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Chapter 1

The afternoon sun beats down on my back as I push through another set of push-ups, my muscles burning with satisfying pain. Sweat drips from my forehead onto the grass beneath me, each drop a testament to the intensity of my workout. I grunt as I lower myself once more, arms shaking slightly as I push myself to the limit, the way I always have — on and off the football field. That's when I notice her — Mei Lin — stretched out on her sunbed across the yard, her bikini leaving little to the imagination.

"Fifty-eight... fifty-nine... sixty," I count under my breath, trying to keep my focus on the exercise instead of my neighbor. But it's damn near impossible.

I switch to lunges, my legs spreading wide as I drop toward the ground, feeling the stretch in my thighs. The familiar burn keeps me grounded, at least momentarily. Years of training have conditioned my body to move with precision, each muscle knowing its role. As quarterback, I've always needed to stay in peak condition. Off-season or not, the discipline remains.

My breaths come in controlled huffs as I push through another set, but my eyes keep wandering to the fence line. Mei has adjusted her position, arching her back slightly as she applies sunscreen to her already glistening skin. Her fingers move with deliberate slowness, tracing the curves of her body in a way that makes my mouth go dry.

"Focus, Tyler," I mutter to myself, turning away to grab my water bottle. The cool liquid slides down my throat, but does nothing to extinguish the heat building within me.

When I turn back, Mei has shifted again. She's a total MILF… an Asian MILF. Mei is the fantasy of every man in this neighborhood. With her big tits, slender waist, and sexy features, she has the body of a busty cheerleader and the face of a model. Even at nearly forty, she’s way sexier than any of the girls at my school. She lies on her stomach now, the ties of her bikini top undone to prevent tan lines. The sight of her bare back, the gentle slope leading down to where the tiny bikini bottom hugs the curve of her ass, sends a jolt straight to my groin. I nearly drop my water bottle.

I force myself to return to my workout, dropping to the ground for mountain climbers. My hands press into the grass as my legs pump back and forth, my heart rate increasing not just from the exercise. With each movement, I steal glances at Mei. Her skin glows golden in the afternoon light, and I can't help but imagine how it would feel beneath my fingertips — soft, warm, yielding.

The thin material of her bikini clings to her curves, accentuating rather than concealing. Her breasts, full and round, strain against the fabric when she shifts positions. Her waist narrows dramatically before flaring out to hips that look perfectly sized for my hands. And those legs — long, toned, and arched just enough to draw my eye up their entire length.

I stand to catch my breath, wiping sweat from my brow with the back of my hand. The movement causes my shirt to ride up, exposing my abs to the warm air. I catch Mei's eyes flick toward me, lingering for a moment before returning to her magazine. Something primal stirs inside me at that brief connection.

My shorts feel increasingly restrictive as blood rushes south. I try to adjust myself discreetly, but the friction only makes matters worse. The thin athletic material does little to hide my growing erection, and I turn slightly away from the fence line, hoping the angle conceals my condition.

But my mind won't stop. Images flash through my thoughts — Mei's bikini slipping away, revealing what lies beneath. Her skin pressed against mine, slick with sweat. Her lips parted, moaning my name. The fantasy grows more vivid with each passing second.

I drop back to the ground for another set of push-ups, hoping the exertion will redirect my blood flow. But being horizontal only gives me a better view of her sunbed. Mei has rolled onto her back again, one knee bent, her hand lazily tracing patterns on her thigh. The movement is innocent enough, but in my current state, it's pure torture.

My cock throbs painfully against the confines of my shorts. I can feel a damp spot forming where the tip presses against the fabric. The pressure is unbearable, demanding attention I know I shouldn't give — not here, not now. But my restraint is crumbling.

Between push-ups, I rest on my knees, my back to the fence. Before I can talk myself out of it, my hand slips beneath the waistband of my shorts. The relief is immediate and intoxicating as my fingers wrap around my shaft. I bite my lip to stifle a groan, telling myself I'm just adjusting, just relieving the pressure for a moment.

But that moment stretches as I give myself one slow stroke, then another. My eyes close briefly as I indulge in the sensation, my mind filled with Mei's image — those full breasts, that tiny waist, those perfect thighs that I imagine wrapped around me.

The forbidden nature of the act only heightens the pleasure. I'm in my own backyard, hand on my cock, fantasizing about my neighbor while she's mere yards away. My breathing grows ragged, and I know I should stop, but I can't bring myself to pull my hand away.

I risk a glance toward Mei, wondering if I can get away with this reckless behavior. My heart nearly stops.

Her eyes are locked directly on me, her magazine lowered. There's no question about what she's seeing — my arm's position, the movement beneath my shorts, the flush on my face that has nothing to do with exercise.

Fuck.

I yank my hand away as if burned, my face flooding with heat that has nothing to do with the sun. Embarrassment crashes over me in a suffocating wave. I scramble to my feet, adjusting my shorts with clumsy movements, knowing it's too late. She's seen everything.

I reach for my towel, holding it strategically in front of me as I pretend to wipe my face. My heart pounds so hard I'm certain she can hear it across the yard. I can't bring myself to look at her again, afraid of what I might see — disgust? Amusement? Or worse, pity?

The erection that felt so urgent moments ago now feels like a betrayal, refusing to subside despite my humiliation. I turn toward my equipment, busying myself with organizing weights that don't need organizing, desperately trying to act as though nothing happened.

But I can feel her eyes still on me, burning into my back with an intensity that makes my skin prickle. The silence between us stretches, filled only with the distant sounds of neighborhood life and my own thundering pulse in my ears.

I stand frozen in my backyard, towel clutched strategically in front of me, praying for the ground to open up and swallow me whole. But instead of the earth coming to my rescue, I watch as Mei rises from her sunbed, each movement deliberate and hypnotic. My mouth goes dry as she stretches, arms reaching toward the sky, causing her breasts to lift against the constraints of her bikini top. Then, to my shock, she begins walking directly toward the fence that separates our properties, her hips swaying with each step like she's moving to music only she can hear.

My heart hammers against my ribs. I consider bolting for the house but know it would only make this mortifying situation worse. Instead, I remain rooted to the spot, watching her approach like a deer caught in headlights.

Each step she takes is purposeful, the gentle sway of her hips mesmerizing. The sunlight catches the sheen of oil on her skin, making her glow like some goddess descended to earth. Her bikini — a scrap of fabric that does more to accentuate than conceal — shifts slightly with each movement. I can't tear my eyes away from the bounce of her breasts or the curve of her thighs as she crosses her yard.

She reaches the fence and rests her forearms on top of it, leaning forward just enough to create an enticing shadow between her breasts. Her eyes, dark and knowing, lock onto mine with an intensity that pins me in place.

"You really know how to work up a sweat, Tyler," she says, her voice smooth as honey. Her lips curl into a smile that's equal parts amusement and something far more dangerous.

I open my mouth to respond, but all that comes out is a strangled sound that might be a word in some language, just not English. I clear my throat and try again.

"Just trying to stay in shape," I manage, my voice rougher than intended. I shift the towel, painfully aware that my shorts are still tented despite my embarrassment — or perhaps because of the way she's looking at me now.

"And what a shape it is," she purrs, her eyes traveling down my torso with deliberate slowness. "Didn’t you just turn eighteen?"

I nod.

"I've seen you play, you know. Always wondered what kind of workout produced arms like those." She gestures toward my biceps with a nod that somehow feels like a caress.

Heat crawls up my neck that has nothing to do with the afternoon sun. "Just the usual — weights, cardio, drills," I say, struggling to maintain some semblance of normal conversation while my brain short-circuits from her proximity and attention.

Mei laughs, the sound light and teasing. "Modest too. That's not what I heard about you." She leans even closer, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. "The booster club moms have quite a few stories to tell. Especially Mrs. Jenkins. She says you've got quite the... reputation."

My face burns so hot I'm certain it must be glowing. Those rumors — some true, some wildly exaggerated — have followed me since senior year. Mrs. Jenkins had cornered me after a particularly good game, her congratulatory hug lasting several beats too long. What happened in her car afterward had spread through the booster club like wildfire, despite our best efforts at discretion.

"Don't believe everything you hear," I say, aiming for casual but landing somewhere between defensive and intrigued. My cock pulses against my shorts at the memory, traitorous and eager.

"Oh, I never do," Mei says, her tongue darting out to wet her lower lip. "I prefer to... find things out for myself."

The implication in her words sends a fresh wave of heat through my body. My grip on the towel tightens as I fight the urge to adjust myself again. The friction against my erection is almost painful now, a persistent throb that demands attention.

"You've been living next door for what, three months now?" she continues, seemingly oblivious to my struggle. "And we've barely exchanged more than pleasantries. That seems like a waste, don't you think?"

I nod, not trusting my voice. Up close, I can see the flecks of gold in her brown eyes, the subtle curve of her smile, the small beauty mark just above her collarbone. Each detail only adds to the growing pressure in my shorts.

