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Chapter 1

My hands slide down Carmen's back as our tongues battle for dominance, her sweet cherry lip gloss driving me wild. The softness of her skin under my fingertips sends electricity through my body, straight to my growing cock. She moans into my mouth as I squeeze her perfect, round ass, pulling her closer until I can feel the heat from her core pressing against my thigh. Fuck, I want her so bad it hurts.

"Tyler," she gasps, breaking our kiss just long enough to catch her breath. Her dark eyes are glazed with lust, those long lashes fluttering as she looks up at me.

I smirk, knowing the effect I have on her. It's the same effect I have on most girls at Roosevelt High — being the star quarterback has its perks. But Carmen isn't just any girl. As head cheerleader, she's the ultimate prize, the girl every guy wants to fuck and every girl wants to be. And right now, she's all mine, sprawled beneath me on her pink bedspread, her caramel skin flushed with desire.

"You like that?" I whisper, squeezing her ass harder, feeling the firm muscle under my palm. My other hand slides up to cup her breast, my thumb brushing over her hardened nipple through the thin fabric of her uniform top.

"Mmm, fuck yes," she purrs, arching her back to push her tit further into my hand. "God, you know exactly how to touch me."

I do. I've been with enough girls to know what they want, how they like it. My reputation isn't just about throwing perfect spirals — it's about how I use my hands, my mouth, my cock. And Carmen Lopez has been begging for it for weeks now, teasing me during practice with those high kicks that show off her tight little ass in that cheerleader skirt.

Her skin is like silk under my rough fingers, that perfect Latina complexion that makes my mouth water. Her long black hair is pulled back in a high ponytail with a red ribbon that matches our school colors. Her full lips are slightly parted, wet from our kisses, and her dark, almond-shaped eyes hold a promise of sin that makes my cock throb in my jeans. She's eighteen, and so am I. And we're both horny as fuck.

"Been thinking about this all day," I tell her, my voice rough with need as I slide my hand from her ass to her thigh, pushing up under her cheerleader skirt. "Watching you at practice, bending over in this little skirt. Drove me fucking crazy."

Carmen's laugh is breathless as she rolls her hips against me. "That was the point, quarterback. Why do you think I kept dropping my pom-poms?"

My fingers find the edge of her panties, teasing along the elastic. She's already wet, the fabric damp against my fingertips. "Fucking tease," I growl, before capturing her mouth again.

She whimpers against my lips, her hands tugging at my letterman jacket. "Take this off," she demands. "Want to feel you."

I sit up, straddling her thighs as I shrug off my jacket and toss it onto her desk chair. Her eyes rake over my chest, visible through my tight t-shirt, and I know she's thinking about the hours I spend in the weight room. I grab the hem and pull it over my head in one smooth motion, revealing the abs I've worked so hard for.

"Fuck, Tyler," she breathes, running her hands over my chest, her nails lightly scratching down to my stomach. "You're so fucking hot."

"Your turn," I say, my voice husky with need.

Carmen sits up, her eyes locked on mine as she slowly — too fucking slowly — unzips her uniform top. The red and white fabric parts to reveal a black lace bra that barely contains her perfect tits. My mouth goes dry at the sight of her cleavage, the contrast of the dark lace against her skin.

"Like what you see?" she teases, shrugging the top off her shoulders.

"Fuck yes," I growl, leaning down to press my mouth against the swell of her breast, just above the lace. She tastes like coconut lotion and salt, and I can't get enough. My hands find her breasts, squeezing them roughly as I trail kisses up to her neck.

"God, your tits are perfect," I mutter against her skin, feeling her nipples harden against my palms through the lace. "Been dreaming about these since freshman year."

She laughs, the sound turning into a moan as I bite gently at her neck. "Better than you imagined?"

"So much better," I admit, reaching behind her to unhook her bra with practiced ease. The straps slide down her arms, and then those perfect tits are free, her dark nipples hard and begging for my mouth.

I waste no time, capturing one in my mouth, swirling my tongue around the sensitive peak as my hand works the other. Carmen's head falls back, her ponytail brushing against my hand as she arches into my touch.

"Fuck, Tyler, yes," she hisses, her fingers threading through my hair, holding me against her chest. "Suck harder."

I obey, drawing her nipple deeper into my mouth, using just enough teeth to make her gasp. My free hand slides back down to her ass, squeezing and kneading the firm flesh before slipping under her skirt again.

"Want these off," I demand, tugging at her panties. "Want to see all of you."

Carmen nods eagerly, lifting her hips as I slide the black lace down her smooth legs. She kicks them off, then reaches for the waistband of her skirt.

"No," I stop her, my voice rough with lust. "Leave the skirt on. And the ribbon."

Her eyes darken with desire, and she bites her lower lip in that way that drives me wild. "You're so fucking dirty, Brady."

"You have no idea," I promise, pushing her back onto the bed and hovering over her. My hand slides up her inner thigh, pushing her skirt up to reveal her smooth, bare pussy. "Fuck, you're soaked."

I run my finger through her wet folds, watching her face as she gasps and writhes beneath me. Her skirt is bunched around her waist now, the pleated red and white fabric a stark contrast to her caramel skin. The ribbon in her hair catches the light as she tosses her head, her ponytail splayed across the pillow.

"Please, Tyler," she begs, her voice breathy and desperate. "Don't tease me."

I smirk, leaning down to capture her mouth again, my finger circling her entrance. "But you taste so good when you're begging for it."

Carmen whimpers, her nails digging into my back as I slide one finger inside her tight heat. "Fuck, you're so wet for me," I murmur against her lips. "So fucking tight."

"Only for you," she gasps, her hips bucking against my hand. "God, Tyler, I need more."

I add a second finger, pumping them in and out of her dripping pussy as my thumb finds her clit. She cries out, her walls clenching around my fingers.

"That's it, baby," I encourage, watching her face contort with pleasure. "Show me how much you want my cock."

Her only response is a strangled moan as I curl my fingers inside her, finding that spot that makes her see stars. She's writhing beneath me now, her skin flushed, her tits bouncing with each thrust of my hand.

"Please," she begs, her voice cracking. "Please, Tyler, I need your cock inside me."

That's all I need to hear.

