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Chapter 1

My hands slide up Sydney's cheerleading skirt as we make out on her bed, my fingers digging into the firm flesh of her ass. Our tongues battle for dominance, and I can't help but groan as she presses her tits against my chest. Being the star quarterback definitely has its perks, and Sydney Erhard, the hottest cheerleader in school, is my favorite one. Her soft moans fill my ears as I squeeze her ass harder, my cock already rock hard in my jeans.

We are both eighteen. And we are both horny as fuck.

"Fuck, Sydney," I breathe against her mouth, pulling back just enough to look at her flushed face. "You're so fucking hot."

Her blue eyes sparkle with lust as she stares up at me, her blonde hair spread across her pillow like a halo. Such an angel face for such a dirty girl. As the captain of the cheerleading squad, Sydney has a reputation to maintain at school, but in private, she's insatiable. Just the way I like it.

"You too, Tyler," she purrs, running her hands over my chest. "I get so wet watching you on the field. The way you command everyone... it makes me want to drop to my knees right there."

I smirk, loving how she strokes my ego along with my body. My hands move from her ass to her tits, cupping them through her tight cheerleading top. They're perfectly sized for my hands, firm and perky. I squeeze them roughly, knowing that's how she likes it.

"Yeah? You like watching me throw those touchdowns? Bet you get soaked in those little cheerleading panties every Friday night."

She arches her back, pushing her tits harder into my palms. "God, yes. I have to change them after every game."

Her skin is flawless — a perfect golden tan from all those hours practicing routines in the sun. I lean down and run my tongue along her neck, tasting a hint of her sweet perfume mixed with sweat. She shivers under me, her hands gripping my biceps, feeling the muscles I've built through countless hours of training.

"Take off your top," I command, my voice husky with need. "I want to see those perfect tits."

Sydney gives me a teasing smile, slowly sitting up and crossing her arms to grab the hem of her top. She pulls it over her head with deliberate slowness, revealing a lacy pink bra that barely contains her breasts. My mouth waters at the sight.

"Like what you see, quarterback?" she asks, knowing damn well I do.

"Fuck yeah," I growl, pushing her back down onto the bed. I straddle her, my weight pressing her into the mattress as I kiss her again, harder this time, more demanding. My hands roam over her exposed skin, feeling the toned muscles of her stomach from years of cheerleading.

I unhook her bra with practiced ease, pulling it off and tossing it aside. Her nipples are already hard, pink peaks begging for my touch. I lower my head and take one in my mouth, sucking hard enough to make her gasp.

"Oh, Tyler! Yes!" she moans, her hands threading through my black hair, holding me against her chest. "Bite them... please..."

I oblige, grazing my teeth across her sensitive nipple before giving it a sharp nip that makes her cry out. My hand finds her other breast, pinching and rolling the nipple between my fingers, matching the rhythm of my mouth.

"You like that, don't you, you little slut?" I murmur against her skin, moving to give her other nipple the same treatment. "You like when I play with your tits?"

"Yes! God, yes!" Sydney's voice is desperate, needy. Her hips buck up against mine, seeking friction. "I need more, Tyler. Please..."

I smile against her breast, enjoying the power I have over her. As the star quarterback with my reputation for being amazing in bed, I could have any girl at our high school. But right now, I want Sydney, and from the way she's writhing beneath me, she wants me just as badly.

My hands move to the waistband of her skirt, teasing but not removing it yet. Instead, I slide one hand underneath, finding the damp fabric of her panties. I press my fingers against her through the material, feeling the heat of her pussy.

"Fuck, you're so wet already," I groan, my cock throbbing painfully in my jeans. "All this for me?"

"Always for you," she pants, spreading her legs wider to give me better access. "No one makes me this wet, Tyler. Only you."

Her words feed my ego, making my cock even harder. I press my bulge against her thigh, letting her feel what she does to me. My fingers push her panties aside, sliding along her slick folds, teasing her entrance but not pushing inside yet.

"Tell me what you want," I demand, circling her clit with my thumb. "I want to hear you say it."

Sydney's eyes lock with mine, her pupils dilated with lust. "I want you to fuck me, Tyler. I want your big cock inside me. Please..."

Her begging turns me on even more. I sit back and start unbuttoning my shirt, watching as she licks her lips in anticipation. Once my shirt is off, revealing my toned chest and abs, I reach for the buttons of her cheerleading skirt.

"Keep the skirt on," she says, a wicked gleam in her eyes. "I know how much it turns you on."

She's right. There's something about fucking her in that short pleated skirt that drives me wild. Instead, I hook my fingers in the waistband of her panties and pull them down her long, tanned legs. She kicks them off, leaving her in just the skirt and the ribbon holding her blonde hair in a high ponytail.

"Touch yourself," I order, sitting back to enjoy the show. "Let me see how bad you want it."

Without hesitation, Sydney slides her hand down her stomach and between her legs. She spreads herself open with two fingers, giving me a perfect view of her pink pussy. She's completely waxed, just how I like it. Her middle finger circles her clit before dipping inside her entrance, coming out glistening with her juices.

"Fuck, that's hot," I mutter, palming my cock through my jeans. "You're such a dirty bitch, Sydney. Bet those teachers at school have no idea what a slut you are."

