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Chapter 1

I mash the buttons on the controller, my eyes glued to the flashing screen as my character dodges a barrage of bullets. Javier's couch smells like chips and teenage sweat, the worn cushion sagging beneath my weight. The game isn't even that good, but anything beats sitting at home on a Friday night. And what better way for two eighteen-year-olds to spend an evening than video games? My thumbs move automatically while my mind wanders, until the soft creak of a door snaps my attention away from the pixelated carnage.

The door to Javier's room swings open. At first I think it's Javier returning from the bathroom, but, when I see who is in the doorway, my breath catches in my throat. It's her. Salma Alba. Javier's mom… his Latina MILF mom.

Holy. Fucking. Shit.

She steps into the room wearing nothing but a silk nightgown that clings to every curve of her body like it was painted on. The thin material shifts with each step, revealing glimpses of smooth caramel skin underneath. My eyes lock onto her cleavage — deep and inviting, her tits practically spilling out of the low neckline. The silk drapes over her nipples, which poke through the fabric, making my mouth go dry.

"Enjoying the game, Tyler?" Her voice drips like honey, sweet and thick.

My cock stirs in my jeans, hardening instantly. I shift on the couch, trying to hide my growing bulge.

"Uh, yeah, Mrs. Alba. Just killing time." My voice cracks like I'm fucking fourteen instead of eighteen.

"Please, call me Salma." She smiles, her full lips glistening with some kind of gloss that makes me want to taste them. "And don't let me interrupt."

But she is interrupting. She's fucking annihilating my concentration. I pretend to focus on the game, but my character dies immediately when I miss an obvious attack. The bright GAME OVER flashes on screen, but I barely notice.

Salma doesn't just stand there. No, that would be too simple. Instead, she starts to circle the couch, her hips swaying with each step. The nightgown rustles softly, a whispering soundtrack to her movement. She trails her fingertips along the back of the couch, and when she passes behind me, I catch a whiff of her perfume — something floral and exotic that makes my head spin.

"You're so good with your hands," she says, nodding at the controller. "Always pressing all the right buttons."

Is she fucking flirting with me? My heart hammers in my chest. I restart the game, but my character keeps dying because my eyes keep darting to follow Salma's path around the room.

The beeps and electronic music from the game seem too loud now, competing with the soft pad of her bare feet on the carpet. Her toenails are painted a dark red, matching her fingernails. Why am I noticing her fucking toenails? Because I'm noticing everything about her. The way her nightgown stops mid-thigh, revealing long, toned legs. The slight jiggle of her ass with each step. The delicate gold chain around her ankle.

She completes her circle and stands directly in front of me, blocking my view of the TV screen. I look up, and from this angle, I can see straight down her nightgown. Her tits are fucking perfect — round and full, with no visible tan lines. I imagine how they'd feel in my hands, how they'd bounce if she was riding me.

"You know," she says, leaning down slightly, giving me an even better view, "Javier tells me you're the star quarterback."

"Yeah," I manage to say, though my mouth feels stuffed with cotton. "We're having a good season."

"I bet you are." She reaches out and touches my shoulder, her fingers burning through my t-shirt. "Strong arms. You must work out a lot."

Her touch sends electricity through my body, straight to my cock, which is now fully hard and straining painfully against my jeans. I want to adjust myself but don't dare move.

"Every day," I tell her, trying to sound casual while my mind races with images of bending her over right here on this couch.

Salma's eyes drift downward, lingering on the obvious bulge in my pants. A small smile plays at the corners of her mouth, and she licks her lips slowly. Does she know what she's doing to me? Of course she fucking does.

"Maybe you could show me your workout routine sometime," she suggests, her voice lower now. "I'm always looking for new... exercises."

The way she says "exercises" makes my cock throb. I grip the controller tighter, my palms sweaty.

"Sure," I say, my voice rough. "Anytime."

She leans even closer, and I can feel her warm breath on my face. Her scent envelops me — perfume, something sweet from her lip gloss, and beneath it all, the unmistakable smell of a woman. Not a girl. A woman.

"I'll hold you to that," she whispers.

Just as I think she might say something else — or fuck, maybe even touch me again — the sound of footsteps in the hallway breaks the moment. Salma straightens up quickly, taking a step back.

Javier appears in the doorway, carrying two sodas. He looks between us, his eyebrows raised slightly.

"Mom, are you bothering Tyler?" he asks, seemingly oblivious to the tension in the room.

"Just being hospitable to your friend," Salma says, her voice suddenly casual and motherly.

But when Javier looks down to set the sodas on the table, she shoots me a look that's anything but motherly — it's hungry, promising.

"I should get back to my show," she says, turning to leave. As she walks away, she glances over her shoulder one last time, catching my eye. "Nice meeting you properly, Tyler. I hope to see more of you around here."

The way she says "more of you" makes my cock jump again. I watch her ass sway as she disappears down the hallway, the silk nightgown clinging to every curve.

"Dude, you're getting destroyed," Javier says, nodding at the screen where my character lies dead again.

"Yeah," I mutter, reaching for one of the sodas to hide my raging hard-on. "Got distracted."

No fucking kidding. As I try to focus back on the game, all I can think about is Salma's perfect body, her suggestive words, and the look in her eyes that promised so much more. My controller feels slick in my sweaty palms as I restart the level for the third time, my mind filled with images that have nothing to do with the game.

The battery indicator on my controller flashes an angry red, interrupting our third match. Javier curses under his breath, tossing his controller onto the couch cushion beside him. We've been playing for hours, my thumbs cramping from mashing buttons, but all I can think about is Salma's tits and the way her nightgown clung to her curves. My dick hasn't fully softened since she left the room, the memory of her scent keeping me half-hard and distracted.

"Fuck," Javier mutters, standing up. "I need to get more batteries. These rechargeable ones are shit."

I nod, secretly relieved for the break. My mind hasn't been on the game anyway — it's been replaying the moment Salma leaned down, giving me that perfect view of her cleavage.

"Be right back," Javier says, heading toward the door. "I think there's some in the garage, but they might be in the basement. Shouldn't take long."

