out, the sound muffled by the bed but still audible. I establish a rhythm, each thrust harder and deeper than the last, my hips slapping against her ass with increasing force.

I reach forward and grab a fistful of her blonde hair, yanking her head back. "Look at you," I taunt, my voice rough with exertion. "The perfect wife and mother, getting her ass fucked at her own anniversary party. What would your guests think if they saw you now?"

Tears stream down her face, mascara creating dark tracks on her flushed cheeks. The sight only fuels my desire, making me pound into her with even more vigor. The bed creaks beneath us, the headboard thumping against the wall in a steady rhythm that matches my thrusts.

My other hand finds its way to her throat, circling it from behind and applying gentle pressure. Not enough to cut off her air completely, but enough to remind her who's in control. She gasps, her body instinctively arching back into me, changing the angle and allowing me to drive even deeper.

"You love this, don't you?" I whisper harshly in her ear, still pulling her hair and squeezing her throat. "Being used like a whore while your fancy friends drink champagne downstairs."

She shakes her head in denial, but her body betrays her once again. Despite the pain, I can feel her pushing back against me, meeting my thrusts with small movements of her hips. Her pussy is dripping wet, evidence of her arousal visible each time my balls swing forward to slap against her.

I release her throat and reach around to find her clit, circling the swollen bud with my middle finger. She moans, the sound no longer entirely from pain, and I smirk in triumph.

"See? Your body knows what it wants," I tell her, continuing to stroke her clit as I pound into her ass. "It wants to be fucked hard and dirty by a real man."

The dual stimulation has her trembling beneath me, her resistance crumbling with each thrust. I can feel her getting closer to the edge, her breathing becoming more erratic, her moans more frequent despite her attempts to stay quiet.

"That's it," I encourage, increasing the pressure on her clit. "Come for me while I fuck your tight little ass. Show me what a slut you really are."

She buries her face deeper into the bedspread, trying to muffle the sounds of her approaching orgasm. I pull her hair harder, forcing her head up. "I want to hear you," I demand. "Let it out."

With a choked cry, she comes apart beneath me, her entire body convulsing with the force of her orgasm. Her ass clenches around my cock in rhythmic pulses, nearly pushing me over the edge. But I'm not ready to finish yet — I have more plans for her.

"Fuck," I grunt, slowing my pace to help her ride out the waves of pleasure. "You came from getting your ass fucked. What would your husband think about that?"

Before she can recover from her orgasm, I pull out completely, my cock slick and glistening as it emerges from her abused hole. She collapses onto the bed, her body still trembling with aftershocks, but I'm not done with her yet.

I grab her by the hair again, pulling her up and off the bed. She stumbles on her heels, disoriented and weak-kneed from her orgasm. Taking advantage of her confusion, I position her on the bed, pushing her onto her back with her head hanging off the edge of the bed.

"Open your mouth," I command, standing over her with my cock inches from her face. "Time to clean up the mess you made."

Her eyes widen in disgust and fear when she realizes what I want — my cock, fresh from her ass, in her mouth. She shakes her head, lips pressed firmly together in refusal.

I grab her jaw, squeezing hard enough to force her mouth open. "I said, open up. Don't make me hurt you."

Reluctantly, she parts her lips, tears flowing freely now. I waste no time, pushing my cock into her mouth, watching as her lips stretch around my girth. The position — her head hanging off the bed, her throat in a straight line — allows me to slide deep, past her gag reflex and into her throat.

She chokes immediately, her hands flying up to push against my thighs, but I grab her wrists and pin them to the bed. With her completely at my mercy, I begin to thrust, fucking her face with the same intensity I used on her ass.

"Look at me," I demand, wanting to see the humiliation in her eyes as I use her mouth. "Watch while I fuck your throat."

Her eyes meet mine, filled with a mixture of hatred, fear, and resignation. Mascara streaks her face, lipstick smeared around her stretched lips. She looks thoroughly debauched, a far cry from the elegant hostess who was mingling with guests just minutes ago.