"I've seen you watching me," she says, her voice matter-of-fact rather than accusatory. "When you think I'm not looking."

Shame and arousal war within me. "I didn't mean to —"

She cuts me off with a soft laugh. "I didn't say I minded."

The air between us seems to thicken, charged with possibility. I shift my weight, acutely aware of how exposed I am despite being fully clothed. My cock strains against the fabric, a fact I know hasn't escaped her notice from the way her eyes occasionally flick downward.

"I work out too, you know," she says, changing tactics so abruptly I blink in confusion. "Though my routine is a bit... different than yours."

"Different how?" I ask, my voice dropping to match her intimate tone without conscious thought.

"It's more about flexibility," she says, demonstrating by rolling her shoulders back, causing her breasts to push forward against her bikini top. "Endurance. Control." Each word seems to carry a double meaning that makes my mouth go dry.

I swallow hard, trying to maintain some semblance of composure. "Sounds... challenging."

"It can be," she agrees, her smile widening. "But so rewarding. The right partner makes all the difference."

The implication hangs in the air between us, unmistakable and enticing. My embarrassment from earlier has transformed entirely, replaced by a thrumming anticipation that makes it hard to think clearly.

"Maybe you'd like to join me sometime," she suggests, her tone making it clear this is no casual invitation. "I could show you a few... positions that might complement your current routine."

My cock jerks at her words, and I bite the inside of my cheek to keep from groaning aloud. "I'd like that," I manage, my voice barely above a whisper.

"Good." She straightens up, stepping back from the fence with that same deliberate sway of her hips. "Tomorrow then. My place. Let's say... after lunch? My husband will be at work." The mention of her husband should douse the fire building inside me, but instead, it only adds a forbidden edge that makes everything more intense.

Before I can respond, she turns and begins walking back to her sunbed, each step a performance she knows I can't look away from. The curve of her ass in that tiny bikini bottom makes my fingers itch to reach out and grab it, to feel the firm flesh beneath my hands.

"Don't be late," she calls over her shoulder, not bothering to turn around. "And bring your... stamina."

I stand there long after she's settled back onto her sunbed, my towel still clutched in front of me, my mind racing with possibilities and my body aching with need. The invitation hangs in the air like a promise — or a threat — of pleasures to come.


Chapter 2

The afternoon sun beats down as I smooth out the yoga mat beside Mei's pool. My muscles still burn pleasantly from the push-ups I finished moments ago, sweat beading on my forehead and tracing lines down my bare chest. I'd arrived exactly when she suggested, my body thrumming with anticipation since our encounter yesterday. Part of me still can't believe I'm here, setting up for what she called a "workout session" but what her eyes promised would be something far more exhilarating.

I adjust the mat, positioning it perfectly under the sun's rays, pretending I care about the alignment when really I'm just trying to calm my racing heart. The backyard is immaculate — manicured lawn, crystal-clear pool, expensive lounge furniture. Everything about Mei's home screams success and carefully curated perfection.

The sliding glass door opens, and Mei emerges from the house. My breath catches in my throat. She's wearing an even smaller bikini than yesterday, the fabric clinging to her curves like it was painted on. The top barely contains her breasts, the triangles of material straining against their fullness. The bottom rides high on her hips, revealing the long, smooth expanse of her thighs.

In her hand, she carries a tall glass of lemonade, condensation sliding down the sides like the sweat now trickling down my back. Ice cubes clink against the glass as she walks toward me, her hips swaying with each step. The sound of her bare feet on the stone patio seems impossibly loud in the quiet afternoon.

"Thought you might be thirsty," she says, her voice a sultry purr that sends heat straight to my groin. "You're working up quite a sweat already."

I stand to take the glass from her, acutely aware of how close she is, how the scent of her perfume — something floral and exotic — mingles with the chlorine from the pool. "Thanks," I manage, my voice rougher than intended.

She doesn't release the glass immediately, her fingers brushing against mine in a touch that feels deliberately prolonged. Her eyes never leave mine, dark and knowing, as if she can read every thought racing through my head — each one more explicit than the last.

"You know," she says, finally letting go of the glass, "I think we need to adjust our workout plan."

Before I can ask what she means, she reaches behind her back with one fluid motion. The tie of her bikini top comes undone, and with a playful flick of her wrist, she pulls it away entirely. Her breasts spill free, full and round, firm in the way that speaks of youth rather than surgical enhancement. The contrast of her tan lines makes the exposed skin seem even more forbidden, more enticing.

My mouth goes dry despite the lemonade I've just sipped. Her nipples are a perfect dusky rose, already hard and pointing toward me as if in invitation. The gentle curve underneath, the smooth expanse of skin — I've imagined this moment since I first saw her sunbathing, but the reality puts every fantasy to shame.

"Like what you see, quarterback?" she asks, a knowing smile playing at her lips.

Words fail me completely. I nod, not even attempting to hide the naked desire that must be written across my face. The glass in my hand is forgotten, nearly slipping from my grasp before I set it down with a shaking hand.

Her eyes drop deliberately to my shorts, where my cock is already straining painfully against the fabric, creating an unmistakable tent. "Mmm, I can tell," she murmurs, taking a step closer. "Looks like you're ready for a different kind of workout."

She reaches out, her fingers tracing the outline of my erection through my shorts. Even that light touch sends electricity racing up my spine, forcing a groan from my throat.

"Time for a wrist workout," she says with a wicked smile, her hand sliding beneath the waistband of my shorts without hesitation.

Her fingers wrap around my shaft, and I nearly buckle at the sensation. Her touch is confident, practiced, her grip firm but not too tight as she begins to stroke me.

"Fuck," I breathe, the word escaping before I can stop it.

"That's the idea," she replies, her free hand moving to the back of my neck, pulling my face down to hers.

Our lips meet in a hungry clash, her mouth opening immediately to allow my tongue entrance. She tastes sweet, like the lemonade she brought me, with an underlying heat that's all her own. I kiss her deeply, desperately, as her hand continues its maddening rhythm on my cock.

My hands find her waist, pulling her closer until her bare breasts press against my chest. The sensation of her hard nipples against my skin makes me groan into her mouth. I slide my palms up her sides, finally cupping those perfect breasts, feeling their weight, their softness contrasting with the firmness of her erect nipples.

She moans as I brush my thumbs across those sensitive peaks, her hand squeezing my cock in response. The dual sensation is overwhelming, sending pulses of pleasure through my entire body.

Without breaking the kiss, she tugs my shorts down, freeing my cock entirely. The warm air hits my exposed skin, but only for a moment before her hand returns, stroking with more purpose now. Her breasts bounce slightly with each movement, a hypnotic sight that makes my cock throb harder in her grip.

Then, to my shock and delight, she drops to her knees on the yoga mat, looking up at me with those dark, mischievous eyes. "Let me taste you," she says, her voice husky with desire.

Before I can respond, her mouth engulfs the head of my cock, warm and wet and perfect. I gasp, my hands automatically moving to her hair, tangling in the silky strands. She takes me deeper, her cheeks hollowing as she creates suction that has me seeing stars.

"Holy fuck, Mei," I groan, watching in awe as my cock disappears between her lips. The sight alone nearly pushes me over the edge — this gorgeous woman on her knees, taking me into her mouth while her perfect tits sway with each movement.

She pulls back slowly, her tongue swirling around the sensitive head before she plunges back down, taking me even deeper this time. The wet, sloppy sounds of her mouth working my cock fill the backyard, obscenely loud in the quiet afternoon.

Her technique is incredible — alternating between deep suction and teasing licks, sometimes focusing on just the head, other times taking me so deep I can feel the back of her throat. When she gags slightly, the vibration sends shockwaves of pleasure through my entire body.

Something primal takes over, and I tighten my grip in her hair, holding her head in place as I begin to thrust. The control shifts, and now I'm fucking her mouth rather than her sucking me. The change makes her moan around my cock, her eyes watering slightly but never leaving mine.

"That's it, take it," I growl, surprised by the roughness in my voice. "Take my cock, you dirty little slut."

The words pour out unbidden, filthy and degrading, but they only seem to excite her more. Her hand moves between her legs, slipping inside her bikini bottom, pleasuring herself as I use her mouth.

I thrust harder, watching my cock disappear past her stretched lips, feeling the tight squeeze of her throat when I push deep enough to make her gag. "Fucking cocksucker," I grunt, the dirty talk flowing freely now. "You love this, don't you? Love being face-fucked while your husband's away."

She moans around me, the vibrations nearly pushing me over the edge. Her free hand cups my balls, squeezing gently, adding another layer to the overwhelming pleasure.

I'm lost in the sensation, in the sight of her taking my cock, in the wet sounds and muffled moans. My hips move faster, my grip in her hair tighter, as I fuck her face with abandon. She takes it all, her eyes watering but filled with lust, her hand working frantically between her legs as I use her mouth for my pleasure.