"No rush," I tell him, trying to sound casual. I stretch my arms above my head, feeling the tension in my shoulders. "I need a break anyway."

As soon as Javier disappears down the hallway, I exhale slowly. The house feels different with him gone — quieter, more intimate somehow. I stand up, deciding to find something to watch on TV while I wait. Maybe that'll take my mind off Salma.

I make my way through the cluttered living room, stepping over a pile of video game cases. The house is bigger than it looks from outside, with a long hallway leading to what must be the master bedroom. As I pass by, I hear voices.

Low, muffled voices. A woman's voice. Salma's voice.

I freeze, my heart suddenly pounding in my chest. I should keep walking. I really should. But my feet won't fucking move.

"Come on, François," Salma's voice comes through the door, sharp with frustration. "You need to get hard for me."

Holy shit. I shouldn't be hearing this. Salma and her husband are in the bedroom. Javier's parents are trying to fuck. But instead of walking away, I take a small step closer to the door, which is slightly ajar. Through the crack, I can see the edge of a king-sized bed with rumpled sheets.

"I'm trying, querida," a man's voice — François — replies, sounding stressed and embarrassed. "It's just... give me a minute."

"You've had fifteen minutes," Salma snaps. "What kind of man can't get it up for his wife?"

My cock twitches in my jeans. I should feel bad for the guy, but all I can think about is Salma, frustrated and unsatisfied.

I hear movement, the rustling of sheets. Then Salma's voice again, softer now but still edged with irritation.

"Here, let me help you," she says.

More rustling, then François gasps. I can imagine what's happening — Salma's hand wrapped around his limp cock, trying to coax it to life. My own dick hardens instantly at the thought.

"Is this doing anything for you?" Salma asks, her voice dripping with sarcasm.

"Yes, yes," François responds weakly. "Keep going, please."

I hear the unmistakable sound of skin on skin — a stroking motion, getting faster. My hand unconsciously moves to adjust my now rock-hard cock in my jeans.

"Look at me," Salma commands. "Look at these tits. Don't you want to fuck them? Don't you want to fuck me?"

François moans pathetically, and I can picture him lying there, his wife's hand working his cock while he fails to respond. My breathing quickens, and I have to bite my lip to stay silent.

"It's not working," François whines. "Maybe if you use your mouth?"

"I'm not putting my mouth on that sad excuse for a cock," Salma hisses. "Not when you can't even get hard looking at me. What's wrong with you?"

The stroking sounds continue, faster now, more desperate.

"Nothing's wrong with me," François protests weakly. "It's just... work stress..."

"Bullshit," Salma cuts him off. "You haven't fucked me properly in months. I have needs, François. Needs you're clearly not meeting."

I shift my weight, my jeans now painfully tight around my throbbing cock. I imagine Salma's frustration, her body hot and ready, denied satisfaction. I imagine how I could satisfy her, how I'd make her scream my name instead of berating her husband.

Suddenly, François gasps loudly. "Oh! Oh, I'm — I'm —"

"Are you kidding me?" Salma's voice rises in disbelief. "You're not even hard and you're coming? Already?"

There's a moment of heavy breathing, then François's apologetic voice: "I'm sorry, babe. I couldn't help it."

"Look at this mess," Salma says with disgust. "All over the sheets. And you didn't even get inside me."

I swallow hard, picturing the scene — François's flaccid cock spurting weakly onto the bedsheets, Salma's beautiful body denied the pleasure it deserves.

"I'll make it up to you," François offers lamely.

"How? With your fingers? Your tongue? Please." Salma's voice is cold now. "You couldn't find my clit with a map and a flashlight."

I have to stifle a laugh, my hand pressing against my mouth. Fuck, this is intense.

"Maybe tomorrow I can —" François begins.

"Maybe tomorrow you can what? Disappoint me again?" Salma interrupts. "I'm going to take a shower. Alone. Change the sheets before I get back."

I hear footsteps approaching the door and quickly back away, my heart racing. Shit, she's coming out. I turn and hurry down the hallway, my erection making it awkward to walk normally. Behind me, I hear the bedroom door open fully, then the sound of bare feet padding toward what must be the bathroom.

My mind reels with what I've just heard. Salma, unsatisfied and frustrated. François, completely inadequate. And me, rock hard and imagining how different it would be if I was in that bed with her instead.

I need to get myself under control before Javier gets back. But with the image of Salma, hot and bothered and unfulfilled, burning in my brain, that's going to be nearly fucking impossible.

I stumble down the hallway, my cock straining painfully against my jeans. The sounds of Salma's frustration and François's pathetic moans echo in my head, making my skin burn with need. I need release. Now. Before Javier comes back. Before I lose my fucking mind. I spot a door that must be the bathroom and practically dive inside, shutting it behind me with trembling hands. The click of the lock feels like permission.

The bathroom is small and stark, white tiles reflecting the harsh overhead light. A faint scent of floral air freshener mingles with cleaning products. The shower curtain features some tropical beach scene, completely at odds with the urgency pulsing through my veins. I catch my reflection in the mirror — flushed cheeks, dilated pupils. I look like I'm fucking high.

My hands move to my waistband, unbuttoning my jeans with desperate speed. The zipper makes a loud, metallic sound as I yank it down, freeing my aching cock from its denim prison. I shove my jeans and boxers down to my thighs, my erection springing up, hard and ready.

"Fuck," I whisper, wrapping my hand around my shaft.

The first stroke sends lightning up my spine. I'm already leaking pre-cum, making my cock slick. I spread it with my thumb, circling the sensitive head before gripping firmly and starting a steady rhythm. The sound of wet skin fills the small space — slick, obscene, urgent.

I close my eyes, leaning back against the cool tile wall. Salma's image fills my mind immediately — her full lips, her perfect tits straining against silk, the curve of her ass as she walked away. In my fantasy, she's not frustrated and unsatisfied. She's moaning my name.

