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Chapter 1

The sun beats down on my bare back as I push the mower across Mrs. Goldstein's perfectly manicured lawn. Sweat drips down my chest, tracing lines between the muscles I've built from years of football training. Each pass of the blade creates a satisfying pattern in the grass, but my mind isn't on yard work. It's on her — Angelina Goldstein, the hottest MILF in the neighborhood, who I know is somewhere inside that massive house, probably wearing something that would make my cock throb.

I've been mowing the Goldsteins' lawn for almost a year now. It's good money for an eighteen-year-old like me, especially since Mr. Goldstein pays extra because he's too busy with his finance job to do it himself. But the real payment is getting to see his wife. Fuck, his wife.

The rhythmic drone of the mower fills my ears as I make another pass along the edge of the property. The heat is brutal today, which is why I ditched my shirt after the first five minutes. My eyes keep drifting toward the backyard, where I know their pool is. Where she might be.

As I turn the corner of the house, my heart nearly stops. There she is.

Angelina Goldstein is stretched out on a lounge chair, her body glistening with tanning oil under the scorching sun. My mouth goes dry instantly. She's wearing the tiniest fucking bikini I've ever seen — two triangles of bright red fabric barely covering her massive tits and another scrap of material between her legs that leaves almost nothing to the imagination.

Not that I need to imagine. I can see everything.

Her tits are fucking incredible — full and round, defying gravity despite her age. They rise and fall with each breath she takes, the valley between them deep and inviting. I'd give anything to bury my face there, to feel those soft mounds pressed against my cheeks. The bikini top strains against their weight, the fabric pulled tight across her hard nipples.

My cock stiffens instantly in my shorts. I try to adjust myself without being obvious, but it's no use. I'm rock hard now.

Her face is turned toward me, eyes hidden behind designer sunglasses, but I can see her full lips, painted a glossy pink. They're slightly parted, like she's waiting for something to fill them. Her high cheekbones and perfect jawline could belong to a model half her age. Long blonde hair cascades over her shoulders, a few strands sticking to her neck from the heat.

Fuck, she's hot. Forty years old and she's got the body of a college cheerleader — toned arms, flat stomach with just the hint of abs, and legs that seem to go on forever. Her skin is tanned to perfection, smooth and flawless.

I try to focus on mowing, but my eyes keep drifting back to her. With each pass of the mower, I get a different angle of her body, and my mind runs wild with what I'd do to her if I ever got the chance.

I'd start with those tits, squeezing them, sucking her nipples until she moans. I'd slide my hands down her stomach to that tiny bikini bottom and pull it aside. I bet she's shaved or waxed, her pussy pink and perfect. I'd bury my face between her legs until she's screaming my name, begging me to fuck her.

My cock twitches at the thought, and I have to stop for a moment, pretending to check something on the mower when really I'm just trying not to cum in my shorts from the fantasy alone.

In my mind, I'm bending her over that lounge chair, spanking her ass until it's red before sliding my cock into her from behind. I'm grabbing those blonde locks and pulling back while I pound into her, making her tits bounce with each thrust. I'm making her cum harder than her husband ever has, making her scream so loud the neighbors hear.

I shake my head, trying to clear the images. Focus, Tyler. Just finish the lawn.

The mower roars as I push it faster, channeling my sexual frustration into yard work. Sweat pours down my back now, soaking the waistband of my shorts. I feel it dripping down my abs, following the V-line that disappears into my waistband. The heat is unbearable, but the sight of Angelina by the pool makes it worth it.

As I finish the last strip of grass, I cut the engine. The sudden silence is jarring. I wipe my forehead with my forearm and turn around to collect my t-shirt.

That's when I see her.

Angelina is standing at the front door, one hand on her hip, the other holding the frame. She's moved from the pool to watch me finish, and the look on her face makes my cock jump again. Her eyes are traveling over my body — my broad shoulders, my chest, my abs — like she's mentally tracing every line of muscle. Her sunglasses are pushed up on her head now, revealing eyes that gleam with something I can only describe as hunger.

"Nice job with the lawn, Tyler," she calls out, her voice honey-sweet with an edge that makes my spine tingle.

"Thanks, Mrs. Goldstein," I reply, suddenly conscious of my bare chest covered in sweat.

"Please, I've told you to call me Angelina," she says, stepping onto the porch. As she moves, I can't help but notice how her bikini top struggles to contain her breasts. And there, pointing through the thin fabric, are her nipples — hard and erect despite the heat.

Holy fuck. Is she turned on by watching me?

The thought sends another surge of blood to my already painfully hard cock. I try to position myself so it's not obvious, but from the way her eyes flick downward and her lips curl into a smile, I can tell she's noticed.

"You must be dying of thirst in this heat," she says, letting the words hang in the air between us. "Why don't you come inside for some lemonade? I just made it fresh."

My heart pounds in my chest. Is this really happening?

"That sounds great," I manage to say, my voice cracking slightly. "Let me just put the mower away."

"Take your time," she purrs, turning to go back inside. Her ass sways as she walks, the bikini bottom riding up between her cheeks. "I'll be waiting in the kitchen."

I quickly wheel the mower into their garage, my mind racing with possibilities. Inside. Alone with Angelina Goldstein. My cock is so hard it hurts, pushing against my zipper with every step.

I take a deep breath, willing myself to calm down. It's just lemonade, I tell myself. But as I approach the front door, the image of her hard nipples poking through that tiny bikini top fills my mind again.

Maybe it's not just lemonade after all.

I step into the Goldsteins' kitchen, my eyes adjusting to the dim indoor light after the blinding sun outside. Angelina stands at the counter, her back to me, still wearing nothing but that tiny red bikini. My cock twitches at the sight of her nearly naked body in this domestic setting. The cool air conditioning raises goosebumps on my sweaty skin, but does nothing to cool the heat building inside me. As she turns around, her eyes immediately drop to the bulge in my shorts, and a knowing smile spreads across her glossy lips.

"My, my, Tyler," she says, her voice dropping to a sultry whisper. "Looks like you've got quite the... situation there."

I feel my face flush, but I don't try to hide it. Let her see what she does to me.