"Take it all, whore," I command, driven by some dark impulse I didn't know I possessed. "Choke on my cock."

And she does, eagerly, hungrily, as if she's been waiting for this moment as long as I have.

The slick, wet sounds of Mei's mouth working my cock fill the backyard when suddenly the unmistakable sound of a door opening cuts through the air.

My heart stops mid-beat, panic flooding my system. Jack. Her husband. Home early.

My hands instinctively loosen their grip on Mei's hair, ready to pull away and make a desperate escape, but to my shock, Mei doesn't miss a beat. Her rhythm on my cock continues uninterrupted, her eyes flicking up to mine with a mischievous glint that somehow intensifies in the face of danger.

"Mei? I'm home early," Jack's voice calls from inside the house, sounding disturbingly close to the patio door. "Conference got canceled. Where are you?"

I freeze, terror and arousal warring within me. My cock, apparently oblivious to the potential life-ruining disaster unfolding, remains rock hard in Mei's eager mouth. She pulls back just enough to call out, her lips still brushing against my sensitive tip as she speaks.

"Out by the pool, babe," she replies, her voice impressively steady given the circumstances. "Just helping the neighbor's son with some stretches."

Her eyes never leave mine as she says this, a wicked smile playing at the corners of her mouth before she swallows my length again, taking me deep enough to make her gag slightly. The vibration sends a traitorous wave of pleasure through me despite my panic.

"Need any help?" Jack calls, his footsteps audible now, moving through the house.

Mei pulls back again, her hand replacing her mouth to keep me stimulated as she responds. "No, we're good. Just finishing up."

The double entendre makes my cock twitch in her grip, a fact she notices with obvious delight. Before I can process what's happening, she's engulfed me again, her pace increasing, her technique somehow even more enthusiastic than before.

I should stop this. I should pull away, make some excuse, get the hell out of here before Jack walks out and finds his wife on her knees with my cock down her throat. But I can't move. The danger, the forbidden nature of what we're doing, only heightens every sensation.

"Did you get that paperwork I left on the counter?" Jack asks, his voice now alarmingly close to the patio door.

Mei keeps sucking, her rhythm unbroken as she makes a muffled sound of acknowledgment around my cock. The vibration nearly makes my knees buckle. Her hands grip my thighs for support, nails digging into my flesh hard enough to leave marks.

"I'll take that as a no," Jack sighs, and I hear papers shuffling. "I need you to sign these tonight. The realtor needs them by morning."

My heart hammers against my ribs so loudly I'm certain Jack must hear it. Each second feels stretched into eternity as Mei continues her relentless assault on my senses. Her mouth is wet, hot, perfect — her tongue swirling around my shaft as she bobs her head up and down.

I grip her hair again, no longer out of fear but from an overwhelming need to control something in this insane situation. The silky strands wrap around my fingers as I guide her movements, fucking her mouth with shallow thrusts while trying desperately to remain silent.

The wet, obscene sounds of her sucking seem impossibly loud to my ears. Each slurp, each gasp for air when she pulls back momentarily, feels like it must be echoing through the entire neighborhood. But Mei seems utterly unconcerned, her enthusiasm only growing as she works my cock with practiced skill.

"Also, did you call the plumber about the upstairs shower?" Jack continues, oblivious to what's happening mere feet away, separated only by the patio door and curtains.

Mei hollows her cheeks, creating suction that makes my vision blur around the edges. She pulls off just enough to gasp, "Yes, coming tomorrow," before diving back down, taking me so deep I can feel the back of her throat constricting around my tip.

The irony of her word choice isn't lost on me, and a hysterical laugh threatens to bubble up from my chest. I bite my lip hard enough to taste blood, fighting to remain silent as pleasure courses through my body.

Her hands aren't idle — one massages my balls with gentle pressure while the other grips the base of my shaft, working in tandem with her mouth to bring me closer to the edge. My hips begin to move of their own accord, small thrusts that push my cock deeper into her willing mouth.

"I'm going to do take a quick shower," Jack announces, and I hear his footsteps retreating deeper into the house.

Relief floods through me, but only momentarily before being replaced by a more urgent sensation. The combination of danger, forbidden desire, and Mei's incredible skills has me racing toward climax faster than I'd like to admit.

"Fuck, I'm close," I whisper, the words barely audible.

Mei's eyes meet mine, alight with wicked determination. Rather than slowing down, she doubles her efforts, her head bobbing faster, taking me deeper with each downward motion. The wet sounds grow louder, more obscene, as saliva drips from the corners of her mouth.

My grip in her hair tightens, holding her in place as I feel the familiar tightening in my balls. "Going to cum," I warn, giving her a chance to pull away.

Instead, she moans around my cock, the vibration sending me hurtling over the edge. My orgasm crashes through me with unexpected force, pleasure exploding from my core and radiating outward. My cock pulses in her mouth as I empty myself, each spurt of cum met with an eager swallow.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck," I chant under my breath, my hips jerking with each wave of pleasure that washes over me. The intensity is almost painful, my entire body tensing and releasing as Mei continues to suck, milking every last drop from me.

When the final aftershocks subside, she pulls back slowly, her lips making an audible pop as they release my sensitive head. A thin strand of saliva mixed with cum connects her bottom lip to my cock for a moment before breaking. She licks her lips, making a show of savoring the taste.

"Delicious," she purrs, her voice husky and satisfied. She rises gracefully to her feet, still topless, her breasts swaying with the movement. My spent cock gives a valiant twitch at the sight.

With deliberate slowness, she leans forward and places a surprisingly gentle kiss on my cock, a gesture that feels almost reverent after the passionate frenzy of moments before.

"Come on inside," she whispers, her eyes darting toward the house. "I'm not nearly done with you yet."

I tuck myself back into my shorts, adjusting as best I can while my mind races to process what just happened — and what might happen next. The rational part of my brain screams that I should leave now, while Jack is safely occupied and unaware. But a stronger, more primal part has me nodding, following Mei as she leads me toward the sliding glass door.

Her bare back gleams in the sunlight, her bikini top left forgotten on the yoga mat. She glances over her shoulder, catching me staring at her ass as she walks.

"The real workout's just beginning," she promises, her voice low and dripping with suggestion. "Hope you've got more stamina than the average quarterback."

As I follow her into the house, the forbidden tension between us crackles like electricity, charged with danger and desire in equal measure.


Chapter 3

We slip through the sliding glass door into the cool air conditioning of the house, the sudden temperature change raising goosebumps on my skin — or maybe it's the adrenaline coursing through my veins at being in another man's house while he showers upstairs, oblivious to the fact that I'm about to fuck his wife. Mei leads me toward a spacious living room dominated by a sleek leather couch, her bare breasts bouncing slightly with each step, a sight that has my recently spent cock already stirring back to life.

The living room is immaculate — expensive furniture, tasteful art, and family photos that should make me feel guilty but somehow only intensify my desire. I catch a glimpse of a wedding photo on a side table, Jack and Mei smiling in formal wear, before Mei turns to face me, drawing my attention back to her half-naked body.

"Tyler's here for a special stretch and cardio workout," she announces loudly, as if Jack might overhear despite the running shower upstairs. Her eyes gleam with mischievous delight as she adds, "Very special."

The forbidden nature of what we're doing sends another rush of blood to my groin. I lower myself onto the leather couch, the cool material a stark contrast to my overheated skin. Without hesitation, I pull down my gym shorts, freeing my cock which has already recovered impressively from the outdoor blowjob. It stands at attention, throbbing with renewed desire as Mei watches with obvious appreciation.

"Looks like someone's ready for round two," she purrs, her fingers hooking into the sides of her bikini bottom. With deliberate slowness, she slides the tiny scrap of fabric down her legs, revealing herself completely to me.

My mouth goes dry at the sight. Her pussy is waxed completely bare, the smooth skin glistening with arousal. The bikini bottom joins the growing pile of discarded clothing on the floor, leaving her naked except for the worn bikini top still dangling from her wrist where she'd carried it in from outside.

She tosses the top aside and approaches me with predatory grace, her eyes never leaving mine as she straddles my lap. The heat of her core hovers tantalizingly close to my erection, not quite making contact despite our proximity. Her breasts are at eye level now, full and perfect, the dusky nipples hardened into tight peaks that beg for attention.

"Time for your real workout," she whispers, her breath hot against my ear.

Without warning, she sinks down, enveloping my cock in one smooth motion that forces a gasp from both our throats. She's impossibly wet, her inner walls gripping me like a vise as she takes me to the hilt.

"Fuck," I breathe, my hands automatically finding her hips, fingers digging into the soft flesh there.

"That's the idea," she replies with a wicked smile, echoing her words from earlier.

She begins to move, rising up until just the tip of my cock remains inside her before slamming back down. The rhythm she sets is punishing, her hips working with practiced skill as she rides me. Each downward motion ends with her ass slapping against my thighs, the sound obscenely loud in the quiet room.