My hand moves faster, gripping tighter. In my mind, it's Salma's hand, not mine. Salma's mouth. Salma's pussy. I imagine her beneath me, legs spread wide, begging me to fuck her. Unlike her husband, I'd make her scream. I'd make her come so hard she'd forget her own name.

"Yes," I hiss through clenched teeth, my hips bucking involuntarily into my fist.

My breathing grows ragged, echoing off the bathroom walls. Sweat beads on my forehead as I chase my release, my hand a blur on my cock. I'm close. So fucking close. In my mind, Salma's riding me, her tits bouncing with each thrust, her head thrown back in ecstasy.

"Salma," I groan, forgetting to keep quiet.

The wet sounds of my hand on my cock grow louder, sloppier. My balls tighten, that familiar pressure building at the base of my spine. Just a few more strokes and —

The door swings open.

My eyes fly open in horror. I didn't lock it. How the fuck did I not lock it?

But the horror transforms instantly into something else entirely when I see who's standing in the doorway.

Salma.

Her eyes widen, but she doesn't scream. Doesn't immediately back away. Instead, her gaze drops directly to my hand, still wrapped around my cock. Her lips part slightly, a small gasp escaping them.

Time seems to freeze. I should cover myself. I should apologize. I should do anything but stand here with my dick in my hand. But I can't move. Can't speak. Can only watch as Salma's eyes travel the length of my exposed cock, lingering, assessing.

"I..." I finally manage, my voice strangled.

But Salma doesn't let me finish. Her eyes, dark and hungry, meet mine. There's no disgust there. No outrage. Only raw, unmistakable appreciation.

"I haven't seen a cock like that in a long time," she murmurs, her voice low and thick with something that makes my already hard dick throb painfully.

Her eyes drop back to my erection, which somehow grows even harder under her gaze. A small smile plays at the corners of her mouth — the same mouth I was just fantasizing about. She licks her lips unconsciously, and my cock twitches in response.

For one wild, impossible moment, I think she might step inside. Close the door behind her. Drop to her knees. The look in her eyes suggests she's considering it, weighing the risk against the reward.

Then reality crashes back. She blinks, as if suddenly remembering where we are, who I am.

"Lock the door next time," she whispers, her eyes still fixed on my cock. Then, reluctantly, she steps back, pulling the door closed.

I stand there, frozen, my heart hammering in my chest. Did that just happen? Did Javier's mom just walk in on me jerking off and compliment my dick?

My cock pulses in my hand, harder than ever. The image of Salma's hungry eyes, her parted lips, her whispered words — it's all too much. With a groan, I resume stroking, faster now, more desperate. It takes only seconds before I'm coming, biting my lip to stifle my cry as hot spurts coat my hand and the tile floor.

As I clean up, hands still shaking, I can't stop replaying that moment. The way she looked at me. What she said. And most of all — the promise in her eyes that said this wasn't over.

This was just the beginning.


Chapter 2

My phone buzzes in my pocket just as I'm splashing cold water on my face. I pull it out, still trembling from my intense orgasm and the shock of Salma walking in on me. It's a text from Javier: "Dude, can't find the right batteries. Going to the store now. Back in 15." Perfect timing. I tuck myself back into my jeans, take a deep breath, and step out of the bathroom. The hallway stretches empty before me, no sign of Salma. But now I know she's interested. That look in her eyes said everything.

I wander through the house, half-hoping to run into her again. The living room sits empty, the paused video game still flickering on the screen. Fifteen minutes. What should I do with fifteen minutes? My body still buzzes with energy, with need, despite my recent release.

Through the sliding glass door, I catch a glimpse of movement. The backyard. Without thinking, I move toward it, sliding the door open and stepping into the warm afternoon air.

And there she is.

Salma lounges on a pool chair beside a sparkling blue pool, her body stretched out like an offering. Holy fuck. If I thought her nightgown was revealing, it's nothing compared to the tiny bikini she's wearing now. The bright red fabric barely covers her nipples, her massive tits threatening to spill out with each breath. The bottoms are just as skimpy, clinging to the curve of her pussy, the fabric disappearing between the cheeks of her perfect ass.

The late afternoon sun catches on her oiled skin, making her glow like some kind of goddess. Her long dark hair falls loose around her shoulders, and oversized sunglasses hide her eyes, though I can feel her gaze on me.

"Tyler," she says, my name like honey on her lips. She lifts her sunglasses, revealing those dark eyes that had watched me stroke myself just minutes ago. "Come here."

My feet move before my brain can catch up. I approach her chair, acutely aware of the growing bulge in my jeans. How can I be hard again so soon? But looking at her nearly naked body, how could I not be?

"Apply some lotion on my back," she says, shifting to roll onto her stomach. The movement makes her tits jiggle, and I have to stifle a groan.

She reaches beside her chair, grabbing a bottle of suntan lotion and holding it out to me. I take it, our fingers brushing. Even that small contact sends electricity through my body.

"Sure," I manage to say, my voice embarrassingly hoarse.

Salma unties her bikini top, letting the straps fall to the sides, exposing the smooth expanse of her back. My mouth goes dry at the sight of her bare skin, at the curve where her back meets her ass, barely covered by the tiny bikini bottom.

I kneel beside her chair, squeezing a generous amount of lotion into my palm. It's warm from sitting in the sun, and it spreads easily as I place my hands on her shoulders.

"Mmm," she hums, the sound sending blood rushing to my cock. "Your hands are strong."

I start at her shoulders, working the lotion into her skin with firm, circular motions. Her skin is incredibly soft, smooth under my fingers. I can feel the tension in her muscles releasing as I massage the lotion in, working my way down her back.

"That feels amazing," she murmurs, her voice muffled against the chair. "Lower."

My hands slide down to her mid-back, my thumbs tracing the groove of her spine. The gentle splashing of the pool water provides a soundtrack to our moment, along with the distant chirping of birds. But all I can really hear is the blood pounding in my ears and Salma's soft sighs of pleasure.

"Lower," she says again, her hips shifting slightly.

I move my hands to the small of her back, my fingers dipping just beneath the waistband of her bikini bottoms. My cock strains against my jeans, fully hard now. I wonder if she can hear my ragged breathing, if she knows what she's doing to me.