I unzip my jeans and pull out my throbbing cock, watching as Carmen's eyes widen at the sight. She licks her lips, a hungry look crossing her face as I position myself behind her on the bed. She's already on her elbows and knees, her perfect ass raised in the air, begging to be fucked. The pleats of her cheerleader skirt barely cover anything, giving me glimpses of what's waiting for me underneath.

"Fuck, you're huge," she whispers, glancing back at me over her shoulder.

I stroke myself a few times, my cock swelling even larger in my hand. "You think you can handle it?"

Carmen smirks, reaching back to flip up her skirt, exposing her black panties. "I've been dreaming about this cock since I saw you in the locker room freshman year."

She hooks her fingers into the waistband of her panties and slowly slides them down her thighs, keeping her skirt on. My heart pounds in my chest as she kicks the lace underwear aside, leaving her in just that tiny cheerleader skirt and the red ribbon in her hair.

"Spread your legs wider," I command, my voice rough with need.

She obeys immediately, shifting her knees apart on the bed. The position makes her skirt ride up, fully exposing her wet pussy to my hungry gaze. I run my hand over the smooth curve of her ass, giving it a sharp slap that makes her gasp.

"You like that?" I ask, rubbing the reddening skin.

"Yes," she moans, pushing back against my hand. "Please, Tyler, I need you inside me now."

I grip my cock and guide it to her entrance, teasing her slick folds with the head. She's dripping wet, her pussy glistening with need. With one hard thrust, I bury myself to the hilt inside her, making her cry out.

"Fuck!" Carmen gasps, her fingers clutching at the bedsheets. "Oh my god, yes!"

The tight heat of her pussy squeezes around my cock, making my eyes roll back in my head. She feels fucking incredible — hot, wet, and gripping me like a vise. I grab her hips, digging my fingers into her soft flesh as I pull back and slam into her again.

"This what you wanted, huh?" I grunt, setting a punishing rhythm. "The star quarterback's cock stretching your tight little pussy?"

"Yes!" she cries, pushing back to meet each of my thrusts. "Harder, Tyler!"

I oblige, pounding into her with all the force I can muster. The bed creaks beneath us, and the sound of skin slapping against skin fills the room. My balls slap against her with each thrust, adding to the obscene symphony of our fucking.

"You're just a little slut, aren't you?" I growl, watching my cock disappear inside her over and over. "Getting fucked in your cheerleader skirt. Bet you think about this during games, don't you? Watching me on the field and dreaming about taking my cock."

"Yes," she moans, her voice muffled by the pillow she's pressed her face into. "I get so wet watching you play."

I grab her ponytail, wrapping it around my fist and yanking her head back. The sudden pull makes her gasp, her back arching beautifully as she's forced to look up at the ceiling. The red ribbon catches the light as her hair pulls taut in my grip.

"Don't hide those pretty little sounds," I demand, continuing to slam into her from behind. "Want to hear how much you love my cock."

Carmen cries out, the new angle allowing me to hit deeper inside her. Her walls clench around me, signaling she's getting close to the edge. I keep one hand firmly on her hip, my fingers digging into her flesh hard enough to leave bruises.

"Fuck, Tyler! Yes, right there!" she screams, her voice high and desperate.

I lean forward, keeping my rhythm steady as I wrap my other hand around her throat. The pressure isn't enough to cut off her air, just enough to remind her who's in control. Her pulse races beneath my palm, her skin hot and slick with sweat.

"This is my pussy now," I growl in her ear, feeling her shudder beneath me. "Say it."

"It's yours," she gasps, struggling to get the words out as I tighten my grip slightly. "My pussy belongs to you, Tyler."

I release her throat, sliding my fingers into her open mouth instead. She sucks them eagerly, her tongue swirling around them as if she's imagining it's my cock. I hook my fingers against her cheek, pulling her mouth open wider in a fish hook. The dirty, degrading act makes my cock throb even harder inside her.

"Look at you," I taunt, watching saliva drip from her stretched mouth. "Star cheerleader turned into my personal fucktoy."

Her only response is a garbled moan around my fingers, her eyes rolling back in pleasure. I can feel her pussy getting wetter, gripping me tighter with each thrust. The sight of her — ponytail in my fist, cheek stretched by my fingers, ass bouncing against my hips — drives me wild with lust.

"You gonna come on my cock?" I demand, driving into her harder. "Come on, show me how bad you wanted this."

I release her mouth to reach under her, my fingers finding her clit. The moment I touch the swollen bud, she jerks violently, a scream tearing from her throat. I rub quick circles around her clit, still pounding into her from behind.

"Oh god, Tyler! I'm coming!" Carmen wails, her entire body tensing beneath me.

Her pussy clamps down on my cock like a vise, pulsing and squeezing as she rides the waves of her orgasm. The sensation is almost enough to push me over the edge, but I grit my teeth, determined to last longer.

"That's it," I encourage, still thrusting through her climax. "Take it. Take all of my cock."

She collapses forward, trembling, but I keep her hips raised, continuing to fuck her through the aftershocks. Her moans have turned to whimpers, the overstimulation making her twitch and shake.

"Please," she begs, though I can hear the pleasure still lacing her voice. "It's too much."

"Not done with you yet," I growl, feeling my own orgasm building at the base of my spine. My balls tighten, and I know I'm close. "Want to come all over that pretty face."

With a few final, brutal thrusts, I pull out and flip her onto her back. Carmen looks up at me through half-lidded eyes, her chest heaving, lips parted. I stroke my cock rapidly, the sight of her disheveled and thoroughly fucked pushing me to the edge.

"Open your mouth," I command, and she obeys immediately, sticking out her tongue.

With a guttural groan, I explode, thick ropes of cum shooting across her face. Some lands on her cheeks, some on her parted lips, and some across her tongue. The sight of my cum decorating her beautiful face sends another pulse of pleasure through me, milking the last drops from my cock.

"Fuck," I pant, watching as she licks her lips, tasting me. "That's a good girl."

Carmen smiles up at me, her face a mess, her cheerleader skirt bunched around her waist, and the red ribbon now askew in her tousled ponytail. She's never looked hotter.

My chest heaves as I catch my breath, looking down at Carmen's cum-streaked face. Her eyes are glazed with satisfaction, her lipstick smeared across her cheeks. Fuck, she looks hot like this — thoroughly used and marked as mine. I run my thumb across her bottom lip, collecting a drop of cum that threatens to fall, and she instinctively opens her mouth to suck my thumb clean.