"It's the heat," I lie, knowing full well it's the sight of her perfect tits barely contained in that bikini top.

She laughs, a musical sound that somehow manages to be both innocent and filthy at the same time. "Of course it is." She turns back to the counter, reaching up to open a cabinet. The movement makes her ass push out toward me, the bikini bottom riding even higher between her cheeks. "Have a seat at the island. I'll get you that lemonade."

I slide onto a stool at the kitchen island, grateful for the opportunity to sit down and hide my erection under the counter. But as Angelina turns with two glasses in hand, her eyes still lock onto my crotch like she can see right through the granite.

"You work so hard on our lawn," she says, filling the glasses with lemonade from a pitcher. Ice cubes clink against the glass. "Ben never appreciates it enough. He's always too busy with work to notice the little things."

She walks around the island, placing a glass in front of me. As she leans over, her breasts hang down, threatening to spill out of her top. I can see straight down her cleavage, the inner curves of her tits forming a deep valley that my eyes follow all the way down to where the fabric finally obstructs my view.

"Thanks, Mrs. — I mean, Angelina," I stammer, grabbing the glass and taking a big gulp to hide my nervousness.

"You know," she says, sliding onto the stool next to mine, her bare thigh brushing against my leg, "I watch you sometimes. When you're working on the lawn."

I nearly choke on my lemonade. "You do?"

She nods, taking a small sip from her glass, her eyes never leaving mine. "I like to see a young, strong man working up a sweat. It's... inspiring."

My cock throbs in my shorts, pushing painfully against my zipper. Her hand moves to my knee, a touch so light I could almost imagine it.

"Oops!" she suddenly exclaims, her hand jerking and sending her glass of lemonade tipping over — right onto my lap.

The cold liquid soaks through my shorts immediately, making me gasp from the shock. But it's nothing compared to the shock of what happens next.

"Oh my God, I'm so clumsy," Angelina says, grabbing a kitchen towel. "Let me help you with that."

Before I can protest — not that I would — her hand is on my crotch, rubbing the towel vigorously against the wet spot. But she's not just drying me off. Her fingers press and rub against my hard-on through the damp fabric, tracing the outline of my cock with deliberate movements.

"Fuck," I whisper, unable to hold back.

"Language, Tyler," she teases, but her hand doesn't stop. In fact, it moves more intentionally now, wrapping around my shaft through my shorts and giving it a firm squeeze.

My hips buck involuntarily, pushing my cock harder against her palm. She responds by leaning closer, her breath hot against my neck.

"My goodness," she whispers, "you're so... big. Much bigger than I expected."

Her hand continues its movement, up and down my length, no longer even pretending to dry the spill. My breathing becomes shallow as pleasure courses through me. Her touch is expert, knowing exactly how much pressure to apply, how fast to move.

"Does that feel good?" she asks, her lips so close to my ear that I can feel them brush against my skin.

"Yes," I groan, my eyes closing as I surrender to the sensation. "So fucking good."

"You know what I think?" she continues, her voice dropping even lower as her hand speeds up. "I think you're exactly what I need. A strong, young man with a big, hard cock. Not like my husband."

My eyes snap open at this. She's still stroking me through my shorts, but now her other hand is on my thigh, her nails digging slightly into my skin.

"Ben is so... inadequate," she continues, venom and lust mixing in her voice. "Small dick, no stamina. He hasn't made me cum in years."

Holy shit. I never expected her to talk like this about her husband.

"But you," she purrs, squeezing my cock harder, making me gasp, "you look like you could fuck me for hours. You could bend me over this counter and pound me until I scream. Couldn't you, Tyler?"

"Yes," I manage to say, my voice strained from the effort of not cumming right then and there. "I could. I would."

She leans even closer, her lips now pressed directly against my ear. Her hard nipples brush against my arm, sending electric shocks straight to my groin.

"I bet you'd stretch me open with this big cock," she whispers, her hand still working me over. "I bet you'd fill me up so good I'd forget all about my pathetic husband and his tiny dick."

My cock jerks in her hand at her dirty talk. I'm dangerously close to cumming in my shorts.

"I bet you'd make me cum over and over, wouldn't you? You'd fuck me better than he ever could."

"Fuck yes," I groan, my hips now moving in rhythm with her hand.

Suddenly, she pulls away, leaving me throbbing and desperate for release. A wicked smile plays on her lips as she watches me squirm.

"You're all sweaty from working in the yard," she says, her voice returning to a more normal tone, though her eyes still burn with desire. "And now you're all sticky from the lemonade too."

I look down at my shorts, now sporting not just a wet spot from the lemonade but a darker spot where my pre-cum has soaked through.

"You should clean up before your long drive home," she suggests, standing up from the stool. As she does, I notice that her bikini bottom is darker between her legs too. She's as turned on as I am.

"You can use my shower upstairs," she continues, extending a hand to help me up. "Much nicer than the guest bathroom. Bigger... shower head."

The way she says "shower head" makes it clear she's not just talking about plumbing fixtures.

"That sounds good," I reply, standing up but making no effort to hide my erection now. It tents my shorts obscenely, pointing right at her.

Her eyes linger on it, her tongue darting out to wet her lips. "Follow me," she says, turning toward the stairs. "I'll show you where everything is."

As she leads me up the staircase, her ass sways hypnotically in front of my face. Each step makes the firm globes bounce slightly, the thin strip of fabric between them revealing more than it hides.

My mind races with anticipation. This isn't just about a shower. We both know what's about to happen, and my cock throbs with each step, ready for whatever comes next.


Chapter 2

The hot water cascades down my body, washing away the sweat and grass clippings from the yard work. But it does nothing to cool the fire burning inside me. My cock stands at full attention, throbbing with each pulse of my racing heart. I close my eyes, letting the water run down my face as I replay the image of Angelina in that tiny red bikini, her hand stroking my cock through my shorts. My hand drifts down to my shaft, giving it a slow stroke as I imagine what those perfect tits would look like freed from their fabric prison.

The shower in the master bathroom is massive — glass-enclosed with multiple showerheads and enough room for at least three people. The thought makes my cock twitch. I wonder how many men Angelina has brought in here while her husband was away. The idea of her being a secret slut makes me even harder.

