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Chapter 1

My thumbs slam the controller buttons like I’m trying to punch through them. Jacob’s living room smells like pizza rolls and his dad’s cheap cologne, but I barely notice it anymore. The couch cushion under me has a permanent dent, probably from Jacob’s ass being parked here every day after school.

With Jacob and me celebrating the conclusion of our senior year of high school football, there’s no better way than to blow a whole weekend on videogames. I’m winning – of course I’m winning – when the door to Jacob’s room creaks open, and suddenly the air changes. Suddenly I can’t remember what fucking game we’re even playing.

It’s her. Isabella. Jacob’s mom… Jacob’s MILF mom.

She’s standing in the doorway, one hand on the frame, hip cocked to the side. The silk nightgown she’s wearing is this pale blue thing that catches the light from the TV screen. It clings to her like it was painted on, showing off curves that make my throat go dry. She has the tits of a pornstar, and those milkers are bursting out of her nightgown.

“Don’t mind me, boys,” she says, but she’s looking right at me, not at Jacob.

My fingers freeze on the controller. On screen, my character gets sniped. I couldn’t care less.

“Shit, dude, you’re getting destroyed,” Jacob laughs, not looking up. He has no idea his mom is standing there practically naked. His headset is on, and he’s lost in the game.

Isabella takes a step into the room. The nightgown stops mid-thigh, showing off legs that look like they belong to a college girl, not a forty-year-old mom. My heart pounds against my ribs like it’s trying to escape.

“Enjoying the game, Tyler?” Her voice is honey dripping over ice.

I try to swallow but can’t. “Yeah, uh, it’s good.”

She moves closer, circling behind the couch. I feel her presence like heat on my back. My dick is already hard, pressing uncomfortably against my jeans. I shift, trying to hide it, but I know she notices. Women like Isabella always notice.

“You boys want anything? Something to drink?” she asks, but she’s still only looking at me. Her lips are glossy, slightly parted.

She steps around to the front of the couch again, directly in my line of sight. I can’t help but look up at her. The nightgown dips low, and I can see the swell of her breasts, the shadow between them. My palms sweat on the plastic controller.

“You sure, Tyler? Nothing you want?” She bends slightly, and I get a glimpse of cleavage that makes my cock throb.

“I’m – I’m good, Mrs. Kennedy. Thanks.” My voice cracks like I’m fucking fourteen again.

She smiles, knowing exactly what she’s doing to me. “Isabella, please. Mrs. Kennedy makes me feel so… old.”

I nod, not trusting myself to speak. The game continues in the background, explosions and gunfire, but it’s just noise now.

Isabella moves closer, trailing her fingers along the back of the couch until she’s standing right next to me. I can smell her perfume, something expensive and floral, mixed with the warm scent of her skin. It makes my head swim.

“You played well last night,” she says. “That touchdown in the fourth quarter was impressive.”

I didn’t know she was at the game. The thought of her watching me, eyes following me across the field, makes my skin tingle. “Thanks,” I manage.

“Such strong hands,” she murmurs, glancing at my fingers on the controller. “I bet they’re good for... all sorts of things.”

Jesus Christ. Is she really saying this shit with her son ten feet away? But Jacob is completely oblivious, cursing at someone through his headset.

I try to focus on the game, but Isabella is right there, her hip almost touching my shoulder. If I turned my head slightly, my face would be level with her–

“Mom! Can you get out of the way? You’re blocking the TV,” Jacob suddenly complains.

Isabella laughs, a sound like silk sliding over skin. “Sorry, honey.” But she doesn’t move immediately. Instead, she places a hand on my shoulder, her fingers pressing into my muscle. “Your friend has gotten so big this year. All that training really shows.”

My shoulder burns where she touches me. I wonder if she can feel me trembling.

“Yeah, Coach has us lifting every day,” I say, trying to sound normal. Like my best friend’s mom isn’t feeling me up.

“It shows.” Her fingers squeeze once before letting go. “Everywhere, I imagine.”

She finally steps away, circling the couch again. I breathe easier with some distance between us, but I still feel her eyes on me like physical touches.

The game continues, but I’m playing on autopilot now. My mind keeps replaying the feeling of her hand on my shoulder, the way her nightgown hugged her ass when she walked away. I’ve heard the rumors about Isabella from other guys on the team. How she flirts with all of Jacob’s friends. How Chuck, her husband, doesn’t seem to care or notice.

But this feels different. More intense. More deliberate.

Isabella doesn’t leave the room. Instead, she settles into an armchair across from us, tucking her legs under her in a way that makes the nightgown ride up even higher on her thighs. She picks up a magazine, pretending to read, but I catch her eyes flicking up to meet mine every few seconds.

When our eyes lock, she doesn’t look away. She holds my gaze, lips curving into a small smile that makes my cock throb again. I imagine walking over there, pushing the magazine aside, and–

“Dude, what the fuck? That was your shot!” Jacob’s voice snaps me back. “Where’s your head at?”

If he only knew.

“Sorry, man. Distracted.” I force myself to look at the screen, but it’s like trying to focus through fog.

“You’re playing like shit suddenly,” Jacob says, nudging me with his elbow.

Out of the corner of my eye, I see Isabella uncross and recross her legs. The nightgown shifts, giving me a glimpse of inner thigh that makes my mouth water.

“I should let you boys play,” Isabella finally says, standing up. She stretches, arms above her head, making her breasts push against the thin silk. “Don’t be playing too long, though.”

“We won’t,” Jacob mutters, already reengaged with the game.

Isabella walks to the door but pauses. “Tyler, you’re welcome to come anytime. Our home is your home.” Her tongue darts out to wet her bottom lip. “Any time at all.”

The weight of her words settles on me like a physical thing. I nod, unable to speak.

She leaves, the door closing behind her, but her presence lingers like perfume in the air.

“Your mom’s cool,” I say to Jacob, trying to sound casual.

“Whatever,” he responds, focused on the game. “She’s just a mom.”

But we both know that’s not true. Isabella Kennedy is not just a mom. Not by a long shot.

I pick up my controller again, trying to get back into the game, but all I can think about is silk and skin and the promise in Isabella’s eyes. My heart’s still racing, and my dick is still hard, pressing uncomfortably against my zipper.

Jacob reaches for a bag of chips, completely unaware that his mom just eye-fucked me into next week.

“New round?” he asks.

“Sure,” I say, as if my world hasn’t just tilted on its axis. “Let’s play.”

The controller in my hands vibrates with each hit my character takes. I’m losing – actually losing – to Jacob, and I don’t even care. My mind keeps drifting to Isabella, to the way her nightgown clung to her curves, to the invitation in her eyes. The red battery light on my controller starts blinking, but I barely notice until Jacob curses and points at it.

“Dude, your battery’s dying. That’s why you’re playing like trash.”

I glance down. The red light pulses urgently, like a tiny heartbeat. “Oh. Yeah.”

Jacob tosses his controller aside and jumps up. “I’ll grab some batteries from my room. Don’t move – I want to finish kicking your ass fair and square.”

He bolts out of the living room, feet pounding down the hallway. I’m left alone, the game paused, the house suddenly quiet except for the faint electronic music from the TV.

And something else.

A sound. Voices. Coming from somewhere down the hall.

I set my controller down and listen. It’s muffled, but I can make out words. A woman’s voice – Isabella’s voice – sharp and irritated. Then a man’s deeper rumble. Her husband: Chuck.

I shouldn’t. I know I shouldn’t.

But my feet are already moving, carrying me out of the living room and into the dimly lit hallway. Jacob’s rummaging through drawers in his bedroom at the end of the hall. The master bedroom door is on the right, slightly ajar. A thin line of light spills onto the carpet.

My heart pounds in my throat as I creep closer. The voices get clearer.

“Not like that. How many times do I have to show you?” Isabella’s voice is tight with frustration.

I reach the door and stand very still, barely breathing. Through the narrow crack, I can see the edge of a king-sized bed with dark blue sheets. Someone moves across my limited field of vision – a flash of that silk nightgown.

I shift slightly, angling my head to see better. My palms are sweaty, and my stomach feels tight with guilt. But my dick is already getting hard again, pressing against my jeans in anticipation.

Now I can see them. Chuck is sitting on the edge of the bed, his back to me. He’s a large man, soft around the middle, wearing only boxers. Isabella stands in front of him, arms crossed over her chest, that blue nightgown even more revealing in the warm bedroom light. Her face is pinched with annoyance.

“I’m trying,” Chuck says, his voice a defeated mumble. “You know I’m trying.”

Isabella sighs dramatically. “Trying isn’t fucking, Chuck. I haven’t had good sex in over ten years.”

The words hit me like a physical blow. Ten years. That’s longer than I’ve even known what sex is.

“That’s not fair,” Chuck protests weakly, but even I can hear the lack of conviction in his voice.

Isabella moves closer to him, standing between his knees. “Show me how you touch yourself,” she demands.

Chuck’s shoulders hunch. “Bella, please–”

“Show me. Maybe then I can figure out what actually gets you off, because clearly I don’t anymore.”

I should leave. This is too private, too raw. But I’m frozen in place, my eyes locked on the scene unfolding before me.

Chuck reluctantly reaches down, his hand disappearing below my line of sight. His movements are awkward, mechanical.

Isabella watches for a moment, then makes a disgusted sound. “Not like that. Jesus, no wonder we have problems.” She grabs his wrist, guiding his hand. “Like this. Firmer.”

I can’t see exactly what she’s doing, but Chuck’s breathing changes, becoming heavier.

“There,” she says. “Now keep doing that while you touch me.”

She takes his other hand and places it on her thigh, just below where the nightgown ends. Chuck’s fingers look pale and uncertain against her tanned skin.

“Higher,” she instructs.

His hand inches upward, disappearing under the hem of her nightgown. Isabella closes her eyes, waiting.

But nothing happens. After a few seconds, her eyes snap open.

“What are you doing?” she demands.

“I’m touching you,” Chuck says defensively.

“You’re just… resting your hand there. Do something with it!”

My dick pulses in my pants. I press my palm against it, trying to relieve some of the pressure. The friction makes me bite my lip to keep from making a sound.

Chuck’s hand moves, and Isabella’s expression changes briefly before hardening again.

“Not like you’re checking for a fever, Chuck. Like you want to make me come.”

Chuck sighs heavily. “I don’t know what you want from me anymore.”

“I want you to fuck me like you mean it!” Isabella’s voice rises, and I flinch, afraid Jacob might hear. “I want you to want me!”

She steps back, running her hands through her hair in frustration. The movement makes her nightgown shift and shimmer in the light.

“I do want you,” Chuck says, but it sounds hollow. “I’m just tired. Work is–”

“Work is always stressful. Life is always busy. I’m so sick of excuses.” Isabella turns away from him, and for a terrifying second, I think she’s going to walk toward the door. I prepare to bolt, but she stops at the dresser instead, leaning on it with both hands. Her nightgown pulls tight across her ass, and I have to stifle a groan.

“Do you know what all the guys on Jacob’s team call me?” she asks suddenly.

My heart stops at the sound of my name.