"Damn, you're good at this," I murmur, feeling my cock twitch despite having just blown my load. Carmen's always been a tease at school, but I had no idea she'd be this fucking dirty in bed.

She smiles up at me, licking her lips. "You taste good."

My cock is still semi-hard, glistening with a mixture of her juices and my cum. I grab the base, pointing it toward her mouth. "Clean me up properly."

Carmen doesn't hesitate. She rises onto her elbows, her eyes locked on mine as she takes my cock between her lips. The wet heat of her mouth sends a jolt through my spine, making me hiss through clenched teeth. Her tongue swirls around the head, lapping up every last drop of our combined fluids.

"Fuck," I groan, threading my fingers through her disheveled ponytail. The red ribbon is barely hanging on, giving her that perfect look of the good girl gone bad. "That's it. Get it all."

As Carmen works her mouth over my cock, a movement at the door catches my eye. I glance up, expecting to see her dad checking on the noise — but what I see instead makes my blood rush south again.

Standing in the partially open doorway is Carmen's mom, Angie. And holy shit, she's not here to tell us to keep it down.

She's wearing nothing but a black lace bra and matching panties, her hand cupped over one full breast. Even from here, I can see her nipple poking against the thin fabric as she pinches it between her fingers. Her other hand is pressed against her panties, rubbing slow circles over her clothed pussy.

The sight of Angie Lopez watching her daughter suck my cock should be disturbing, but instead, it's the hottest fucking thing I've ever seen. At forty, she looks like she could be Carmen's slightly older sister rather than her mother. Her body is tight and toned, with curves in all the right places. Her breasts are fuller than Carmen's, straining against the lacy bra that barely contains them.

Carmen is still oblivious, her eyes closed as she continues to clean my cock with her tongue. I keep one hand on her head, guiding her movements, while my eyes remain locked on her mother.

Angie's long black hair falls in waves around her shoulders, framing a face that belongs on the cover of a magazine. Her plump lips are parted slightly, her breathing visibly heavy as she watches us. The smooth caramel skin of her cleavage glistens with a light sheen of sweat, and I find myself wondering if it tastes as sweet as it looks.

She's the ultimate MILF fantasy — the kind of woman who populates the dirty thoughts of every teenage boy who's ever met her. Including me. I've jerked off thinking about Mrs. Lopez more times than I can count, imagining what it would be like to have those long legs wrapped around my waist, those experienced hands guiding me to places young girls like Carmen don't even know exist.

And now she's watching me, touching herself, her eyes dark with lust as they focus on my cock disappearing into her daughter's mouth. The taboo nature of it all makes me harden again, growing to full mast between Carmen's lips.

"Shit, that feels good," I moan, loud enough for Angie to hear. Carmen takes it as encouragement, sucking harder, but my words are meant for her mother's ears.

Angie's hand moves faster between her legs, the lace of her panties now visibly damp from her arousal. Her eyes meet mine over Carmen's shoulder, and there's no shame there — only raw, primal hunger. She bites her lower lip, her gaze dropping to where her daughter's mouth works over my shaft, then back up to my face.

I can't help myself. I wink at her, a cocky smile playing on my lips. It's a challenge, an acknowledgment, a promise. I see you. I want you. And judging by the way you're touching yourself, you want me too.

The corner of Angie's mouth quirks up in a seductive smile. Her hand leaves her breast, fingers pressing against her lips before she blows me a sultry kiss. The gesture is so overtly sexual, so deliberately provocative, that my cock throbs in Carmen's mouth.

Before Carmen can notice anything amiss, Angie takes a step back, her eyes never leaving mine as she disappears from the doorway. But the image of her — standing there in her underwear, touching herself while watching me — is burned into my brain.

Carmen finally releases my cock with a wet pop, looking up at me with satisfaction. "All clean," she announces proudly.

I stroke her hair, my mind still fixed on the doorway where her mother stood moments ago. "You're fucking amazing," I tell her, though my thoughts have already shifted to another Lopez woman — one who just promised me something with her eyes that makes my heart race with anticipation.


Chapter 2

I pull on my clothes, the fabric still warm against my skin. Sydney lies on the bed, a satisfied smile on her cum-stained face. She blows me a kiss as I head for the door, promising with her eyes that we'll do this again soon. My body still hums with pleasure as I make my way downstairs, my mind replaying the hot sex we just had and the unexpected sight of Hillary watching us. The wood stairs creak beneath my feet, announcing my descent to anyone in the house.

As I reach the bottom of the stairs, I run my hand through my tousled black hair, trying to make myself look somewhat presentable. Not that I care what Sydney's dad thinks of me, but I don't want to be too obvious about what just happened upstairs.

The living room comes into view, and there sits Matthew Erhard, a cup of tea in his hands, his eyes focused on some boring documentary playing on the TV. He looks up as I enter, a friendly but clueless smile on his face. If he only knew what I was doing to his daughter just minutes ago, that smile would vanish real quick.

"Tyler, good to see you," Matthew says, setting his cup down on the coffee table. "How was the study session with Sydney?"

I bite back a smirk. Study session. Right. The only anatomy Sydney was studying was mine, and the only oral exam she took involved my cock down her throat. But Matthew doesn't need to know that.

"Really productive, Mr. Erhard," I reply, sliding my hands into my pockets. "Sydney's getting a much better grasp on the material."

A better grasp on my cock is more like it. I can still feel her fingers digging into my thighs as I fucked her face.

"That's good to hear," Matthew nods, completely oblivious. "Sydney mentioned you're quite the tutor. What subject were you working on today?"

I can't help but let a hint of mischief slip into my smile. "Human anatomy, actually. Very hands-on learning experience."

"Ah, biology! Never my strong suit in school," Matthew chuckles, sipping his tea. "I thought I heard some commotion earlier. Sounded like Sydney was quite... enthusiastic about the lesson."

My cock twitches in my pants at the reminder of Sydney's screams as she came on my cock. The way she begged for more, how she moaned when I pulled her hair and choked her. Yeah, "enthusiastic" doesn't begin to cover it.

"Sydney gets pretty passionate when she's really into the subject," I say, my voice dripping with feigned innocence. "We were focusing on the, uh, reproductive system today. Lots of complex terminology to remember."

Matthew nods, completely buying my bullshit explanation. "Well, it's good to see young people so dedicated to their studies. When I was your age, I couldn't be bothered with schoolwork."