I squeeze a dollop of expensive-looking body wash into my palm, working it into a lather across my chest and abs. It smells like her — a mix of vanilla and something exotic that I can't place. As I run my soapy hands over my body, I can't help but picture her wearing nothing but that slutty bikini, lounging by the pool. Those big tits barely contained, nipples hard and pointing right at me...

The sound of the shower door opening snaps me out of my fantasy. I spin around, startled, water spraying from my hair.

And there she is. Completely naked. Angelina Goldstein in all her glory.

"Mind if I join you?" she asks, but she's already stepping in, closing the glass door behind her.

Before I can answer, her hand reaches out and wraps around my cock. Her touch is electric, sending a jolt of pleasure up my spine that makes me groan involuntarily.

"Fuck," I gasp, my hips jerking forward into her grip.

"I couldn't wait," she purrs, her free hand coming to rest on my chest. "Seeing you like this... all wet and hard for me..."

The water runs down her body, making her skin glisten. My eyes drink in every inch of her. Her tits are even more incredible than I imagined — full and round with large, pink nipples that point up slightly, defying her age. Her waist curves in dramatically before flaring out to perfectly shaped hips. Between her legs, she's completely bare, her pink pussy lips slightly swollen with arousal.

"Holy shit, you're fucking perfect," I breathe, my hands reaching for her instinctively.

She smiles, squeezing my cock harder as she steps closer. "You like what you see?"

"Fuck yes," I groan as her thumb circles the head of my cock, spreading the pre-cum that's leaking from the tip.

"Ben can't make me cum anymore," she says suddenly, her eyes locking with mine. "He tries, but his dick is so small, and he has no idea what he's doing. I need a real man." Her grip tightens on my shaft. "I need you, Tyler. I need you to fuck me like the slut I am."

Her words send a fresh surge of blood to my already rock-hard cock. I grab her by the waist and pull her against me, crashing my lips into hers. She responds immediately, her mouth opening to mine, her tongue pushing past my lips to tangle with my own.

Our tongues battle for dominance as water streams down around us. Her hand never leaves my cock, stroking it with increasing urgency. My own hands explore her body, squeezing her ass, feeling the firm muscles beneath her soft skin.

"Fuck, your ass feels amazing," I growl against her lips.

"It's all yours, baby," she moans back. "Every inch of me is yours for the taking."

I spin us around, pushing her back against the cool tile wall. The contrast of temperatures makes her gasp, her nipples hardening even more. I press my body against hers, pinning her to the wall as my lips move from her mouth to her jaw, then down her neck.

She tilts her head back, giving me better access, soft moans escaping her throat as I suck and bite at her sensitive skin. Her hand still works my cock, but her movements are becoming erratic as pleasure overwhelms her.

"Yes, Tyler," she pants, her free hand grabbing a fistful of my hair. "Mark me. Show me what a real man can do."

Her words drive me wild. I move lower, my mouth trailing down to her collarbone, then to the swell of her breasts. My hands come up to grab them, squeezing roughly, kneading the soft flesh between my fingers. They're bigger than they looked in the bikini, filling my hands completely.

"Your tits are fucking incredible," I growl, pinching her nipples between my thumbs and forefingers, making her cry out.

"Harder," she demands, arching her back to push them further into my hands. "Be rough with me. I'm not some fragile little girl."

I squeeze harder, watching her face contort with pleasure-pain. Her grip on my cock tightens in response, making me groan. I lower my head, taking one hard nipple into my mouth, sucking it hard while my tongue flicks rapidly across the sensitive tip.

"Oh fuck yes!" she cries, her head hitting the tile wall as she throws it back in ecstasy. "Suck my tits, baby. Bite them."

I oblige, grazing my teeth across her nipple before biting down gently, then with increasing pressure until she's whimpering. I move to her other breast, giving it the same treatment — sucking, licking, biting — while my hands continue to knead and squeeze the soft flesh.

"You like that?" I ask, looking up at her face twisted in pleasure. "You like having your big tits manhandled by an 18-year-old stud?"

"God yes," she moans, her hips bucking against me, seeking friction. "I've been watching you for months, Tyler. Fantasizing about your young, hard body... your big cock..."

Her words fuel my desire. I suck harder on her nipple, my teeth grazing the sensitive bud, making her cry out. My hands are rough, squeezing and kneading her tits like I'm trying to reshape them.

"Ben never touches me like this," she pants, her nails digging into my shoulder. "He's so gentle, so boring. I need it rough. I need to be used."

I pull back, looking her in the eyes. "I'm going to use you, alright. I'm going to fuck you in ways your husband never could. I'm going to make you cum so hard you forget his name."

"Yes," she hisses, her eyes glazing over with lust. "Tell me more. Tell me what you're going to do to me."

"I'm going to bend you over and fuck you from behind," I growl, my hand sliding down between her legs to find her pussy dripping wet despite the shower water. "I'm going to pound this tight cunt until you're screaming my name. I'm going to fill you with my cum and make you beg for more."

"Fuck yes," she moans as my fingers find her clit, circling it roughly. "Use me, Tyler. Make me your whore."

The dirty talk pushes me to the edge. I need to taste her, to feel her come apart under my tongue.

"Get on your knees," I command, surprising myself with my boldness.

Her eyes widen with excitement at my dominance. Without hesitation, she sinks to her knees in front of me, the water from the shower streaming down her face and over her perfect tits. Her hands run up my thighs as she looks up at me with pure lust in her eyes.

My cock stands proudly before her face, the head swollen and purple with need. Pre-cum leaks from the tip, mixing with the water cascading down my body.

"Suck it," I demand, my voice thick with desire.

She licks her lips, her eyes never leaving mine as she leans forward, ready to take me into her mouth.

Angelina's perfect lips part as she takes me into her mouth, engulfing the head of my cock in wet heat that makes my knees buckle. Her tongue swirls around the sensitive tip, teasing the underside in a way that sends electric shocks up my spine. I thread my fingers through her wet blonde hair, watching in awe as this gorgeous MILF, this fantasy woman, sucks my cock like it's the best thing she's ever tasted.

"Fuck," I groan, my head falling back as she takes me deeper, her cheeks hollowing with suction.