My balls slap against her nose with each thrust, my cock disappearing into her throat before withdrawing almost completely, only to drive back in. The wet, sloppy sounds of her gagging fill the room, mingling with my grunts of pleasure and her muffled whimpers.

"That's it," I encourage, watching her struggle to breathe around my intrusion. "Take it all."

I keep thrusting into Vanessa's throat, watching her face turn red from the effort of accommodating my size. Her eyes water, tears streaming down her temples and into her hair as she struggles to breathe around my cock. I'm being deliberately rough, holding her head in place as I drive forward, my balls slapping against her face with each thrust. The power I feel, face-fucking this rich, sophisticated woman in her own home while her anniversary party continues downstairs, has me racing toward climax faster than I'd like.

"Take it all," I growl, pushing deeper until her nose presses against my pelvis. I hold myself there, watching as she gags and struggles, her throat convulsing around the head of my cock in a way that sends jolts of pleasure up my spine. Only when her face begins to turn an alarming shade of purple do I pull back, allowing her a brief moment to gasp for air before plunging back in.

The wet, sloppy sounds of her choking fill the room, mixed with my grunts and the muffled noise of the party below. Her mascara is completely ruined now, black streaks painting her flushed face like war paint. Lipstick smears around her stretched lips and onto my shaft, marking it with evidence of her submission.

I grab her hair with both hands, using it as leverage to control the depth and speed of my thrusts. Her hands claw weakly at my thighs, not really fighting anymore but responding instinctively to the lack of oxygen. Her heels still on, legs splayed out on the bed, she looks like a broken doll — expensive and beautiful, but utterly at my mercy.

"I'm going to cum," I announce, feeling the familiar tightening in my balls. "And you're going to swallow every fucking drop, Mrs. Sinclair."

Her eyes widen in panic, but there's nowhere for her to go, no way to escape what's coming. I increase my pace, fucking her face with brutal efficiency, chasing my release with single-minded determination. The sight of her — this proud, wealthy woman reduced to a cum receptacle — pushes me closer to the edge.

Just as I'm about to explode, the bedroom door swings open. Bob Sinclair stands in the doorway, his eyes widening in shock as he takes in the scene before him — his wife naked on the floor, her head hanging off the bed, my cock buried in her throat.

For a moment, time seems to freeze. I'm too close to climax to stop, too caught up in the moment to immediately process the interruption. Vanessa makes a strangled sound around my cock, her body jerking in panic as she spots her husband.

"What the hell?" Bob exclaims, his voice a mixture of confusion and dawning anger.

I pull out of Vanessa's mouth quickly, tucking my still-hard cock back into my pants with practiced efficiency. She gasps for air, coughing and sputtering as she tries to cover herself with her hands, her face a mask of horror and shame.

"Mr. Sinclair," I say, my voice impressively calm considering the circumstances. "This isn't what it looks like."

Bob steps further into the room, his movements unsteady. He's holding a glass of whiskey, and I can tell from his slightly unfocused gaze that he's had several already. "It looks like you had your... your..." he gestures vaguely, unable to finish the sentence.

I straighten my clothes, assuming an air of professional concern. "Vanessa was having some trouble with a sore spot in her back," I explain smoothly. "I was helping her with a specialized stretch technique."

Bob's eyes narrow as he looks between us, taking in his wife's naked, trembling form and tear-streaked face. "A stretch technique?" he repeats incredulously. "That required her to be naked?"

"For proper alignment," I reply without missing a beat. "The clothes were restricting movement. It's a deep tissue manipulation method I learned from my coach."

I turn to Vanessa, giving her a pointed look that silently reminds her of our arrangement — what happens to William if she doesn't play along. "Isn't that right, Mrs. Sinclair? Tell your husband how I was helping you."

She swallows hard, her throat visibly working as she struggles to find her voice. "Y-yes," she finally manages, not meeting Bob's eyes. "Tyler was... helping me. I had a muscle spasm, and he... he knows how to fix it."