If only he knew that his perfect daughter had just been on her hands and knees, her cheerleader skirt flipped up, begging me to fuck her harder. Or that she swallowed my cum like it was her favorite treat. The thought makes me want to laugh out loud, but I manage to keep my expression neutral.

"Yeah, we're really dedicated," I agree, enjoying this little game. "Sydney's especially good at... oral recitation."

A flicker of movement draws my attention to the open doorway behind Matthew. My breath catches in my throat as Hillary appears, still wearing only her black bra and panties. Her body is even more impressive up close — toned legs that seem to go on forever, a flat stomach that defies her age, and those perfect tits straining against the lace of her bra.

Our eyes lock, and a slow, mischievous smile spreads across her face. She knows exactly what effect she's having on me, standing there practically naked while her oblivious husband sits just feet away with his back to her. My cock immediately responds, hardening in my jeans as I take in the sight of her.

Hillary's hand slowly moves to cup one of her breasts, squeezing it gently as she watches me. With her other hand, she traces a finger down her stomach, stopping just at the waistband of her panties. The message is clear: she wants me to see what I could have.

"Tyler? Did you hear me?" Matthew's voice breaks through my trance.

I blink, forcing myself to look away from Hillary. "Sorry, what was that, Mr. Erhard?"

"I asked if you'd be staying for dinner," he repeats, completely unaware of his wife's provocative display behind him.

"Uh, I'm not sure yet," I stammer, my eyes darting back to Hillary.

She's still there, her finger now dipping slightly beneath the waistband of her panties. She winks at me, then slowly licks her lips, making sure I understand exactly what she's offering. I return her wink with a wicked grin of my own, silently accepting her unspoken invitation.

My heart pounds in my chest as I realize what's happening. First the daughter, now the mother? This day is getting better by the minute. Hillary's expression tells me everything I need to know — she wants my cock just as badly as Sydney did, maybe even more. And the fact that her husband is sitting right here, completely clueless, only adds to the thrill.

I can already imagine how Hillary will feel wrapped around my cock, how her experienced mouth will compare to her daughter's. The thought sends a surge of blood straight to my groin, making my jeans uncomfortably tight.

A sudden crash of thunder breaks the tension, making all three of us turn toward the window. Rain begins to pelt against the glass, heavy drops turning into sheets of water in seconds. The storm has come out of nowhere, transforming the clear evening into a dark, wet chaos. Perfect timing. I can't help the smile that tugs at my lips as I realize what this means — I might not be leaving the Erhard house tonight after all.

"Wow, that came out of nowhere," Matthew says, rising from his chair to peer out the window. "It's really coming down."

Hillary takes the opportunity to slip back into the shadows of the hallway, but not before giving me one last lingering look that sends heat rushing through my veins. My cock is still hard from our silent exchange, pressing uncomfortably against my jeans.

"Yeah, it's pretty bad," I agree, moving to stand beside Matthew at the window. Outside, the rain is falling in torrents, turning the street into a small river. Lightning flashes, illuminating the neighborhood for a brief second before plunging it back into stormy darkness.

Matthew turns to me, concern etched on his face. "How were you planning to get home, Tyler? Did you drive here?"

I shake my head, trying to look disappointed but internally celebrating the storm's perfect timing. "No, sir. I walked. My house isn't that far, but in this..." I gesture to the deluge outside.

"You can't walk home in that," Matthew says firmly. "You'll be soaked to the bone in seconds, not to mention the lightning. It's not safe."

I make a show of reluctance, sighing heavily. "I guess I could call my parents for a ride, but they're probably both working late."

The thought of spending the night under the same roof as Hillary has my heart racing. After what I just witnessed, I'm certain she wants me as much as I want her. The forbidden nature of it — she's my girlfriend's mother, for fuck's sake — only makes it more exciting.

"Nonsense," Matthew waves away my suggestion. "You can stay here tonight. The storm should pass by morning."

I hear a soft footstep in the hallway and look up to see Hillary has returned, now wearing a silk robe that clings to her curves, tied loosely at the waist. The neckline plunges low, offering a tantalizing view of her cleavage. She's made the pretense of covering up, but the robe leaves little to the imagination.

"What's going on?" she asks, her voice carrying a hint of practiced innocence that doesn't match the smoldering look in her eyes.

"Tyler's going to stay the night," Matthew explains, oblivious to the electricity crackling between his wife and me. "The storm's too dangerous for him to walk home."

Hillary's lips curve into a smile that might appear motherly to Matthew but reads as purely predatory to me. "Of course he should stay. We can't send him out in that weather." Her eyes flick down to the bulge in my jeans, then back up to my face. "We'll make sure you're... comfortable, Tyler."

The double meaning in her words is clear as day to me, but Matthew nods in agreement, completely missing the subtext. "The couch is quite comfortable. Hillary, can you get some blankets and a pillow for Tyler?"

"Of course, dear," Hillary purrs, turning to head upstairs. The movement causes her robe to shift, giving me a glimpse of the side of her breast. She knows exactly what she's doing, and it's working. My cock throbs painfully as I imagine what might happen once Matthew goes to sleep.

"Thanks, Mr. Erhard," I say, my voice slightly hoarse with desire. "I really appreciate it."

"Not a problem at all," he replies, patting me on the shoulder. "Sydney will be thrilled to have you here in the morning. You two can get some more studying done."

I suppress a laugh at the irony. If all goes according to plan, I'll be "studying" Hillary's anatomy tonight, not Sydney's. The thought of fucking mother and daughter within hours of each other sends a fresh wave of arousal through me.

"That would be great," I say, the lie coming easily.

Another crash of thunder shakes the house, and the lights flicker momentarily. The storm outside mirrors the tempest of desire building inside me. The rain lashes against the windows, driven by howling winds, creating the perfect soundtrack for what I hope will unfold tonight.

"Let's get you settled in," Matthew says, gesturing for me to follow him back to the living room. "Hillary will bring down the bedding soon."

As we walk, I can't help but glance up the stairs, wondering if Hillary is watching us. The thought of her preparing a bed for me — a bed I might not even use if I can sneak up to her room later — makes my skin tingle with anticipation.

The living room feels different now, charged with potential and secret promises. The couch that Matthew points to isn't large, but it's enough for sleeping — or other activities. The knowledge that Hillary might come to me here, in the dark of night while her husband sleeps upstairs, makes my breath catch.