She moans at my words, her fingers moving faster. "Only for you, Tyler. Only you get to see me like this."

I lean down and capture her mouth in another searing kiss, swallowing her moans as she continues to pleasure herself. Her free hand reaches for my belt, fumbling with the buckle in her eagerness.

"I need you inside me," she whispers against my lips. "Please, Tyler. I need your cock."

Her cheerleader skirt is hiked up around her waist now, the pleated material framing her naked pussy perfectly. The red ribbon in her hair is the only other thing she's wearing, making her look both innocent and incredibly sexy at the same time.

"Be patient," I tease, even though my own control is hanging by a thread. "We've got all afternoon."

Sydney pouts, but the hunger in her eyes tells me she's enjoying this game as much as I am. She arches her back, pushing her tits up in offering, the perfect distraction as her hand continues to work between her legs.

"Please, Tyler," she begs again, her voice breathy and desperate. "I've been thinking about your cock all day. I can't wait anymore."

I grin, knowing I've got her exactly where I want her — desperate, needy, and all mine.

I stand up from the bed, my eyes never leaving Sydney's nearly naked body. She looks like every guy's fantasy — blonde hair tied up with that red ribbon, perfect tits on display, and nothing but that short cheerleader skirt barely covering her ass. My cock strains against my jeans as I unbutton them and pull them down along with my boxers. Sydney's eyes widen at the sight of my thick shaft springing free, and a smirk spreads across my face.

"Turn over," I command, stroking myself a few times. "On your hands and knees."

Sydney doesn't hesitate, flipping over and positioning herself in front of me, her ass high in the air. The skirt rides up, giving me a perfect view of her wet pussy. She looks back at me, her blue eyes filled with hunger, her lip caught between her teeth in anticipation.

"Like this?" she asks, arching her back even more, pushing her ass higher.

"Exactly like that," I growl, moving behind her on the bed. I run my hands over the globes of her ass, giving one a sharp slap that makes her yelp. "Drop down to your elbows. I want that ass even higher."

She obeys immediately, lowering her upper body while keeping her ass raised. Her blonde ponytail falls over one shoulder, the red ribbon a splash of color against her tan skin. I grab the hem of her skirt, flipping it up onto her back to fully expose her.

"Look at that perfect little pussy," I mutter, running my thumb along her slit, collecting her wetness. "So fucking wet for me."

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

I position the head of my cock at her entrance, teasing her by rubbing it up and down her slit. "What do you need? Tell me exactly what you want."

"I want your cock," she moans, trying to push back against me. "Please fuck me with your big cock."

That's all I need to hear. With one powerful thrust, I bury myself inside her, feeling her tight walls stretch around me. Sydney cries out, her fingers clutching at her bedsheets as I fill her completely.

"Fuck! You're so big!" she gasps, her inner muscles clenching around me.

I don't give her time to adjust, pulling back and slamming into her again. The sound of skin slapping against skin fills the room as I establish a rough, demanding rhythm. Each thrust drives deep into her core, making her whole body jolt forward.

"This what you wanted?" I grunt, digging my fingers into her hips hard enough to leave marks. "You wanted to be fucked by the star quarterback's cock?"

"Yes! God, yes!" Sydney's voice is strained, her words broken up by my powerful thrusts. "Fuck me harder, Tyler!"

I increase my pace, pounding into her relentlessly. Her tight pussy grips my cock like a vise, making me groan with pleasure. I reach forward and grab a fistful of her blonde hair, wrapping it around my hand like a rope.

"You're just a little slut, aren't you?" I taunt, giving her hair a sharp tug that pulls her head back. "Getting fucked with your cheerleading skirt on. What would your squad think if they saw their captain now?"

"I don't care," she moans, her back arching further as I pull her hair. "Just don't stop. Please don't stop."

I yank harder on her ponytail, using it to pull her back onto my cock as I thrust forward. The new angle lets me go even deeper, hitting spots inside her that make her scream. Her walls flutter around me, telling me she's getting close.

"You think you deserve to cum?" I ask, slowing my thrusts to torture her. "Sluts like you don't get to cum until I say so."

"Please, Tyler," she begs, trying to push back against me to maintain the friction. "I'll do anything. Just let me cum."

I release her hair and slide my hand around to her throat, gripping it firmly but not cutting off her air completely. The feeling of power surges through me as I control her breath, her pleasure, everything. I feel her pulse racing beneath my fingers.

"Anything?" I echo, squeezing her throat a little tighter while my other hand keeps a bruising grip on her hip. "Would you let me fuck that pretty little mouth? Would you swallow every drop I give you?"

"Yes," she gasps, the pressure on her throat making her voice raspy. "I'll do whatever you want."

I thrust into her harder, my balls slapping against her with each movement. My hand moves from her throat to her face, two of my fingers pushing into her mouth. She sucks on them eagerly, her tongue swirling around the digits just like she does with my cock. I pull my fingers to the side, fish-hooking her cheek, forcing her mouth open as drool escapes down her chin.

"Such a good little whore," I growl, feeling my own orgasm building. "Taking my cock so well."

I release her cheek and move my wet fingers down to her clit, rubbing quick circles that make her whole body shudder. Combined with my relentless thrusting, it's too much for her to handle. Her inner walls clamp down on my cock as she starts to cum.