Bob looks unconvinced, but I can see the wheels turning in his alcohol-slowed mind, searching for an explanation that doesn't involve his wife cheating on him with a teenager. "Why didn't you call me?" he asks, his voice small and uncertain.

"You were busy with the guests," Vanessa replies, her voice strained as she pulls a sheet from the bed to cover herself. "I didn't want to interrupt. And Tyler was right here, and he offered to help..."

I nod, reinforcing her story. "I've helped a lot of the guys on the team with similar issues. It looks intense because it's dealing with deep muscle tension, but it's very effective."

Bob takes another sip of his whiskey, his brow furrowed as he processes this information. I can see the moment he decides to accept our explanation — the alternative is too painful, too humiliating to contemplate.

"Well," he says finally, his voice taking on a forced casualness, "is your back feeling better now, honey?"

Vanessa nods quickly, clutching the sheet tighter around her body. "Much better. Thank you, Tyler."

"Happy to help," I reply, unable to keep a hint of smugness from my voice. "That's what friends are for, right?"

Bob nods uncertainly, then gestures toward the door. "We should get back to the party. People are asking where you are, Vanessa."

"I'll be down in a minute," she promises, her voice trembling slightly. "Just need to... freshen up."

I move toward the door, patting Bob on the shoulder as I pass him. "Congratulations on your anniversary, Mr. Sinclair. You're a lucky man to have such a... accommodating wife."

He mumbles a thanks, still looking confused and slightly dazed. I step into the hallway, turning back to deliver one final barb.

"Happy anniversary to both of you," I say with a smirk. "Hope it's been as memorable for you as it has been for me."

As I walk away, I hear Bob asking Vanessa about her makeup, why it's all smeared. Her muffled response is lost as I head down the hallway, a triumphant smile spreading across my face. The image of Vanessa's humiliation and Bob's clueless acceptance will fuel my fantasies for weeks to come.

And the weekend isn't even over yet.


Chapter 9

The house is quiet when I slip out of the guest room and pad silently down the hallway toward the master bedroom. It's after midnight, the anniversary party long over, guests gone home to their own beds. I told William I needed a glass of water, but what I really need is another taste of his mother. The door to the master bedroom is slightly ajar, a sliver of soft light spilling into the dark hallway. I approach carefully, making sure my footsteps are silent on the plush carpet. Pressing my eye to the crack, I peek inside, my cock already hardening at the thought of what I might see.

Vanessa is sitting on the edge of the king-sized bed, wearing nothing but a silk robe that falls open to reveal glimpses of her naked body beneath. The soft glow from the bedside lamp casts golden shadows across her skin, highlighting the curves of her breasts and the smooth plane of her stomach. Bob lies on his side of the bed, his back to her, scrolling through his phone.

"Bob," Vanessa says softly, her hand reaching out to touch his shoulder. "It's our anniversary."

He grunts noncommittally, not looking up from his screen. "It was a nice party."

"I thought maybe we could..." Her voice trails off suggestively as she lets her robe slip further open, revealing one perfect breast. My cock throbs at the sight, pressing painfully against my sweatpants.

Bob finally glances over his shoulder, his eyes barely registering his half-naked wife before returning to his phone. "I'm tired, Vanessa. It's been a long day."

"But it's our anniversary," she repeats, a note of desperation in her voice that's both pathetic and arousing. "We haven't... in months."

"Tomorrow, maybe," he mumbles, putting his phone on the nightstand and turning off his lamp. "Goodnight."

Within minutes, his breathing deepens, soft snores filling the room as he falls asleep. Vanessa sits motionless for a moment, her shoulders slumped in defeat. She tightens her robe and moves to her side of the bed, switching off her own lamp. The room falls into darkness, illuminated only by the faint moonlight filtering through the curtains.

This is my chance. I push the door open silently, slipping into the room like a shadow. My eyes adjust quickly to the dim light, making out Vanessa's form as she lies on her back, staring at the ceiling. Bob continues to snore on his side of the bed, oblivious to my presence.