She pulls back with a wet pop, looking up at me with those sultry eyes. "You like that, baby?" she purrs, her hand still stroking my shaft while her tongue flicks teasingly at the head.

"God, yes," I manage to say, my voice strained with pleasure.

She smiles wickedly before taking me back into her mouth, this time sinking down until I feel the back of her throat. The sensation is incredible — tight, wet, perfect. She holds me there for a moment before pulling back, only to repeat the motion, taking me deeper each time.

"Where did you learn to suck cock like this?" I ask, amazed at her skill.

She releases me again, her hand continuing to pump my shaft as she speaks. "I was quite the slut in college," she admits, her eyes gleaming with wicked memories. "I was in a sorority, and we used to party with the football team."

My cock twitches in her hand at the thought. "Yeah?"

"Mmm-hmm," she nods, licking a long stripe from the base of my cock to the tip. "I had a reputation for giving the best head on campus. The quarterback used to bring his teammates to my dorm room, one after another."

The image of a younger Angelina on her knees, servicing an entire football team, makes my cock harder than I thought possible. "How many guys at once?" I ask, my voice husky with lust.

"My record was five," she says with a proud smile. "Two in my mouth, taking turns, one in each hand, and one fucking me from behind." She squeezes my cock harder. "I made them all cum within twenty minutes."

"Holy shit," I breathe, imagining the scene.

"I miss those days," she continues, stroking me faster now. "The wild parties, the group sex, the feeling of being used by multiple men at once." She takes me back into her mouth, sucking hard for a moment before releasing me again. "Ben has no idea about my past. He thinks I was a good girl who saved myself for marriage."

The revelation that this classy, sophisticated housewife was once a complete cock-hungry whore pushes me over an edge I didn't know existed. Something primal takes over, and I grab a fistful of her hair, tightening my grip until she gasps.

"Show me," I demand, my voice dropping to a growl. "Show me those college skills. Take this cock down your throat."

Her eyes widen with excitement at my sudden dominance. Without hesitation, she opens her mouth wide, and I thrust forward, pushing my cock past her lips and into the tight confines of her throat.

"Fuck yes," I hiss as I feel her throat constrict around my shaft. I pull back slightly before thrusting in again, establishing a rhythm that has her eyes watering.

I hold her head in place with both hands now, my fingers tangled in her wet hair as I fuck her mouth. Each thrust goes deeper, my balls slapping against her chin as I bottom out in her throat. The sight of her red lips stretched around my girth, the feeling of her tongue working the underside of my shaft, the wet, gagging sounds she makes — it's all pushing me closer to the edge.

"Take it, you fucking whore," I growl, surprised by my own words but too far gone to care. "Take this young cock down your slutty throat."

Angelina moans around my shaft, the vibrations sending waves of pleasure through me. Her hands grip my thighs, not pushing me away but pulling me closer, encouraging my roughness.

I thrust harder, faster, watching as tears stream down her face from the exertion of taking me so deep. Her mascara runs, leaving black trails on her cheeks, but she doesn't pull away. Instead, she looks up at me with pure submission in her eyes, silently begging for more.

"You like being treated like a whore, don't you?" I taunt, giving her hair a sharp tug. "You like having your face fucked by a cock half your age?"

She manages a muffled "Mmm-hmm" around my shaft, her throat constricting with the effort.

The water continues to cascade around us, steam filling the shower as I use Angelina's mouth for my pleasure. The sounds she makes are obscene — wet, choking, gagging noises that echo off the tile walls. Each time I thrust deep, her throat closes around the head of my cock, squeezing it in a way that has me seeing stars.

"Fuck, your mouth feels amazing," I groan, my pace becoming more erratic as I near my peak. "Better than any girl my age. You're a fucking pro at sucking cock."

Her hands move to my ass, nails digging into the flesh as she pulls me deeper into her mouth, taking control back for a moment. She bobs her head rapidly, her lips a tight seal around my shaft, her tongue working magic along the underside.

When she pulls back to catch her breath, strings of saliva connect her lips to my cock. Her makeup is ruined, her hair a tangled mess in my grip, but she looks up at me with such hunger that it makes my cock throb.

"Use me," she gasps, her voice raspy from the throat-fucking. "Use my mouth like a pussy. I want you to fuck my face until you can't take it anymore."

I don't need to be told twice. I tighten my grip on her hair and thrust back into her waiting mouth, this time with even more force. My hips move at a punishing pace, my cock disappearing into her throat over and over as she takes it all without complaint.

The gagging sounds she makes only spur me on. Each time she chokes on my length, her throat spasms around me, creating a sensation so intense I have to grit my teeth to hold back my orgasm.

"That's it, you cock-hungry bitch," I snarl, lost in the moment. "Choke on this big dick. Show me how much you love it."

And she does love it — I can tell by the way her eyes roll back in her head, by the moans that escape around my shaft, by the way her hands squeeze my ass harder with each thrust. This isn't just for my pleasure; she's getting off on being used this way.

Her right hand leaves my ass and disappears between her legs. I can't see what she's doing from this angle, but the rhythmic movement of her shoulder tells me she's pleasuring herself while I fuck her face.

"Are you playing with your pussy?" I ask, slowing my thrusts to let her answer.

She pulls back, gasping for air. "Yes," she admits, her voice a hoarse whisper. "I get so wet when a man takes control like this. When he uses my mouth like it's just a hole to fuck."

"You dirty slut," I groan, the words coming naturally now. "Getting off on being face-fucked in your own shower while your husband could come home any minute."

The mention of her husband seems to excite her even more. She moans loudly, her hand working faster between her legs as she takes me back into her mouth, sucking with renewed vigor.

I feel my orgasm building, a tight pressure at the base of my spine that threatens to explode at any moment. Angelina senses it too, her movements becoming more focused, more determined to push me over the edge.

But I'm not ready to finish yet. Not like this. I want more — need more — of this insatiable woman.

With great effort, I pull out of her mouth, my cock slapping wetly against her cheek as I try to regain control. She looks up at me, confused and desperate, her lips swollen and red from the rough treatment.

"Get up," I command, pulling her to her feet by her hair. "I'm not done with you yet."