Of course she knows. That's exactly why she's doing it.

"You can go under the fabric," she says, glancing over her shoulder at me with those dark, hungry eyes. "Make sure I'm completely covered."

Fuck. My hands tremble slightly as I slip them under the waistband of her bikini, feeling the firm roundness of her ass. I massage the lotion into her skin, kneading the soft flesh. She moans softly, the sound making my cock twitch.

"Turn over," I say, surprising myself with my boldness. "I'll do your front too."

Salma's eyes widen slightly, a smile playing at her lips. Without hesitation, she rolls onto her back, making no move to retie her bikini top. Her breasts spill free, full and perfect, her nipples hard and dark against her golden skin.

"Be thorough," she says, her eyes locked on mine.

I pour more lotion into my hands and start at her collarbone, working my way down. My fingers trace the curve of her breasts, circling but not quite touching her nipples. Salma's breath quickens, her chest rising and falling more rapidly.

"Don't tease," she whispers.

Taking the invitation, I let my hands cup her breasts fully, feeling their weight, their perfect softness. Her nipples press against my palms, hard as pebbles. I squeeze gently, watching her lips part in a silent gasp.

"Is this okay?" I ask, though I already know the answer.

"More than okay," she breathes, arching her back to press her tits more firmly into my hands.

I massage them, thumbs flicking over her nipples, drawing small circles that make her squirm. The lotion makes my hands glide smoothly over her skin, creating a slick, erotic sensation that has us both breathing harder.

Salma's gaze drops to the obvious bulge in my jeans. She licks her lips, a gesture that makes my cock throb painfully.

"I haven't seen a cock that long since I used to fuck football players in college," she says, echoing her earlier comment but with even more heat behind it.

"You want to see it again?" I ask, emboldened by her obvious desire.

Instead of answering, Salma reaches up, grabbing the back of my neck and pulling me down toward her. Our lips crash together, hungry and desperate. Her mouth opens immediately, her tongue meeting mine in a hot, wet slide that makes me groan into her mouth.

She tastes like mint and something sweet — lip gloss, maybe. Her tongue dances with mine, aggressive and demanding. This isn't a shy, tentative kiss. This is pure fucking hunger.

My hands continue to knead her breasts as we kiss, pinching her nipples gently, making her gasp against my mouth. Her hands tangle in my hair, pulling me closer, deeper into the kiss. I can feel her body arching up to meet mine, seeking contact, friction.

When we finally break apart, we're both panting. Salma's eyes are dark with lust, her lips swollen from our kisses. She looks at me like she wants to devour me whole.

"We don't have much time," she whispers, glancing toward the house. "Javier will be back soon."

But the way her hand slides down to cup my erection through my jeans tells me she's not planning to stop.

Salma's hand slides down my chest, tracing the outline of my abs through my t-shirt before settling on the massive bulge in my jeans. Her fingers wrap around my length through the denim, measuring me, squeezing gently. Her eyes widen, a mixture of surprise and hunger darkening her gaze.

"My God," she whispers, her voice husky with desire. "You're even bigger than I thought."

Her fingers work at my button, then my zipper, the sound loud in the quiet backyard. I glance nervously at the house, but Salma seems unconcerned, focused entirely on freeing my cock.

"Don't worry," she says, reading my thoughts. "François is taking a nap after his... performance. And Javier will text before he comes back."

She tugs my jeans down just enough to free my erection. It springs out, rock hard and throbbing, the head already glistening with pre-cum. Salma licks her lips, her eyes fixed on my cock with an expression of pure hunger.

"Fuck," she breathes, wrapping her hand around my shaft. Her fingers can't fully encircle it, and the sight of her small hand on my dick makes me throb. "You're huge."

Without warning, she leans forward and takes me into her mouth. The sudden wet heat makes me gasp, my hips bucking involuntarily. Her lips stretch wide around my girth, her tongue swirling around the sensitive head.

"Holy shit," I groan, my hand moving to the back of her head.

Salma takes me deeper, hollowing her cheeks as she sucks. The suction is incredible, making my toes curl inside my shoes. Her tongue works the underside of my shaft, finding and teasing the most sensitive spots. For a moment, I wonder how many cocks she's sucked to get this good, but then she does something with her tongue that wipes all thoughts from my mind.

She tries to take me deeper, but my size is too much. She gags, a choked sound that should be unattractive but somehow turns me on even more. Saliva drips from the corners of her mouth as she pulls back, catching her breath before diving back down.

"You like choking on my cock?" I ask, my voice rough with desire.

Salma moans around my shaft, the vibration sending pleasure shooting up my spine. She nods slightly, her eyes watering as she forces herself to take more of me.

The sight of Javier's hot mom on her knees, her perfect tits bouncing as she bobs on my cock, is almost too much. I tangle my fingers in her dark hair, gripping tightly. She moans again, encouraging me.

Something primal takes over. I start thrusting into her mouth, controlling the pace. Salma's eyes widen in surprise, but she doesn't pull away. Instead, she relaxes her throat, allowing me to push deeper.

"Fuck, that's it," I growl, my hips pumping faster. "Take it all."

Salma gags again, louder this time, her throat convulsing around the head of my cock. Drool runs down her chin, dripping onto her tits. It's messy and raw and so fucking hot.

I hold her head still, fucking her face with increasing force. The wet, sloppy sounds of her mouth on my cock fill the air, punctuated by her muffled moans and gagging. Her hands grip my thighs for balance, nails digging into my skin through my jeans.

"You're so fucking good at this," I pant, watching my cock disappear between her stretched lips. "Bet François never fucks your mouth like this."

At the mention of her husband, Salma's eyes flash with something — anger, maybe, or defiance. She takes me even deeper, her nose pressing against my stomach as she somehow swallows my entire length. The feeling of her throat constricting around me is indescribable.

"Holy fuck!" I cry out, my knees nearly buckling.

She pulls back, gasping for air, strings of saliva connecting her lips to my cock. Her makeup is smeared, her lipstick a mess, her eyes watering. She's never looked hotter.