I lean forward, capturing one perfect breast in my mouth, my tongue swirling around the hardened nipple before sucking it between my lips. The taste of her skin — salt and something uniquely feminine — floods my senses. Her back arches, pushing more of her breast into my eager mouth as she continues to ride me with unrelenting pace.

My hands roam her body, tracing the curve of her waist, the flare of her hips, the taut muscles of her back. I switch to her other breast, lavishing it with the same attention while my fingers dig into the firm globes of her ass, guiding her movements to drive my cock even deeper inside her.

"God, yes," she moans, her head thrown back, exposing the long line of her throat. I can't resist the temptation, leaning forward to place open-mouthed kisses along her neck, occasionally nipping with my teeth hard enough to leave marks — marks her husband might question later, a thought that sends another pulse of excitement through me.

She grinds down harder, rotating her hips in tight circles that have my eyes rolling back in my head. Her inner walls clench around me, milking my length with each movement. The sensation is incredible, beyond anything I've experienced before.

"Fuck me harder than Jack ever could," she whispers, her voice low and husky in my ear. The words send a jolt of electricity straight to my cock, making it twitch inside her.

Something snaps within me at her words. In one fluid motion, I stand from the couch, my hands supporting her thighs as she clings to me, my cock still buried deep inside her. Her eyes widen in surprise before darkening with desire as she realizes my intentions.

I carry her across the room, her legs wrapped tightly around my waist, my cock sliding impossibly deeper with each step. My eyes lock onto the side table with their wedding photo, and without hesitation, I place her on it, the surface at the perfect height for what I have in mind.

The wedding photo topples as I lay her back, her legs spread wide to accommodate me standing between them. She makes no move to right the fallen frame, her eyes locked on mine with challenging intensity.

"Show me what a real man can do," she taunts, her legs hooking around my waist to pull me closer.

I withdraw almost completely before slamming back into her with enough force to make the table skid slightly across the hardwood floor. Her mouth falls open in a silent scream, her eyes wide with shock and pleasure at the sudden roughness.

"Is this what you want?" I growl, repeating the motion, driving into her with brutal force. "To be fucked by the neighbor while your husband showers upstairs?"

"Yes," she hisses, her nails raking down my back hard enough to leave welts. "God, yes."

I establish a punishing rhythm, each thrust punctuated by the sound of skin slapping against skin and the table creaking beneath us. Sweat beads on my forehead, dripping onto her chest where it mingles with her own perspiration, making our bodies slide against each other in a primal dance.

Her breasts bounce with each impact, a hypnotic sight that drives me to thrust even harder. I lean down to capture a nipple between my teeth, biting just hard enough to make her gasp before soothing the sting with my tongue.

The knowledge that Jack could walk in at any moment only heightens every sensation. Each sound seems magnified — the wet slap of our bodies meeting, her breathless moans, my own grunts of exertion. The forbidden nature of our coupling pushes us both to a frenzy of lust that obliterates any remaining inhibitions.

I grip her hips hard enough to leave bruises, using the leverage to drive even deeper into her welcoming heat. Her inner walls clench around me rhythmically, a telltale sign that she's approaching her peak. The sight of her beneath me — hair splayed out, skin flushed, lips parted in ecstasy — is almost enough to push me over the edge.

But I hold back, determined to make this last, to brand myself into her memory in a way her husband never could. I shift my angle slightly, hitting a spot deep inside her that makes her entire body arch off the table.

"Right there," she gasps, her eyes flying open to lock with mine. "Don't stop. Don't you dare stop."

I maintain the angle, driving into that spot with relentless precision. Her moans grow louder, less controlled, a symphony of pleasure that echoes through the room. In the back of my mind, I wonder if Jack can hear us over the shower, if some part of him senses what's happening in his own living room.

The thought should shame me, but instead it only fuels my desire. Each thrust becomes more determined, more possessive, as if I'm claiming territory that was never meant to be mine. Mei's body responds in kind, meeting me thrust for thrust, her desire matching my own in its raw intensity.

Sweat runs down my chest, dripping onto her stomach where it pools in the hollow of her navel. The air around us feels charged, electric with the forbidden passion we're generating. Her wedding ring catches the light as her hand grips the edge of the table, a glinting reminder of the taboo we're breaking — and how little we care.

Without breaking our rhythm, I grip Mei's waist and flip her over in one fluid motion. She gasps in surprise, then moans with approval as she finds herself bent over the table, her perfect ass presented to me like an offering. I take a moment to appreciate the view — her back arched, her hair cascading down between her shoulder blades, her pussy glistening with arousal. The sight sends another surge of blood to my already rock-hard cock, making it throb with renewed hunger.

"Fuck me," she demands, looking back over her shoulder with eyes dark with lust. "Show me what that quarterback arm can really do."

I position myself behind her, gripping her hips with both hands, my fingers digging into the soft flesh hard enough to leave marks. With deliberate slowness, I guide my cock to her entrance, teasing her by rubbing the head against her slick folds without pushing in.

She whimpers, attempting to push back against me, but my grip on her hips holds her firmly in place. "Beg for it," I growl, surprising myself with the dominance in my voice.

"Please," she whispers, then louder, "Please fuck me, Tyler. I need your cock inside me now."

That's all the encouragement I need. In one powerful thrust, I bury myself to the hilt, forcing a strangled cry from her lips. The sensation is overwhelming — her pussy gripping me like a vise, hot and wet and perfect. For a moment, I remain still, savoring the feeling of being completely sheathed inside her.

Then I begin to move, establishing a rhythm that's hard and deep right from the start. Each thrust pushes her forward on the table, her breasts dragging across the polished surface. The wet sounds of our bodies joining fill the room, punctuated by the rhythmic slap of my balls against her with each forward motion.

I tighten my grip on her hips, using the leverage to pull her back onto my cock as I thrust forward, creating an impact that reverberates through both our bodies. Her back arches even further, changing the angle just enough to make her gasp as I hit spots deep inside her.

"You like that?" I ask, my voice rough with exertion. "Like being bent over your own table and fucked while your husband's upstairs?"

"Yes," she moans, the word stretching into a hiss as I drive particularly deep. "God, yes. Harder."

I comply, increasing both the speed and force of my thrusts until the table begins to shake beneath us, the legs scraping against the hardwood floor with each impact. Her moans grow louder, less controlled, a symphony of pleasure that spurs me to even greater efforts.

"Such a dirty little slut," I growl, the filthy words flowing freely now. "Getting fucked by the neighbor in your own house. What would Jack think if he saw you now?"

"He'd see... what a real man... looks like," she pants between thrusts, her words deliberately provocative.

Something snaps inside me at her taunt. I reach forward, gathering her long hair in my fist and pulling it back, forcing her to arch her neck at an angle that must be just shy of painful. The action draws a sharp cry from her lips, but it's unmistakably one of pleasure rather than protest.

"Is this what you want?" I demand, using her hair like reins to control her movements. "To be treated like the whore you are?"

"Yes," she gasps, her inner walls clenching around me in response to my words. "Use me, Tyler. Fuck me like you own me."

My free hand finds its way to her throat, wrapping around it with careful pressure — enough to let her feel it, to restrict her breathing slightly, but never enough to truly hurt her. The effect is immediate; her pussy contracts around me in rhythmic pulses, her body responding to the domination in ways her conscious mind might not even recognize.

"You're mine now," I growl into her ear, maintaining the grip on her throat as I pound into her from behind. "This pussy belongs to me."

"Yours," she agrees breathlessly, the word barely audible through her constricted throat. "All yours."

I release her throat just enough to let her draw a deep breath, then tighten my grip again as I continue the punishing rhythm of my thrusts. Her body responds beautifully to the alternating pressure, her pussy growing impossibly wetter with each cycle.

The sounds she makes — half-choked moans, desperate gasps, broken pleas for more — drive me to a frenzy of lust I've never experienced before. I fuck her with abandon, my hips slamming against her ass with enough force to leave both of us bruised tomorrow.

"Fuck, your pussy feels so good," I grunt, releasing her throat to grab her hip again, needing the leverage for the increasingly frantic pace. My other hand remains tangled in her hair, keeping her head pulled back at that delicious angle. "So fucking tight and wet for me."

"Only for you," she moans, her fingers gripping the edge of the table so tightly her knuckles turn white. "No one's ever fucked me this good."

Her words stroke my ego and my cock equally, spurring me to thrust even harder, even deeper. The wet slap of skin on skin echoes through the room, accompanied by the increasingly desperate sounds of her pleasure.

I can tell she's getting close — her inner walls flutter around my cock, her breathing grows more erratic, her moans higher in pitch. I adjust my angle slightly, making sure to hit that spot inside her that makes her whole body tremble.

"You going to cum for me?" I demand, giving her hair another sharp tug. "Going to cum all over my cock while I fuck you like the slut you are?"