I'm about to push Angelina against the shower wall when we both freeze at the sound of the bathroom door opening. My heart practically stops in my chest, and I instinctively pull Angelina closer to shield our bodies behind the steamed-up glass of the shower. The shower's running water partially masks our heavy breathing, but I can feel Angelina's body tense against mine, her perfect tits pressed against my chest, her heart pounding in sync with mine.

"Angie? You in the shower, babe?" a male voice calls out, and I immediately recognize it as Ben Goldstein's.

Holy fuck. Her husband is home early.

Angelina's eyes widen in panic, but there's something else there too — a glint of excitement, a thrill at the danger of our situation. She puts a finger to her lips, signaling me to stay quiet.

"Yes, honey!" she calls back, her voice remarkably steady considering she was just choking on my cock moments ago. "Just washing off after laying out by the pool."

I can see Ben's silhouette through the fogged glass, moving around the bathroom. He's not a big guy — shorter than me, with a slight build that makes me understand why Angelina craves someone more substantial. The steam from the hot shower has filled the room, creating a hazy barrier that obscures the details of what's happening inside.

"I thought I'd surprise you by coming home early," Ben says, his voice closer now. He must be right by the sink. "Thought maybe we could go out to dinner tonight."

Angelina's hand slides down my chest, finding my cock which, despite the danger, hasn't softened at all. If anything, the risk of being caught has made me even harder. She wraps her fingers around my shaft, giving it a slow, deliberate stroke.

"That sounds lovely," she replies, her voice only slightly hitching as she continues to stroke me. Her eyes lock with mine, daring me to make a sound. "What — what time were you thinking?"

I bite my lip to stay silent as her hand works my cock, her grip tight and movements precise. The audacity of what she's doing — jerking me off while talking to her husband — sends a surge of adrenaline through my body.

"I was thinking around seven?" Ben's voice sounds closer, like he's approaching the shower. "Hey, did the gardener kid come today? The lawn looks great."

Angelina's eyes sparkle with mischief at the mention of me. "Yes, Tyler was here earlier," she says, squeezing my cock harder on my name. "He did a... thorough job."

I have to clamp my hand over my mouth to stop from laughing or groaning — I'm not sure which would come out first. This woman is unbelievable.

"Good, he's reliable," Ben says, completely oblivious to what's happening just feet away from him. "I left his payment on the counter. Did you give it to him?"

"Not yet," Angelina purrs, stroking me faster now, her thumb circling the sensitive head of my cock. "But I'm planning to... compensate him appropriately."

My hips buck involuntarily into her hand, the double meaning of her words pushing me closer to the edge. I reach out, cupping one of her breasts, pinching the nipple between my fingers. Two can play at this game.

She inhales sharply at my touch, quickly covering it with a cough. "Sorry, just got some water in my throat," she explains to Ben.

If only he knew what was really in her throat minutes ago.

"Don't stay in too long, you'll turn into a prune," Ben says, and I hear the sound of him fiddling with something on the counter. "Oh, I almost forgot to tell you — Mom called. She wants us to visit next weekend."

Angelina's hand never stops its movement on my cock, but her expression shifts briefly to annoyance at the mention of her mother-in-law. "We can talk about it over dinner," she says, clearly wanting to end the conversation.

I'm on the edge now, the combination of her skilled hand and the thrill of almost being caught pushing me toward climax. Pre-cum leaks from the tip of my cock, mixing with the water as she spreads it around with her thumb.

"Alright, I'll let you finish up," Ben says, and I hear movement heading toward the door. "Oh, and Angie?"

"Yes?" she answers, her voice slightly strained as my fingers pinch her nipple harder.

"I love you," he says simply.

For a brief moment, something like guilt flashes across Angelina's face. But it's gone almost instantly, replaced by the mask of the dutiful wife.

"I love you too," she replies, the words muffled against my chest as I pull her closer, my cock still throbbing in her hand.

The bathroom door closes, and we both let out the breath we've been holding. But instead of stopping, Angelina drops to her knees again, taking my cock back into her mouth with renewed enthusiasm, as if the close call has only heightened her arousal.

"Holy shit," I whisper, my hand finding her wet hair again. "That was fucking intense."

She pulls back just long enough to whisper, "I know," before diving back onto my cock, taking me deep into her throat.

The adrenaline from our near-discovery, combined with the skill of Angelina's mouth, pushes me rapidly toward the point of no return. My balls tighten, my cock swells even further, and I know I can't hold back any longer.

"I'm gonna cum," I warn, my voice a strained whisper.

Angelina pulls back, her hand replacing her mouth as she strokes me rapidly. "Cum on my face," she demands, looking up at me with those sultry eyes. "I want to feel your hot load all over me."

That's all it takes to push me over the edge. I explode with a strangled groan, my cock pulsing in her hand as rope after rope of thick cum shoots onto her waiting face. It lands across her cheek, her lips, her chin, some even reaching her hair. She keeps stroking, milking every last drop from me as she moans with satisfaction.

"Fuck," I gasp, my legs shaking from the intensity of my orgasm. "That was incredible."

Angelina smiles up at me, my cum dripping down her face, mixing with the shower water. She licks her lips, catching some of it with her tongue before swallowing. "Mmm, and we're just getting started," she purrs.

She stands up, letting the shower rinse some of the cum from her face, though she seems in no hurry to clean it all off. Her hand reaches between my legs, cupping my balls gently.

"Ben will be downstairs for a while," she says, her voice low and seductive. "Why don't we move this to the bedroom? I want to feel this big cock inside me."

My dick, which had just expelled what felt like a gallon of cum, already begins to stir again at her words. The recovery power of an 18-year-old is no joke.

"Lead the way," I say, reaching for the shower knob to turn off the water.

As we step out of the shower, Angelina doesn't even bother with a towel. She takes my hand, leading me dripping wet toward the bedroom, her perfect ass swaying hypnotically with each step.

"I'm going to make you forget all about those college girls," she promises over her shoulder. "By the time I'm done with you, you'll be ruined for anyone your age."

Given what she's already done to me, I have no doubt she's right.