Chuck doesn’t answer.

“They call me a MILF. Do you know what that means, Chuck?”

“Of course I know what it means,” he mutters.

“Those boys look at me and see someone they want to fuck. Eighteen-year-olds have more interest in my body than my own husband does.”

My face burns. She’s right – every guy on the team talks about Jacob’s mom. The things they say they’d do to her in the locker room would make Jacob want to kill us all. But hearing her acknowledge it makes my skin feel too tight, like I might burst out of it.

“That’s different,” Chuck argues. “They’re teenagers. They’d fuck anything that moves.”

I bristle at that. It’s not true. Not for me, anyway. I want Isabella specifically, have fantasized about her specifically, for years.

“At least they’d fuck,” Isabella snaps back. She turns to face Chuck again, and I can see that her cheeks are flushed with anger. “When was the last time you made me come, Chuck? Can you even remember?”

Chuck’s shoulders slump further. “I’m sorry. I’ll try harder.”

“You always say that.” Isabella’s voice softens slightly, but it’s tinged with resignation. “And nothing ever changes.”

She walks back to him and stands between his legs again. This time, she cups his face in her hands, tilting it up to look at her. I can’t see Chuck’s expression, but I can see Isabella’s – a complex mix of frustration, sadness, and determination.

“Touch me again,” she says. “And this time, imagine I’m someone you actually desire.”

The words are cruel, but Chuck doesn’t protest. His hands reach for her waist, sliding up to cup her breasts through the thin silk. Isabella arches slightly, giving him better access.

For a moment, it seems like things might turn around. Isabella’s eyes close again, her lips parting slightly. But then Chuck’s movements falter, becoming unsure again.

Isabella’s eyes open. “What now?”

“I’m sorry,” Chuck says. “I just… I can’t right now.”

She steps away from him abruptly. “Fine. Whatever.”

“Bella–”

“Don’t.” She holds up a hand. “Just don’t. I’m going to take a shower.”

She turns toward the bathroom door on the far side of the bedroom, and I finally snap out of my trance. Jacob will be coming back any second. I need to move.

I back away from the door quietly, then hurry down the hallway as silently as I can. I pause at the bathroom near the living room, an idea forming. I need a minute to process what I just saw, and I’m still rock hard from watching Isabella.

I duck into the bathroom and close the door behind me, leaning against it. My heart’s racing, and my dick is straining against my jeans. I replay the scene in my mind–Isabella demanding to be touched properly, Chuck’s fumbling attempts, her frustration.

I can fix that frustration. I know I can.

The thought makes my cock throb painfully. I hear Jacob’s voice from his room, still searching for batteries. I have a few minutes, at least.

Before I can change my mind, I unzip my jeans and free my erection. It springs up, hard and ready. I wrap my hand around it, thinking of Isabella in that silk nightgown, of the way she looked at me earlier, of how badly she needs to be satisfied.

I know what I’m doing is wrong on so many levels. Jacob is my teammate, my friend. But his mom – fuck, his mom is the hottest woman I’ve ever seen in real life. And she wants me. I heard it in her voice, saw it in her eyes.

I close my eyes and start stroking myself, imagining it’s Isabella’s hand instead of mine. In my fantasy, she’s kneeling in front of me, looking up with those brown eyes, telling me how much bigger I am than her husband, how much more she wants me.

I’m so caught up in the fantasy that I almost don’t hear the footsteps in the hallway. Almost.

My hand moves faster on my cock, pre-cum making everything slick and wet. The sound is obscene in the small bathroom – skin on skin, wet and urgent. I lean against the sink, my free hand gripping the cold porcelain. Behind my closed eyelids, Isabella is on her knees, those perfect tits pushed together, that smart mouth finally put to better use than tearing down her husband. I’m so close, so fucking close – when the door swings open.

My eyes snap open. Time freezes.

Isabella stands in the doorway, one hand still on the doorknob. She’s wearing the same silk nightgown, but now it’s slightly rumpled from her confrontation with Chuck. Her lips are parted in surprise, her eyes wide–and fixed directly on my cock in my hand.

I should cover myself. I should apologize. I should do something other than stand here with my dick out, caught red-handed jerking off in her bathroom.

But I don’t move. Can’t move. It’s like I’m paralyzed.

Isabella doesn’t move either. Her eyes stay locked on my erection, and I watch as her initial shock transforms into something else–something hungry.

“I–” I start, but my voice cracks and dies.

The bathroom feels tiny with both of us in it. The air is thick with the smell of my arousal and her perfume. My heart pounds so hard I can feel it in my throat, in my temples, in my still-hard cock that refuses to wilt even in this mortifying moment.

Isabella’s eyes finally lift to meet mine. Her cheeks are flushed, but not with embarrassment. With heat.

“I haven’t seen a cock like that in a long time,” she murmurs, her voice low and throaty.

Jesus Christ. Did she really just say that?

My dick twitches in my hand at her words, a bead of pre-cum forming at the tip. Isabella’s eyes drop to watch it happen, and she bites her lower lip.

“Mrs. Kennedy – Isabella – I’m sorry, I didn’t–” I stammer, finally finding my voice, but it doesn’t sound like mine. It’s too high, too breathless.

“Don’t apologize,” she interrupts. Her tongue darts out to wet her lips, and my cock throbs again in response. “Don’t you dare apologize.”

We stand frozen in tableau – me with my pants around my thighs, cock in hand; her in the doorway, drinking in the sight of me. The moment stretches, electric and dangerous.

I should feel ashamed, embarrassed, but all I feel is a savage pride that she’s looking at me like this, that she approves of what she sees. The hungry look in her eyes makes my skin burn.

“Tyler,” she whispers, and just my name on her lips is almost enough to make me come.

Her eyes travel down my body again, lingering on my chest, my abs, then lower, to where my hand is still wrapped around my shaft. I’m bigger than average – I know that from locker room comparisons and from the awed reactions of the few girls I’ve been with. But seeing Isabella’s appreciation makes me feel like a fucking god.

“You shouldn’t be in here,” I say, but I make no move to cover myself. In fact, my hand tightens slightly around my cock, a reflexive response to her gaze.

“No,” she agrees, but she doesn’t leave either. “I heard… noises.”

The thought that she heard me, that she came looking for the source of those sounds, makes my breath catch. Did she know it was me? Was she hoping to find me like this?

“Jacob’s looking for batteries,” I say stupidly, as if that explains why I’m jerking off in their bathroom.

Isabella’s lips curve into a small smile. “Is he?”

She takes half a step into the bathroom, then stops, seeming to catch herself. Her eyes flick to my face, then back to my cock, as if she can’t decide where to look.

“Were you thinking about me?” she asks suddenly, her voice barely above a whisper.

The question hangs in the air between us. I could lie. I should lie. But what’s the point? She caught me with my dick in my hand minutes after I watched her fight with her husband about their dead sex life.

“Yes,” I admit, and it feels like jumping off a cliff.

Isabella inhales sharply, her chest rising and making the silk of her nightgown pull taut across her breasts. I can see her nipples hardening beneath the thin fabric.

“Show me,” she says.

For a second, I think I’ve misheard her. “What?”

“Show me what you were doing. What you were thinking about.”

Holy shit. Is this really happening?

My hand starts moving again, almost of its own accord. Slow at first, then faster. My eyes stay locked on hers as I stroke myself. It’s the most erotic moment of my life – standing in this small bathroom, jerking off while my teammate’s mom watches with naked desire in her eyes.

Isabella’s breathing quickens. One of her hands drifts up to her breast, cupping it through the nightgown. The sight makes my rhythm falter.

“You like watching me?” I ask, my voice rough.

“Yes,” she breathes. “God, yes.”

The confession makes heat surge through me. I’m so close now, right on the edge. Pre-cum leaks steadily from my tip, making my hand slide easier, faster.

“I heard what you said to Chuck,” I tell her, the words spilling out before I can stop them. “About not having good sex in ten years.”

Isabella’s eyes widen slightly, but she doesn’t look angry that I overheard. If anything, she looks more turned on.

“I could fix that,” I continue, emboldened by the look in her eyes. “I could give you what you need.”

A small sound escapes her, something between a gasp and a moan. Her fingers tighten on her breast.

“You think so?” she asks, challenge in her voice despite her obvious arousal.

“I know so.” My hand moves faster, my hips starting to thrust into my grip. “I’d make you come so hard you’d forget your own name.”

It’s a bold claim, especially to a woman twice my age, but in this moment, I believe it completely. I want to prove it to her. I want to bend her over this sink and show her exactly what she’s been missing.

Isabella’s eyes darken. She takes another small step into the bathroom, close enough now that I can smell the subtle scent of her arousal mixing with her perfume.

“Tyler,” she says again, my name sounding like a prayer on her lips.

I’m right there, teetering on the brink. One more word from her, one touch, and I’ll explode.

But then, from down the hall, we hear it – Jacob’s voice, calling my name.

“Tyler? Where’d you go, man?”

Reality crashes back in. Isabella and I stare at each other, the spell broken but not completely dispelled. For a second, I think–hope–she might close the door, lock it, and let Jacob wonder where we both are while she finishes what we started.

Instead, she takes a step back, her hand dropping from her breast.

“We can’t,” she whispers, but her eyes say something different. They say ‘not yet.’

“Isabella–” I start, but she shakes her head.

She starts to turn away, but pauses, looking back at me one more time, her eyes traveling down to my still-hard cock.

“I wasn’t exaggerating,” she says softly. “I really haven’t seen one like that in a very long time. Maybe ever.”

The compliment sends a fresh surge of heat through me. I’m so hard it hurts.

With that, she’s gone, pulling the door almost closed behind her. I hear her footsteps retreating down the hall, then her voice, casual and light, answering something Jacob asked.

I stand there, dick in hand, trying to process what just happened. My chest heaves with each breath. My cock throbs, demanding release.

“Tyler!” Jacob calls again, closer now.

“Yeah, just a sec!” I shout back, my voice strained. “Bathroom!”

I don’t wait for him to find me. I don’t even bother to clean up. I just jerk myself off, imagining it’s Isabella’s hand on my cock, her mouth around the head, until I shoot my load all over the sink and the mirror and the faucet.

When I finally manage to get myself under control, I splash some water on my face and open the door. Jacob stands there with a bag of batteries in his hand, looking at me like he knows exactly what just happened.

“You okay, man?” he asks. “You look kind of… flushed.”

I force a laugh. “Yeah, yeah, just got caught up in the moment,” I say, trying to act normal.

“Cool. I couldn’t find batteries,” he replies. “I’ll run to the store to grab some. Just wait for me.”

“Will do, bro,” I say as he darts for the door.

Maybe there’s still a chance…


Chapter 2

I can feel my phone buzz in my pocket. Pulling it out, I see his text about batteries.

Hey, man. This store doesn’t have batteries. I’ll check the other store.

Whatever. I get up from the couch, my mind already drifting from virtual battles to what might be happening in other parts of the house. I’ve been here enough times to know my way around, but I’ve never been alone with Jacob’s hot-as-fuck mom before. My dick twitches at the thought of Isabella Kennedy as I push open the sliding door to the backyard.