"You like that, big boy?" she purrs, her voice raspy from the rough treatment. "Like fucking my mouth?"

"God, yes," I groan as she wraps her lips around me again.

This time, she takes control, bobbing her head rapidly, her hand working what she can't fit in her mouth. Her cheeks hollow with the force of her suction, creating an intense pressure that has me seeing stars.

Her free hand cups my balls, massaging them gently, adding another layer of pleasure. I feel them tightening, the familiar pressure building at the base of my spine.

"Salma, I'm gonna —" I try to warn her, but she just increases her pace, looking up at me with those dark eyes that say she knows exactly what she's doing.

The combination of her expert mouth, the visual of her on her knees servicing me, and the forbidden nature of the whole situation — I'm fucking my teammate's mom by their pool — pushes me rapidly toward the edge.

Salma hollows her cheeks even more, creating a vacuum-like suction that's almost painful in its intensity. Her tongue presses firmly against the underside of my cock, finding that sensitive spot just below the head and working it mercilessly.

"Fuck, Salma!" I groan, my hips jerking uncontrollably.

She moans around my length, the vibrations traveling through my entire body. Her eyes never leave mine, watching my reactions, gauging what drives me crazy. She's playing my body like an instrument, and I'm helpless under her skilled touch.

My breathing grows ragged, my heart pounding in my chest. I'm close. So fucking close. Salma seems to sense it, her movements becoming more focused, more deliberate. She concentrates on the head, her tongue swirling around it while her hand pumps my shaft with quick, firm strokes.

The pressure builds to an almost unbearable level. My fingers tighten in her hair, holding her steady as I feel myself reaching the point of no return. The world narrows to just this moment — this beautiful woman, her mouth on my cock, the pleasure spiraling through my body.

"I'm cumming," I manage to gasp, giving her one last chance to pull away.

But Salma doesn't retreat. Instead, she takes me deeper, her eyes challenging me to let go.

Just as I'm about to explode in Salma's eager mouth, movement from the sliding glass door catches my eye. My blood freezes in my veins. François, Salma's husband, steps out onto the patio, his thin frame silhouetted against the house. Panic seizes my chest, but Salma hasn't noticed — her eyes are closed as she works my cock with passionate focus. I try to pull back, to warn her, but her grip on my thighs tightens, keeping me in place. Holy shit, we're about to get caught.

I tap Salma's shoulder urgently, but she misinterprets it as encouragement, taking me even deeper. My mind races, torn between the approaching danger and the incredible sensation of her throat constricting around my cock.

"Tyler, yes?" François calls out, his accent thick as he approaches. "Have you seen Salma?"

By some miracle, the pool chair is positioned so that François can see me but not his wife, who's kneeling on the far side. Salma finally registers what's happening, her eyes flying open in alarm. But instead of stopping, she slows down, maintaining a torturous, deliberate rhythm. The danger seems to excite her — her eyes gleam with mischief as she continues to suck me, quieter now but no less enthusiastically.

"Uh, hey, Mr. Alba," I manage to say, my voice strained as I fight to keep it steady. "I was just... getting some air."

I shift slightly, ensuring my body blocks any view of what's happening below. Salma's tongue swirls around the head of my cock, making it nearly impossible to concentrate. I grip the edge of the pool chair, my knuckles white with the effort of maintaining composure.

François stops a few feet away, squinting in the bright sunlight. He glances around the pool area, searching for his wife. "Javier told me you were here. I thought maybe Salma was with you."

Salma chooses this moment to hollow her cheeks, creating intense suction that nearly makes my knees buckle. I disguise my gasp as a cough, covering my mouth with my hand.

"I saw her earlier," I say, desperately trying to keep my voice level as Salma's hot mouth works my shaft. "She mentioned something about... uh... throat exercises."

François's brow furrows in confusion. "Throat exercises?"

"Yeah," I nod, improvising wildly. "For her singing. She said she needed to practice... swallowing techniques."

Technically not a lie. Salma's hand squeezes my thigh, and I can feel her silently laughing around my cock. The vibration sends shivers up my spine.

"Ah, yes, her vocal lessons," François nods, completely oblivious. "She is very dedicated to improving her technique."

Salma responds by taking me impossibly deep, her nose pressing against my stomach. I bite the inside of my cheek hard enough to draw blood, fighting back a moan.

"Did she say where she was going?" François asks, taking another step closer.

Panic spikes through me. If he comes any nearer, he'll see his wife on her knees with my cock down her throat. The thought should terrify me, but somehow it just makes me harder. Salma feels it, a smirk evident in her eyes as she pulls back slightly to breathe.

"I think she mentioned the... the garden," I stammer, nodding toward the far end of the property. "Something about checking the... tomatoes."

"Tomatoes?" François repeats skeptically. "We don't grow tomatoes."

"Cucumbers, maybe?" I suggest, unable to stop the double entendre as Salma sucks particularly hard on my length.

François sighs, seemingly annoyed with his wife's disappearance. "Well, I need to speak with her about dinner. I will check the garden."

"Great idea," I say too enthusiastically, praying he'll leave before I lose control completely.

"I will be back soon," François says, turning toward the garden path. "If you see her, tell her I'm looking for her."

"Will do," I promise, watching with relief as he walks away.

As soon as François is out of sight, Salma releases my cock with a wet pop. "That was close," she whispers, her eyes dancing with excitement. "Did it turn you on?"

Before I can answer, she takes me back into her mouth, her pace frantic now. The danger of nearly being caught has heightened everything — my senses are on fire, every nerve ending screaming with pleasure.

"Fuck, Salma," I groan, no longer needing to stay quiet. "I'm so close."

She moans around my shaft, the vibration pushing me to the edge. Her hand works in tandem with her mouth, twisting and pumping while her tongue dances along the underside. The combination of sensations is overwhelming — wet heat, suction, the sight of her beautiful face contorted with desire as she pleasures me.

"I'm gonna cum," I warn her, my hips jerking uncontrollably.