"Make yourself at home," Matthew says, completely unaware that I intend to do exactly that — with his wife.

I sink onto the couch, feeling the soft cushions beneath me. Outside, the storm continues to rage, but it's nothing compared to the tempest of lust building inside me. Every sound from upstairs makes me look up, wondering if it's Hillary, wondering what she's doing, what she's wearing — or not wearing.

The anticipation is almost painful, a delicious torture that has my entire body on edge. I've had plenty of girls at school, even some college girls at parties, but there's something different about Hillary. The forbidden nature of it, the taboo of sleeping with my girlfriend's mother, the thrill of doing it right under her husband's nose — it all combines into an intoxicating cocktail of desire that has me harder than I've ever been.


Chapter 3

I jolt awake in the darkness, disoriented for a moment before remembering where I am — on the Lopez family couch. The storm still rages outside, rain lashing against the windows, but that's not what woke me. My body is on fire, my cock rock hard and throbbing in my shorts. I shift uncomfortably, the thin blanket doing nothing to hide the tent I'm pitching. That's when I feel it — the unmistakable sensation of being watched. I turn my head slowly and my breath catches in my throat. In the shadows across the room, illuminated only by flashes of lightning, stands Angie.

She's draped in a silk robe that clings to her curves, the thin material barely concealing what lies beneath. But it's not her attire that makes my cock twitch — it's what she's doing. Her hand is beneath the loosely tied belt, moving in slow, deliberate circles. Even in the dim light, I can see the hunger in her eyes as she watches me, her lips slightly parted, her breath coming in shallow pants.

"Mrs. Lopez?" I whisper, my voice husky with sleep and desire.

She doesn't answer. Instead, she slides her free hand inside the top of her robe, cupping her breast. Her head tilts back slightly as she pinches her nipple, a soft gasp escaping her lips. The sight is so fucking erotic that I have to grip the couch cushion to keep from touching myself.

A flash of lightning illuminates the room for a split second, giving me a clearer view of her face — eyes half-closed in pleasure, bottom lip caught between her teeth. In that brief moment of clarity, our gazes lock, and the electricity between us is more powerful than the storm outside.

I sit up slowly, letting the blanket fall away, making no effort to hide my erection. Her eyes drop to the bulge in my shorts, and I see her hand move faster beneath her robe. The knowledge that Carmen's mom is getting herself off while looking at my cock sends a surge of blood south, making me even harder.

"You shouldn't be down here," I say, but there's no conviction in my voice. Just invitation.

"I couldn't sleep," Angie replies, her voice a sultry purr that vibrates through me. "I kept thinking about what I saw earlier. You and Carmen."

She takes a step toward me, then another, moving with the fluid grace of a predator. Her eyes never leave mine as she crosses the room, the silk of her robe whispering against her skin with each step. The sound of rain beating against the windows provides a rhythm to her approach, like a primitive drumbeat urging us toward the inevitable.

"Your husband is upstairs," I remind her, even as my cock strains painfully against my shorts.

"George sleeps like the dead," she murmurs, now standing directly in front of me. "Especially after taking his sleeping pills."

She sinks down, kneeling between my spread legs. Up close, I can see the details I missed before — the flush on her cheeks, the hardened nipples visible through the thin silk, the way her pupils have dilated with arousal. She's even more beautiful than Carmen, her features refined by age and experience in all the right ways.

Her fingers find the waistband of my shorts, toying with the button. "I saw how big you are," she whispers, her breath hot against my thigh. "When Carmen was sucking you clean. I couldn't stop thinking about it."

My heart hammers against my ribs as her nimble fingers undo the button and slowly lower my zipper. The sound seems obscenely loud in the quiet room, punctuated only by the storm and our heavy breathing.

"I haven't been fucked properly in years," Angie continues, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper as she reaches into my shorts and wraps her hand around my cock. "George tries, but... he's not working with what you've got."

She pulls my cock free, her eyes widening slightly as it springs up, fully erect and throbbing in her grasp. "Jesus," she breathes, her fingers barely able to wrap around my girth. "It's even bigger than it looked."

"Mrs. Lopez..." I start, but she cuts me off.

"Angie," she corrects, stroking me slowly from base to tip. "Call me Angie while you're fucking me."

The boldness of her statement makes my cock jump in her hand. She smiles, pleased with my reaction.

"I can't stop thinking about your cock," she confesses, her thumb circling the sensitive head, spreading the drop of pre-cum that's formed there. "How it would feel inside me. How you made Carmen scream. I want that. I need that."

Her directness is fucking hot. No games, no pretense — just raw, animalistic need. I reach out, running my hand through her dark hair, so similar to Carmen's yet somehow more luxurious, more enticing.

"Stand up," I command, suddenly eager to see all of her.

Angie obeys, rising gracefully to her feet, her hand reluctantly releasing my cock. She stands before me, her chest rising and falling rapidly with her excited breathing. With deliberate slowness, she unties the belt of her robe, letting it fall open.

My mouth goes dry at the sight. Her body is a masterpiece — full, firm breasts with dark nipples standing at attention, a flat stomach with just a hint of softness that speaks of her maturity, wide hips that curve into shapely legs, and between them, a neatly trimmed pussy that's visibly wet even in the dim light.

"Fuck," I breathe, taking in every inch of her naked perfection. "You're so fucking hot."

She shrugs the robe off completely, letting it pool at her feet. Standing naked before me, she's like a goddess — Carmen's youthful beauty refined and enhanced by time and experience. Where her daughter is tight and toned, Angie is lush and womanly, her curves more pronounced, more inviting.

I reach for her, my hands finding her hips and pulling her toward me. She comes willingly, straddling my lap, her wet heat pressing against my exposed cock. The sensation of her slick folds sliding against my shaft makes me groan.

"This is so wrong," she whispers, but her eyes are alight with excitement, her body trembling with anticipation.

"So fucking wrong," I agree, my hands sliding up to cup her full breasts. "But I'm going to do it anyway."

I pull her down to me, capturing her mouth in a hungry kiss. Unlike Carmen's youthful eagerness, Angie kisses with practiced skill, her tongue dancing with mine in a way that makes my toes curl. She tastes like mint and desire, her soft moans vibrating against my lips as she grinds herself against my cock.