"Tyler! Oh god, I'm cumming!" Sydney screams, her body convulsing beneath me. "Yes! Yes! Fuck!"

I don't let up, continuing to pound into her through her orgasm, prolonging it until she's shaking and sobbing with pleasure. Her pussy spasms around my cock, milking it, trying to draw out my own release.

"That's it," I encourage, still working her sensitive clit. "Cum all over my big cock. Show me how much you love it."

Her entire body trembles as wave after wave of pleasure crashes through her. I can feel her juices running down her thighs, soaking the sheets beneath us. Her arms give out completely, her face pressing into the mattress while her ass remains raised, supported only by my grip on her hip.

"Please, it's too much," she whimpers, oversensitive from her intense orgasm, but I don't stop.

"Not until I'm done with you," I growl, continuing my assault on her pussy. I'm close now, the tight grip of her walls bringing me to the edge.

At the last moment, I pull out, flipping her over onto her back in one swift movement. I straddle her chest, my cock aimed at her face. Her lips are parted, her eyes glazed with pleasure, her cheeks flushed.

"Open your mouth," I command, stroking myself rapidly. "Show me where you want it."

Sydney obeys, opening wide and sticking out her tongue. The sight pushes me over the edge, and with a groan, I erupt. Thick ropes of cum shoot across her face, landing on her cheeks, lips, and tongue. Some catches in her blonde hair, a stark white contrast against the golden strands.

"Fuck!" I grunt, milking the last drops onto her waiting tongue. "Take it all, baby."

She moans, licking her lips and swallowing what landed in her mouth. The rest she leaves, wearing my cum like a badge of honor. Her chest heaves as she catches her breath, her body still twitching with aftershocks.

I sit back, admiring my handiwork — Sydney Erhard, perfect cheerleader, sprawled beneath me with her face covered in my cum, her cheerleader skirt bunched around her waist, and that red ribbon still perfectly in place in her messed-up hair.

My breathing gradually slows as I stare down at Sydney, admiring the mess I've made of her pretty face. Strands of my cum cling to her lips and cheeks, some sliding down to her chin. Her eyes are half-lidded, still dazed from the intensity of her orgasm. My cock, still semi-hard, hangs between us, glistening with the evidence of her pleasure.

"Fuck, Sydney," I murmur, running my thumb through a streak of cum on her cheek. "That was intense."

She gives me a lazy smile, her chest still rising and falling rapidly. "You're always intense, Tyler. That's why I keep coming back for more."

I smirk, proud of my reputation. At eighteen, I've already mastered the art of fucking, and the girls at our high school know it. Being the star quarterback gets me attention, but it's what I do in the bedroom that keeps them begging for more.

"Clean me up," I command, shifting my position so my cock is closer to her face. "Use that pretty little mouth to lick me clean."

Sydney doesn't hesitate, leaning forward to wrap her lips around my shaft. Even after just cumming, the warm, wet sensation of her mouth sends a jolt through my body. She moans softly, her tongue working diligently to clean every inch of me, lapping up the mixture of her juices and my residual cum.

"That's it," I encourage, threading my fingers through her blonde hair, careful not to disturb the red ribbon still miraculously in place. "Such a good little slut."

As Sydney continues her task, a movement in my peripheral vision catches my attention. The bedroom door, which I thought was closed, stands slightly ajar. And through that gap, I see her — Hillary Erhard, Sydney's mother, watching us intently.

My breath catches in my throat, but not from shock or embarrassment. No, what makes my pulse quicken is the hungry look in Hillary's eyes and what she's wearing — nothing but a black lace bra and matching panties that hug her curves in all the right places.

At forty, Hillary Erhard is the embodiment of every teenage boy's MILF fantasy. Unlike most mothers her age, her body rivals that of the college girls I hook up with at parties. Her tits are larger than Sydney's, full and round, straining against the confines of her bra. Her waist is slim, leading down to wide, childbearing hips that give her an hourglass figure most women would kill for.

But it's not just her body that has my cock hardening again in Sydney's mouth. It's the way Hillary's hand is moving over her clothed breast, kneading it slowly as she watches her daughter suck me off. Her other hand is pressed against the front of her panties, rubbing in small circles.

Sydney remains oblivious, her eyes closed as she continues to clean my now fully erect cock, but I can't tear my gaze away from her mother. Hillary's black hair falls in waves around her shoulders, framing a face that looks like a more mature, refined version of Sydney's. Her green eyes, filled with unmistakable lust, lock with mine across the room.

"You taste so good," Sydney murmurs against my shaft, the vibration of her words sending a shiver up my spine.

I barely hear her, too focused on the way Hillary's hand has now slipped inside her panties, her fingers clearly working against her pussy as she watches us. A small gasp escapes her lips, almost inaudible, but I catch it. It makes my cock twitch in Sydney's mouth.

"You like that, don't you?" I say, the words meant as much for Hillary as for Sydney.

Sydney hums in agreement, taking me deeper, but Hillary is the one who responds, biting her lower lip and nodding slightly, her movements between her legs becoming more urgent.

I've always known Hillary was hot — I've caught myself staring at her whenever I'm over at Sydney's house. The way she walks, the way she bends over to get something from the refrigerator, the way her yoga pants cling to her ass... but I never imagined she'd be watching me fuck her daughter, much less getting off on it.