Salma pulls back, keeping just the head of my cock between her lips. Her eyes lock with mine, challenging, hungry. Her hand strokes rapidly, bringing me to the brink.

"Where do you want it?" I gasp, barely holding on.

She releases my cock, continuing to stroke with her hand. "On my face," she purrs. "Mark me."

That's all it takes. With a strangled cry, I explode, thick ropes of cum shooting onto Salma's upturned face. The first streak lands across her cheek and nose, the second across her parted lips. She moans softly, her tongue darting out to taste me as more pulses of pleasure wrack my body.

She milks every last drop, her hand gently squeezing my shaft until I'm completely spent. The sight of her — this gorgeous MILF with my cum decorating her beautiful face — is the most erotic thing I've ever seen.

"Holy fuck," I breathe, my legs trembling with the intensity of my orgasm.

Salma smiles up at me, making no move to wipe away my release. Instead, she runs a finger through it and brings it to her mouth, sucking it clean with a wicked gleam in her eye.

"You taste good," she says, her voice a husky whisper. "Better than my husband."

The comparison sends a fresh wave of arousal through me, even as I struggle to recover from the most intense orgasm of my life. This woman is insatiable, and I have a feeling we're just getting started. 



Chapter 3

After our poolside encounter, Salma whispers directions to the master bedroom in my ear, telling me to wait ten minutes before following her. My cock is already hardening again at the promise in her voice. When François returns from his fruitless search in the garden, I make up some excuse about needing to use the bathroom, then slip away. Ten excruciatingly long minutes later, I push open the bedroom door, my heart hammering against my ribs, and stride toward the unmade king-size bed where Salma reclines, waiting for me.

She's changed back into the silk nightgown I first saw her in, the thin material clinging to her curves. The room is bathed in soft, dim light from a bedside lamp, casting golden shadows across her skin. Her dark hair spills across the pillows, and her eyes follow my every movement as I approach.

"I was beginning to think you'd changed your mind," she purrs, sitting up slightly.

"Not a fucking chance," I reply, my voice rough with need.

I reach the edge of the bed, and Salma rises to her knees, meeting me there. Without hesitation, her hands grab my shirt, pulling me down into a fierce kiss. Her mouth is hot and demanding against mine, her tongue immediately seeking entrance. I grant it, groaning as our tongues slide together in a hungry dance.

My hands find her waist, feeling the heat of her body through the thin silk. She presses herself against me, her perfect tits flattening against my chest. I can feel her hard nipples even through my t-shirt, two points of delicious pressure.

"I want to feel you," she whispers against my lips, tugging at my shirt.

I break the kiss just long enough to yank my shirt over my head, tossing it to the floor. Salma's hands immediately explore my bare chest, her fingers tracing the contours of my muscles.

"So young," she murmurs appreciatively. "So hard."

"You haven't felt hard yet," I tell her, guiding her hand to the bulge in my jeans.

Salma laughs, a low, sexy sound that makes my cock throb. "I think I got a pretty good taste earlier."

We're ripping at each other's clothes now, impatient and desperate. I pull her nightgown up and over her head, revealing her naked body beneath — she wasn't wearing anything under it. The sight of her bare tits, her toned stomach, the neatly trimmed patch of dark hair between her legs, makes my mouth go dry.

My jeans and boxers join the growing pile of clothes on the floor. Salma's eyes widen as my cock springs free, hard and ready again despite my recent orgasm.

"The recovery time of youth," she says with a grin, reaching for me. "One of its many advantages."

I position myself above her, my arms braced on either side of her head. Our naked bodies hover inches apart, the heat between us palpable. Salma's chest rises and falls rapidly, her breathing as labored as mine. The room fills with the sound of our anticipation — quick breaths, the rustle of sheets, the pounding of my heart.

"I've been thinking about this since the moment I saw you," Salma admits, her hands sliding up my arms to my shoulders.

"Since you walked in on me in the bathroom?" I ask with a smirk.

"Since before that," she confesses. "Since you first came over with Javier. I saw the way you looked at me, and I knew I had to have you."

The confession sends a surge of pride through me. I lower myself slightly, letting my cock rest against her stomach, hot and heavy between us.

"Tell me what you want," I demand, needing to hear her say it.

Salma's eyes darken with lust. "I want you to fuck me, Tyler. I want your big cock inside me. I want you to make me scream in a way my husband never has."

The dirty talk ignites something primal in me. I capture her mouth in another kiss, this one even more aggressive than before. Our teeth clash, our tongues battle for dominance. I bite her lower lip, tugging it slightly, and she moans into my mouth.

"You want my cock?" I growl against her lips. "Tell me how bad you want it."

"So fucking bad," she gasps, her hips rising to grind against me. "I'm soaking wet for you. Feel how wet I am."

I slide my hand between us, finding the hot, slick entrance to her pussy. She's not lying — she's dripping, her arousal coating my fingers as I slide one, then two inside her.

"Fuck," she hisses, clenching around my fingers. "More. I need more."

But Salma is impatient. With surprising strength, she pushes against my chest, flipping our positions so that I'm on my back and she's straddling my hips. Her tits hang tantalizingly above me, swaying with her movements.

"I'm going to ride you," she announces, reaching between us to grasp my cock. "I'm going to fuck you so good you'll forget every other woman you've ever been with."

She positions the head of my cock at her entrance, teasing us both by rubbing it through her wet folds. I grab her hips, my fingers digging into her flesh, trying to guide her down onto me.

"Patience," she chides, though her voice is strained with need.

Finally, agonizingly slowly, she sinks down onto my length. We both groan as I stretch her, filling her completely. Her pussy is tight and hot around me, gripping me like a vise.

"Oh my God," she moans, her head falling back to expose the elegant line of her throat. "You're so big. You're stretching me so good."

I can't form words, can only grunt in response as she begins to move. She rises up until just the head of my cock remains inside her, then slams back down, taking me to the hilt. The force of it makes her tits bounce enticingly.

"Fuck, Salma," I manage to say, my hands moving from her hips to cup her breasts. "You feel amazing."