"Yes, yes, yes," she chants, each word punctuated by a thrust. "I'm so close, don't stop, please don't stop."

I reach around her body with my free hand, finding her clit and rubbing it in tight circles that match the rhythm of my thrusts. The dual stimulation pushes her over the edge almost immediately.

"Oh god, I'm cumming," she cries out, her body going rigid beneath me before beginning to convulse in waves of pleasure.

Her orgasm is violent in its intensity — her back arches impossibly further, her inner walls clamp down on my cock with almost painful force, her entire body shudders as if electrified. I maintain my pace through it all, prolonging her pleasure with relentless thrusts that target her most sensitive spots.

"That's it," I encourage, my voice strained with the effort of holding back my own release. "Cum for me, Mei. Let me feel that pussy squeeze my cock."

She's beyond words now, capable only of broken moans and gasping breaths as her orgasm continues to roll through her in waves. Her pussy contracts rhythmically around me, trying to milk my cock dry, but I resist the temptation to join her in release, determined to extend this moment as long as possible.

When the most intense spasms finally subside, she collapses forward onto the table, her legs trembling so violently I have to hold her hips to keep her upright. I slow my pace but don't stop entirely, continuing with gentle, shallow thrusts that make her whimper with oversensitivity.

"Oh my god," she mumbles against the table's surface, her voice hoarse from screaming. "That was... fuck..."

I smile at her incoherence, a surge of masculine pride washing through me at having reduced this confident, seductive woman to a quivering mess.

The door to the living room suddenly bursts open, the sound like a gunshot in the sexually charged air. My head whips around to see Jack standing in the doorway, his hair still wet from the shower, a towel wrapped around his waist. His eyes widen to an almost comical degree as he takes in the scene before him — his wife bent over their table, my cock buried deep inside her, both of us naked and sweating. My heart stops, my body freezing mid-thrust as a cold wave of panic washes over me. This is it. This is how I die.

But to my utter shock, Mei doesn't scramble away or offer desperate explanations. Instead, she turns her head toward her husband, her face flushed with pleasure, and meets his gaze directly.

"It's just our new workout routine," she says, her voice remarkably steady despite the circumstances. "Tyler's helping me with some special stretches."

I wait for the explosion, for Jack to lunge across the room and tear me limb from limb. My muscles tense, ready to defend myself or make a desperate, naked dash for the door. But the explosion never comes.

Jack's expression shifts from shock to something more complex — confusion, perhaps, mixed with a strange sort of acceptance. He blinks several times, as if trying to process what he's seeing, but the rage I expected never materializes.

"Workout routine?" he repeats, his voice flat and oddly calm.

"Mmm-hmm," Mei confirms, pushing back against me slightly, a movement that sends a jolt of pleasure through my still-hard cock despite the terrifying situation. "We're working on my core strength and flexibility."

I remain completely still, afraid that any movement might break whatever bizarre spell has fallen over the room. My heart pounds so hard I'm certain both of them must hear it, the blood rushing in my ears nearly drowning out their conversation.

"I told you about it this morning," Mei continues, her tone so convincing that for a split second, I almost believe her myself. "Remember? The special cardio program?"

Jack's brow furrows, and I can almost see him searching his memory for a conversation that never happened. The surreal nature of the moment — my cock still buried deep in his wife while we all chat as if discussing the weather — sends a hysterical bubble of laughter rising in my throat that I barely manage to suppress.

"Oh," Jack finally says, nodding slowly. "Right. The, uh, the cardio thing."

I can't believe what I'm witnessing. Either Jack is the most oblivious man on the planet, or Mei has some kind of mind-control powers I've never seen before. Either way, the immediate danger seems to be passing, and with that realization comes another, more disturbing one — I'm still rock hard inside her.

Mei must feel it too, because she clenches her inner muscles around me, a deliberate squeeze that nearly makes me groan aloud. Her eyes find mine over her shoulder, a wicked gleam in them that sends fresh heat coursing through my veins.

"We're almost finished," she tells Jack, her double entendre so blatant I'm certain he must catch it. "Just one more... repetition."

And then, as if to demonstrate, she pushes back against me again, more forcefully this time, essentially fucking herself on my cock while her husband watches from across the room. The sheer audacity of it short-circuits my brain, leaving only base instinct in control.

Before I can stop myself, I resume thrusting, slowly at first, then with increasing speed as Jack makes no move to stop us. The forbidden nature of the situation — fucking a man's wife right in front of him — sends my arousal skyrocketing to heights I've never experienced before.

"That's it," Mei moans, dropping any pretense of this being an innocent workout. "Just like that. Don't stop."

Jack remains in the doorway, his expression unreadable now, but he doesn't leave and he doesn't intervene. The knowledge that he's watching, that he's witnessing every thrust, every moan, every slap of skin against skin, pushes me toward the edge faster than I would have thought possible.

"I'm close," I grunt, past caring about the consequences. All that matters now is the building pressure at the base of my spine, the tightening in my balls that signals my impending release.

"Do it," Mei urges, her voice thick with lust. "Cum inside me. Fill me up."

Her words are the final push I need. With a few more powerful thrusts, I bury myself as deep as possible and let go, my orgasm crashing through me with devastating force. I groan loudly as my cock pulses inside her, pumping rope after rope of hot cum into her welcoming depths.

"Fuck, yes," Mei hisses, grinding back against me to milk every last drop. "I can feel you filling me up."

The intensity of my climax leaves me momentarily lightheaded, my vision blurring at the edges as wave after wave of pleasure courses through my body. My grip on her hips tightens reflexively, fingers digging into her flesh as I hold her in place, emptying myself completely into her.

When the final pulses subside, I slowly withdraw, watching with a primal satisfaction as a trickle of my cum follows, running down the inside of her thigh. The sight should be enough to make me soft, but somehow, impossibly, I'm still semi-hard, my cock glistening with our combined fluids.

Without warning, Mei drops to her knees before me, taking my sensitive cock into her mouth without hesitation. I gasp at the sensation, my hips jerking involuntarily as her tongue swirls around my shaft, cleaning off the evidence of our coupling with obvious relish.

"Jesus," I breathe, unable to look away from the sight of her lips wrapped around my cock, her cheeks hollowing as she sucks me clean. Her eyes flick up to meet mine, then deliberately shift to where Jack still stands watching, a calculated move that makes my spent cock twitch with renewed interest.

When she's satisfied with her cleanup, she releases me with an audible pop, turning to face her husband with a smile that could only be described as predatory.

"Tyler will be helping me with my workouts this weekend too," she announces, her tone leaving no room for argument. "I need to get into a regular routine. Three times a week should be enough to start, don't you think?"

Jack nods slowly, his expression still oddly blank. "Whatever you need for your... fitness."

Mei rises to her feet, completely comfortable in her nakedness, cum still visibly running down her thigh. She crosses

Mei rises to her feet, completely comfortable in her nakedness, cum still visibly running down her thigh. She crosses to Jack with the same confident sway of her hips that first caught my attention yesterday, placing a chaste kiss on his cheek as if she hadn't just been bent over their table taking my cock.

"You're the best husband," she purrs, running a finger down his chest. "So understanding about my fitness goals."

I stand awkwardly by the table, unsure what to do in this bizarre situation. Should I gather my clothes and leave? Should I apologize? Should I thank him? None of the social rules I've learned throughout my life have prepared me for the aftermath of fucking a man's wife in front of him with apparent permission.

Jack's eyes meet mine over Mei's shoulder, and for a split second, I see something there — not anger, exactly, but something darker, more complex. Then it's gone, replaced by that same blank acceptance.

"I'll just, uh..." I gesture vaguely toward my discarded shorts.

"No rush," Mei says, turning back to face me. "Jack has some paperwork to finish in his office, don't you, honey?"

Jack nods mechanically. "Right. The contracts." He hesitates, looking between us one more time before turning to leave. "Nice to meet you, Tyler. Good luck with the... workout program."

And then he's gone, disappearing down the hallway without another word, leaving me alone with Mei once more. The moment the door closes behind him, she bursts into quiet laughter, her eyes sparkling with mischievous delight.

"The look on your face," she says, crossing back to me. "Priceless."

"What the fuck just happened?" I ask, my voice barely above a whisper. "Is he... is he okay with this?"

Mei shrugs, the movement causing her breasts to bounce in a way that draws my eyes despite everything. "Jack is a tech genius... but he's an absolute idiot. This isn't the first time he's caught me with another man's cock in my pussy. He believes anything I tell him."

She reaches out, trailing a finger down my chest to my still-sensitive cock, which twitches at her touch. This new information should make me feel better about what just happened, but somehow it only adds to the surreal quality of the entire encounter. I shake my head, trying to clear it.

"So this weekend," I say, latching onto the one concrete thing I understood from the bizarre interaction. "You want to do this again?"