The thought sends a rush of power through me. I have both mother and daughter under my spell, both wanting my cock. Sydney continues to suck me, unaware that her own mother is just feet away, masturbating to the sight.

Hillary's free hand moves from her breast to her mouth, her finger pressing against her lips in a "shh" gesture, ensuring I won't give away her presence. Then she slides that same finger into her mouth, sucking it suggestively while maintaining eye contact with me.

My grip on Sydney's hair tightens, making her moan around my cock. Hillary's eyes widen at the sound, her hand moving faster inside her panties. I can see a damp spot forming on the black lace, evidence of how turned on she is.

"That's enough," I tell Sydney, pulling her off my cock with a wet pop. "You did a good job."

Sydney smiles up at me, cum and saliva glistening on her lips. "Did I make you hard again? Want to go for round two?"

Before I can answer, I look back at the door, giving Hillary a deliberate wink. Her response is immediate and unmistakable — she blows me a sultry kiss, her tongue darting out to wet her lips afterward. Then, with one last hungry look at my cock, she silently backs away from the door, disappearing down the hallway.


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, the house silent except for the persistent patter of rain against the windows. My cock is rock hard, straining against my boxers beneath the thin blanket Hillary provided earlier. For a moment, I'm disoriented, forgetting where I am until the memories flood back — Sydney, the sex, Hillary watching us, the storm. My eyes adjust to the darkness, moonlight filtering through the curtains, casting the living room in a pale blue glow. That's when I see her.

Hillary stands across the room, a silhouette against the dim light. She's wearing that silk robe from earlier, but it's hanging open now, revealing the outline of her body. My breath catches in my throat as I realize she's watching me sleep. No, not just watching — her hand is moving beneath her robe, between her legs, the rhythmic motion unmistakable even in the low light.

I remain still, not wanting to alert her that I'm awake yet, giving myself time to drink in the sight of her. The moonlight catches on her skin, illuminating curves that put her daughter's to shame. At forty, Hillary Erhard's body defies time — full breasts that don't sag, a flat stomach, hips that flare out in a perfect hourglass shape. The thought that she's touching herself while watching me makes my already hard cock throb with renewed intensity.

Her breathing grows heavier, her movements more urgent. I can see the outline of her breasts swaying slightly with each motion of her arm. She bites her lower lip to keep quiet, her head tilting back just a bit as pleasure builds within her. The sight is the most erotic thing I've ever witnessed — this gorgeous MILF pleasuring herself to the sight of me, her daughter's boyfriend, while her husband sleeps upstairs.

I shift slightly, letting her know I'm awake. Hillary freezes for a moment, her hand stilling between her legs. Our eyes lock across the darkened room. Instead of embarrassment or shame, I see only raw desire in her gaze. Her lips part slightly, and her hand resumes its motion, more deliberately now that she knows I'm watching.

"I can't stop thinking about how big your cock is," she whispers, her voice barely audible over the rain. "I saw you with Sydney earlier. The way you fucked her..." She trails off, a soft moan escaping her lips.

I sit up slowly, letting the blanket fall away to reveal the tent in my shorts. "You liked what you saw?" I ask, my voice husky with sleep and arousal.

"God, yes," Hillary breathes, taking a step toward me. "Matthew can't fuck me anymore. He can't make me cum. Not like you made Sydney cum."

The confession sends a jolt of pure lust through my body. I've always known I was good, but hearing this MILF admit her husband can't satisfy her while she watched me fuck her daughter? That's a whole new level of ego boost.

Hillary glides across the room, her movements fluid and seductive. Unlike the girls at school who try too hard, her sexuality is effortless, honed by years of experience. She stops in front of me, close enough that I can smell her perfume mingled with the scent of her arousal.

"I need you, Tyler," she says, reaching for the waistband of my shorts. "I haven't been able to think about anything else since I saw you with Sydney."

Her fingers deftly undo the button and zipper of my shorts, pulling them down along with my boxers in one smooth motion. My cock springs free, standing at full attention. Hillary's eyes widen, and she licks her lips hungrily.

"Even bigger than I thought," she murmurs, wrapping her fingers around my shaft. Her touch is different from Sydney's — more confident, more knowing. She strokes me slowly, her thumb circling the head, spreading the pre-cum that's already leaking from the tip.

I groan softly, my hips bucking involuntarily into her hand. "What about your husband?" I ask, not because I care, but because I want to hear her say it.

Hillary's green eyes flash with mischief in the moonlight. "He took a sleeping pill. He won't wake up until morning." She leans closer, her lips nearly touching mine. "We have all night."

With her free hand, she undoes the belt of her robe completely, letting the silk material fall open. My breath hitches as her naked body is revealed to me in full. Her breasts are magnificent — larger than Sydney's, with dark nipples that are already hard. Her stomach is flat, with just the slightest curve that speaks of her maturity. Between her legs, her pussy is neatly trimmed, already glistening with her arousal.

"Do you like what you see?" she asks, echoing my earlier question as she continues to stroke my cock.

"Fuck yes," I growl, reaching out to cup one of her breasts. The weight of it fills my palm perfectly, the nipple pressing against my skin. "You're fucking hot, Hillary."