Her legs work rhythmically as she rides me, her thighs flexing with each rise and fall. I pinch her nipples between my fingers, drawing a sharp cry from her lips. The sound spurs me on, and I thrust up to meet her movements, driving my cock even deeper inside her.

"Yes, yes," she chants, her pace increasing. "Fuck me, Tyler. Fuck me with that big cock."

The slap of skin on skin fills the room, mixing with our moans and gasps. Sweat begins to sheen on Salma's skin, making her glow in the dim light. Her pussy makes obscene wet sounds as she bounces on my cock, evidence of how turned on she is.

My hands grip the sides of the bed, pressing down on the mattress as I thrust up into her. The bed frame creaks in protest, but neither of us cares. We're lost in the rhythm, in the sensation, in the forbidden pleasure of what we're doing.

"You like this pussy?" Salma asks, her voice breathy but challenging. "You like fucking your teammate's mom?"

"Fuck yes," I growl, the taboo nature of our encounter only making it hotter. "Your pussy is so fucking tight. So fucking wet for me."

"Only for you," she moans, grinding herself against me. "My husband can't make me this wet. Can't fill me like you do."

Her words drive me wild. I grab her ass, helping her move faster, harder on my cock. Her moans grow louder, less controlled, echoing off the bedroom walls.

"That's it," I encourage her. "Let me hear how good I make you feel. Let me hear you, Salma."

She obliges, her cries growing in volume as she rides me with abandon. Her tits bounce wildly with each movement, hypnotizing me with their perfect rhythm.

"Oh God, Tyler!" she cries out. "Your cock feels so good inside me! Don't stop! Don't fucking stop!"

Watching Salma ride me is incredible, but I need more. I need control. With a surge of strength, I grab her waist and flip our positions in one fluid motion. Her surprised gasp turns into a moan as I pin her beneath me, my cock still buried deep inside her. Her legs instinctively wrap around my waist, her ankles crossing behind my back, pulling me even deeper. The new angle has me hitting spots that make her eyes roll back, her mouth falling open in silent ecstasy.

"You like that?" I growl, hovering above her, my arms braced on either side of her head. "You like being fucked by a high school quarterback?"

"God, yes," she gasps, her nails digging into my shoulders. "Show me what you got, stud."

I pull back slowly until just the head of my cock remains inside her, then thrust forward with deliberate force. The impact rocks her body, sending her tits bouncing against her chest. I repeat the motion, establishing a rhythm that's firmer, more measured than her frantic riding.

Each thrust is punctuated by the audible creak of the bed frame, the headboard knocking against the wall. Salma's moans escalate with each drive of my hips, growing louder and more desperate. Her pussy clenches around me, trying to pull me deeper, to keep me inside her.

"Fuck me harder," she demands, her voice ragged with need. "Make me feel it tomorrow."

I comply, increasing my pace, my hips slamming against hers with enough force to shake the entire bed. The sound of skin slapping against skin fills the room, mixing with our labored breathing and Salma's increasingly vocal pleasure.

"Yes! Right there!" she cries as I hit a particularly sensitive spot. "Don't stop! Don't fucking stop!"

Her words spur me on, igniting a fire within me that demands satisfaction. I grab her wrists, pinning them above her head with one hand while the other grips her hip, holding her in place as I pound into her.

"This what you need?" I pant, sweat dripping from my forehead onto her chest. "This what François can't give you?"

"Yes!" she practically screams, her back arching off the bed. "He's never fucked me like this. Never filled me like you do."

The comparison to her husband only fuels my determination to ruin her for any other man. I thrust harder, deeper, angling my hips to hit her g-spot with each stroke. Her reaction is immediate — her eyes widen, her mouth forms a perfect 'O' of surprise and pleasure.

"There! Right there!" she gasps, her entire body tensing beneath me.

"You gonna come on my cock?" I demand, maintaining the angle that's driving her wild. "You gonna come for me, Salma?"

"Yes! I'm so close," she whimpers, her hips rising to meet each of my thrusts. "Talk dirty to me. Tell me how good I feel."

"Your pussy is so fucking tight," I groan, the words coming easily now. "So wet and hot around my cock. You were made to be fucked like this."

Sweat sheens on both our bodies, making our skin slide together in a delicious friction. The smell of sex hangs heavy in the air — musky, primal, intoxicating. Salma's tits bounce with each impact, hypnotic in their rhythm. I release her wrists to grab one, squeezing roughly, pinching her nipple between my fingers.

"Oh God!" she cries, her free hands immediately tangling in my hair, pulling me down for a sloppy, desperate kiss.

Our tongues battle as our bodies continue their primal dance. I can feel her pussy beginning to flutter around my cock, the telltale sign of her approaching orgasm. The sensation nearly pushes me over the edge, but I grit my teeth, determined to make her come first.

"You close?" I mutter against her lips, fighting my own release.

"So close," she confirms, her voice tight with tension. "Don't stop. Please don't stop."

I shift slightly, changing the angle of my thrusts while maintaining the depth and force. The new position has the base of my cock rubbing against her clit with each stroke. Salma's reaction is immediate and intense — her nails rake down my back, likely leaving marks, as a string of Spanish curses falls from her lips.

"¡Dios mío! ¡Sí, sí, sí!" she chants, her body trembling beneath mine. "I'm coming! Fuck, I'm coming!"

Her pussy clenches around me in rhythmic waves, squeezing my cock in a vice-like grip that threatens to milk my own orgasm from me. I slow my thrusts slightly, letting her ride out the pleasure, watching in awe as ecstasy transforms her face.

When her shudders subside, I resume my pace, chasing my own release now. Salma, still sensitive from her orgasm, gasps with each thrust, her oversensitized flesh both seeking and recoiling from the continued stimulation.

"Where do you want me to cum?" I ask, feeling my balls tightening, the pressure building at the base of my cock.

"Inside me," she pants. "Cream pie me, baby."

With a final thrust, I unload inside the MILF. She screams as I fill her pussy with my cum, overflowing it as some of it leaks out.