I approach Vanessa's side of the bed, watching as her eyes widen in shock when she notices me. Before she can make a sound, I clamp my hand over her mouth, pressing a finger to my lips in a gesture of silence. Her eyes dart fearfully to her sleeping husband, then back to me.

Slowly, I remove my hand from her mouth. "Tyler," she whispers urgently, "what are you doing in here? Get out!"

Instead of answering, I climb onto the bed, straddling her body over the covers. She tries to push me off, her hands pressing against my chest, but I grab her wrists and pin them above her head. My lips crash onto hers in a bruising kiss, swallowing her muffled protests.

She turns her face away, breaking the kiss. "Stop," she hisses, her voice barely audible. "My husband is right there!"

"He's dead to the world," I whisper back, my lips moving to her jaw, then down her neck. "He didn't even want to fuck his wife on their anniversary. What kind of man is that?"

"Please," she begs, still struggling weakly against my grip. "Not here. Not in our bed."

I silence her with another kiss, my free hand finding the tie of her silk robe and pulling it open. The material falls away, revealing her naked body beneath. In the moonlight, her skin seems to glow, her curves creating a landscape of shadows and light that makes my mouth water.

"Especially here," I murmur against her skin, releasing her wrists to cup one of her breasts. "In the bed you share with him. While he sleeps right next to us."

She tries to cover herself, but I push her hands away, drinking in the sight of her naked form. Her nipples harden under my gaze, betraying her body's response despite her mental resistance. I lower my head, taking one peak into my mouth, sucking and biting until she gasps, her back arching involuntarily.

"Tyler," she pleads one last time, her voice strained with conflicting emotions. "We can't."

I straighten up, pushing down my sweatpants to free my already hard cock. "We can, and we will," I tell her, positioning myself between her legs. "And if you make too much noise and wake him up, I'll tell him exactly what you've been doing all weekend."

The threat hangs in the air between us, its implications clear. She closes her eyes in resignation, tears leaking from beneath her lids as she turns her face away. Taking her surrender as permission, I guide my cock to her entrance, surprised to find her already wet despite her protests.

"See?" I whisper, sliding the head of my cock along her slick folds. "Your body knows what it wants, even if you don't want to admit it."

With one smooth thrust, I enter her, burying myself to the hilt in her warm, tight pussy. She bites her lip to stifle a moan, her hands gripping the sheets as I begin to move inside her. Each thrust is deliberate and deep, my hips rolling against hers in a rhythm designed to drive her wild while keeping the bed from creaking too obviously.

The headboard bangs lightly against the wall with each movement, a soft, rhythmic thumping that mingles with our muffled breathing and the wet sounds of our bodies connecting. Bob's snores continue uninterrupted, creating a surreal soundtrack to our forbidden encounter.

I grab both her hands, pinning them above her head with one of mine as I continue to thrust into her. The position arches her back, pushing her breasts up invitingly. I lower my head to take a nipple into my mouth again, sucking hard enough to leave a mark — a brand that her husband will hopefully notice tomorrow.

The danger of the situation — fucking this woman in her marital bed while her husband sleeps just feet away — heightens every sensation. Her pussy feels hotter, tighter, more responsive than ever before. Each thrust sends waves of pleasure through my body, building toward a climax that promises to be explosive.

Vanessa's breathing becomes more erratic, her hips unconsciously rising to meet mine, seeking deeper penetration despite her mental resistance. I can tell she's fighting against her own pleasure, trying to deny the orgasm that's building within her.

"Let go," I whisper in her ear, nipping at the lobe. "Come for me, right here next to your sleeping husband."

A particularly hard thrust has her gasping louder than she intended, the sound cutting through the quiet room. Bob stirs beside us, the rhythm of his snoring interrupted. Both of us freeze, my cock still buried deep inside her as we wait to see if he'll wake up.

Bob rolls over, facing us now, his eyes blinking open groggily. "What's going on?" he mumbles, voice thick with sleep.

My heart pounds in my chest, but I don't pull out of Vanessa. Instead, I continue to move slowly, subtly, as I turn my head to address Bob.