"Oh, much more than just this weekend," Mei purrs, her hand wrapping around my cock and giving it a gentle squeeze. "I'm thinking long-term training. Very intensive, very... thorough."

Despite having cum twice in the span of an hour, my cock begins to harden again under her skilled touch. She smiles with satisfaction, clearly pleased with her effect on me.

"And I'm not done with you yet, even for today. You should get dressed," she says, releasing me reluctantly. "I'm going to have Jack take me shopping… and you’re coming with us."

"Hell, yeah," I reply.

The forbidden tension lingers in the air as I slip out into the afternoon sunlight, my mind already racing with anticipation for what tomorrow will bring.


Chapter 4

I shift uncomfortably in the cheap plastic chair outside the dressing room, trying to hide the growing bulge in my jeans. Next to me sits Jack, Mei's husband, his attention fixed on his phone as he waits for his wife. My cock twitches at the thought of Mei behind that thin door, her body exposed as she tries on different outfits. The fluorescent lights of the department store buzz overhead, but all I can focus on is the rustling of fabric coming from Mei's changing room.

"Tyler?" Mei's voice calls out, soft but clear enough to grab my attention. "Could you come help me with something? I need a hand with this outfit."

Jack barely looks up from his phone, his thick glasses sliding down his nose. "Go ahead," he says, waving dismissively. "I'm in the middle of an email."

My heart hammers against my ribcage as I stand up, trying to act casual while my imagination runs wild. I approach the door, knocking lightly.

"It's open," Mei purrs from inside.

I slip into the dressing room and freeze. Holy fuck. Mei stands before me wearing nothing but a pair of skin-tight workout leggings. Her tits are completely exposed, full and perky, defying her forty years. Her dark nipples stand erect in the cool air of the dressing room, and a mischievous smile plays across her full lips.

"Lock the door," she whispers, her eyes never leaving mine.

My hands tremble as I fumble with the lock, finally clicking it into place. The tiny room suddenly feels electric, charged with possibilities. Mei's black hair cascades over her shoulders, framing her face like a goddamn painting. Her slim waist flares out to curvy hips, and those leggings hug every inch of her ass like they were painted on.

"I've been thinking about this all day," she says, stepping toward me.

I close the distance between us in one stride, my hands finding her waist. Her skin is impossibly soft under my fingers. I can't take it anymore. I grab the waistband of her leggings and yank them down in one rough motion. She gasps, excitement flashing in her eyes as she kicks them aside, now completely naked in front of me.

"Fuck, Mei," I growl, drinking in the sight of her. Her pussy is wet and ready, glistening in the harsh dressing room light.

I push her against the wall, my lips crashing into hers. She tastes like cherries and sin. Our tongues tangle together, exploring each other's mouths with desperate hunger. Her hands are everywhere — sliding under my shirt, feeling my chest, clawing at my back.

"I need to feel you," she gasps against my lips.

Her nimble fingers work at my jeans, unbuttoning and unzipping with practiced efficiency. She slides her hand inside my boxers and wraps her fingers around my cock. I groan into her mouth as she squeezes me, her grip firm and confident.

"Does that feel good?" she whispers, her voice husky with desire.

"Fuck yes," I pant, my hips bucking involuntarily into her hand.

She strokes me slowly, her thumb circling the head of my cock, spreading the precum that's already leaking from the tip. My knees nearly buckle from the sensation. Her other hand guides mine to her ass, and I squeeze the firm flesh, kneading and exploring the curve of her perfect cheeks.

My mouth leaves hers to trail kisses down her neck. I suck at her pulse point, feeling it race under my lips. She tilts her head back, giving me better access, her breath coming in short, desperate pants.

"Tyler," she moans, her voice a breathy whisper. "I need you inside me. Now."

My cock throbs at her words. I've been fantasizing about this moment for months, jerking off to thoughts of Mei bent over, crying out my name. And now it's happening. Fuck.

She turns around, facing the wall, her hands braced against the cool surface. She arches her back, pushing her ass out toward me in an invitation I can't refuse. Her legs spread wider, giving me a perfect view of her pussy, wet and ready for me.

"Come on, Tyler," she urges, looking back over her shoulder with those smoldering eyes. "Don't make me wait."

I step forward, gripping her hips with both hands. Her skin is hot under my touch, a stark contrast to the cool air of the dressing room. I position myself behind her, the head of my cock nudging against her entrance.

"You want this?" I ask, teasing her, wanting to hear her beg.

"Yes," she hisses, pushing back against me. "Fuck me, Tyler. Please."

That's all I need to hear. With one powerful thrust, I bury my cock deep inside her. We both gasp at the sensation. She's so tight, so wet around me that I have to pause for a second to keep from coming right then and there.

"Holy shit," I groan, my fingers digging into the soft flesh of her hips. "You feel amazing."

Mei moans, her inner walls clenching around me as she adjusts to my size. She locks her legs around mine, pulling me deeper inside her. The position is awkward in the small space, but neither of us cares. All that matters is the point where our bodies connect, the incredible heat between us.

"Fuck me, Tyler," she demands, her voice thick with need. "Hard."

I pull back until just the tip of my cock remains inside her, then slam forward again. She cries out, her hands scrabbling for purchase against the smooth wall. I establish a rhythm, each thrust harder than the last, driving her body against the wall.

Her ass jiggles with each impact, a hypnotic sight that drives me wild. I grip it firmly, spreading her cheeks apart to watch my cock disappear inside her over and over. The visual is almost too much to handle. I'm eighteen years old, fucking my neighbor's hot wife in a department store dressing room while her husband sits just outside, oblivious.

It's the hottest fucking thing I've ever experienced.

The sound of skin slapping against skin fills the small dressing room as I drive into Mei with increasing force. Each thrust sends ripples through her ass, a visual that drives me fucking crazy. Her moans grow louder, more desperate, as I pound into her relentlessly, my cock stretching her walls with every motion. I have to bite my lip to keep from shouting, knowing Jack is just outside, clueless about what's happening to his wife.

"Quiet," I hiss, even as I slam into her harder. "He'll hear you."

She responds by pushing back against me, taking me deeper, her pussy clenching around my cock like she's trying to milk every drop from me. The wet sounds of our fucking echo in the small space, mingling with our heavy breathing and stifled moans.

"I don't care," she whispers back, her voice ragged with desire. "Fuck me harder, Tyler. Make me feel it tomorrow."

I increase my pace, my hips moving faster, my balls slapping against her with each thrust. I grab a fistful of her black hair, pulling her head back slightly. The new angle lets me hit deeper inside her, and she bites her lip to keep from screaming.

"That's it," I growl into her ear, my chest pressed against her back. "Take it all."

My free hand reaches around to find her clit, rubbing the swollen bud in tight circles. She jerks against me, her body trembling from the dual stimulation. I can feel her getting wetter around my cock, her juices coating me, making each thrust easier and more intense.

"Oh god, Tyler," she pants, her voice barely audible. "Don't stop. Please don't stop."

I have no intention of stopping. Not when her pussy feels this good wrapped around my cock. Not when her body is responding to my every touch like it was made for me. I keep pounding into her, my rhythm becoming more erratic as the pressure builds at the base of my spine.

Mei turns her head, seeking my lips. Our mouths crash together in a sloppy, desperate kiss. Our tongues battle for dominance as our bodies move together in perfect harmony. I suck on her lower lip, then bite it gently, drawing a muffled moan from her throat.

"Harder," she demands against my lips. "Fuck me harder!"

I obey, drilling into her with everything I have. The flimsy wall of the dressing room creaks under our weight, and for a split second, I worry it might give way. But the thought vanishes as Mei's pussy suddenly tightens around me, her whole body tensing.

"I'm coming," she gasps, her voice breaking. "Oh fuck, Tyler, I'm coming!"

Her orgasm hits her like a freight train. Her inner walls clamp down on my cock, squeezing me in rhythmic pulses. Her body shudders against mine, her legs trembling so hard I have to hold her up. Her fingers scrabble against the wall, searching for something to grip as waves of pleasure crash over her.

I keep fucking her through it all, prolonging her pleasure, feeling a surge of pride at making this gorgeous MILF come undone around my cock. Her face is a mask of ecstasy, her mouth open in a silent scream, her eyes rolled back. It's the hottest fucking thing I've ever seen.

As her orgasm subsides, I feel myself getting dangerously close to the edge. I pull out of her quickly, my cock slick with her juices, aching for release.

"On your knees," I command, my voice hoarse with need.

Mei doesn't hesitate. She turns and drops to her knees in front of me, her chest heaving from exertion. Her tits bounce with each breath, nipples still hard and pointing directly at me. She looks up at me with those dark, seductive eyes as she wraps her hand around my throbbing cock.

"Let me taste you," she purrs, but I shake my head.