Our tongues battle for dominance as my hands explore her body, squeezing her ass, stroking her back, pinching her nipples. She responds to each touch with increasing fervor, her hips moving in small circles, coating my shaft with her wetness.

In this moment, with thunder crashing outside and Carmen's mother writhing in my lap, I know I'm about to cross a line from which there's no return. And I couldn't be more fucking excited.

Angie slides off my lap, her eyes never leaving mine as she sinks to her knees between my legs. The sight of Carmen's mother — this gorgeous MILF with her perfect tits and hungry eyes — kneeling before me sends a jolt of power through my body. My cock stands at full attention, throbbing with anticipation as she licks her lips, her intention clear. This is what I've fantasized about countless times, jerking off in my bedroom thinking about Mrs. Lopez on her knees, and now it's actually happening.

"I've been thinking about this all day," she confesses, her voice a husky whisper as she wraps her fingers around the base of my shaft. "Ever since I saw you fucking my daughter."

Her admission should shock me, but instead, it makes my cock twitch in her hand. There's something deeply taboo and intensely erotic about the whole situation — the mother of the girl I just fucked, now preparing to suck my cock while her husband sleeps upstairs.

"Show me what an experienced woman can do," I challenge, leaning back on the couch and spreading my legs wider to give her better access.

Angie smirks, accepting the challenge with a gleam in her eye. She leans forward, her tongue darting out to lick a slow, deliberate stripe from the base of my cock to the tip. The wet heat of her tongue sends shivers down my spine, making my toes curl against the carpet.

"Fuck," I hiss, watching as she swirls her tongue around the head, collecting the drop of pre-cum that's formed there.

Without warning, she takes me into her mouth, her lips stretching wide to accommodate my girth. The sudden engulfing warmth is overwhelming, and I have to bite my lip to keep from groaning too loudly. She sinks down, taking more of me than Carmen could, her experience evident in the way she relaxes her throat.

"Holy shit," I breathe as she begins to bob her head, her cheeks hollowing with suction. Where Carmen was enthusiastic but clumsy, Angie is skilled and deliberate, using techniques I've only seen in porn. Her tongue presses against the underside of my shaft as she moves, creating a pressure that has my eyes rolling back in my head.

The wet sounds of her mouth working my cock fill the room, mixing with the patter of rain against the windows and the occasional rumble of thunder. The combination is an erotic symphony that only heightens my arousal. I look down, mesmerized by the sight of my cock disappearing between those perfect lips, lips that have probably kissed Carmen's forehead goodnight countless times.

The thought of how forbidden this is — how wrong — pushes me over some invisible edge. I thread my fingers through Angie's silky hair, gathering it in my fist at the back of her head. She moans around my cock, the vibration sending waves of pleasure through me.

"You like that?" I ask, my voice dropping to a dangerous growl. "Like having your mouth full of the same cock that just fucked your daughter?"

Her eyes flutter up to meet mine, dark with lust and something like defiance. The look ignites something primal in me, a need to dominate, to conquer. I tighten my grip on her hair and begin to thrust up into her mouth, taking control of the pace.

"That's it," I grunt, watching her eyes widen as I push deeper. "Take it all."

I thrust harder, feeling the head of my cock hit the back of her throat. She gags slightly, her eyes watering, but she doesn't pull away. Instead, she relaxes her throat even more, allowing me to push deeper than I thought possible.

"Fuck yes," I growl, using my grip on her hair to guide her movements now. "Look at you, choking on my cock while your husband sleeps upstairs."

Tears begin to stream down her cheeks as I fuck her face mercilessly, my hips lifting off the couch to drive my cock deeper into her throat. The sight of her mascara running, her lipstick smeared around my shaft, only fuels my aggression.

"This is what you wanted, isn't it?" I taunt, pulling her head back just enough for her to gasp for air before plunging back in. "To be used like the cock-hungry slut you are?"

Angie moans around my shaft, her hands gripping my thighs for support as I continue my assault on her throat. The vibration of her moan sends a jolt of pleasure straight to my balls, making them tighten. I'm getting close, but I'm not ready to finish yet.

I pull her off my cock entirely, a string of saliva connecting her swollen lips to the head. She gasps for breath, her chest heaving, her eyes glazed with a mixture of lust and submission. Before she can recover, I thrust back into her mouth, harder this time, holding her head in place as I fuck her face with abandon.

"Your mouth is just a hole for my pleasure," I growl, feeling her throat convulse around me as she gags. "A wet, warm hole for me to fuck."

The degradation seems to turn her on even more. Her hand snakes between her legs, fingers finding her clit as I continue to use her mouth. The sight of her touching herself while I throat-fuck her is almost too much to bear.

"That's it, finger that pussy while I fuck your throat," I command, my voice strained with the effort of holding back my orgasm. "Show me how much you love choking on my cock."

I increase my pace, my thrusts becoming more erratic as pleasure builds at the base of my spine. Angie's gagging becomes more pronounced, the wet, sloppy sounds of her throat contracting around my shaft filling the room. Saliva drips down her chin, onto her perfect tits, making them glisten in the dim light.

"Fuck, your mouth feels so good," I pant, watching her face contort as I push to the limits of what she can take. "Better than your daughter's tight little pussy."

The comparison seems to ignite something in her. She redoubles her efforts, her free hand cupping my balls, massaging them as I continue to thrust. The dual sensation — her throat squeezing the head of my cock, her fingers rolling my balls — has me seeing stars.

I can feel my climax approaching, a molten heat building in my groin. But I'm not ready to cum yet. Not when there's so much more I want to do to Angie Lopez. With a final, brutal thrust, I pull out of her mouth entirely, leaving her gasping and disheveled, her lips swollen, her eyes wild with desire.

"Get up," I command, my voice rough with need. "I'm not done with you yet."

I grab Angie's wrists and pull her up from her knees, my cock still wet from her mouth. Her eyes are wild with lust, her lips swollen and red from the rough face-fucking. In one smooth motion, I guide her onto my lap, positioning her so she's straddling me on the couch. Her thighs are trembling as she hovers above me, my cock aligned with her dripping entrance. I can feel the heat radiating from her core, beckoning me to claim what belongs to her husband.

"Take it," I command, my voice a low growl in the darkness. "Show me how badly you want this young cock."

Angie bites her lower lip, her eyes locked on mine as she slowly lowers herself onto me. The first touch of her slick folds against my tip sends electricity shooting up my spine. She's so fucking wet, her arousal coating my shaft as she takes me inch by inch.