"Sorry to wake you, Mr. Sinclair," I say, my voice impressively steady considering the circumstances. "Vanessa was having trouble sleeping, so I'm helping her with a midnight workout. Sometimes physical exertion helps with insomnia."

Bob squints at us in the dim light, his brain clearly struggling to process what he's seeing through the fog of sleep. Vanessa lies rigid beneath me, terror written across her features as her husband observes her being fucked by a teenager.

"Oh," Bob finally says, already falling back asleep. "That's nice of you, Tyler. Don't be too loud, though."

"We'll try to keep it down," I promise, watching as his eyes close again, his breathing quickly returning to the deep rhythm of sleep.

I turn back to Vanessa, a triumphant smirk on my face. "See? He doesn't care," I whisper, resuming my previous pace. "Now, where were we?"

As Bob drifts back to sleep, I resume my rhythm, fucking Vanessa with deep, measured strokes. Her body responds despite her mental resistance, her pussy growing wetter with each thrust. I cover her mouth with my hand to muffle her moans, my other hand still pinning her wrists above her head. The headboard thumps softly against the wall, not loud enough to wake Bob again but creating a steady beat to match our illicit

As Bob drifts back to sleep, I resume my rhythm, fucking Vanessa with deep, measured strokes. Her body responds despite her mental resistance, her pussy growing wetter with each thrust. I cover her mouth with my hand to muffle her moans, my other hand still pinning her wrists above her head. The headboard thumps softly against the wall, not loud enough to wake Bob again but creating a steady beat to match our illicit encounter.

"You're so fucking hot," I whisper, my lips brushing against her ear. "Taking my cock in your marital bed while your husband sleeps next to us. Such a dirty slut."

Her eyes flash with anger at my words, but her pussy clenches around me, betraying how much the degradation turns her on. I smirk, knowing I've found another weakness to exploit. I increase my pace slightly, driving deeper with each thrust, watching her face contort with unwilling pleasure.

Just as I feel her beginning to surrender to the sensation, a vibration comes from the nightstand. Her phone lights up, the screen showing an incoming video call. The name "William" flashes prominently, and Vanessa's eyes widen in panic.

"Answer it," I command, not slowing my pace. "Your son wants to talk to his mommy."

"I can't," she whispers frantically. "Not while you're—"

I reach over and grab the phone, swiping to accept the call before holding it up so William can see only his mother's face and shoulders. "Say hi to your boy," I whisper, my voice too low for the phone to pick up.

William's face appears on the screen, his hair mussed from sleep, his bedroom visible in the background. "Mom?" he says, his voice tinny through the speaker. "Are you okay?"

Vanessa swallows hard, trying to compose her features despite the fact that I'm still buried inside her, still slowly thrusting. "I'm fine, honey," she manages, her voice only slightly strained. "Why are you calling so late? Is everything alright?"

I angle my hips, hitting a spot deep inside her that makes her breath catch. She bites her lip, struggling to maintain her composure as I continue my assault on her body.

"I heard noises," William explains, rubbing sleep from his eyes. "Thought I heard you calling out. Wanted to make sure you were okay."

"Everything's fine," she assures him, her voice wavering as I pick up the pace, my thrusts becoming more insistent. "Just... just having trouble sleeping after the party."

I slip my free hand between our bodies, finding her clit and circling it with my thumb. Her eyes widen, a small gasp escaping before she can stop it. William frowns, peering closer at the screen.

"Are you sure you're okay, Mom? You look... weird."

"I'm fine," she insists, her voice higher than normal as I continue to pleasure her, my cock driving relentlessly into her pussy while my thumb works her clit. "Just tired. You should go back to sleep, honey."

I can see the struggle on her face — the mother trying to appear normal for her son while the woman beneath me fights against the pleasure building inside her. It's the most erotic thing I've ever witnessed, this battle between her roles, all while I fuck her next to her sleeping husband.

"Okay," William finally says, though he still looks concerned. "If you're sure. Goodnight, Mom."