The late afternoon sun hits me right in the face. I squint. And then I see her.

Holy. Shit.

Isabella Kennedy. MILF extraordinaire. Fantasy of every guy on my football team. She’s stretched out on a pool chair like some kind of porn star, her body glistening with either sweat or pool water – I don’t know which and I don’t care. What matters is how that moisture makes her skin shine in the golden light.

The backyard isn’t huge, but it feels like I have to cross a fucking desert to reach her. Each step I take, my eyes lock onto something new about her body. Her bikini – if you can even call that scrap of fabric a bikini – barely covers the essentials. It’s this electric blue that makes her tanned skin look even darker, more delicious.

My mouth goes dry. I’m staring. I know I’m staring. But I can’t stop.

“Tyler?” Her voice floats across the yard, warm and playful. She raises one hand in a slight wave, her wrist turning gracefully. “Come here, quarterback.”

My legs move automatically. There’s a reason I’m the star player – my body just knows what to do even when my brain short-circuits. And right now, with Mrs. Kennedy looking like that, my brain is definitely not in charge.

The water in the pool ripples with the slight breeze, reflecting sunlight in dancing patterns across her skin. Birds chirp somewhere, but they sound distant, unimportant. All I can focus on is the steady rise and fall of her chest as she breathes.

“Jacob said he’d be back soon,” I manage to say, my voice cracking slightly. Fuck. I clear my throat. “He went to get batteries.”

Isabella smiles, like she knows something I don’t. “That’ll take him at least an hour. The convenience store is understaffed today.” She shifts slightly on the chair, and I catch a glimpse of more skin where her bikini bottom rides up her thigh. “I was just about to put on some lotion. Would you mind?”

She reaches over to a small table beside her chair and picks up a bottle of sunscreen. The movement causes her breasts to press against the thin fabric of her top. I can see the outline of her nipples. They’re hard. My dick responds instantly.

“Sure,” I say, trying to sound casual, like I help my friend’s mom with sunscreen all the damn time.

Isabella rolls onto her stomach, revealing the smooth plane of her back and the perfect curve of her ass. Her bikini bottom isn’t quite a thong, but it’s close enough. She reaches back and unties the strings of her top, letting them fall to the sides.

“Just make sure you get everywhere,” she says, her voice muffled slightly as she settles her face comfortably on her folded arms. “I burn easily.”

My hands are trembling as I take the bottle from her. I’ve fingered plenty of girls, thrown countless perfect spirals under pressure, but somehow this feels more intense than all of that. I squeeze the lotion into my palm. It’s thick and white. My mind immediately goes places it shouldn’t.

I kneel beside her chair, noticing how the metal frame creaks slightly under our combined weight. Up close, her skin is flawless – not a single tan line disrupting the golden expanse of her back. A few freckles dot her shoulders like stars in a perfect sky.

“Don’t be shy,” she murmurs when I hesitate. “I won’t bite. Unless you want me to.”

My cock strains against my shorts. I spread the lotion across both palms and place my hands on her shoulders. Her skin is warm and soft beneath my touch. I begin to move, tracing slow circles down the ridge of her spine.

“Mmm,” she hums, the sound vibrating under my fingers. “You have such strong hands, Tyler.”

I press deeper, my thumbs working along the muscles of her back. Her skin slides smoothly beneath mine, slick with lotion. I can feel every curve, every dip of her body. My fingers brush against the side of her breast where it presses against the chair, and I hesitate.

“Don’t stop,” she whispers, and I’m not sure if she means the massage or the accidental touch.

I squeeze more lotion and continue down her lower back. Her skin prickles with goosebumps despite the heat. When I reach the band of her bikini bottom, she shifts her hips slightly, raising them off the chair.

“You’re doing such a good job,” she says, turning her head to look at me. Her brown eyes are heavy-lidded, her lips slightly parted. “Much better than Chuck ever does.”

The mention of her husband sends a jolt of guilt through me – but it’s quickly drowned out by the rush of blood to my groin. I’m rock hard now, painfully so. I shift on my knees, trying to adjust without being obvious.

She notices. Of course she notices.

“Is something wrong, Tyler?” The way she says my name makes it sound dirty, forbidden.

“No,” I croak, spreading more lotion across the backs of her thighs. Her muscles are firm but yielding under my touch. I wonder if she works out or if this body is just a genetic lottery win.

“You know,” she says conversationally, as if I’m not basically feeling her up, “I’ve seen you play. You’re very talented.”

“Thanks.” My voice sounds strange to my own ears.

“Such… strong hands,” she repeats, as my fingers work their way up from her calves. “No wonder you handle balls so well. But I can handle balls pretty well, too.”

I nearly choke. The birds have stopped chirping, or maybe I just can’t hear them over the sound of my heart hammering in my chest. The only sounds now are the gentle lapping of water against the pool’s edge and Isabella’s soft sighs as I work the lotion into her skin.

“Jacob tells me you have all the girls chasing after you,” she continues. She turns her head again, and this time I catch the flash of her tongue as it darts out to wet her lower lip. “I can see why.”

My hands are getting closer to where her thighs meet her ass. The thin strip of fabric covering her center seems to be getting wetter, though I can’t tell if it’s from pool water or... something else. My fingertips brush against the edge of her bikini, and she lets out a soft moan.

“Mrs. Kennedy,” I start, not sure what I’m about to say.

“Isabella,” she corrects me. “When you have your hands on me like this, I think you can use my first name.”

The water in the pool catches the sunlight and throws it back at us in fractured beams. One lands across her face, illuminating the small smile playing at her lips. In this light, she doesn’t look forty. She doesn’t even look thirty. She looks like the fantasy she is – ageless, perfect, and completely aware of her power over me.

“Isabella,” I say, testing the name. It feels intimate, dangerous.

She hums in approval. “Much better.”

My fingers continue their journey, working lotion into every inch of exposed skin. When I reach the creases where her thighs meet her ass, she spreads her legs slightly. An invitation.

“You’re so thorough,” she murmurs. “I bet you’re thorough with everything you do.”

I swallow hard. “I try to be.”

“Such a good boy.” Her voice has dropped to almost a whisper. “Is there anywhere else you think needs… attention?”

My gaze drifts over her body, lingering on the places where fabric meets skin, on the subtle movements of her breathing, on the gentle curve of her breast partially visible from where I kneel.

“I think I got everywhere,” I say, though we both know that’s not what she’s asking.

Isabella shifts again, rolling slightly to the side so that one breast is almost completely exposed, save for the slender string of her untied bikini top. Her nipple is hard and dark against her tan skin.

“Are you sure?” she asks, and the look in her eyes is pure challenge.

The bottle of lotion is still in my hand, half-empty now. The thick white cream has warmed in my palm, between my fingers. I squeeze more out, aware of how the action mimics something else entirely.

My heart is pounding so hard I can feel it in my teeth. This is Jacob’s mom. My teammate’s mother. This is forbidden in every way possible.

And that just makes me want it more.

“Maybe I missed a spot,” I admit, my voice a low rumble that I barely recognize.

She smiles, victorious. “I thought so.”

My hand hovers over her skin like I’m afraid to touch her – and I am, but not because I don’t want to. I’m afraid once I cross this line, there’s no going back. Isabella’s eyes are locked on mine, daring me to make the move. I swallow hard and let my fingers drift lower, away from her back and toward the swell of her breast. The moment I make contact, a jolt shoots through me like I’ve touched a live wire. Her skin is impossibly soft, warm, and yielding under my trembling fingers.

“Fuck,” I whisper, not meaning to say it out loud.

Isabella’s lips curve into a smile. “Language, Tyler.” But she doesn’t mean it. I can tell by the way her eyes darken, by the quick catch in her breath when my fingers trace the outer curve of her breast.

I’m eighteen. I’ve touched tits before. But not like these. Not ones that feel like they were made to fit perfectly in my palm. Not ones attached to a woman who knows exactly what she wants, who’s looking at me like I’m a meal she’s been waiting all day to devour.

“Sorry,” I mutter, not sorry at all.

“Don’t be.” She arches her back slightly, pushing more of her breast into my hand. “I like knowing what effect I have on you.”

My other hand joins in. Now I’m cupping both her tits, feeling their weight, their perfect fullness. Her nipples are hard against my palms, and when I brush my thumbs over them, she makes a sound that goes straight to my cock.

“You like that?” I ask, suddenly more confident. This part I know. This part I’m good at.

“Mmm,” she hums, eyes half-closed. “You know, I didn’t expect you to be so… attentive.”

I roll her nipples between my fingers, watching her face for reactions. “What did you expect?”

She shifts, fully turning onto her back now. Her bikini top falls away completely, leaving her breasts fully exposed under the afternoon sun. They’re fucking magnificent – full and round with large, dark nipples. Tan lines create a pale triangle over each one, like they’re being highlighted for my attention.

“I expected you to be in a hurry. Young men usually are.” She reaches up and puts her hand over mine, pressing it harder against her breast. “But you’re taking your time. I like that.”

I squeeze gently, massaging the soft flesh. Her skin is still slick with lotion, making my hands glide over her curves. “Coach always says patience in the pocket is what makes a good quarterback.”

Isabella laughs, the sound throaty and rich. “Is that what they’re calling it these days?” Her eyes drift down to the obvious bulge in my shorts. “Speaking of pockets… I haven’t seen a cock that long since I used to fuck football players in college.”

My dick twitches at her words. Did she just say what I think she said? I’m used to girls my age trying to be seductive but usually failing. Isabella isn’t trying – she just is.

“Yeah?” I manage to say, still kneading her breasts. “You had a thing for football players?”

She arches an eyebrow. “I have a type.” Her hand slides up my arm, feeling the muscle there. “Strong. Confident. Built to perform.”

My mouth is dry again. “And how did I do? Performance-wise?”

“So far?” She pretends to consider it, even as her nipples harden further under my touch. “I’d say you’re headed for the starting lineup. But the game’s just beginning.”

I don’t know what’s hotter – her words or the way she’s looking at me. My cock is straining so hard against my shorts it’s almost painful. I bend lower, drawn to her like she’s magnetic. Our faces are inches apart now. I can smell her perfume mixed with sunscreen and something else – something purely female and aroused.

“Can I kiss you?” I ask, my voice barely above a whisper.

Her mouth quirks. “Such good manners. Chuck never asks.”

The mention of her husband should douse my desire, but it does the opposite. It reminds me how forbidden this is, how wrong. And fuck if that doesn’t make me harder.

“I’m not Chuck,” I say, and before she can respond, I close the distance between us.

Our lips meet, and it’s like touching a match to gasoline. What starts as a tentative press explodes into heat and urgency. Her mouth is soft but insistent, her lips parting immediately to invite me deeper. I taste mint and something sweet, like she was eating fruit before I came outside.

My hands are still on her breasts, but now they’re moving with more purpose, squeezing and kneading as our kiss intensifies. Isabella moans into my mouth, the vibration traveling through me, making my skin prickle with goosebumps despite the heat.