She moans at my touch, pressing herself into my hand. "I've wanted you since the first time Sydney brought you home," she confesses, her strokes becoming faster. "The way you look at me when Matthew isn't watching... I knew you wanted me too."

She's right. I've been checking her out for months, imagining what it would be like to fuck her. But the reality is so much better than any fantasy. Her hand on my cock, her naked body before me, the forbidden nature of what we're about to do — it's intoxicating.

I pull her down onto my lap, her legs straddling mine, my cock pressing against her wet heat. Her robe falls completely away now, pooling around us on the couch. With one hand still on her breast, I slide the other around to grasp her ass, squeezing the firm flesh.

"I'm going to fuck you better than anyone ever has," I promise, my voice low and hungry.

Hillary's eyes darken with lust as she grinds against me, coating my shaft with her juices. "Show me," she challenges, her hands moving to my shoulders for support.

I pull her face to mine, crushing our lips together in a kiss that's nothing like the ones I share with Sydney. This is raw, primal, hungry. Our tongues battle for dominance, and to my surprise, I let her win, enjoying the way she takes control. Her experience is evident in every movement, every touch. She knows exactly what she's doing, and it's driving me wild.

Her hands tangle in my hair, pulling me closer as our kiss deepens. I can feel her hard nipples pressing against my chest, her pussy sliding along my length, teasing us both with what's to come. The contrast between mother and daughter couldn't be more stark — where Sydney is eager but still learning, Hillary is confident and commanding.

"I'm going to make you forget all about my daughter," she whispers against my lips, and I believe her completely.

Hillary breaks our kiss, her eyes locked on mine as she slowly slides off my lap. My cock stands at attention, throbbing with need as she gracefully descends to her knees between my legs. The sight of this gorgeous MILF positioning herself before me, her mature body naked and eager, makes my heart race. She places her hands on my thighs, spreading them wider as she leans forward, her hot breath tickling the sensitive head of my cock.

"I've been thinking about this all day," she whispers, her tongue darting out to lick a drop of pre-cum from my tip. "Ever since I saw you fucking my daughter."

The taboo nature of her words sends a jolt through my body. Unlike the girls at school who pretend to be innocent, Hillary embraces her depravity. She knows exactly what she's doing, exactly what effect her words have on me.

"Show me what an experienced woman can do," I challenge, my hand moving to stroke her black hair.

She smiles wickedly before wrapping her lips around the head of my cock. The wet heat of her mouth engulfs me, and I have to bite back a loud groan. The last thing we need is to wake Matthew. Hillary takes me deeper, her tongue swirling around my shaft as she descends. Unlike Sydney's enthusiastic but sometimes clumsy technique, Hillary's skill is immediately apparent. She knows exactly how to vary the pressure, how to use her tongue along the sensitive underside, how to hollow her cheeks for maximum suction.

"Fuck," I hiss, my fingers tightening in her hair. "Your mouth feels amazing."

Hillary hums in acknowledgment, the vibration sending pleasure shooting up my spine. Her hands aren't idle either — one gently massages my balls while the other strokes what doesn't fit in her mouth. And she takes a lot. More than Sydney ever could. Hillary relaxes her throat and takes me deeper, until I feel the tight squeeze of her throat around my head.

The sight of her red lips stretched around my girth, her mascara beginning to smudge as tears form in the corners of her eyes from the depth, is the most erotic thing I've ever seen. This is Sydney's mother, on her knees, sucking my cock like her life depends on it, while her husband sleeps upstairs.

As good as it feels, I want more. I want control. I gather her hair in my fists, gripping it tightly enough to make her gasp around my cock. Her eyes widen, looking up at me with a mixture of surprise and excitement.

"You want to suck this big cock?" I growl, my voice low and dangerous. "Then let me fuck that pretty mouth properly."

Without waiting for a response, I start thrusting into her mouth, setting my own pace. Hillary moans around me, her hands moving to grip my thighs for support as I take control. I push deeper with each thrust, feeling her throat constrict around me as she struggles to accommodate my size.

"That's it," I grunt, watching her lips stretch wider. "Take it all like a good little slut."

Hillary's eyes water more heavily now, mascara streaking down her cheeks as I force my cock deeper into her throat. She gags, a wet, choking sound that only turns me on more. Instead of pulling back, I hold her head in place, my cock lodged deep in her throat, cutting off her air for several seconds before releasing her.

She pulls back with a gasp, strings of saliva connecting her lips to my cock, but there's no fear in her eyes — only hunger. Before I can say anything, she dives back down, taking me to the base on her own, her nose pressing against my stomach.

"Holy fuck," I groan, impressed by her determination. Sydney would have tapped out by now, but Hillary is insatiable, hungry for more despite the abuse her throat is taking.

I grab her hair again, this time with both hands, using it like reins to control her movements. I pull her all the way off my cock, a trail of spit hanging from her swollen lips.

"Who's cock is better? Mine or your husband's?" I demand, slapping my wet cock against her cheek, leaving a glistening trail.

"Yours," she gasps, her voice raspy from the rough treatment. "So much bigger. So much better."

"And who fucks better? Me or your husband?"

Her eyes gleam with wicked excitement at the degradation of her husband. "You do. Matthew can't fuck me like you fuck Sydney. I need it like that, Tyler. I need you to use me."