"Goodnight, sweetie," she replies, her voice remarkably steady considering what's happening below the frame. "I love you."

The moment the call ends, I pluck the phone from her hand and toss it aside, then cover her mouth again as I increase my pace dramatically. My hips slam against hers, the wet sound of our bodies colliding seeming impossibly loud in the quiet room. Bob continues to snore, undisturbed by the depraved act taking place just inches away.

"You're such a good mommy," I mock, my voice a harsh whisper against her ear. "Talking to your son while getting fucked. What would he think if he knew?"

Her eyes fill with tears, but her body responds to my words, her pussy clenching around my cock, her hips rising to meet my thrusts. I can feel her approaching the edge, her breathing becoming more ragged against my palm, her inner walls fluttering around my length.

"That's it," I encourage, circling her clit faster. "Come for me. Come on my cock while your husband sleeps next to us."

The tension in her builds to a breaking point, and she shatters beneath me, her body convulsing with the force of her orgasm. I keep my hand firmly over her mouth, muffling the scream that would surely wake Bob. Her pussy spasms around my cock, squeezing me in rhythmic pulses that nearly push me over the edge.

I maintain my relentless pace, fucking her through her orgasm, prolonging the waves of pleasure coursing through her body. Her eyes roll back, her back arching off the bed as she rides out the intense sensations.

As her spasms begin to subside, I feel my own release building, the pressure at the base of my spine growing with each thrust. My rhythm becomes more erratic, more desperate, as I chase my climax.

"I'm going to fill you up," I growl, my voice strained with the effort of keeping quiet. "Going to pump my cum deep inside you, right here in your marital bed."

With a final, powerful thrust, I bury myself to the hilt inside her and explode. Pulse after pulse of hot cum shoots into her depths, marking her as mine in the most primal way possible. My hips jerk with each spurt, my fingers digging into her flesh as pleasure washes over me in intense waves.

For a moment, we stay frozen like that — me still buried inside her, both of us panting silently, her husband snoring peacefully beside us. The absurdity and eroticism of the situation send a final aftershock of pleasure through my system.

Slowly, I pull out, watching with satisfaction as a trickle of my cum leaks from her well-used pussy. Instead of letting her clean up, I move up her body, my cock hovering over her face.

"Clean it," I command, my voice barely audible. "Suck your juices off my cock."

She looks at me with a mixture of hatred and resignation, but opens her mouth obediently. I slide my semi-hard cock between her lips, feeling her tongue working reluctantly to clean our combined fluids from my shaft. The sight of Vanessa Sinclair, proper wife and mother, sucking my cock clean of our juices while her husband sleeps beside her, is almost enough to make me hard again.

When I'm satisfied, I pull away, tucking myself back into my sweatpants. She lies there, naked and used, my cum leaking from her pussy onto the expensive sheets she shares with her husband.

"Thank you for the anniversary present, Mrs. Sinclair," I whisper, leaning down to place a mocking kiss on her forehead. "Best weekend ever."

As I turn to leave, her hand catches my wrist. I look back, surprised to see a strange expression on her face — not just hatred or resignation, but something more complex, more troubling.

"Come back tomorrow," she whispers, her voice so low I almost don't hear it. "When Bob's at work."

I raise an eyebrow, genuinely surprised. "You want more?"

She doesn't meet my eyes, but nods slightly. "I've never felt... I've never been taken like that before. Used like that."

A slow smile spreads across my face as I realize what's happening. I've broken her — or rather, I've awakened something in her that was dormant, something dark and needy that her boring husband could never satisfy.

"I'll be here," I promise, my voice laced with anticipation. "And next time, you won't have to be quiet."

I slip out of their bedroom and back to the guest room, my body satisfied but my mind already racing with plans for tomorrow. Vanessa Sinclair is mine now, in every way that matters. And the best part? She's beginning to want it that way.


Chapter 2

"So then Coach says I've got the best arm he's seen in years," I tell William as we walk up the winding driveway to his mansion.
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