Her tongue darts out, meeting mine, and the wet slide of it makes me groan. I’ve made out with girls before, but there’s a difference here. Isabella knows what she’s doing. Each stroke of her tongue is deliberate, teasing, teaching. She’s not kissing me – she’s showing me how to kiss her.

My hand moves to the back of her neck, fingers threading through her brown hair. It’s silky and thick, slightly damp from the pool or maybe sweat. I hold her in place as I deepen the kiss, taking control. She makes an approving sound, her own hands now gripping my biceps.

“God,” she gasps when we break for air. Her cheeks are flushed, her pupils dilated. “You’re a quick learner.”

I grin, feeling a surge of pride. “I have a good coach.”

Isabella laughs again, but it’s cut short when I dip my head and capture one of her nipples between my lips. Her laughter transforms into a sharp inhale, followed by a low moan. I swirl my tongue around the hardened peak, then suck it into my mouth. Her back arches off the lounge chair, pushing more of her breast against my face.

“Fuck, Tyler,” she breathes, her fingers digging into my shoulders. “That’s it, baby.”

The “baby“ should sound ridiculous coming from a woman more than twice my age, but it doesn’t. It sounds right. It sounds hot as fuck.

I move to her other breast, giving it the same attention. I can feel her heart racing under my lips, the quick staccato matching my own. My hands slide down her sides, feeling the dip of her waist, the flare of her hips. Her skin is so smooth, so perfect. I trace the edge of her bikini bottom, where fabric meets flesh.

“You’re making me wet,” she murmurs, her voice a husky whisper.

I groan against her skin, my cock throbbing at her words. I want to tell her what she’s doing to me, but I can’t find the right words. Instead, I capture her mouth again, kissing her deeply, desperately. Our teeth clash and I don’t care. There’s something primal happening now, something beyond technique or skill.

Her hands are roaming too, sliding under my t-shirt, exploring the ridges of my abs, the width of my chest. I flex instinctively, wanting her to feel the result of all those hours in the gym, all those sprints on the field.

“Take this off,” she commands, tugging at my shirt.

I sit back just long enough to pull it over my head, tossing it somewhere behind me. I don’t care where it lands. All I care about is getting back to her, getting my hands on her again.

Isabella’s eyes widen appreciatively as she takes in my bare torso. “My God,” she whispers, running her fingers down my chest. “They certainly feed you boys well these days.”

I’ve heard similar compliments before, but never with this much genuine appreciation. Girls my age usually just say “nice abs“ or make some comment about how strong I look. Isabella is looking at me like she’s starving and I’m a feast.

“You ain’t seen nothing yet,” I tell her, a surge of cockiness overriding my earlier nervousness.

Her eyes drift down to the bulge in my shorts again. “Oh, I can see plenty.” She licks her lips, the gesture deliberate and provocative. “And I’d like to see more.”

My heart hammers against my ribs. This is happening. This is really fucking happening. Jacob’s mom – the MILF of every wet dream I’ve had since freshman year – is asking to see my dick. Is about to touch my dick. Maybe even…

I don’t let myself finish the thought. If I think too much about what might happen next, I’ll blow my load right here in my shorts.

Instead, I kiss her again, my hands sliding under her back to press her closer to me. Our bodies align, her soft curves yielding to my harder planes. I can feel her nipples pressing into my chest, her thighs against mine as I half-lie on the lounge chair with her.

The position is awkward – the chair isn’t meant for two people, especially not one my size – but I don’t care. I’d balance on a tightrope if it meant getting to keep touching Isabella Kennedy.

Her hands are in my hair now, nails scratching lightly against my scalp. The sensation sends shivers down my spine, makes my skin feel too tight for my body. I’m so hard it hurts, each pulse of blood making my cock twitch against the constraint of my clothing.

We break the kiss, both panting. Her lips are swollen, her hair a mess from my hands. She’s never looked more beautiful.

“You’re incredible,” I breathe, the words escaping before I can stop them.

Isabella smiles, a predatory glint in her eye. And then her hand is sliding down my stomach, fingers tracing the line of hair that disappears into my waistband. My abs contract under her touch, my breath catching in my throat.

Our eyes lock. The moment stretches, taut with possibility.

And then her hand moves lower.

Isabella’s hand slides down my stomach, fingers tracing my happy trail before plunging beneath my waistband. I hold my breath as her warm fingers wrap around my shaft. Her eyes widen, lips parting in surprise.

“Oh my,” she whispers, giving me a stroke that makes my vision blur. “You’ve been hiding quite the weapon in those football pants.”

I can’t respond with words – my brain’s short-circuited, all blood flow redirected south. Her hand continues exploring, measuring, appreciating, while I fight not to bust right then and there.

“Fuck,” I hiss through clenched teeth. Her hand is smaller than mine, making my cock look even bigger in her grip. The contrast is hot as hell – her manicured fingers against my thick shaft.

“I want to taste it,” she says, her voice husky with desire. She’s not asking permission. It’s a statement of intent, and my dick throbs in response.

I nod, unable to form words. Is this really happening? Am I about to get head from Mrs. Kennedy? The fantasy of every guy on the team?

Isabella slides off the lounge chair onto her knees on the concrete pool deck. The movement is graceful, practiced. She’s done this before. Many times. The thought makes me harder, if that’s even possible.

“Take those off,” she commands, tugging at my shorts. I lift my hips, helping her pull them down along with my boxers. My cock springs free, slapping against my stomach.

I hear her sharp intake of breath. “Jesus Christ,” she murmurs, staring at my erection. “The rumors about you weren’t exaggerated, were they?”

Pride surges through me. Yeah, I know I’m big. I’ve seen enough in locker rooms to know I’m packing more than most. But hearing Isabella Kennedy say it? That’s a whole different level of ego boost.

“Let me know if it’s too much,” I say, trying to sound concerned rather than smug.

She laughs, a low, throaty sound. “Oh, honey. I’ve been handling big cocks since before you were born… sometimes two at a time.” Her brown eyes meet mine, challenging. “The question is, can you handle what I’m about to do to you?”

Before I can respond, she leans forward and runs her tongue along the underside of my shaft, from base to tip. A jolt of pleasure shoots up my spine, making me gasp. Her tongue is hot and wet, leaving a trail of saliva that cools in the air.

“Shit,” I mutter, my hands gripping the edges of the lounge chair.

“Mmm,” she hums, circling the head with her tongue. “You taste good, Tyler. So young. So fresh.”

Her words should be creepy, but they’re not. They’re hot. Everything about this situation is hot. The fact that she’s my friend’s mom. The fact that we’re outside, by the pool, where anyone could see us. The fact that her husband could come home any minute.

Isabella takes the head of my cock into her mouth, sucking gently. Her lips stretch around my girth, slick with saliva and what looks like remnants of lipstick. She hollows her cheeks, creating suction that makes my toes curl.

“Fuck,” I groan, louder this time. “That feels amazing.”

She makes an appreciative sound around my cock, the vibration adding another layer of sensation. Her hand works the base, twisting slightly as it moves up and down. There’s no tentativeness in her movements, no awkwardness. This is a woman who knows exactly what she’s doing.

I watch, mesmerized, as more of my length disappears into her mouth. She takes me deeper than any girl has before, her nose almost touching my pubic hair. And then – fuck – she goes deeper still, until I feel the head of my cock hit the back of her throat.

Instead of gagging or pulling back like the girls my age would, Isabella relaxes her throat and pushes forward. Her eyes water slightly, but she maintains eye contact with me, conveying both submission and control in the same look.

“Holy shit,” I breathe, feeling her throat constrict around my tip. The sensation is indescribable – wet, tight, pulsing.

She holds there for a moment before pulling back, gasping for air. A string of saliva connects her lips to my cock. It’s obscene and perfect.

“You like that?” she asks, voice slightly raspy from the intrusion.

“Fuck yes. You’re such a slutty MILF cocksucker,” I say, nodding vigorously. “Do it again.”

A smile curves her lips. “Demanding little thing, aren’t you?” But she complies, taking me deep again, this time making a gagging sound that sends vibrations through my entire shaft.

My hand moves to her hair, tangling in the brown strands. I don’t mean to push, but instinct takes over. She doesn’t resist. If anything, she moves faster, taking more of me, gagging more intensely.

“Sorry,” I say, loosening my grip.

She pulls off with a pop that echoes in the quiet backyard. “Don’t apologize,” she says, lips glistening. “I like it rough. That’s how those football players used to use me after their games in college.” Her eyes flash with challenge. “Use my mouth.”

Permission granted, I tighten my grip on her hair again and guide her back to my cock. This time, I thrust my hips as she descends, meeting her halfway. She gags immediately, her eyes widening, but she doesn’t pull away.

Encouraged, I do it again, harder this time. And again. And again. Soon I’m face-fucking her properly, watching as tears form in the corners of her eyes, as saliva drips down her chin, as her mascara begins to smudge.

She’s a mess, and it’s because of me. The power of it is intoxicating.

Her hands aren’t idle either. One continues to work the base of my shaft, the other cups my balls, rolling them gently between her fingers. The dual sensation is almost too much to bear. Heat builds at the base of my spine, pressure accumulating behind my balls.

“I’m gonna cum soon if you keep that up,” I warn her, my voice strained.

She pulls off again, breathing hard. “Not yet,” she says. “I’m not done with you.”

Isabella takes a moment to catch her breath, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. Even this gesture is somehow erotic, revealing both vulnerability and experience. Her breasts heave with each breath, nipples still hard and prominent.

“You taste so good,” she says, licking her lips. “Better than I imagined.”

The idea that she’s imagined this – imagined me – sends another surge of blood to my already throbbing cock. “You’ve thought about this before?”

She laughs softly. “Tyler, every time you come over with your tight football pants and your confident swagger, I think about this.” Her hand strokes my shaft lazily. “I think about what you’re hiding in these pants. I think about what you could do to me with it.”

My ego swells along with my dick. “And? Living up to expectations?”

“Exceeding them,” she purrs, then dives back down, taking me deep again.

This time her technique changes. She hollows her cheeks more dramatically, creating intense suction. Her head bobs faster, her hand working in perfect coordination with her mouth. The wet sounds of her sucking fill the air, punctuated by my groans and her occasional gag.

I’m lost in the sensation, my head thrown back, eyes closed. I’m so focused on the wet heat of her mouth that I don’t hear the sliding door open. It’s the sound of a throat clearing that snaps me back to reality.

My eyes fly open in panic. Standing by the house is Chuck – Isabella’s husband, Jacob’s father.

“Fuck,” I hiss, my hands instinctively moving to push Isabella away.

But she doesn’t budge. Instead, she squeezes my thigh in what seems to be a silent command to stay still. From where Chuck is standing, he can see me sitting on the lounge chair, but Isabella’s position – kneeling in front of me, her back to the house – must be partially obscured by the chair.

“Hey Tyler,” Chuck says, his voice mild and unaware. He’s a middle-aged man with a paunch and thinning hair – the complete opposite of his wife in terms of physical upkeep. “You seen Isabella around?”