"Not enough time," I pant, my hips jerking forward as she strokes me. "Jack might —"

She cuts me off by increasing her pace, her hand moving up and down my shaft in quick, firm motions. Her other hand cups my balls, massaging them gently. The dual sensation is overwhelming. My thighs tense, my abs contract, and I feel my orgasm building rapidly.

"I'm gonna come," I warn her, my voice strained.

"Do it," she encourages, her eyes locked on mine. "Come on my tits, Tyler. Mark me."

Her words push me over the edge. With a stifled groan, I explode, ropes of hot cum shooting onto Mei's heaving breasts. She doesn't stop stroking, milking every last drop from me as my seed paints her skin in white streaks. Some lands on her collarbone, some slides down between her tits, and some pools in the hollow of her throat.

"Fuck," I breathe, my legs shaky in the aftermath. "That was —"

A sharp knock on the door interrupts me.

"Mei?" Jack's voice comes through the thin wood. "What's going on in there? I heard noises."

My heart stops. I look down at Mei, panic rising in my chest, but she seems completely calm. She rises to her feet with feline grace, cum still glistening on her skin, and places a finger against my lips.

"Everything's fine, honey," she calls out, her voice steady and sweet. "Tyler was just helping me get in a quick cardio workout." She winks at me, then leans forward to place a soft kiss on the head of my still-sensitive cock. "You know how I like to stay fit."

"Oh," Jack replies, clearly buying it. "Well, don't take too long. I have a meeting at three."

"We'll be right out," she promises, then turns back to me with a devilish smile.

She grabs her discarded clothes and begins dressing with surprising speed. I do the same, my hands still trembling from the intensity of what just happened. As I pull my shirt over my head, I catch sight of Mei wiping my cum from her chest with a tissue from her purse, a satisfied smile playing on her lips.

"We should work out more often," she whispers, adjusting her top to hide any evidence of our encounter. "You make an excellent personal trainer."

I can only nod, still stunned by what just happened. Mei reaches up to fix my hair, then unlocks the door with a wink.

"Ready for round two sometime soon?" she asks quietly.

"Fuck yes," I reply, already imagining our next session.


Chapter 5

My hands are all over Mei's body as we make out on her living room sofa, the dim light casting shadows across her perfect features. Her tongue dances with mine, hot and demanding, as I press her deeper into the cushions. My cock is rock hard in my jeans, straining against the fabric as I grind against her. The scent of her perfume — something expensive and exotic — fills my nostrils, making my head spin with desire. I can't believe I'm here, in her house, with her husband somewhere nearby. The danger only makes me harder.

"Fuck, Mei," I groan against her lips, my hands sliding up to cup her tits through her silky blouse. "I've been thinking about this all day."

She arches into my touch, her nipples hardening beneath the thin fabric. "Me too," she whispers, her breath hot against my ear. "I couldn't focus on anything else."

I squeeze her tits roughly, loving how they fill my hands. For a forty-year-old woman, Mei's body puts the girls at my high school to shame. Her waist is narrow, her hips flare out just right, and her ass — Jesus, her ass is fucking perfect. I move my hands down to grab it, kneading the firm flesh through her skirt.

She moans into my mouth, the sound sending electricity straight to my cock. Her hands claw at my back, pulling me closer, like she can't get enough of me. I break the kiss to trail my lips down her neck, sucking and biting gently, careful not to leave marks where Jack might see them.

"Take this off," I demand, tugging at her blouse.

Mei sits up slightly, unbuttoning her top with teasing slowness. Each revealed inch of skin makes my mouth water. When she finally shrugs it off, her lacy black bra barely contains her heaving tits. I waste no time pulling one cup down to expose her nipple, which I immediately take into my mouth, sucking hard.

"Ah, Tyler!" she gasps, her fingers threading through my hair, holding me against her chest.

I switch to the other nipple, giving it the same treatment while my hand slides up her thigh, pushing her skirt higher. My fingers brush against the damp fabric of her panties, and I grin against her skin. She's soaking wet already.

"Bedroom," she pants, pushing me back suddenly. "I want you in my bed."

She stands up, adjusting her skirt but leaving her blouse on the sofa. With just her bra on top, she looks like a fucking fantasy come to life. She extends her hand to me, a seductive smile playing on her lips.

"Come," she says, the double meaning not lost on me.

I follow her like a man possessed, my eyes fixed on the sway of her ass as she leads me down the hallway. Her hips move hypnotically, each step deliberate and teasing. My cock throbs painfully in my jeans, demanding release.

When we reach the bedroom door, Mei puts a finger to her lips, signaling me to be quiet. She pushes the door open slowly, and what I see stops me in my tracks.

Jack is sitting up in bed, back propped against the headboard, a tablet in his hands. He looks up as we enter, his thick glasses sliding down his nose. My heart hammers against my ribs. Fuck. Is this some kind of setup? Am I about to get my ass kicked by her husband?

But Mei seems completely unfazed. She saunters over to the bed, leaning down to whisper something in Jack's ear. Her position gives me a perfect view of her ass, the skirt stretched tight across her curves. I stand frozen by the door, unsure whether to bolt or stay.

"Jack, Tyler is going to help me with a stretch. Why don't you use your headphones for your audiobook?" she asks, turning back to me with a mischievous smile.

Jack nods absentmindedly, already reaching for a pair of noise-canceling headphones on the nightstand. He puts them on, adjusts something on his tablet, and just like that, he's in his own world, completely oblivious to what's about to happen in his own bed.

"He can't hear a thing," Mei assures me, moving back toward me with predatory grace. "We can be as loud as we want."

The situation is so fucking bizarre that it takes my brain a moment to catch up. But my cock has no such hesitation. If anything, Jack's presence makes me even harder, the taboo nature of fucking his wife while he sits right there sending a thrill of excitement through me.

Mei leads me to the other side of the king-sized bed. She stands before me, her eyes locked on mine as she reaches behind her back to unhook her bra. It falls away, revealing her perfect tits. Next, she unzips her skirt and lets it pool at her feet, followed by her soaked panties. She unties her silky robe, letting it fall open to reveal her completely naked body.

"Holy shit," I breathe, drinking in the sight of her. In the soft bedroom light, her skin glows golden, her curves even more pronounced than I remembered from the dressing room.

I kick off my shoes and tear at my clothes, desperate to be naked with her. When I finally free my cock, it springs up hard and ready, the head glistening with precum. Mei licks her lips at the sight, her eyes hungry.

I take charge then, grabbing her wrists and pushing her down onto the bed. I pin her arms above her head, loving the way she surrenders to my strength. At eighteen, I'm in my prime — quarterback muscles from years of football training giving me the power to manhandle her just how she likes it.

"You're mine tonight," I growl, leaning down to claim her lips in a bruising kiss.

She moans into my mouth, her body arching up to meet mine. I release her wrists to trail kisses down her neck, across her collarbone, and finally to her tits. I take one nipple between my teeth, tugging gently, making her gasp. My hand slides between her legs, finding her pussy dripping wet and ready.

"Tyler," she whimpers as I push two fingers inside her. "Oh god, yes."

I work my way down her body, leaving a trail of kisses and gentle bites across her stomach. When I reach her thighs, I push them apart roughly, exposing her completely. Her pussy glistens in the dim light, pink and perfect.

Instead of diving in, I move back up, wrapping my hand around her throat. I apply just enough pressure to make her eyes widen, but not enough to cut off her air. The power I have over her in this moment is intoxicating.

"You like that?" I ask, tightening my grip slightly.

"Yes," she hisses, her pupils dilating with desire. "More."

With my free hand, I stroke my cock, positioning myself between her legs. But Mei has other ideas. She twists beneath me, turning onto her stomach and raising her ass in the air, presenting herself to me in the most primal way possible.

"Not there," she says, looking back at me over her shoulder. "I want you in my ass."

My cock jumps at her words. I've never done anal before, but the thought of claiming Mei's tight hole while her oblivious husband sits just feet away is too fucking hot to resist.

I position myself behind her, my hands gripping her hips possessively. I spit into my hand, using it to lubricate my cock before pressing the head against her puckered entrance. Mei reaches back, spreading her ass cheeks apart to give me better access.

"Go slow at first," she instructs, her voice thick with anticipation. "Then you can fuck me as hard as you want."

I nod, my heart pounding in my chest as I prepare to enter her forbidden hole, my cock throbbing with need as it presses against her tight entrance.

With a firm push, I breach the tight ring of muscle guarding Mei's ass. Holy fuck. The pressure around the head of my cock is incredible — tight, hot, almost painful in its intensity. Mei gasps beneath me, her fingers digging into the bedsheets as her body adjusts to my invasion. I pause, giving her a moment, watching the place where our bodies connect with fascination. Her asshole stretches around my thickness, gripping me like a vice.

"More," she demands, her voice strained but eager. "Give me all of it."