That's all I need to hear. I shove my cock back into her waiting mouth, thrusting hard and fast now, using her face like a sex toy. Hillary takes it all, her hands squeezing my thighs, encouraging me to go harder, faster, deeper.

The wet, sloppy sounds of my cock plunging into her throat fill the living room, mixed with her muffled gags and my low grunts. I'm in complete control now, holding her head still as I fuck her face mercilessly. Spit runs down her chin and onto her tits, making them glisten in the moonlight filtering through the window.

"Such a dirty fucking MILF," I taunt, my balls slapping against her chin with each thrust. "Getting face-fucked by your daughter's boyfriend. What would Sydney think if she saw you now?"

Hillary moans at the mention of her daughter, the vibration sending pleasure coursing through my cock. The taboo nature of what we're doing seems to turn her on even more, and she reaches between her legs to touch herself as I continue to ravage her mouth.

"That's it, touch that wet pussy while I fuck your throat," I command, watching as her fingers work frantically between her thighs. "You're getting off on this, aren't you? On being used like a cheap whore right under your husband's nose?"

Her moan of affirmation is muffled by my cock, but I can see the answer in her eyes — yes, that's exactly what's turning her on. The forbidden nature, the degradation, the raw, animal lust — she craves it all.

I increase my pace, my hips bucking wildly as I chase my pleasure. Hillary's mascara is completely ruined now, black streaks running down her face as tears stream from her eyes. Her lipstick is smeared across her face and my cock, a visual testament to her defilement.

"Look at me," I demand, yanking her hair to tilt her face up. Our eyes lock as I continue to thrust into her mouth, and I see no shame, no regret — only pure, unbridled lust. This sophisticated woman, this mother, this wife, reduced to a cock-hungry slut on her knees for a high school senior.

The power I feel in this moment is intoxicating. I control her completely, using her mouth for my pleasure, and she loves every second of it. Her hand moves faster between her legs, her moans growing more urgent around my shaft.

I pull my cock out just long enough to let her catch her breath. "Is this what you wanted when you watched me fuck your daughter? To be used just like her?"

"Yes," she gasps, her voice hoarse and broken. "I wanted to know what it felt like to be fucked by you. To be dominated by you."

"Then take it all," I growl, shoving my cock back into her waiting mouth and resuming my relentless pace.

Unable to wait any longer, Hillary rises from her knees, her lips swollen and her chin glistening with saliva. Her eyes, dark with lust, never leave mine as she climbs onto my lap, straddling me on the couch. Her thighs spread wide, positioning her dripping pussy just above my throbbing cock. I grab her hips, my fingers digging into her soft flesh as she slowly lowers herself down, her wet heat enveloping me inch by inch.

"Oh God," she gasps as I stretch her open, her head falling back in pleasure. "You're so fucking big, Tyler."

Her pussy grips me like a vise, tighter than I expected for a woman who's had a child. Unlike Sydney's eager but sometimes clumsy movements, Hillary knows exactly what she's doing, rolling her hips in a way that has my toes curling. She takes me to the hilt, her ass coming to rest on my thighs as she adjusts to my size.

"Fuck, you feel amazing," I groan, fighting to keep my voice down. "So much tighter than your daughter."

The comparison makes her moan, her inner walls clenching around me. She begins to move, lifting herself up until just the head of my cock remains inside before dropping back down. The sight of my shaft disappearing into her mature pussy, glistening with her juices, is hypnotic.

"You like that?" she whispers, establishing a steady rhythm. "You like fucking mommy's pussy?"

Her dirty talk sends a jolt of electricity through me. I grip her ass harder, helping her move on my cock. Her breasts bounce with each movement, and I lean forward to capture one nipple in my mouth, sucking hard enough to make her gasp.

"Yes," I hiss against her breast. "I love watching you ride my big cock. Taking it so much better than Sydney ever could."

Hillary's pace increases, her breathing becoming more ragged as she bounces on me with growing urgency. Her hands grip my shoulders for leverage, nails digging into my skin. The wet sounds of our bodies meeting fill the room, along with our muffled groans and the creaking of the couch beneath us.

Just as we find our perfect rhythm, a voice calls down from upstairs.

"Hillary? What's that noise?"

We freeze, Hillary's eyes widening in panic as Matthew's sleepy voice drifts down to us. My cock is still buried deep inside her, throbbing with need. For a moment, I think the night is over, that we've been caught.

But Hillary surprises me. Instead of jumping off, she presses a finger to my lips, signaling me to be quiet. Then, to my shock, she begins to slowly rock on my cock again as she answers.

"It's just the TV, honey," she calls back, her voice impressively steady despite the pleasure I can see on her face. "Go back to sleep."

"It sounds like moaning," Matthew persists, his voice closer now, as if he's moved to the top of the stairs.

Hillary reaches for her phone on the side table, never breaking our connection. She quickly dials a number, and I realize she's calling her husband to prevent him from coming downstairs.

"Hey, I'm calling your phone so we don't have to shout," she says when he answers, her free hand pressing against my chest as she continues to ride me in slow, deliberate movements. "Sorry if it woke you."