My heart is hammering in my chest, but incredibly, unbelievably, Isabella continues to suck me off, albeit more slowly and quietly now. Her mouth still envelops my cock, her tongue still works the underside. The danger of the situation should make me go soft, but it does the opposite – I’m harder than ever, the adrenaline adding a new dimension to the pleasure.

“Uh,” I stammer, trying to keep my voice steady as Isabella takes me particularly deep. “I... I think she was, um, doing some throat exercises.”

Isabella’s shoulders shake slightly with suppressed laughter, the vibration traveling through her mouth to my cock. I bite the inside of my cheek to keep from moaning.

“Throat exercises?” Chuck repeats, looking confused. He doesn’t come any closer, thank fuck.

“Yeah,” I say, trying to sound casual while a MILF deepthroats me right in front of her oblivious husband. “She mentioned something about… vocal… training?” The last word rises in pitch as Isabella does something particularly skilled with her tongue.

Chuck nods, seeming to accept this. “She’s been into all kinds of health stuff lately. Yoga, juicing, whatever.” He shrugs, clearly uninterested. “Well, when you see her, tell her I’ll be back soon. Gotta pick up some things from the hardware store.”

“Sure thing, Mr. Kennedy,” I manage to say.

Chuck gives a little wave and disappears back into the house. A moment later, I hear the front door close, followed by a car starting in the driveway.

Isabella pulls off my cock, laughing softly. “Throat exercises?” she repeats, an eyebrow raised in amusement. “Clever boy.”

I exhale shakily, my heart still racing. “Holy shit. That was close.”

“Not really,” she says, stroking me leisurely. “Chuck never notices anything. He didn’t even question why you were sitting out here half-naked.”

I look down, realizing with shock that I am indeed sitting there with my shirt off and my shorts around my ankles. “Fuck, you’re right.”

“He’s always been like that,” she continues, her hand never stopping its motion. “Sees what he expects to see. Nothing more. It makes it easier for me when I have my… fun.” She licks her lips, looking up at me through mascara-smudged eyes. “Now, where were we?”

Before I can answer, she’s taking me into her mouth again, this time with renewed enthusiasm. The relief of not getting caught, combined with the thrill of the narrow escape, heightens every sensation. Her mouth feels hotter, wetter, more insistent.

“Fuck, bitch,” I groan, my hands finding her hair again. “I’m not gonna last much longer.”

She hums around my cock, the sound indicating approval rather than concern. Her eyes meet mine, giving permission. She wants me to finish. In her mouth.

The realization is the final push I need. The pressure that’s been building explodes, sending waves of pleasure crashing through me. My toes curl, my abs tighten, my hands clench in her hair.

“I’m cumming,” I warn her, though it’s unnecessary – she already knows.

Isabella doesn’t pull away. If anything, she takes me deeper, her throat working around the head of my cock as the first pulse of cum shoots out. She swallows, then swallows again, taking everything I give her.

And I give her a lot. Weeks of fantasizing about her, combined with the taboo nature of what we’re doing, results in one of the most intense orgasms of my life. It feels endless, each pulse slightly less powerful than the last but still enough to make my vision blur at the edges.

When it finally subsides, I collapse back against the lounge chair, panting like I’ve just run wind sprints. Isabella pulls off slowly, making sure to clean every last drop with her tongue. The sight is almost enough to get me hard again. Almost.

“Fuck,” I breathe, unable to form more complex thoughts.

She rises gracefully from her knees, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. Her lips are swollen, her chin slick with saliva. She’s never looked more beautiful.

Isabella stands before me, lips glistening with saliva and the remnants of my release. But I’m not done. Not even close. Despite just having one of the most intense orgasms of my life, I feel myself hardening again as I look at her – this gorgeous MILF with messed-up hair and smeared makeup, all because of me. My cock twitches, coming back to life with a speed that surprises even me. “On your knees,” I hear myself say, my voice deeper than usual, commanding. Isabella’s eyes widen slightly, then a slow smile spreads across her face as she sinks back down.

“Again so soon?” she purrs, eyeing my rapidly stiffening cock with appreciation. “The benefits of youth.”

I don’t respond with words. Instead, I stand up from the lounge chair, kicking off my shorts that are still tangled around my ankles. Now I’m completely naked in the Kennedy’s backyard, my dick jutting out proudly in front of me. The afternoon sun is warm on my skin, but the heat inside me burns hotter.

“You wanted to see what I could do,” I say, taking my shaft in my hand and giving it a few strokes. “I’m not nearly finished showing you.”

Isabella licks her lips, her eyes hungry. “Show me, then.” She settles back on her knees, looking up at me expectantly. Her bikini top is still untied, her breasts exposed and slightly red from where my hands and mouth were. Her nipples are still hard, pointing at me like accusations.

I step closer, my cock now level with her face. “Open your mouth.”

She obeys immediately, parting her lips. A thin string of saliva connects her upper and lower lip before breaking. It’s so fucking hot I almost lose it right there.

I bring the head of my cock to her mouth, but instead of pushing in, I trace her lips with it, painting them with the pre-cum that’s already beading at my tip. She tries to capture me between her lips, but I pull back.

“Patience,” I say, surprising myself with my control. Where is this coming from? I’ve never been this dominant with girls my age. But something about Isabella – her experience, her eagerness, her forbidden status – brings out something primal in me.

“Don’t tease me, Tyler,” she whines, but I can tell she loves it. Her pupils are dilated, her breathing quick and shallow.

“You’ve been teasing me for months,” I counter, continuing to run my cock along her cheekbone, then down to her jawline. “Every time you bend over in those tight jeans when I come over. Every time you ‘accidentally’ brush against me in the kitchen.”

Her eyes widen slightly. “You noticed?”

I laugh, low and confident. “Of course I noticed. Why do you think I was always finding excuses to come over?” My free hand tangles in her hair again, tilting her head back. “Now open wide. And keep your eyes on me.”

This time when she opens her mouth, I slide my cock in, feeling the wet heat engulf me again. It’s better this time, somehow. The edge has been taken off, allowing me to enjoy the sensation without fear of ending too quickly.

I start slow, shallow thrusts that barely breach her lips. Her tongue swirls around the head each time I enter, making me hiss with pleasure. My grip on her hair tightens, and I gradually push deeper, watching as more of my length disappears into her eager mouth.

“That’s it,” I encourage as she takes me to the back of her throat again. “Take it all.”

She tries, she really does. But I’m fully hard now, thicker and longer than before, and she gags slightly when I hit the back of her throat. The sound – wet, desperate, obscene – echoes in the quiet backyard. Instead of stopping, I push a little further, feeling her throat constrict around my tip.

Isabella’s hands come up to grip my thighs, not pushing me away but steadying herself. Tears form at the corners of her eyes from the effort of suppressing her gag reflex. Mascara runs in thin black tracks down her cheeks. Her lips, stretched wide around my girth, are red and swollen.

She’s a mess. A beautiful, filthy mess.

I pull back, letting her catch her breath. “You look so fucking hot like this,” I tell her, stroking her cheek with my thumb, smearing the mascara further.

She doesn’t reply, just opens her mouth again, hungry for more. I oblige, sliding back in, establishing a rhythm that has her moaning around my shaft. The vibrations travel through my cock, up my spine, making my skin prickle with goosebumps.

My hands are both in her hair now, holding her head steady as I fuck her mouth. It’s not gentle anymore. I’m past that point. The combination of having just cum and the slick heat of her mouth gives me a stamina I’ve never had before. I can feel another orgasm building, but it’s distant, allowing me to enjoy the journey.

“You want me to cum in your mouth again?” I ask, my voice strained from the effort of maintaining control.

Isabella makes a negative sound, pulling back just enough to speak. “On my face,” she says, her voice hoarse from the punishment her throat has taken. “I want to wear it.”

Fuck. The words almost make me lose it right there. The image of Mrs. Kennedy – proper, sophisticated Mrs. Kennedy – asking me to cum on her face is so fucking hot I have to stop moving for a moment to regain my composure.

“Yeah?” I manage to say. “You want me to mark you? Make a mess of that pretty face?”

“Yes,” she breathes, looking up at me with those big brown eyes, now rimmed with smeared mascara. “Please, Tyler. I need it.”

I’ve never heard anything hotter in my entire life.

I resume thrusting into her mouth, faster now, chasing the release that’s building at the base of my spine. My balls tighten, drawing up closer to my body. The familiar pressure intensifies.

“Get ready,” I warn her, my voice tight. “I’m close.”

Isabella’s eyes lock with mine, giving me permission without words. Her hands move from my thighs to my ass, pulling me deeper into her mouth one last time.

I groan, the sound tearing from my throat as the first waves of orgasm hit me. Quick as lightning, I pull out of her mouth, my hand replacing her lips around my shaft. I give myself a few fast, hard strokes, aiming at her upturned face.

The first rope of cum lands across her forehead and into her hair. The second hits her cheek, dripping down toward her parted lips. The third and fourth splash across her mouth and chin. Each pulse is accompanied by a wave of pleasure so intense it’s almost painful, making my knees weak and my vision blur at the edges.

“Fuck,” I groan, continuing to stroke myself as the last few drops land on Isabella’s waiting tongue. “Holy fuck.”

She keeps her eyes closed, but her lips curve into a satisfied smile. My release decorates her face like abstract art – white streaks against tan skin, some thick and opaque, others thinner and beginning to run. It’s the most obscene, beautiful thing I’ve ever seen.

Isabella opens her eyes slowly, careful not to get any in them. “Well,” she says, her voice a mix of satisfaction and amusement. “That was certainly worth the wait.”

I laugh shakily, trying to catch my breath. “Worth the risk, too.”

She runs a finger through the mess on her cheek, then brings it to her mouth, sucking it clean. The gesture is so pornographic it makes my spent cock twitch in a valiant but futile attempt to respond.

“Always,” she agrees. “Nothing worth having comes without risk, Tyler.”

I sink back onto the lounge chair, my legs suddenly too weak to support me. The reality of what we’ve just done starts to sink in. I just got a blowjob from – and came on the face of – my teammate’s MILF mother. In their backyard. While her husband was home.

But instead of guilt, all I feel is a deep, satisfied contentment. And anticipation. Because this isn’t going to be a one-time thing. I can see it in Isabella’s eyes as she uses a nearby towel to clean her face.

“Jacob will be back soon,” she says casually, as if we’ve just been having a normal conversation instead of the most intense sexual encounter of my life. “And Chuck won’t be at the hardware store forever.”

I nod, reaching for my shorts. “Yeah, I should probably...”

“Get dressed? Look presentable?” She smirks. “Probably. But how about this instead?”

“What?”

Isabella stands on her tiptoes and places a soft kiss on my cheek. “How about you meet me in the bedroom in 10 minutes?”


Chapter 3

I push the door open, my heart hammering against my ribs like it’s trying to break free. The dim light of her bedroom hits my eyes, and there she is – Mrs. Kennedy – Isabella – sprawled across the unmade king-size bed like something out of my wettest dreams. My mouth goes dry. My cock stiffens instantly, straining against my shorts. I’ve thought about this moment a thousand times in the shower, but the reality of her waiting for me, her nightgown barely covering those legendary tits, makes my knees weak.

