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Crap. I stood up from the work-from-home office. It was Friday, and I wasn’t taking a shower, putting on makeup, and wearing fancy clothes to go into the office. Sorry Peter, you won't be able to steal looks of my ass today. I work from home chic: yoga pants and a baggy t-shirt. I needed a document, which I believed might be in the former office, which is currently a guest room. 

I entered the guest room. My stepson and his fiancé used the room while they were in town. The last time I saw them, they were on the couch downstairs watching TV. I knocked on the door and waited for a response, even though the door was open. I walked in and called both names when I didn't hear a sound. Without a response, I stepped into the room. The ex-pats were searching for a permanent place to live back in the States, but in the meantime, we didn’t mind having them. It brought energy back to home since my husband's son and my daughter left. 

The closet was organized with boxes of documents on the bottom and my clothing hanging on top. Maybe I will find the occasion to wear that dress I bought ten years ago. Maybe. Don’t judge me; your clothes also hang in the guest room. I went to the location where I believed the file would be. The closet was a walk-in, and I had to go to the rear for this file. After a five-minute search, I located the document and proceeded to leave. Upon reaching the exit of the closet, I heard giggling and froze.

Did they come into the room when I was searching? I poked my head around the corner, and the couple were on the bed, and neither had a shirt on. Roger was on top. Sensual lips kissed the exposed neck. Bare chests pressed against each other in the embrace. Roger gripped her toned body and moved from kissing her neck to kissing her succulent breasts. Lisa wrapped her legs around his body as he suckled like a newborn. Lisa gripped the blanket and moaned in pleasure. The passion between the two was intense. 

I longed to be kissed and caressed like that again. I bit my lip excitedly and then had a moment of clarity. Why am I watching? I pulled my head back and contemplated what to do next. What should I do? I could wait until they finished, wait for them to leave, and exit the room. In that case, I would see and hear it all, and if they caught me, it would be hard to explain myself. I could break them up, but that would be highly awkward. I could watch it. Watch. Where did that thought come from? 

I decided to leave the room and interrupt the lovemaking, even if it was embarrassing. I opened my mouth to speak when I reached the closet door, but no words came. The sight took my breath away.

“Show me what dat moff do,” Roger said like the radio host that made the phrase famous. Roger was on his back, and the vixen unzipped his pants and took out a beautiful cock. I could not believe how big it was. His father’s cock was nothing like it, and I guess he got it from his momma. Lisa took the mighty manhood in her mouth with fury. Shocked wasn’t the right word for her behavior. The woman was friendly and innocent in polite society, but in the bed, she warranted a Game of Thrones Title; the Ravager of Penis, Sucker of Balls, and the Queen of Blowjobastan. 

I don’t know when it happened, but my hand wandered into my yoga pants. I rubbed myself with excitement, watching the show that would get a million views on Pornhub. Spit dripped down the veiny shaft as she gasped for air. Slurps of sensual spit dripped from her chin before the ravager went back to work. The she-devil grin returned after a moment. 

“Are you ready,” she asked. He agreed that he was ready, and then it happened. She yelled, “Hawk Tauh.” 

My hand smacked over my mouth. I almost yelled, and she spit on that thang. The meme online of the Hawk Tauh girl was the most annoying thing I had ever seen. Men who don’t even have sex demand women perform such a gross act. But here I was in the closet, watching my soon-to-be daughter-in-law spit all over my stepson's hard cock. He moaned with a guttural force I never heard before. My husband said I was good at it, but there were levels to lovehole loving. Roger grunted, and the Devour of Dicks continued to earn her titles. The naughty girl smacked herself in the face with the meat, letting her spit dripping down the side of her face. It matched the silva on her chin and the ocean on Roger’s Rocket. 

A gentle kiss on the tip, then a lick, followed a descending tongue to his balls. Her mouth consumed him the same way my emotions overwhelmed me. A surge of pleasure rushed from the self-play. Horny energies equalling the atomic bomb threatened to overwhelm my senses. Gently, Lisa took one in the mouth while the hand stroked rock-hard Roger. The jerking speed increased, and I increased the speed as my naughty voyeur fingers played with my ladybits. I was doing everything possible not to cum, but the oral display utterly aroused me. I felt ashamed that I had never learned to suck like that. It's not that I wanted to, but I would like the ability to do so. Last year, I spent too much money shopping, and having that mouth when the bill came would be an asset. 

“Cum in my mouth,” she demanded. No way. That dirty little slut. I would kill my husband if he came in my mouth, and this little slut requested it. Was she a former stripper, escort, onlyfans girl, or pornstar before she met him? I once heard that some women get off on the power of the blowjob. Until today I believed it was a myth, but the look on her face, his face, and the intensity of the blowjob left no other rational explanation. The ability to control the man is the intoxicant, and she was drunk. She owned him. She could ask for anything right now and get it. The feminine fellatio energy she displayed was more than I could ever muster. I was jealous, envious, and furious at once. 

The speed and furiously she took him with indicated that she meant it. The Ravager of Cock stole Roger’s sole from the blowjob. Roger grunted, and Lisa’s eyes widened. The cock twitched a couple of times as it pumped stepson semen into her mouth. The Swollower of Manseed moaned in pleasure. Slower movements milked Roger for every last bit of his milkshake. The Licker of Knob took the meat out of her mouth and licked the tip of the cock. Swirling around the tip sent Roger into a frenzy of grunts, moans, and shaking. The demon's smile returned. She had him. Roger was under her control. I finally understood. 

Not even I couldn’t handle the Mouth of Mayhem. My orgasm would be the collateral damage of the woman’s fury. My hand pressed harder to secure my mouth, and I turned away from the doorway and came. I tried to remain still, but I couldn’t. I shook on the floor as the pleasure ripples bounced from my love muffin outwards. I didn’t care if I got caught because I rubbed furiously on my clit to ensure I got every bit of pleasure. It lasted for about a minute as one wave of orgasm stacked on another. I lay in the middle of the closet gasping for air, my yoga pants at my mid-thigh, and juices were dripping my leg. Slowly, my senses returned. 

“Now, let’s tell them we got the house,” said Roger. I heard them put on clothing. The door opened, and they went into the hallway and down the stairs. I ran into my room, breathing hard and happy that I didn’t get caught. When I heard feet coming up the stairs again, I flushed the toilet and walked out of my bedroom as they entered the primary bedroom. 

“We got the house,” said my stepson. I smiled and tried to pretend I didn’t watch them moments ago. Lisa smiled at me. The only thing I could see was her masterclass mouth obliterating Daniel. I tried to stop thinking about what I saw but couldn’t. It was ever-present in my mind as I jumped up and down with them. 

I hugged Daniel and congratulated him. Next came the vixen. She hugged me and pressed me tightly. Then she kissed me on the side of the cheek. I paused. Did she wash her mouth out? Was Daniel’s little dudes on my face now? 

“I heard you,” she whispered in my ear. I froze. An ice-cold chill ran up my back. “I knew you were in the closet. I knew you would watch. I didn’t know you would, you know. That was hot. Suppose you want to see more. We will be in the room at 3. Be in the closet before that.” 

She pulled away and smiled. I was stunned. The couple left the room, and I was frozen. I returned to my office and tried to forget what had just happened but couldn’t. The time ticked by, and at 2:50, shamefully, I went into the closet to see what she would do next. Sorry, not sorry. 
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