I can't believe what's happening. Hillary Erhard is on the phone with her husband while my cock is deep inside her pussy. The forbidden thrill of it makes me harder than ever, and I thrust upward, wanting to see if I can make her lose control.

Her eyes widen at my sudden movement, but she manages to keep her voice level. "Yeah, I couldn't sleep so I came down to watch some TV." She bites her lip as I thrust again, harder this time. "It's one of those... mmm... adult dramas. Lots of... intense scenes."

I grip her hips tighter, holding her in place as I begin to thrust up into her in earnest. The challenge becomes clear — I want to make her break, to reveal what we're doing, while she fights to maintain her composure.

"No, don't come down," she says quickly into the phone, her free hand gripping my shoulder for support as I pump into her. "You need your rest for your... oh!... for your presentation tomorrow."

That little slip, that tiny gasp of pleasure

That little slip, that tiny gasp of pleasure as I hit a particularly sensitive spot inside her, makes my cock twitch with excitement. I drive upward again, aiming for the same spot, watching her face contort with the effort not to moan.

"What was that?" I hear Matthew ask through the phone.

"Just... reacting to the show," Hillary manages, her eyes locked on mine, half-warning and half-pleading. "One of the characters just had a... surprise."

I smirk, accepting her silent challenge. My hands slide from her hips to her ass, squeezing the firm flesh before delivering a sharp slap that she clearly wasn't expecting. Her pussy clenches around me in response, and she has to cover the phone for a second to prevent her gasp from being heard.

"Yes, I'll be up soon," she continues, her voice now slightly breathless. "Just want to... finish this episode."

I thrust up harder, establishing a steady rhythm that makes the couch creak softly beneath us. Hillary's thighs tremble with the effort of maintaining control, her free hand now pressed over her mouth to muffle any sounds that might escape.

"What kind of show is it?" Matthew asks, and I can hear the curiosity in his voice even from here.

Hillary's eyes roll back slightly as I reach between us, my thumb finding her clit and rubbing slow circles around it. "It's about... a married woman who... explores her... oh god... her desires."

I can tell she's struggling now, her composure slipping with each thrust of my cock inside her. The danger of being caught, of Matthew coming downstairs and finding his wife impaled on my cock, only adds to the intensity of the moment. My heart pounds in my chest, blood rushing in my ears as I increase my pace.

"It sounds interesting," Matthew says, oblivious to what's really happening. "Maybe we could watch it together sometime."

The irony almost makes me laugh out loud, but I channel that energy into fucking Hillary harder. Her breasts bounce with each thrust, and I lean forward to capture one nipple between my teeth, biting down just hard enough to make her have to stifle another moan.

"Maybe," she manages, her voice now unmistakably strained. "Listen, honey, I should go. Don't want the... ah... the TV to keep you up."

She's close to breaking, her pussy clenching rhythmically around my shaft as her orgasm approaches. I can feel it building in the way her thighs tense, the way her breathing becomes more erratic. The fact that she's about to cum while on the phone with her husband drives me wild with lust.

"Okay, good night," Matthew says, still completely unaware. "Don't stay up too late. I love you."

"I won't," Hillary promises, her voice barely controlled. "Good night."

She quickly ends the call and tosses the phone aside, finally free to express her pleasure. But I clamp my hand over her mouth just in time to muffle the loud moan that escapes as her orgasm crashes over her. Her entire body shudders, her pussy contracting around my cock in powerful spasms as she cums.

"That's it," I whisper harshly against her ear, still thrusting up into her convulsing body. "Cum on my cock while your husband is just upstairs. Such a dirty fucking MILF."

Her eyes roll back, tears of pleasure forming at the corners as her orgasm continues to roll through her. The forbidden nature of what we're doing, the close call with Matthew, the taboo of fucking her daughter's boyfriend — it all combines to make her climax more intense than anything I've witnessed before.

I keep my hand firmly over her mouth, feeling her hot breath against my palm as she rides out the waves of pleasure. Her body jerks and trembles, completely at the mercy of the sensations I'm creating inside her.

"You almost got us caught," I growl when her orgasm finally begins to subside. "You liked that, didn't you? The risk of your husband coming down and seeing you bouncing on my cock?"

Hillary nods against my hand, her eyes hooded with post-orgasmic bliss but still hungry for more. When I finally remove my hand from her mouth, she leans forward to kiss me deeply, her tongue tangling with mine in a passionate dance.

"That was so fucking hot," she whispers against my lips. "I've never been so turned on in my life."

She rolls her hips again, reminding me that I'm still rock hard inside her. The look in her eyes tells me we're far from finished, that the night has only just begun.

Hillary's phone call with Matthew seems to have ignited something primal in her. Her eyes are wild with lust as she grabs my face, kissing me with renewed hunger. Her pussy clenches around my still-hard cock, her body demanding more despite the powerful orgasm she just experienced. I grip her hips, ready to take control of this forbidden encounter.

"My turn," I growl against her lips, suddenly lifting her and flipping our positions. She lands on her back on the couch with a soft gasp, and I waste no time positioning myself between her spread thighs. Her pussy glistens in the dim light, swollen and wet from her recent climax.

I line myself up and thrust forward hard, burying myself to the hilt in one powerful stroke. Hillary's back arches off the couch, her mouth opening in a silent scream as I fill her completely. Her legs wrap around my waist, pulling me even deeper.