Chapter 3

I grab Angelina by the waist and practically throw her onto the king-sized bed, her wet body bouncing slightly on the expensive mattress. Her blonde hair fans out around her head like a halo, a stark contrast to the devilish look in her eyes. My cock, already hardening again despite just cumming minutes ago, points directly at her as I stand at the foot of the bed, drinking in the sight of her naked body spread out before me. Her husband is downstairs, completely unaware that I'm about to fuck his wife in their marital bed, and that thought alone makes my cock twitch with anticipation.

"Come here, Tyler," she purrs, her legs falling open in invitation. "Show me what a real man can do."

I don't need to be told twice. I climb onto the bed, my muscular body hovering over her smaller frame. I can feel the heat radiating from her skin, still warm from the shower. Our bodies are both still damp, creating a slick friction as I position myself between her thighs.

I lower my head to kiss along her neck, my lips tracing the delicate line of her jaw. Her skin tastes faintly of expensive perfume mixed with the clean scent of her shower gel. My cock brushes against her inner thigh, leaving a trail of pre-cum on her smooth skin.

"I've been dreaming about this," I whisper against her ear, nipping at the lobe. "Jerking off thinking about fucking you ever since I started working here."

Her hands run down my back, nails digging slightly into my skin. "Then stop dreaming and start doing," she challenges, arching her body up to press against mine.

I reach down between us, gripping my cock and positioning it at her entrance. I can feel the heat of her, the wetness that tells me she's more than ready. With one powerful thrust, I bury myself inside her, going deep — all the way to the hilt.

"Fuck!" Angelina cries out, her back arching off the bed. Her pussy is tight around me, gripping my cock like a vise. "Oh my God, you're so big!"

I pull back slightly before slamming back in, setting an immediate pace that's hard and deep. There's no gentle warm-up, no slow build — just raw, animal fucking from the first stroke.

"You like that?" I grunt, thrusting into her again. "You like this young cock stretching you open?"

"Yes!" she gasps, her hands flying up to grip the headboard for leverage. "God, yes! Harder!"

I oblige, increasing both the speed and force of my thrusts. The bed begins to creak beneath us, the headboard knocking against the wall with each powerful drive of my hips. My hands explore her body as I fuck her, squeezing her tits, pinching her nipples, gripping her waist to pull her harder onto my cock.

Her legs wrap around my waist, ankles locking behind my back, pulling me deeper into her with each thrust. The new angle lets me hit spots inside her that make her eyes roll back in her head.

"Right there!" she moans, her voice rising in pitch. "Fuck me right there! Don't stop!"

"Your pussy feels so fucking good," I growl, my balls slapping against her ass with each thrust. "So much tighter than I expected for such a slut."

Instead of being offended, my words seem to turn her on even more. "Yes, I'm your slut," she pants, her hips rising to meet each of my thrusts. "I'm your fucking whore. Use me, Tyler. Use my married cunt like it belongs to you."

The dirty talk drives me wild. I grab her wrists, pinning them above her head with one hand while the other grips her hip hard enough to leave bruises. The position gives me even more control, letting me pound into her with all my strength.

"Take it," I demand, watching her tits bounce with each impact. "Take every fucking inch."

And she does. Her pussy stretches around my girth, accommodating my size in a way that tells me she's had plenty of practice. Each time I bottom out inside her, she lets out a high-pitched moan that's part pain, part pleasure — the kind of sound that tells me I'm hitting just the right spot.

"You're so deep," she gasps, her eyes locked on mine. "I can feel you in my stomach. So much bigger than Ben... so much better..."

The comparison to her husband fuels something primal in me. I fuck her harder, driven by a desire to ruin her for him, to make her remember this every time he touches her.

The room fills with the sounds of our fucking — the wet slap of skin on skin, the creak of the bed springs, Angelina's increasingly loud moans, and my own grunts of pleasure. It's a symphony of sex, raw and unfiltered, echoing off the walls of the bedroom she shares with her husband.

"Your cock feels so good inside me," she moans, her words coming out in broken gasps as I pound into her. "I've needed this... needed a real man to fuck me properly..."

My cock swells even more at her words, stretching her further. I can feel every ridge and fold of her pussy gripping me, massaging my length as I slide in and out. The friction is incredible, her wetness making it just slick enough for me to maintain my punishing pace.

"You gonna cum on this young cock?" I taunt, driving into her with renewed vigor. "You gonna cream all over it while your husband is downstairs?"

"Yes! Yes!" she cries, her voice rising in volume. I briefly worry that Ben might hear, but the thought only excites me more. "I'm getting close... don't stop... please don't stop!"

I angle my hips slightly, making sure to drag the head of my cock against her G-spot with each thrust. Her reaction is immediate — her eyes widen, her mouth falls open in a silent scream, and her pussy clenches around me even tighter.

"That's it," I growl, maintaining the angle and pace that's driving her wild. "Cum for me. Show me how much better I fuck you than your husband does."

Her body begins to tense beneath me, her thighs trembling against my sides. I can feel her pussy starting to spasm, the first waves of her orgasm approaching.

"Oh God, I'm cumming," she moans, her voice a desperate whimper. "I'm cumming on your big cock! Fuck! TYLER!"

She screams my name as her orgasm crashes over her, her body convulsing beneath mine. Her pussy clamps down on my cock with incredible force, rippling along my length in waves that nearly push me over the edge too. Her back arches off the bed, pressing her tits against my chest as she rides out the intense pleasure.

I don't slow down, continuing to pound into her through her orgasm, prolonging it, intensifying it. Her eyes roll back, her words dissolving into incoherent sounds of ecstasy.

"That's it," I encourage, watching her come apart beneath me. "Let it all out. Show me how good it feels."

Her nails dig into my back, likely drawing blood, but I don't care. The pain only adds to the intensity of the moment. Her legs shake uncontrollably around my waist, her heels digging into my ass as she pulls me impossibly deeper.

"Oh my God," she gasps when she finally comes down from the peak, her body still trembling with aftershocks. "I haven't cum like that in years. Maybe ever."

I slow my pace slightly, giving her a moment to recover, but I don't stop. My cock is still rock hard inside her, throbbing with need.

"We're just getting started," I promise, a wicked grin spreading across my face. "I'm nowhere near done with you yet."