We collapse onto the rumpled sheets, a tangle of sweaty limbs and satisfied smiles. My heart hammers against my ribs, gradually slowing from its frantic pace. Beside me, Salma's chest rises and falls with her heavy breathing, her skin glistening with sweat in the dim light. I've never felt so completely drained yet so incredibly alive. The scent of sex hangs heavy in the air — musky, primal, intoxicating. I turn my head to look at her, taking in her flushed cheeks and tousled hair, thinking she's never looked more beautiful than she does right now.

"You're staring," she murmurs, her eyes still closed but a smile playing at the corners of her mouth.

"Can't help it," I admit, rolling onto my side to face her. "You're fucking gorgeous."

She opens her eyes then, dark and luminous in the soft light. "Not bad yourself, quarterback."

My fingers find her skin without conscious thought, tracing lazy patterns across her collarbone, down the slope of her breast, along the curve of her waist. Her body responds to my touch, goosebumps rising in the wake of my fingertips. I marvel at how soft she is, how different from the firm, athletic bodies of the girls I usually hook up with.

Salma shifts closer, her hand coming up to cup my face. Her thumb brushes across my lower lip, a tender gesture that somehow feels more intimate than the wild fucking we just did. She leans in, pressing her lips to mine in a kiss that's deep but unhurried. Our tongues meet in a slow, languid dance, no longer frantic with need but still charged with something powerful.

When we break apart, she stays close, her breath warm against my lips. Her hand slides down my neck, my chest, coming to rest over my heart. I wonder if she can feel it picking up speed again under her touch.

"You know," she says, her voice low and rich, "for someone so young, you really know what you're doing."

I grin, unable to hide my pride. "I've had some practice."

"I bet you have," she laughs softly. "All those cheerleaders must be fighting over you."

"None of them compare to you," I tell her, and though it's a line I've used before, this time I mean it. No girl has ever made me feel the way Salma just did.

Her eyes search mine, perhaps looking for the lie, but finding only truth. She smiles, satisfied, and leans in for another kiss. This one is deeper, her tongue exploring my mouth as her hand slides down my stomach, finding my cock which, incredibly, is already beginning to stir again.

"The recovery time of youth," she purrs against my lips, echoing her earlier comment as her fingers wrap around my length.

I groan, pulling her closer, my hands finding the perfect roundness of her ass. We kiss deeply, our tongues tangling together as her hand strokes me back to hardness. My fingers dig into the soft flesh of her ass, kneading and squeezing in a way that makes her moan into my mouth.

"Come more often," she whispers when we finally break apart, her eyes locking with mine. There's intensity in her gaze, a raw hunger that tells me this wasn't just a one-time thing. She wants more. She wants me.

"Wild horses couldn't keep me away," I promise, capturing her lips again.

Her hand continues its gentle stroking, coaxing my cock back to full hardness. I slide my hand between her legs, finding her still wet — from both her arousal and my cum. The thought of my seed inside her makes my cock throb in her grip.

We're so lost in each other that we almost miss the sound of the front door opening and closing. Almost.

"Tyler? You still here?" Javier's voice calls out, echoing through the house.

We freeze, our eyes wide. Fuck. How long have we been in here? I grab my phone from the floor beside the bed — nearly an hour has passed since I followed Salma to the bedroom.

"Shit," I whisper, panic rising in my chest. "What do we do?"

Salma, surprisingly calm, puts a finger to my lips. "Answer him," she mouths.

"Yeah, in here!" I call back, my voice remarkably steady considering the circumstances.

There's a pause, then footsteps approaching. Salma quickly pulls the sheet up to cover her naked body, but makes no move to get up or find her clothes. I sit up, positioning myself at the edge of the bed to block Javier's view of his mother if he looks in.

"In where?" Javier asks, his voice closer now.

"Your mom's room," I reply, grabbing my boxers from the floor and hastily pulling them on under the sheet.

Javier appears in the doorway, his expression confused as he takes in the scene — me sitting on the edge of his mother's bed, clearly shirtless, while Salma remains partially hidden behind me.

"What the hell are you doing in my mom's room?" he asks, his brow furrowed.

My mind races for an explanation that won't get me punched or kicked off the team. "I'm helping your mom with a special stretch," I say, the words coming out smoothly despite their absurdity. "Coach recommended it for my shoulder, and when I mentioned it to your mom, she said she had the same problem."

Javier's eyes narrow skeptically. "A stretch?"

"Yes, mi hijo," Salma chimes in, her voice perfectly casual. "Tyler was showing me some physical therapy techniques. My neck has been so tight lately."

I nod enthusiastically. "Yeah, it's all about proper alignment and pressure points. Really helps with recovery."

Javier looks between us, still suspicious but seemingly unable to imagine what's really been happening. "Uh, okay. Weird, but whatever. I found the batteries. You want to finish the game?"

"Sure, give me five minutes," I tell him. "Just need to show your mom one more technique."

"Fine," Javier sighs, clearly not thrilled but accepting my explanation. "But hurry up. I want to beat that final boss before dinner."

As he turns to leave, Salma's hand sneaks beneath the sheet, finding my semi-hard cock and giving it a firm squeeze. I barely contain a gasp.

"I'll be helping Tyler with his stretches whenever he needs it," Salma calls after her son, her fingers working my shaft back to full hardness. "He's so good with his hands."

"Whatever," Javier mutters, disappearing down the hallway.

Once his footsteps fade, I turn to Salma, who's grinning wickedly as she continues to stroke me under the sheet.

"That was close," I whisper, though my concern is rapidly being replaced by renewed arousal.

"Worth it," she replies, her hand speeding up. "And like I said, you should come more often. I have so many more... stretches I want to try with you."

The way she says "stretches" leaves no doubt about what she really means. As her skilled fingers work my cock, I can't help but think that coming over to Javier's house just became my new favorite activity.

"Looking forward to it," I tell her, capturing her mouth in a final, heated kiss before I have to leave and pretend nothing happened.

But we both know this is just the beginning. And next time, we'll make sure Javier is nowhere near the house.
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