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“Good boy,” Ava said. “You learned.”

I was nineteen, home from my first year at Michigan State for less than a month, and my mother’s best friend was already on top of me when she said it, skirt bunched around her hips, blouse open enough that her heavy tits dragged against the lace edge of her bra every time she rolled down onto me. The blinds in her living room were half shut against the afternoon, laying pale bars across her thighs and the soft curve of her stomach, and the whole place smelled like her, vanilla and flowers and clean expensive soap, the smell that had ruined every normal room for me.

Finance major, supposed to be helping my mother with errands and picking up extra shifts at the pool supply place, and instead I was on Ava’s pale couch with her grinding on my cock like she had scheduled it between lunch and a dry-cleaning pickup.

Three weeks earlier, her hand on my thigh would have made me useless for the rest of the day. Now she had texted me, Side gate. Fifteen minutes, and I had parked two streets over without asking a single question.

Ava leaned forward and braced one ringed hand on my chest. Her hair was pinned up, dark pieces loose at the back of her neck, and her red lipstick had already marked the side of my mouth from the kiss she gave me when I came through the patio door. Forty-two and built so ripe it made my brain go stupid. Full tits with weight to them, soft and heavy under silk, dark nipples pressing through the cups when she shifted. Wide hips. Thick tan thighs spread over mine, squeezing me in place. A big round ass I could feel in my palms even when I wasn’t touching it, because she had trained me to look first and think later.

“We have twenty minutes,” she said, calm as if she hadn’t dragged my shorts down to my knees and sunk onto me before I even got my shirt off. “Sharon thinks I’m picking up coffee.”

“My mom thinks everything takes twenty minutes,” I said.

Ava smiled, then took me deeper and wiped the smile off my face.

I grabbed her hips. Her skin was warm under my hands, softer at the waist, firm where her thighs flexed. She rode me with the easy command of a woman who knew exactly how much of me she could take and how much I could survive. Down, grind, lift, down again. No hesitation. No testing. She knew my cock now. She knew when I needed her to move faster and when I was close enough that she could ruin me by stopping.

Her tits swayed over me with each drop, heavy enough to make the bra strain. She kept her eyes on my face, amused by every dumb noise she pulled out of me.

“Still making that face,” she said.

“What face?”

“The one that says you can’t believe I let you put it in me.”

I opened my mouth, but she tightened around me and dragged herself forward until my cock ground up into her. My answer came out broken and useless.

“There it is,” she said. “Hungry.”

Always. For her mouth. Her tits. Her cunt taking me bare like I belonged there. Her ass filling my hands when she let me grab it. Her body had become the first thought I had in the morning and the last thing I fought at night. I had stopped pretending there was any part of me she didn’t own.

Ava reached back and caught my wrist. She put my hand on her ass under the skirt, guiding my palm over the full soft curve of it, then pressed down until my fingers sank in.

“You keep forgetting you’re allowed,” she said.

“I don’t forget.”

“No?” She lifted and dropped again, harder this time. The couch creaked under us. “Then hold it.”

I held it.

Her ass filled both my hands, soft over strong muscle, heavy and hot, the silk of her underwear shoved to one side and rucked up between the cheeks from the way she’d climbed onto me. She watched me feel her. She never looked away from what she did to me. She liked the evidence.

“Better,” she said. “You used to be polite.”

“I’m still polite.”

“You came in through my side gate, put your mouth on my neck, and had your shorts open before I locked the door.”

“You texted fifteen minutes.”

“I did.” She bent low enough that one of her tits pressed against my chin through the blouse. “Make it count.”

I planted my feet and thrust up into her.

Ava’s mouth opened. Her nails dug into my chest through my shirt, and the calm broke for half a second. I chased it. The quick little crack in her face, the part she covered as soon as it showed. I thrust again, harder, and the wet slap of her taking me filled the living room.

“Harder,” she said.

I gave it to her. The couch dragged back an inch on the floor. Her rings bit cold into my skin as she braced herself. Her thighs tightened around me, thick and strong, and her tits bounced inside the open blouse, weight shifting with each stroke. She moved with me, meeting every thrust, using me as much as I used her.

My brain kept trying to split in two. One half kept track of the clock, the blinds, my mother at home believing Ava was out getting coffee. The other half had nothing in it except Ava’s cunt swallowing me bare and the damp heat slicking the base of my cock.

She reached down between us and pressed two fingers to herself.

“Watch,” she said.

I watched because she told me to, and because no part of me could refuse. Her fingers worked over her clit where I disappeared into her, red nails flashing, gold rings catching the light. She rocked harder and breathed through her teeth. Her body went tighter above me. Her belly pulled in, then released. Her thighs trembled once against my hips.

“Jake,” she said, and it wasn’t a warning.

I grabbed her ass and held her down while I fucked up into her. Her mouth fell open. A low, rough cry tore out of her, louder than she meant it to be, and she clamped a hand over it too late. Her cunt squeezed me in hard, wet pulls. Her hips jerked out of rhythm, then came back greedy, taking me through it until her forehead dropped to mine and her lipstick smeared against my cheek.

“God,” she said into my mouth. “You do learn.”

That praise hit somewhere filthy in me. I was close already, too close, and I didn’t have the old panic anymore. No last-second scramble. No question about where it was going. Ava felt it in my body before I said anything, because she always did.

She lifted her head. Her eyes stayed steady on mine.

“Inside,” she said. “You know that.”

I knew.

I drove up once, twice, and buried myself as deep as the angle let me. My body locked hard under her. Cum surged out of me in hot, heavy bursts, deep in her cunt, each one punching the air from my lungs. Ava took it with her hips pressed flush to mine, holding me there while I emptied. It kept coming, thick and hot, painting her inside while her body milked every last kick from my cock. Her gaze softened, but she kept looking at me until I was shaking under her and gripping her ass hard enough to make her hiss.

She stayed seated on me after, breathing through her nose, blouse hanging open, lipstick wrecked at the corner of her mouth. My cock softened inside her, and she gave one small roll of her hips that made me jerk.

“Easy,” I said.

Ava laughed quietly and put both hands on my shoulders. “You’re the one who said you’re still polite.”

“I lied.”

“I know.” She lifted off me slowly. Wet heat slipped along my cock, and when she stood, my cum stayed inside her for a second before a glossy streak slid down the inside of one thigh. She glanced down at it, then at me. “Messy.”

My throat went dry.

She walked to the coffee table, pulled two tissues from a box, and cleaned herself with the same calm she used to tell Sharon which tomatoes were best at the market. Her skirt fell back into place. She buttoned her blouse. The woman who had just taken me bare on the couch became the woman my mother trusted with house keys and recipes.

She put herself back together before I could sit up, and that speed made the risk
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