"Yes, Tyler," she hisses, her nails digging into my shoulders. "Fuck me like you fucked my daughter. Show me what she gets."

Her words fuel my lust, reminding me of the taboo nature of what we're doing. I grab her wrists, pinning them above her head with one hand while the other grips her throat lightly. The position leaves her completely at my mercy, unable to move except to take what I give her.

"You want it rough?" I ask, squeezing her throat just enough to make her eyes widen. "You want to be fucked like a whore?"

"God, yes," she moans, her pussy clenching around me at my words. "Use me, Tyler. Make me your fuck toy."

I pull back and slam into her again, setting a brutal pace that has the couch creaking beneath us. Each thrust drives my cock deep into her core, making her breasts bounce with the impact. I tighten my grip on her throat, watching as her eyes glaze over with pleasure and the slight restriction of her breath.

"This is what Sydney gets," I grunt between thrusts. "This big cock pounding her tight little pussy. But you take it better, don't you? You love having your daughter's boyfriend's cock inside you."

"Yes," Hillary gasps, her voice strained from my hand on her throat. "I love it. I've been watching you for months, wanting this... ah!... wanting you to fuck me like this."

The confession sends a surge of heat through my body. The thought of her fantasizing about me, masturbating to thoughts of me fucking her while her husband sleeps beside her, is intoxicating. I release her throat to grab her breasts, squeezing them roughly as I continue to pound into her.

"Your tits are better than hers," I tell her, pinching her nipples hard enough to make her yelp. "Bigger. Fuller. Perfect for a slut MILF like you."

Hillary moans at the degradation, her hips rising to meet each of my thrusts. I can feel her pussy gripping me tighter, another orgasm building within her. Her eyes are locked on mine, filled with a mixture of lust and something else — gratitude, perhaps, for giving her what her husband can't.

"I'm going to cum again," she whispers, her voice trembling with need. "Please don't stop. Don't fucking stop."

"I'm not stopping until I fill this pussy with cum," I promise, increasing my pace even further. The wet sounds of our bodies meeting fill the room, along with the creaking of the couch and our muffled moans. "Going to pump you full of my load while your husband sleeps upstairs."

The taboo reminder pushes her over the edge. Hillary's second orgasm hits her hard, her body convulsing beneath me as her pussy clamps down on my cock like a vise. She bites down on her lower lip to keep from screaming, her eyes rolling back as waves of pleasure crash through her.

The sight of this sophisticated woman coming undone beneath me, combined with the tight squeeze of her pussy around my shaft, brings me to the edge. My thrusts become erratic, more forceful, as I chase my own release.

"I'm going to cum," I warn, my voice strained with the effort of holding back. "Want me to pull out?"

"No," Hillary gasps, her legs locking around my waist to keep me deep inside her. "Cum in me. Fill me up. I want to feel it."

That's all the encouragement I need. With a few final, powerful thrusts, I bury myself as deep as possible and let go. My cock pulses inside her as I erupt, shooting rope after rope of hot cum into her waiting pussy. The sensation is intense, almost painful in its pleasure, as if her body is milking every last drop from me.

"Fuck!" I groan, my hips jerking involuntarily as I empty myself inside her. "Taking it all, aren't you? Such a good little cum slut."

Hillary moans in response, her inner walls still spasming around me, drawing out my orgasm. Her hands run up and down my back, her nails leaving light scratches in their wake. We stay like that for a moment, joined together, our breaths mingling as we come down from our shared high.

Finally, I pull out, watching with satisfaction as a trickle of my cum leaks from her well-fucked pussy. Hillary's chest rises and falls rapidly, her body glistening with sweat in the moonlight. She looks thoroughly debauched, a far cry from the elegant mother I've seen around the house.

Without a word, she slides off the couch and onto her knees between my legs again. I watch, mesmerized, as she takes my semi-hard cock into her mouth, cleaning off the mixture of my cum and her juices. Her tongue works diligently, licking every inch of my shaft until it's clean.

The sight of Hillary Erhard, Sydney's mother, kneeling before me, cleaning my cock with her mouth after I've just filled her with cum, is something I'll never forget. It's the ultimate power trip, the ultimate conquest.

"No evidence," she whispers with a wink when she's finished, sitting back on her heels. "Our little secret."

I reach out to brush a strand of hair from her face, my touch surprisingly tender after the roughness of our encounter. "This can't be a one-time thing," I tell her, my voice low but firm.

Hillary's lips curve into a seductive smile. "Definitely not," she agrees, rising gracefully to her feet. She leans down to place a soft kiss on my lips, a stark contrast to the wild passion of moments ago. "We've only just begun, Tyler Brady."

She picks up her discarded robe from the floor, slipping it on but leaving it untied, giving me one last view of her naked body.

"Good night," she whispers, her voice a promise of more to come. "Sweet dreams."

As she turns to head back upstairs, I can't help but marvel at the events of the night. From fucking Sydney in her bedroom to fucking her mother on the living room couch, all in the same day. And from the look Hillary gave me as she disappeared up the stairs, this is just the beginning of our secret arrangement.

I lie back on the couch, a satisfied smile on my face as I pull the blanket over me. Being the star quarterback definitely has its perks, but none quite as good as the Erhard women.
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