Her eyes widen with both exhaustion and excitement. "What do you have in mind?" she asks, her voice hoarse from screaming.

Instead of answering, I pull out of her suddenly, my cock glistening with her juices. Before she can protest the emptiness, I flip her over onto her stomach.

"Get on your hands and knees," I command, slapping her ass hard enough to leave a red handprint. "I want to fuck you from behind now."

Angelina eagerly complies with my command, flipping over and rising to her hands and knees, her ass high in the air. Her back arches beautifully, creating a perfect curve from her shoulders to her raised hips. I position myself behind her, my hands gripping the firm globes of her ass, spreading them apart to reveal her glistening pussy, still pulsing from her recent orgasm. The sight of her like this — on all fours in her marital bed, waiting for my cock — makes me throb with anticipation. My dick stands painfully erect, the head swollen and purple, veins prominent along the shaft.

"You want this cock back inside you?" I ask, teasing her entrance with just the tip.

"Yes," she moans, pushing her ass back against me. "Please, Tyler. Fuck me."

I slap her ass hard, leaving another red handprint to match the first. "Beg for it. Beg for this young cock."

She looks back over her shoulder, her eyes glazed with lust. "Please fuck me with your big cock. I need it inside me. I need you to pound my pussy. Please, Tyler, I'm begging you."

That's what I want to hear. With one powerful thrust, I bury myself to the hilt inside her, causing her to cry out in a mix of pain and pleasure. Her pussy feels even tighter from this angle, gripping my cock like a vise.

"Fuck!" she gasps, her fingers clutching the sheets. "So deep... so fucking deep!"

I pull almost all the way out before slamming back in, setting a brutal pace from the start. The sound of my hips slapping against her ass fills the room, punctuated by her increasingly desperate moans.

As I pound into her, I reach forward and grab a fistful of her long, blonde hair, wrapping it around my hand like a rope. With a sharp tug, I pull her head back, arching her spine even more dramatically.

"You like it rough, don't you?" I growl, maintaining my grip on her hair as I continue to thrust into her.

"Yes!" she cries, her voice strained from the position. "Pull my hair! Treat me like your fucking whore!"

I yank harder, using her hair as leverage to drive my cock deeper into her pussy. Her moans turn into screams of pleasure, each thrust forcing a new sound from her throat. My other hand reaches around to roughly grope her swinging tits, finding her nipple and pinching it hard between my fingers.

"These big tits are wasted on your husband," I taunt, kneading the soft flesh roughly. "He doesn't know how to handle them, does he?"

"No," she gasps, pushing her chest into my hand. "Nobody's ever handled me like you do. So rough... so good..."

I release her hair to grab both of her tits, squeezing them hard as I continue to pound into her from behind. They feel incredible in my hands — full and firm, with hardened nipples that I roll between my fingers, occasionally pinching hard enough to make her yelp.

The angle lets me go impossibly deep, the head of my cock hitting her cervix with each thrust. My balls slap rhythmically against her clit, providing additional stimulation that has her moaning non-stop.

"Your cunt feels so good around my cock," I grunt, watching my shaft disappear into her over and over. "So wet. So fucking tight."

With each thrust, my balls swing forward, slapping wetly against her pussy. The sensation drives me wild, adding another layer of pleasure to the already mind-blowing feeling of her tight walls gripping my length.

"You hear that?" I ask, momentarily slowing my pace to emphasize the obscene, wet sounds our bodies make as they come together. "That's the sound of your married pussy taking a young stud's cock. What would Ben think if he could hear it?"

The mention of her husband's name seems to push Angelina even further into ecstasy. Her pussy clenches around me, getting even wetter at the taboo.

"He'd be jealous," she moans. "Jealous that I finally found someone who knows how to fuck me properly."

I resume my punishing pace, my hands moving back to her hips, gripping them hard enough to leave bruises as I slam into her again and again. The bed rocks beneath us, the headboard banging against the wall with each thrust.

"Take it, you fucking slut," I snarl, my voice harsh with exertion and lust. "Take every inch of this cock. Feel it stretching your tight little cunt."

"Yes! Yes!" she chants, her words becoming a breathless mantra. "Fuck me! Harder! Fuck me harder!"

I give her exactly what she wants, driving into her with all the force I can muster. The room fills with the sounds of skin slapping against skin, her wet pussy accepting my cock with obscene squelching noises. Our combined grunts, moans, and gasps create a symphony of raw, animal pleasure.

"I'm gonna cum again," Angelina suddenly announces, her voice rising in pitch. "Oh fuck, I'm gonna cum on your big cock!"

I reach around and find her clit, rubbing it roughly in time with my thrusts. The additional stimulation is all she needs to push her over the edge.

"TYLER!" she screams, her whole body tensing as her second orgasm rips through her. Her pussy clamps down on my cock with incredible force, pulsating around my shaft in waves that nearly make me lose control.

I don't slow down, continuing to pound into her through her climax, watching as she comes completely undone beneath me. Her arms give out, and her face falls to the mattress, her ass still raised high as I continue to drive into her.

"That's it," I growl, feeling my own orgasm building rapidly. "Cum all over this young cock. Show me how much you love it."

Her body trembles uncontrollably, aftershocks of pleasure coursing through her as I maintain my relentless pace. The sight of her — this sophisticated, beautiful woman reduced to a quivering mess of pleasure by my cock — pushes me closer to the edge.

"I'm gonna cum," I announce, my rhythm becoming erratic as the pressure builds. "I'm gonna fill this married pussy with my load."

"Yes!" she moans, somehow finding the strength to push back against me. "Cum inside me! Fill me up! I want to feel it!"

With a final, powerful thrust, I bury myself as deep as possible inside her and explode. My cock pulses as rope after rope of hot cum shoots into her depths

With a final, powerful thrust, I bury myself as deep as possible inside her and explode. My cock pulses as rope after rope of hot cum shoots into her depths. The sensation is incredible — her pussy milking every last drop from me as I empty myself inside her. My fingers dig into her hips, holding her firmly in place as I fill her with my seed.

"Fuck," I groan, my body shuddering with the intensity of my orgasm. "Taking all my cum like a good slut."