"Oh god," she gasps as the head of my cock breaches her entrance. "You're so fucking big."

I grip her hips, my fingers digging into her soft flesh as I guide her down. The tight heat of her pussy engulfs me gradually, her walls stretching to accommodate my size. The sensation is mind-blowing — slick, hot, and so much tighter than I expected from a woman who's had a kid.

"Fuck," I hiss through clenched teeth as she bottoms out, taking all of me inside her. "Your pussy feels amazing."

Angie's head falls back, her long hair cascading down her back as she adjusts to my size. Her tits are right in front of my face, her nipples hard and inviting. I lean forward, capturing one in my mouth, sucking and nibbling at the sensitive peak. She moans, her inner walls clenching around my cock in response.

"Tyler," she breathes, beginning to move her hips in small circles. "I've needed this for so long."

I grab her ass with both hands, guiding her movements as she starts to ride me. Each roll of her hips sends waves of pleasure coursing through my body. The wet sounds of our coupling fill the room, mixing with our heavy breathing and the occasional crack of thunder outside.

"That's it," I encourage, watching her face contort with pleasure. "Fuck yourself on my cock."

She picks up the pace, lifting herself almost completely off my shaft before slamming back down. The impact makes her tits bounce enticingly, her skin flushed with exertion and arousal. I can feel her pussy getting wetter with each thrust, her arousal dripping down to coat my balls.

"Yes, fuck yes," she moans, her movements becoming more frantic. "Your cock feels so good inside me."

I thrust up to meet her downward movements, driving myself deeper into her willing body. The couch creaks beneath us, the rhythmic sound a testament to the force of our fucking. Angie leans forward, her hands braced on my shoulders, her face inches from mine as she rides me with abandon.

Just as our passion reaches its peak, a voice calls out from upstairs.

"Angie? What's going on down there?"

It's George, his voice thick with sleep but clearly concerned about the noise. Angie freezes on top of me, my cock still buried to the hilt inside her. Our eyes lock, and I see a flash of panic cross her features before it's replaced by something else — excitement.

"It's just the TV, honey!" she calls back, her voice impressively steady despite the fact that I'm still throbbing inside her. "Go back to sleep!"

I smirk up at her, impressed by her composure. While she's distracted, I thrust up sharply, making her gasp. Her eyes widen, a silent warning that I ignore completely. Instead, I establish a slow, deliberate rhythm, fucking up into her as she tries to maintain a conversation with her husband.

"What are you watching?" George's voice floats down. "It sounds... intense."

Angie bites her lip to stifle a moan as I reach between us, my thumb finding her clit. I circle the swollen bud slowly, watching her struggle to keep her voice normal.

"Just some... action movie," she manages, her breath hitching as I increase the pressure on her clit. "Lots of... fighting scenes."

I lean up to whisper in her ear, never stopping my thrusts. "Better keep quiet, or he might come down to check."

The thought sends a visible shiver through her body, her pussy clenching around me at the risk of discovery. I take advantage of her distraction to flip our positions, pushing her down onto the couch and hovering over her. The new angle allows me to drive even deeper, my cock hitting spots that make her eyes roll back.

"Well, turn it down a bit, would you?" George calls. "Some of us are trying to sleep."

"Sorry, honey!" Angie responds, her voice strained as I pound into her relentlessly. "I'll keep it... down!"

The last word comes out as a half-moan that she barely manages to disguise. I cover her mouth with my hand, muffling the sounds of pleasure she can't contain. Her eyes are wide, a mixture of fear and arousal making her pupils dilate.

"You like this, don't you?" I whisper against her ear, never slowing my thrusts. "Getting fucked by your daughter's boyfriend while your husband listens."

She nods frantically against my palm, her pussy clenching around me at my words. The taboo nature of our situation has her wetter than before, her arousal coating my balls as I slam into her again and again.

"Such a dirty fucking slut," I growl, biting her earlobe. "Your daughter got my cock earlier, and now you're taking it while she sleeps upstairs."

Angie writhes beneath me, her body responding to both my physical stimulation and my filthy words. I can feel her getting close, her inner walls fluttering around my shaft. The phone on the side table starts to ring — George calling down to check on her.

With my hand still covering her mouth, I watch as she fumbles for the phone with one hand, her other clutching at my back. She answers it, and I choose that exact moment to drive into her harder than before.

"Hello?" she gasps into the phone, her eyes rolling back as I hit her g-spot.

I can't hear what George is saying, but I can see the effect my continued thrusting is having on Angie. Her face is a mask of intense concentration as she tries to sound normal while I fuck her senseless.

"Yes, I'm fine," she says, her voice quavering slightly. "Just... enjoying the movie."

I grin wickedly, increasing my pace. The wet sounds of my cock plunging into her pussy are so loud that I'm sure George must hear them through the phone. The thought only excites me more, driving me to fuck her harder, deeper.

"No, don't come down," she says quickly, panic flashing in her eyes. "I'm about to go to bed anyway."

I lean down, whispering just loud enough for only her to hear. "Tell him you're coming."

Her eyes widen at my double entendre, but the continued assault on her g-spot has her teetering on the edge. I can feel it in the way her body trembles, in the desperate clutch of her pussy around my cock.

"I'm coming!" she blurts into the phone, her eyes locked on mine. "To bed, I mean. I'm coming to bed soon."

I thrust harder, feeling my own orgasm building. The risk, the wrongness, the sheer taboo nature of fucking Carmen's mother on the family couch while her husband listens — it's all pushing me closer to the edge.

"Goodnight," Angie manages to gasp before quickly hanging up the phone.

The moment the call ends, I remove my hand from her mouth, replacing it with my lips in a bruising kiss as I continue to pound into her. Her moans, no longer muffled, fill the room, mixing with the wet slap of skin on skin.

"Fuck me harder," she begs against my lips. "Make me cum on your big cock."

And I do, driving into her with all the force I can muster, the couch creaking dangerously beneath us. The thrill of almost being caught has us both on the edge, our bodies slick with sweat as we race toward release.

With the phone call over, Angie wraps her legs around my waist, pulling me deeper inside her. There's a new urgency to our movements now, the close call with George adding fuel to the fire burning between us. I grab her wrists, pinning them above her head as I drive into her with renewed vigor. Her eyes are wild, her lips parted in silent screams as I pound her pussy harder than I've ever fucked anyone before.