“Tyler.” My name on her lips is like a match to gasoline. “I’ve been waiting.”

I stride toward the bed, each step deliberate, like a predator. The bedroom smells like her – expensive perfume and something deeper, muskier. Something that makes my dick throb.

“You kept me waiting, quarterback.” She shifts against the headboard, her nightgown riding up her thighs. It’s thin enough that I can see the dark circles of her nipples beneath the fabric. Forty years old and not a single thing on her body says it.

“Had to make sure Jacob wasn’t home yet.” My voice comes out rougher than I intended. Lower.

Isabella smiles, slow and knowing. “Such a good friend, looking out for my son.” Her fingers play with the hem of her nightgown. “And now you’re here to look after his mother?”

I reach the edge of the bed, looming over her. My shadow falls across her body, and she arches slightly, like she’s offering herself up. “I’ve been thinking about looking after you for a long time, Mrs. Kennedy.”

“Isabella,” she corrects, eyes flashing. “Call me Isabella while you fuck my MILF pussy.”

Jesus. My cock jumps at her words. The guys on the team weren’t lying when they said Jacob’s mom had a mouth on her. I’ve never been with a woman so direct, so sure of what she wants. The girls I hook up with at school are all giggles and uncertainty. Not Isabella.

“Isabella,” I test the name, dropping my voice. “I’m gonna make you forget your fucking husband’s name.”

Her laugh is husky, challenging. “Big talk for a high school boy.”

I knee onto the mattress, making it dip under my weight. “I’m eighteen. A man.” I grab her ankle, my hand nearly circling it completely, and tug her down the bed toward me. She slides across the sheets with a gasp.

“Prove it,” she whispers.

I crash my mouth against hers, no preamble, no gentleness. Her lips are soft but her kiss is hard, hungry. She tastes like wine and mint and something forbidden. Her hands are in my hair immediately, nails scraping my scalp, pulling me closer. I groan into her mouth.

Her body presses against mine, soft curves meeting hard planes. I can feel her tits crushed against my chest, her nipples hard points through the thin fabric of her nightgown and my t-shirt. My hands find her waist, fingers digging into her flesh.

“God, you’re fucking hot,” I mutter against her lips.

She bites my lower lip in response, just hard enough to send a jolt straight to my dick. “Show me how much you want me, Tyler.”

Her hands are at the hem of my shirt now, tugging upward. I break the kiss just long enough to help her pull it over my head. She makes a sound – half purr, half moan – as her palms flatten against my chest, sliding over the muscles I’ve built through years of football training.

“Look at you,” she breathes, tracing the ridges of my abs. “You’re perfect.”

I don’t waste time with false modesty. I know what I look like. I know the effect I have on women – girls and mothers alike. Instead, I reach for the straps of her nightgown and push them off her shoulders.

The fabric falls to her waist, revealing her tits – fuller than any girl I’ve been with, tipped with dark pink nipples that pucker under my gaze. “Fuck,” I whisper, reverent despite myself.

“Touch them,” she commands, arching her back.

I cup her breasts in my hands, feeling their weight, their warmth. They overflow my palms, soft yet firm. Her skin is smoother than I expected, like silk under my calloused fingers. I brush my thumbs over her nipples and watch her eyes flutter closed.

“You like that, bitch?” I ask, though her reaction makes it obvious.

“God, yes.” Her hips shift restlessly against the mattress. “More.”

I lower my head, take one nipple into my mouth. She tastes clean, with a hint of salt from the sweat beginning to gather on her skin. I suck harder than I would with girls my age, instinctively knowing she wants it rougher. Her moan confirms it, her hands clutching at my shoulders.

“The other one,” she gasps. I switch, giving the neglected nipple the same treatment while pinching the wet one between my fingers. She arches off the bed.

Her hands are at my jeans now, unbuttoning, unzipping with practiced ease. She slips her hand inside my boxers and wraps her fingers around my cock. I hiss against her breast.

“Jesus, Tyler,” she murmurs, stroking me. “You’re huge.”

I’ve heard that before, but it hits different coming from her. Makes my chest swell with pride. “All for you,” I say, pushing into her hand.

We’re frantic now, ripping at the remaining clothes between us. I yank her nightgown the rest of the way off; she pushes my jeans and boxers down my hips. I kick them off impatiently, not caring where they land.

And then we’re naked. Both of us. Her legs spread beneath me, inviting. Her pussy is trimmed, neat, glistening wet already. The sight makes my mouth water.

“Condom?” she asks, breathless.

“Hell, no,” I admit, positioning myself above her again. “Been dreaming about fucking you raw since freshman year.”

Her laugh is breathy. “You and half the football team, I bet.”

“I’m the only one here now,” I growl, possessive suddenly. I brace myself on my forearms, hovering over her. Her brown eyes meet my green ones, a challenge in them.

“Then show me what you’ve got, star quarterback.”

I guide my cock to her entrance, teasing her with the tip. She’s so wet I could slide right in, but I want to make her beg a little. “Tell me what you want, Isabella.”

Her hips buck, trying to capture me. “Fuck me, Tyler. Fuck me like you mean it.”

I push just the head in, watching her face. Her lips part, eyes widening slightly. “Like this?” I ask, voice strained from the effort of holding back.

“More,” she demands, hands gripping my ass, trying to pull me deeper.

I give her another inch, feeling her stretch around me. She’s tight – tighter than I expected for a woman who’s had a kid. “God, you feel amazing.”

“All of it,” she pants. “Give me all of that big cock.”

I can’t hold back anymore. I thrust forward, burying myself to the hilt in one smooth motion. We both cry out. She’s hot and wet and perfect around me, gripping me like she never wants to let go.

“Fuck,” I groan, forehead dropping to her shoulder. I have to pause, catch my breath, or this will be over before it begins.

Her hands roam my back, nails digging into my skin. “Move, Tyler. Fuck me like you’ve been dreaming about.”

I start to thrust, slowly at first, savoring the drag of her pussy around my cock. But she’s not having it – her legs wrap around my waist, heels digging into my ass, urging me faster.

“Harder,” she commands. “I’m not some fragile little cheerleader slut.”

The words ignite something in me. I grab her wrists, pin them above her head with one hand. With the other, I hitch her leg higher on my waist and start pounding into her. Hard. Fast. The bed creaks beneath us, the headboard knocking against the wall.

“Yes!” she cries out. “Like that. Just like that.”

I’m lost in her – the wet heat of her pussy, the bounce of her tits with each thrust, the way her face contorts with pleasure. My balls slap against her ass, a rhythmic counterpoint to our moans.

“You like that big cock?” I grunt, the words just spilling out of me. “You like how I fill you up?”

“God, yes,” she moans. “So big. So fucking good.”

I shift slightly, angling my hips to hit deeper. She nearly screams.

“There! Right there!”

I keep the angle, hammering against whatever spot is making her wild beneath me. Her pussy clenches around me, growing impossibly tighter.

“You gonna come on my cock, Isabella?” I pant against her ear. “Gonna come for me like a dirty MILF whore?”

“Keep talking,” she urges, eyes squeezed shut in concentration. “Tell me how good I feel.”

I release her wrists to grab her ass, lifting her to meet my thrusts. “You’re so fucking tight. So wet for me. Been wanting this pussy since I first saw you at my freshman orientation.”

Her hands fly to my shoulders, nails leaving crescents in my skin. “Yes,” she hisses.

“Better than I imagined,” I continue, words tumbling out between labored breaths. “Gonna ruin me for other women. Gonna fuck you so good you’ll be begging for more.”

Her muscles start to flutter around me. She’s close. I can feel it.

“You’re gonna make me come,” I warn her, fighting to hold back. “Your pussy’s so fucking perfect.”

“Do it,” she urges, arching up. “Make me come first, Tyler. Show me what that young cock can do.”

I reach between us, find her clit with my thumb. Circle it once, twice, press down as I thrust particularly deep. And she shatters.

Her body goes rigid, then trembles violently. Her pussy clenches rhythmically around my cock, milking me, drawing me deeper. Her moans turn to cries, her nails dig deeper into my skin. It’s the hottest thing I’ve ever seen – this gorgeous MILF coming apart because of me.

“That’s it,” I encourage, still thrusting, still working her through it. “Come all over my cock.”

She does, wetness flooding around me, making the slide even slicker. I keep pounding, chasing my own release now, mesmerized by the way her face contorts with pleasure, the way her tits bounce with each thrust.

Before I can catch my breath, Isabella places her hands on my chest and pushes. “My turn,” she purrs, and I let her flip our positions. In seconds, she’s straddling me, her thighs gripping my hips like she’s afraid I might escape. As if I’d ever want to. Her brown hair falls around her face in sweaty strands, her lips parted and swollen from our kisses. She reaches between us, grabs my cock, and guides it to her entrance. Our eyes lock as she sinks down, taking me inch by inch, and I swear I see stars.

“Fuck,” I hiss through clenched teeth. The angle is different now, deeper somehow. I can feel every ridge, every soft spot inside her as she engulfs me completely.

Isabella’s head falls back, exposing the elegant line of her throat. A sheen of sweat makes her skin glow in the dim light. Her tits are right there in front of me, bouncing slightly with even the smallest movement. Perfect. Full. Real. Not like the perky little things the girls at school have.

“God, you’re big,” she murmurs, circling her hips experimentally. The motion sends jolts of pleasure up my spine. “Filling me up so good.”

I grab her waist, my fingers digging into the soft flesh there. “Move,” I command, suddenly desperate for friction.

She laughs – a throaty, knowing sound that makes my cock throb inside her. “Impatient boy.” But she complies, lifting herself until just the head of my dick remains inside, then sinking back down. Slow. Torturous.

“Jesus,” I groan, my hands sliding to her hips to urge her faster. “Don’t tease.”

“But it’s so fun,” she says, repeating the motion just as slowly. “You should see your face right now.”

I thrust up impatiently, making her gasp. “And you should feel what I’m feeling.”

That seems to break her resolve. She braces her hands on my chest and starts to ride me properly – lifting and dropping, establishing a rhythm that has us both panting. The wet sound of our bodies connecting fills the room, punctuated by our moans.

I can’t take my eyes off her. Isabella Kennedy – mother of my teammate, fantasy of the entire football team – bouncing on my cock like she was made for it. Her tits sway hypnotically with each movement. Her stomach tightens, showing off surprisingly defined muscles. Her thighs flex as they work to maintain the pace.

“Touch me,” she demands, taking one of my hands and guiding it to her breast.

I squeeze eagerly, pinching her nipple between my thumb and forefinger. She rewards me with a moan, her pace quickening. My other hand finds her ass, gripping one firm cheek, feeling it flex as she rides me.

“That’s it,” I encourage her. “Take what you want.”

She leans forward slightly, changing the angle. “Oh!” she cries out. “Right there!”

I can feel her walls flutter around me. She’s getting close again already. I thrust up to meet her downward movements, creating a slapping sound as our skin connects.

“You like that?” I ask, voice rough with exertion. “Like riding this big cock?”