Angelina moans weakly beneath me, her body still trembling from her own climax. I can feel our combined juices leaking out around my cock, dripping down onto the expensive sheets of her marital bed.

"So much," she mumbles, her voice barely audible. "So much cum... so deep..."

I stay buried inside her for a moment longer, enjoying the aftershocks of pleasure that ripple through both our bodies. When I finally pull out, my cock exits with a wet sound, followed by a trickle of my cum from her well-used pussy.

Angelina collapses fully onto the bed, rolling onto her back, her chest heaving with exertion. Her body glistens with sweat, her hair a tangled mess, her makeup smeared across her face. She looks thoroughly fucked — exactly how I wanted her to look.

"That was..." she trails off, seemingly unable to find the words.

"Not done yet," I say, moving up the bed toward her face. I grab a fistful of her hair again, positioning my cock, still wet with our combined fluids, in front of her lips. "Clean it off."

Her eyes widen slightly at my command, but she doesn't hesitate. She opens her mouth, taking my semi-hard cock between her lips, her tongue working to lick off every trace of our encounter. The sight of this elegant woman, this sophisticated housewife, eagerly cleaning her own juices and my cum from my cock is almost enough to make me hard again.

"That's it," I encourage, watching as she sucks me clean. "Show me what a good little cocksucker you are."

She moans around my shaft, her eyes closing as she savors the taste of our mixed essences. When she's finished, she pulls back, looking up at me with a mixture of satisfaction and exhaustion.

"I'll be back tomorrow," I promise, giving her one last rough kiss before climbing off the bed. "Be ready for round two."

I gather my clothes from the bathroom floor, still damp from our shower escapade. My body hums with satisfied energy as I pull on my shorts and t-shirt, not bothering with underwear. My muscles feel pleasantly tired, the kind of fatigue that comes after a particularly intense workout — or in this case, after fucking the hottest MILF in the neighborhood. Angelina is still sprawled on the bed, her naked body bearing the marks of our encounter — red handprints on her ass, light bruises forming on her hips where my fingers dug in, her hair a tangled mess from my rough handling.

"You better get dressed," I tell her, checking my reflection in the mirror. "Unless you want hubby to see what I just did to you."

She groans, rolling over languidly. "Give me a minute. I don't think my legs work anymore."

I can't help but smirk at that. Eighteen years old and I've just fucked a forty-year-old woman into a state of boneless exhaustion. My cock stirs again at the thought, but I force myself to focus. I need to get out of here without Ben catching on.

"Same time tomorrow?" I ask, watching as she finally sits up, wincing slightly.

"God yes," she moans, reaching for her robe. "I haven't been fucked like that in... ever."

Pride swells in my chest along with desire. I've just experienced something most guys my age only dream about — having a gorgeous, mature woman begging for my cock, teaching me things I never knew about sex. And it wasn't just any woman, but Mrs. Goldstein, the neighborhood MILF that all my friends talk about when they think no one's listening.

I give Angelina one last look, committing to memory the sight of her well-fucked body, my cum still leaking from between her legs, before heading downstairs. My plan is to slip out quietly, maybe through the back door to avoid —

"Tyler! There you are."

Shit. Ben Goldstein stands at the bottom of the stairs, looking up at me with a friendly smile that makes my stomach twist with a mixture of guilt and smug satisfaction. He's dressed in expensive business casual clothes that probably cost more than I make in a month mowing lawns.

"Hey, Mr. Goldstein," I say, trying to sound casual as I descend the last few steps. "Just finished up with the yard."

His eyebrows furrow slightly as he looks me over. "The yard? But you're all... wet."

I run a hand through my still-damp hair, thinking quickly. "Yeah, I got pretty sweaty out there. Mrs. Goldstein said I could use your shower before heading home. Hope that's okay."

Ben's expression clears. "Oh, of course. Angie's always so thoughtful." He glances toward the stairs. "Is she upstairs?"

"Yeah," I reply, my heart racing a bit. "Taking a shower, I think."

He nods, seemingly satisfied with this explanation.

"Mrs. Goldstein offered me some of her homemade cookies as a bonus," I say, the lie coming easily to my lips. "Said they were cooling upstairs in the bedroom because the kitchen was too hot." I force a laugh. "They were awesome. She's a great baker."

Ben's face lights up with pride. "Ah, her famous chocolate chip cookies! You're lucky — she doesn't make those for just anyone."

If only he knew what else his wife had given me that she doesn't give to just anyone.

"Yeah, they were delicious," I agree, patting my stomach. "Worth every extra calorie."

"She's been baking more since she started that new diet," Ben continues, completely oblivious. "Says she needs to keep her figure, though I tell her she looks perfect as she is."

I nod, fighting the urge to tell him exactly how perfect his wife's figure is — how her tits filled my hands, how her ass looked as I pounded into her from behind, how her pussy gripped my cock like it was made for me.

"Well, I should get going," I say instead. "Got another yard to do across town."

"Of course, of course," Ben says, reaching into his pocket and pulling out some cash. "Here's for today. Same time next week?"

I take the money, adding it to the far more valuable payment I've already received upstairs. "Actually, Mrs. Goldstein asked if I could come back tomorrow. Said the hedges need trimming."

Ben looks surprised but nods. "Oh, okay. I didn't notice the hedges needed work, but Angie has a better eye for these things. Tomorrow it is, then."

I bet she does have a better eye for what needs trimming around here, I think, suppressing a smirk.

"Great. See you around, Mr. Goldstein," I say, heading for the door.

"Thanks for the good work, Tyler," he calls after me. "Angie and I really appreciate it."

I step outside into the late afternoon sun, a satisfied smile spreading across my face. If only he knew just how much his wife appreciated my "good work."

As I walk down the driveway toward my car, I can't help but feel a surge of power. I just fucked another man's wife in his own bed, came inside her, made her scream my name, and then lied to his face about it. And I'm going to do it all again tomorrow.

The memory of Angelina's body, her moans, the way she begged for my cock — it's all etched into my mind as I drive away from the Goldstein house. My yard work job just got a whole lot more interesting, and my summer is looking better than I ever could have imagined.

Tomorrow can't come soon enough.
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