"Yes, Tyler, fuck me!" she hisses, her voice barely above a whisper but filled with desperate need. "Wreck this pussy!"

I oblige, slamming into her with enough force to make the couch slide slightly on the hardwood floor. Each thrust drives the air from her lungs, her tits bouncing violently with the impact. The sight of her — this gorgeous MILF completely at my mercy — drives me to new heights of aggression.

"Take it," I growl, releasing her wrists to grab her throat. I apply just enough pressure to restrict her breathing slightly, watching as her eyes roll back in pleasure. "Take every fucking inch."

Her nails dig into my back, leaving welts that I'll have to explain away tomorrow at football practice. But right now, I don't care. All that matters is the tight, wet heat of her pussy gripping my cock like a vise, milking me with every thrust.

Sweat drips from my forehead onto her chest, mingling with the light sheen covering her body. The scent of sex hangs heavy in the air, raw and primal. Our bodies move together in perfect synchronicity, like we've been fucking for years instead of minutes. Each time I pull back, she clenches around me, as if trying to keep me inside. Each time I drive forward, she lifts her hips to meet me, taking me impossibly deeper.

"Your pussy feels so fucking good," I pant, releasing her throat to grab her ass, lifting her slightly to change the angle. "Better than your daughter's."

The comparison makes her moan, her inner walls fluttering around my shaft. There's something deeply wrong about saying it, about even thinking it, but that's what makes it so hot. I'm fucking Carmen's mom on the family couch, comparing them, deciding which Lopez woman has the better pussy. It's sick and twisted and so fucking arousing.

"You like that?" I taunt, watching her face for reaction. "Like knowing you're getting the same cock that was inside your daughter hours ago? That I'm comparing you two?"

"Yes," she admits, shame and lust mingling in her voice. "It's so wrong, but I don't care. Just don't stop fucking me!"

The taboo nature of our coupling pushes us both closer to the edge. I can feel my balls tightening, my orgasm building at the base of my spine. But I'm determined to make her come first, to feel her shatter around my cock.

I slide my hand between our bodies, finding her clit with my thumb. It's swollen and sensitive, and the lightest touch makes her gasp. I rub quick circles around it, never slowing my thrusts, watching as she begins to unravel beneath me.

"Oh god, Tyler," she moans, her voice strained. "I'm so close. Don't stop, please don't stop!"

"Come for me," I command, pressing harder on her clit. "Come all over this young cock."

Her back arches off the couch, her mouth open in a silent scream as her orgasm hits. Her pussy clamps down on me like a vise, pulsing and squeezing my shaft as waves of pleasure wash over her. The contractions are so strong I can feel every one, rippling along my length, threatening to push me over the edge.

"Fuck, I'm going to come," I grunt, my rhythm becoming erratic as I chase my own release. "Going to fill this pussy up."

"Yes," she gasps, still riding the aftershocks of her orgasm. "Come inside me. I want to feel it. Give me every drop!"

Her words are all it takes to send me hurtling into oblivion. With a final, brutal thrust, I bury myself to the hilt inside her and let go. My cock pulses as I empty myself inside her, rope after rope of hot cum shooting deep into her waiting pussy. The intensity of my orgasm has me seeing stars, my entire body tense as pleasure courses through me.

"Fuck!" I groan through clenched teeth, continuing to thrust weakly as I empty the last drops inside her. "Holy shit, Angie."

We stay connected for a moment, both of us breathing heavily, basking in the afterglow of our intense coupling. I can feel my cum leaking out around my softening cock, dripping onto the couch below. It's going to leave a stain, evidence of our forbidden encounter.

Slowly, reluctantly, I pull out of her. My cock slides free with a wet sound, followed by a trickle of my seed from her well-fucked pussy. The sight is so erotic — Carmen's mom sprawled on the couch, legs spread, my cum leaking from her — that I feel my cock stirring again despite having just come.

Angie notices and smiles, a lazy, satisfied expression that somehow still manages to convey hunger. Without a word, she sits up and leans forward, her tongue darting out to lick the mixture of our fluids from my semi-hard cock.

"Jesus," I breathe, watching as she cleans me thoroughly, her tongue swirling around the sensitive head, dipping into the slit to collect every last drop. Unlike Carmen's enthusiastic but unskilled mouth, Angie's tongue works with practiced precision, knowing exactly where to apply pressure, when to suck and when to lick.

Once she's satisfied that I'm clean, she sits back, licking her lips. "I don't want to leave any evidence," she explains with a wicked smile.

I reach out, running my thumb across her bottom lip. "You're fucking incredible."

She takes my thumb into her mouth, sucking it briefly before releasing it with a pop. "So are you," she purrs. "Much better than I imagined. And believe me, I've imagined it plenty of times."

The admission sends a jolt of arousal through me. "You've thought about this before? About us?"

Angie nods, her eyes dark with lingering desire. "Ever since you started coming over to study with Carmen. The way you fill out those football pants..." She trails off, biting her lip. "Let's just say my vibrator has gotten a lot of use while picturing you."

I smirk, already thinking about next time. "Well, now you know the real thing is better than your imagination."

"So much better," she agrees, trailing her fingers across my chest. "This can't be a one-time thing, Tyler. I need more."

"Good," I say, capturing her hand and bringing it to my lips. "Because I'm not done with you. Not by a long shot."

She glances at the stairs, a flash of worry crossing her features. "We need to be careful. George... Carmen..."

"They won't know," I assure her, though the risk is part of the thrill. "It'll be our secret."

Angie smiles, leaning in to place a soft kiss on my lips. "Our dirty little secret," she whispers. "Now go to sleep, star quarterback. You'll need your rest... for next time."

As she rises gracefully from the couch, gathering her robe and slipping it back on, I watch her with satisfaction. Her legs are still trembling slightly, her hair a mess, her body bearing the marks of our passionate encounter. She blows me one last sultry kiss before disappearing up the stairs, leaving me alone on the couch with the lingering scent of sex and the promise of more forbidden pleasures to come.

I settle back, pulling the blanket over my naked body, a smirk on my face as I drift toward sleep. Carmen upstairs, Angie in her bed with her clueless husband, and me down here, having fucked both Lopez women in a single night. Life as the star quarterback definitely has its perks.
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