“God, yes,” she pants, her rhythm becoming more frantic. “So good. So fucking good.”

Her words drive me wild. I’ve had dirty talk with girls before, but hearing it from her – this gorgeous MILF who could have any man she wanted – makes my ego swell along with my dick.

“Your pussy’s so tight,” I tell her, hands roaming her body, unable to settle in one place. “So wet for me.”

“All for you,” she confirms, grinding down particularly hard. “Been thinking about this. About you.”

That catches me off guard. “Yeah?”

Her eyes open, find mine. “Since I saw you at practice last summer. Standing there without your shirt. All sweaty.” She punctuates each fragment with a roll of her hips. “Wanted you then.”

The image she paints – her watching me, wanting me – nearly makes me come on the spot. I grit my teeth, fighting for control.

“Bet all the moms were watching me,” I say, partly to distract myself, partly because I’ve seen the way the mothers look during games.

“They were,” she admits, a wicked smile crossing her face. “But I’m the one who got you, aren’t I?”

Her possessiveness sends a thrill through me. I grab her hips harder, take control of her movements for a moment, bouncing her on my cock at my pace – faster, harder.

“Fuck yes,” she cries out, hands clutching at my shoulders for balance. “Just like that!”

I keep it up, watching her tits bounce violently with each impact. “You gonna come again?” I ask, feeling her tighten around me. “Gonna come on my cock?”

“Yes!” Her nails dig into my skin. “Make me come, Tyler. Make me–”

I reach between us, find her clit with my thumb, and press down. Circle it. Her whole body jerks at the contact.

“Oh god,” she moans, movements becoming erratic. “Don’t stop. Please don’t stop.”

“Never,” I promise, continuing to thrust up into her as she rides me. “Wanna feel you come. Wanna feel that pussy squeeze my cock.”

Her thighs start to tremble against my hips. She’s close. So close. I can feel it in the way her inner muscles flutter, in the desperation of her movements.

“That’s it,” I encourage her. “Come for me, Isabella. Let me see it.”

“Tyler!” My name becomes a cry as she slams down one final time and grinds against me, her whole body shuddering. Her pussy clenches rhythmically around my cock, squeezing me, milking me. Her face contorts in pleasure, mouth open in a silent scream, eyes squeezed shut.

It’s the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.

I keep thrusting up into her, prolonging her orgasm, watching as waves of pleasure roll through her body. Her tits heave with each ragged breath. A flush spreads from her chest up her neck to her cheeks.

As she starts to come down, her movements slowing, I realize I’m still rock hard inside her. Still nowhere near finished.

“Oh my god,” she pants, collapsing forward slightly, her hair creating a curtain around our faces. “That was... intense.”

I grin up at her, cocky now. “We’re just getting started.”

She laughs breathlessly. “You teenagers and your stamina.” But her eyes are bright with excitement.

I roll my hips, reminding her that I’m still very much ready. “You complaining?”

“God, no.” She circles her hips in response, making me groan. “Just catching my breath.”

I give her a moment, using the time to explore her body with my hands. I trace the curve of her waist, the swell of her breasts, the soft skin of her stomach. There are faint silver lines there – stretch marks from carrying Jacob, I realize. Somehow, they only make her sexier. Evidence of her maturity, her experience.

“You’re gorgeous,” I tell her, and mean it.

Something flickers across her face – surprise, maybe. As if she’s not used to genuine compliments during sex. “And you’re sweet,” she says, leaning down to kiss me softly.

The tenderness catches me off guard. This was supposed to be just fucking – hard, fast, dirty. But there’s something in the way she looks at me now, in the gentle press of her lips, that makes my chest tight.

The moment passes quickly. She sits back up, a wicked gleam returning to her eyes. “Ready for more?”

“Always,” I growl, gripping her hips again.

She starts to move, slower this time, more deliberate. Rolling her hips rather than bouncing. It’s less frantic but somehow more intense. I can feel every inch of her, every subtle clench of her muscles.

“You feel so good,” she murmurs, hands splayed on my chest for balance. “So big. So hard for me.”

“All for you,” I echo her earlier words. “Gonna make you come again.”

“Promises, promises,” she teases, but her breath hitches when I thrust up particularly deep.

I plant my feet on the mattress for leverage and start meeting her movements with more force. The bed creaks beneath us, protesting the vigor of our fucking.

“Yes,” she hisses, pace quickening again. “Like that.”

Her movements become more rhythmic, more purposeful. She’s using my body for her pleasure now, taking what she wants, and I’m more than happy to let her. Her thighs flex with each rise and fall. Her tits bounce in a hypnotic rhythm. Her hands press harder into my chest, nails leaving half-moon indentations.

“Look at you,” I say, voice rough with desire. “Riding my cock like you were made for it. So fucking hot.”

She preens under the praise, arching her back to give me a better view of where we’re joined. “You like watching me take your big cock?”

“Fuck yes.” My hands roam her body, unable to stay still, wanting to touch every inch of her. “Could watch you all day.”

She laughs, breathless and a little wild. “Your stamina’s impressive, but I don’t think either of us will last all day.”

As if to prove her point, she clenches deliberately around me, making me gasp. “Shit, do that again.”

She does, a smug smile playing on her lips as I groan. “Like that?”

“You know exactly what you’re doing,” I accuse, but there’s no heat in it. Just admiration.

“Years of practice,” she admits, continuing her movements. “Benefits of maturity.”

The reminder of our age difference, of her experience, sends an unexpected thrill through me. I’ve had my share of hookups – perks of being the star quarterback – but none of the girls knew what they were doing like Isabella does.

Without warning, I grip Isabella’s waist and flip us over in one swift motion. Her surprised gasp turns into a moan as I position her beneath me, my chest against her back, her ass pressing against my hips. Something primal takes over. I’m done letting her set the pace. It’s my turn to show her what this star quarterback can do. I grab her hips, pulling them up higher, and slide back into her with a force that makes the headboard slam against the wall.

“Fuck!” she cries out, her fingers clutching at the sheets. “Tyler!”

I pull back and slam in again, feeling her pussy stretch around me. From this angle, I can go deeper, harder. I can see where my cock disappears into her, can watch her ass jiggle with each impact. It’s fucking mesmerizing.

“This what you wanted?” I growl, establishing a rhythm now – firm, measured thrusts that have her gasping with each one. “This hard enough for you?”

“Yes,” she moans, pushing back against me. “God, yes.”

I tangle one hand in her hair, pulling just enough to arch her back further. With my other hand, I grip her hip hard enough to leave marks. The thought of her carrying evidence of me on her body sends a surge of satisfaction through me.

“Gonna fuck you so good you’ll feel me for days,” I tell her, punctuating the promise with a particularly deep thrust.

She whimpers, a high, needy sound I’ve never heard from her before. It feeds something hungry in me. Makes me want to hear it again and again.

The bed frame creaks beneath us, a steady protest against the force of our movements. The headboard knocks rhythmically against the wall – bang, bang, bang – creating a soundtrack to our fucking. I wonder briefly if the neighbors can hear, then decide I don’t care. Let them hear. Let them know what’s happening.

“Harder,” Isabella demands, voice muffled against the pillow. “Fuck me harder.”

I comply, increasing both speed and force. The slapping sound of skin against skin grows louder, wetter. I can feel sweat trickling down my back, gathering at my temples. See it glistening on her skin, making her shine in the dim light.

“Like this, bitch?” I ask, though I know the answer from the way she’s moaning, the way her body trembles with each impact.

“Yes!” Her voice breaks on the word. “Just like that. Don’t stop!”

I have no intention of stopping. I feel invincible, powerful in a way that even winning championships doesn’t match. I’m making this gorgeous woman fall apart beneath me. Me – Tyler Brady, eighteen years old, fucking the hottest MILF in town into incoherence.

The thought spurs me on. I shift my angle slightly, aiming for that spot inside her that made her scream before. When her whole body jerks and she lets out a choked cry, I know I’ve found it.

“There?” I confirm, hitting it again.

“Yes!” Her hands fist in the sheets. “Right there. Oh god, right there.”

I maintain the angle, pounding into her with relentless precision. Her moans escalate, growing louder, more desperate. Between them, she mumbles encouragements, filthy praise.

“So good,” she gasps. “So fucking big. Filling me up. Can’t – can’t believe how good you feel.”

Her words feed my ego, drive me to fuck her even harder. The bed rocks beneath us, the frame protesting with increasingly loud creaks. I dimly register that the headboard is leaving marks on the wall, but I’m beyond caring.

“You feel amazing,” I tell her, watching my cock disappear into her again and again. “So tight. So wet for me.”

She pushes back against each thrust, meeting me halfway. “All for you,” she pants. “Been so wet thinking about you.”

The admission makes my cock throb inside her. I lean forward, pressing my chest against her back, my lips near her ear. “Tell me,” I command, rolling my hips in a way that makes her gasp. “Tell me what you thought about.”

She turns her head, her cheek pressed against the pillow, eyes half-lidded with pleasure. “Watched you at games,” she admits between moans. “The way you move. Your body in that uniform. Imagined what you’d be like in bed.”

“And?” I prompt, slowing my pace, making each thrust deliberate, deep.

“Better,” she gasps. “So much better than I imagined.”

I reward her honesty with a series of hard, fast thrusts that have her crying out. “That’s right,” I growl, feeling powerful, invincible. “Better than your husband ever gave you, isn’t it?”

Something flashes in her eyes – surprise, maybe, at my boldness. But then she’s nodding frantically. “Yes,” she admits. “So much better. So much – fuck, Tyler!”

I’ve hit that spot again, the one that makes her dissolve into incoherence. I focus on it, angling each thrust to strike it directly. Her moans turn to cries, then to something close to screams.

“That’s it,” I encourage, feeling her tighten around me. “Come for me again. Want to feel that pussy squeeze my cock when you come.”

Her body is trembling beneath me, covered in a fine sheen of sweat that makes her skin slippery against mine. I can see the muscles in her back tensing, the way her shoulder blades draw together as she arches.

“I’m close,” she warns, voice high and tight. “So close. Don’t stop.”

I have no intention of stopping. I’m chasing her orgasm as much as my own now, determined to feel her come apart around me one more time. I reach beneath her, find her clit with my fingers, and circle it in time with my thrusts.

The effect is immediate. She bucks against me, a strangled cry tearing from her throat. “Tyler!”

Her walls clamp down on my cock, pulsing rhythmically. The sensation is incredible – hot, tight pressure that nearly pushes me over the edge. I grit my teeth, fighting to hold back. Not yet. Not until I’ve wrung every last ounce of pleasure from her body.

“That’s it,” I praise, continuing to thrust through her orgasm. “So good for me. So fucking perfect.”

She’s incoherent now, just gasping and moaning as her body shudders through the aftershocks. I slow my pace, giving her a moment to recover, but I don’t stop completely.

When her breathing starts to even out, I pull out entirely. Before she can protest, I flip her onto her back. I want to see her face for this next part.

“Tyler?” she questions, dazed and flushed.

I answer by spreading her legs and thrusting back into her in one smooth motion. Her back arches off the bed, a startled gasp escaping her lips.

“Want to see you,” I explain, settling into a new rhythm. “Want to watch your face when I come inside you.”

Her eyes widen at that. “You’re going to–”

“Come inside you,” I confirm, pushing deeper. “Fill you up with my cum. That what you want?”

She nods frantically, legs wrapping around my waist. “Yes,” she breathes. “Want to feel it. Want you to come inside me.”

The words push me closer to the edge. I increase my pace, feeling the familiar tightening at the base of my spine, the heat building in my balls.

“Gonna come soon,” I warn her, movements becoming less controlled, more desperate. “You feel too good.”

She reaches up, pulls my face down to hers for a kiss that’s all teeth and tongue and desperation. When she breaks it, her eyes lock with mine. “Do it,” she urges. “Come for me, Tyler. Let me feel it.”

I pound into her, the rhythm breaking down as I chase my release. The pressure builds, muscles tensing, breath coming in sharp gasps. I’m right there, teetering on the edge, needing just a little more–

“Tyler,” she whispers, and somehow, the softness of it is what pushes me over.

My orgasm crashes through me like a wave, intense enough to make my vision blur. I drive into her one final time, as deep as I can go, and empty myself inside her with a guttural groan. Pulse after pulse of hot cum shoots into her, filling her, marking her as mine in the most primal way.

“Fuck,” I gasp, hips jerking with aftershocks. “Isabella.”

She holds me through it, legs locked around my waist, hands stroking my back, my hair. Her pussy continues to contract around me, milking every last drop from my cock.

As the intensity fades, I collapse on top of her, careful to brace most of my weight on my forearms. We’re both breathing hard, slick with sweat, hearts pounding against each other’s chests.

“Holy shit,” I manage after a moment, voice rough.

She laughs softly, the sound vibrating through both our bodies. “Holy shit indeed.”

I should move, I know I should. I must be crushing her. But I’m not ready to lose the connection, to pull out of her warmth. Instead, I brush damp strands of hair from her face, studying her features in the aftermath of what we’ve just done.

She looks younger somehow, in the glow of multiple orgasms. Softer. Her brown eyes are warm, satisfied. Her lips, swollen from our kisses, curve into a smile as she catches me watching her.

“What?” she asks, a hint of self-consciousness in her voice.

“You’re so fucking sexy,” I tell her, because it’s true and because I suddenly feel the need for her to know that this wasn’t just about her body, her experience, the forbidden thrill of fucking my teammate’s mom.

Something flickers in her eyes – surprise, maybe, or pleasure at the compliment. Her hand comes up to cup my cheek, thumb brushing across my lower lip.

“And you,” she says, “are dangerously charming for an eighteen-year-old.”

I grin, some of the intensity of the moment breaking. “Part of my quarterback appeal.”

She laughs again, fuller this time. “I can see why half the girls at school are obsessed with you.”

“Only half?” I feign offense. “Clearly I need to work on my game.”

“Trust me,” she says, shifting slightly beneath me, making me aware that I’m still inside her, softening but not completely. “Your game is just fine.”

I feel a stirring of renewed interest at the movement, at her words. My body might actually be ready for another round soon, despite the intensity of what we’ve just done. The benefits of being eighteen, I guess.

But for now, I carefully withdraw from her, both of us wincing slightly at the sensation. I roll to the side, pulling her with me so that we’re facing each other on the rumpled sheets.

Her hand traces patterns on my chest, fingertips light against my skin. I can feel my cum leaking from her onto the bed between us, and the sight of it sends a possessive thrill through me.

“That was...” I trail off, realizing I don’t have the words for what just happened.

“Incredible,” she supplies, a satisfied smile playing on her lips.

“Yeah,” I agree, pulling her closer. “Incredible.”

We lie there, catching our breath, letting our heart rates return to normal. The sweat cools on our skin, making me grateful for the warmth of her body against mine. Outside, the late afternoon sun filters through the blinds, casting striped shadows across the bed.

For a moment, everything is perfect. Just the two of us, wrapped in the afterglow of mind-blowing sex, nothing else existing beyond the boundaries of this bed.

And then we hear the front door open downstairs.

“Mom? You home?”

Jacob.

Our eyes meet, wide with sudden panic. The real world has just come crashing back in.

My body tenses instantly, every muscle going rigid. Isabella’s eyes widen, her hand freezing on my chest mid-caress. For a split second, we just stare at each other, the reality of the situation crashing down on us like a ton of bricks. I just fucked my teammate’s mother six ways to Sunday, and now he’s home.

“Shit,” I whisper, already mentally calculating how fast I can get dressed and whether there’s another way out of the master bedroom besides the main door.

Isabella puts a finger to her lips, listening intently. We hear Jacob’s footsteps in the entryway, the sound of keys being tossed onto a surface, the rustle of a jacket being removed.

“Mom?” he calls again, louder this time.

Isabella’s eyes dart around the room, taking in our clothes scattered across the floor, the unmistakable disarray of the bed, the musky scent of sex that permeates the air. There’s no hiding what we’ve been doing – not if Jacob comes upstairs.

I hear footsteps on the stairs now, heavy and familiar. I’ve heard Jacob’s footfalls enough times in the locker room to recognize them.

“We need to–” Isabella starts, already pushing away from me, reaching for the sheet to cover herself.

But something unexpected happens in me. Maybe it’s the post-orgasmic confidence, or some deeply buried exhibitionist streak, or just the pure teenage recklessness that coaches are always warning us about. Whatever it is, I make a split-second decision that surprises even me.

“I’m up here with your mom, Jacob!” I call out, my voice steady and casual as if this is a completely normal situation.

Isabella freezes beside me, her expression cycling rapidly through shock, horror, and then – unexpectedly – a flicker of excitement.

“Tyler?” Jacob’ voice is confused, coming from halfway up the stairs now. “What are you doing here, man?”

Isabella mouths ‘What the fuck?’ at me, but I just give her a cocky grin and pull the sheet up to cover us both to the waist. Our top halves are still naked, but at least the most damning evidence is concealed.

“I’m in your mom’s room,” I reply, as if that answers the question.

The footsteps stop, then resume more slowly. “My mom’s room? Why?”

I glance at Isabella, raising an eyebrow in silent question. She stares back, clearly torn between panic and something else – something darker, more thrilling. After a moment, she gives an almost imperceptible nod.

“Just helping her with something,” I call out, watching Isabella’s expression carefully. Her lips curl into a smile that can only be described as wicked.

“What kind of something?” Jacob asks, now in the hallway outside the master bedroom. The door is closed, thank god, but only that thin barrier separates us from discovery.

I look down at Isabella’s naked body, at the marks I’ve left on her skin, at the way her hair is a tangled mess from my hands. My cock, which had softened after our last round, stirs again at the sight.

“Your mom said she needed help with some special stretches,” I say, loud enough for Jacob to hear through the door. “Coach recommended them for tight muscles.”

Isabella’s eyes widen at my bold lie, but there’s amusement there too, and something else – arousal. The danger of the situation, the taboo of it, seems to excite her as much as it does me.

“Stretches?” Jacob sounds skeptical. “Since when do you help people stretch?”

Isabella’s hand slides beneath the sheet, finding my cock. I have to bite my lip to keep from gasping as she wraps her fingers around me, giving a slow, deliberate stroke.

“Since your mom asked,” I manage to reply, my voice mostly steady despite what’s happening under the covers. “You know I’m taking that sports medicine elective. Got to practice somewhere.”

Isabella’s hand continues its torturous movement, her eyes locked on mine, challenging me to maintain my composure. Each stroke sends electricity up my spine, makes it harder to focus on the conversation.

“Huh,” Jacob says from the other side of the door. “Well, can I come in? I need to ask Mom something.”

Isabella’s hand freezes. We both stare at the door in horror. Then she calls out, her voice remarkably composed for someone who’s currently gripping my half-hard cock.

“Not right now, honey. I’m not decent. Tyler’s just helping me with my shoulder – it’s been giving me trouble.” Her hand resumes its movement beneath the sheet, contradicting her innocent words.

“Your shoulder?” Jacob sounds confused. “I thought it was stretches.”

I clear my throat. “Yeah, shoulder stretches. They’re, uh, pretty specific. Have to get the position just right.”

Isabella bites her lip, holding back a laugh. Her strokes become more purposeful, squeezing on the upstroke in a way that makes my breath catch.

“Well, how long will you be?” Jacob asks, impatience creeping into his tone. “We need to finish the video game.”

Isabella’s thumb circles the head of my cock, spreading the pre-cum that’s already gathering there. “Give us about twenty minutes, sweetheart,” she calls, giving me a look that promises those twenty minutes won’t be spent getting dressed.

“Twenty minutes for stretches?” Jacob sounds dubious.

“Gotta be thorough,” I call out, my voice only slightly strained as Isabella increases her pace. “Don’t want your mom getting injured.”

There’s a pause, then a resigned sigh from the hallway. “Whatever. I’ll be downstairs.”

We listen to his footsteps retreating, waiting until we hear him thump back down the stairs before exhaling in shared relief.

“Are you insane?” Isabella whispers, but she’s still stroking me, her actions contradicting her words.

“Probably,” I admit, my hips moving subtly to meet her hand. “But it worked, didn’t it?”

She shakes her head, but she’s smiling. “You’re dangerous, Tyler Brady.”

“You like dangerous,” I counter, reaching for her, pulling her closer despite the risk.

She doesn’t deny it. Instead, she leans in, her lips brushing my ear as she whispers, “We have twenty minutes. What should we do with them?”

My cock hardens fully in her grip. “I can think of a few things.”

She glances toward the door, then back at me, her eyes dark with renewed desire. “We’ll have to be quiet.”

“Can you be quiet?” I challenge, remembering how vocal she was during our previous rounds.

Her smile is all sin. “Guess you’ll find out.”

I flip her onto her back, my body covering hers, the sheet tangling around our waists. The danger of Jacob downstairs, potentially coming back up at any moment, adds a sharp edge to my arousal.

“Twenty minutes,” I murmur against her lips. “Better make them count.”

Her legs part for me, inviting. “Better make me come in fifteen, so we have time to get dressed.”

I slide into her in one smooth thrust, swallowing her gasp with a kiss. She’s still wet from before, from my cum inside her, and the thought makes me groan.

“Shhh,” she warns, though she’s the one who moans when I start to move.

Downstairs, we can hear Jacob moving around, the television turning on, the distant sounds of normalcy. Up here, in this room, nothing is normal. Everything is heightened, intensified by the risk we’re taking.

I establish a rhythm, deep and steady, watching Isabella’s face as she struggles to keep quiet. Her nails dig into my shoulders, leaving crescent marks that I’ll wear proudly later.

“This is crazy,” she whispers, but her body arches to meet mine, her inner muscles clenching around me.

“This is perfect,” I correct her, driving deeper, claiming her once more while her son – my teammate – waits unaware just one floor below.

And as I lose myself in her again, I know with absolute certainty that I’ll be taking her up on her invitation. I’ll definitely be coming more often – in every sense of the word.
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