I push forward slowly, feeling her body resist then yield as inch by inch, my cock disappears into her forbidden hole. When I'm finally buried to the hilt, we both freeze, panting. I look over at Jack, still oblivious with his headphones on, completely unaware that I'm balls-deep in his wife's ass just feet away from him. The thought sends a fresh surge of arousal through me, making my cock pulse inside Mei.

"Fuck, you're tight," I groan, gripping her hips harder.

"Move," she whispers, pushing back against me. "Fuck me, Tyler."

I start with slow, shallow thrusts, giving her body time to adjust to my size. Each withdrawal and re-entry sends sparks of pleasure shooting up my spine. The taboo nature of what we're doing — anal sex in her marital bed while her husband sits nearby — has me harder than I've ever been in my life.

Mei reaches between her legs, her fingers finding her clit as I fuck her ass. The sight of her pleasuring herself while taking my cock makes my head spin. I increase my pace gradually, my thrusts becoming deeper, more forceful. The tight ring of her asshole grips the base of my cock each time I pull back, creating a sensation that threatens to make me come embarrassingly fast.

"Harder," Mei urges, her face pressed into the pillow to muffle her moans. "I can take it."

I don't need to be told twice. I set a relentless pace, my hips slapping against her ass with each thrust. The sound of skin hitting skin fills the room, mixing with our heavy breathing and stifled groans. I watch, mesmerized, as my cock disappears into her ass over and over, the sight almost too erotic to bear.

Sweat beads on my forehead as I pound into her, my muscles straining with the effort. Mei's ass jiggles with each impact, a hypnotic sight that drives me wild. I raise my hand and bring it down on one cheek, leaving a red handprint on her pale skin. She yelps in surprise, then moans deeply.

"Again," she begs, her voice muffled by the pillow. "Spank me again."

I comply, slapping her other cheek as I continue to thrust into her tight hole. The combination of pain and pleasure has her writhing beneath me, her body undulating like a wave. Her hand moves faster between her legs, her fingers frantically rubbing her clit.

I feel a primal urge to dominate her completely. I reach forward and grab a fistful of her silky black hair, wrapping it around my hand until I have a firm grip. Then I pull, forcing her head back, arching her spine. The new angle lets me drive even deeper into her, hitting spots that make her whole body tremble.

"Oh fuck!" she screams, the sound escaping before she can stop it. "Tyler! Yes!"

Her voice echoes in the bedroom, loud enough that I glance worriedly at Jack. But he remains engrossed in his audiobook, the expensive headphones doing their job. The knowledge that we could be caught at any moment only adds to the thrill.

I maintain my grip on Mei's hair with one hand while the other slides around to her throat. I apply pressure to the sides of her neck, careful to avoid cutting off her air completely. It's a technique I learned from porn, and judging by Mei's reaction, it's working. Her eyes roll back, her mouth falls open in a silent scream, and her ass clenches around my cock so tight I see stars.

"You like that?" I growl in her ear, maintaining the choke hold as I pound into her ass. "You like being fucked while your husband watches?"

"Yes," she gasps, her voice strained from the pressure on her throat. "God, yes. Don't stop."

I increase both the pressure on her throat and the force of my thrusts, driving into her with everything I have. The bed creaks beneath us, the headboard occasionally knocking against the wall in rhythm with our fucking. Mei's body is coated in a fine sheen of sweat, glistening in the dim light of the bedroom.

Her moans grow louder, more desperate, mingling with the wet sounds of her fingers working her pussy and the slap of my hips against her ass. The symphony of our pleasure fills the room, a soundtrack to our forbidden encounter.

"I'm close," she chokes out, her voice barely audible through my grip on her throat. "So fucking close."

I can feel my own orgasm building, a familiar tightening at the base of my spine. But I'm determined to make Mei come first. I release her throat, allowing her to gulp in air, which she does with a shuddering gasp that turns into a moan as I resume my punishing pace.

My hands find their way back to her hips, gripping hard enough to leave bruises. I use the leverage to slam into her with renewed force, each thrust pushing her closer to the edge. The tight ring of her asshole spasms around my cock, squeezing me in a way that has me gritting my teeth to hold back my release.

"Come for me," I command, my voice hoarse with exertion. "Come on my cock, Mei."

As if obeying my command, her body convulses, her ass clenching rhythmically around me as waves of pleasure crash over her. She buries her face in the pillow to muffle her screams, her whole body shaking as her orgasm tears through her.

The sight of Mei coming undone, combined with the incredible pressure around my cock, nearly pushes me over the edge. I slow my thrusts, prolonging her pleasure while fighting back my own release. Not yet. I'm not finished with her.

As her tremors subside, I maintain my position deep inside her, feeling her body pulse around me. Her breathing is ragged, her skin flushed with exertion and pleasure. I lean down to place a kiss between her shoulder blades, tasting the salt of her sweat on my lips.

"Ready for more?" I whisper, rotating my hips slightly, making her gasp.

"Always," she replies, her voice thick with satisfaction yet still hungry for more.

A sudden movement catches my eye. I look up to see Jack staring at us, his headphones askew on his head, his mouth hanging open in shock. Our eyes lock across the room, and for a moment, everything freezes. Mei hasn't noticed yet, still lost in the aftershocks of her orgasm, her ass still gripping my cock. Jack's face cycles through emotions — confusion, disbelief, shock — as the reality of what he's witnessing sinks in. His wife, bent over their marital bed, taking my cock in her ass, her body trembling with pleasure I've given her.

"What the fuck?" Jack finally manages, his voice barely above a whisper.

Mei's head snaps up at the sound, and she looks over her shoulder to see her husband watching us. But instead of panicking, she just smiles, a lazy, satisfied expression that shows she doesn't give a single fuck about being caught.

"Jack," she says, her voice still husky from screaming. "You're done with your book already?"

I should be terrified. I should be pulling out, grabbing my clothes, and running for the door. But something in Jack's expression — a mixture of shock and what looks disturbingly like fascination — keeps me firmly in place, my cock still buried deep in his wife's ass.

"This is the most important workout for Mei," I say, surprising myself with my boldness. "She needs this kind of... exercise regularly."

Jack's mouth opens and closes like a fish out of water. His eyes are fixed on the point where my body connects with Mei's, seemingly unable to look away from the sight of his wife being fucked by a teenager.

I decide to push the envelope further. Slowly, deliberately, I pull my cock out of Mei's ass, watching as her hole gapes slightly before beginning to close. The visual is obscenely erotic, especially with Jack watching. My cock stands proudly, slick and glistening, as I move to sit on the edge of the bed.

"Come here," I command Mei, guiding her head toward my crotch. "Clean me with your mouth."

Mei doesn't hesitate. She crawls toward me, her tits swaying beneath her, and positions herself between my legs. Her eyes flick to Jack, who remains frozen in place, then back to my cock. With a seductive smile, she leans forward and takes me into her mouth.

"Jesus Christ," Jack mutters, his glasses sliding down his nose as he watches his wife wrap her lips around my thickness.

The sensation is incredible. Mei's mouth is hot and wet, her tongue swirling around my shaft with practiced skill. She knows I've just been in her ass, but she doesn't seem to care. If anything, the taboo nature of it seems to turn her on even more.

"That's it," I groan, threading my fingers through her silky hair. "Take it deeper."

She obeys, relaxing her throat to take more of me. I can feel the back of her throat contracting around the head of my cock as she swallows, fighting her gag reflex to please me. Her hands cup my balls, massaging them gently as she bobs her head up and down my length.

The wet, sloppy sounds of her sucking fill the room, punctuated by her occasional moans and my grunts of pleasure. I glance at Jack, who has made no move to stop us. His eyes are wide behind his glasses, his breathing visibly accelerated. There's a visible bulge in his pants that tells me he's not entirely opposed to the show we're putting on.

"You like watching your wife suck my cock?" I ask him, a surge of power rushing through me. "You like seeing how good she is at it?"

Jack doesn't answer, but his Adam's apple bobs as he swallows hard. His hands clench and unclench at his sides, but he remains rooted to the spot.

Mei increases her pace, her head moving faster, her lips tightening around my shaft. She takes me so deep that I can feel her nose pressing against my pubic bone, her throat convulsing around me. When she pulls back, gasping for air, a string of saliva connects her lips to the head of my cock.

"Fuck, you're good at that," I pant, feeling my orgasm building rapidly. The combination of Mei's skilled mouth and Jack's voyeuristic presence is pushing me toward the edge faster than I expected.

Mei looks up at me, her eyes watering slightly from the effort of deep-throating me. "I want your cum," she says, her voice raspy. "All over my face."

Who am I to deny her? I guide her head with my hands, setting a brutal pace as I fuck her mouth. Her lips are stretched wide around my thickness, her cheeks hollowed as she sucks hard. The wet, gagging sounds she makes should be gross, but in the heat of the moment, they're the hottest thing I've ever heard.

"I'm gonna come," I warn her, my thighs tensing, my abs contracting as the pressure builds at the base of my spine.

Mei pulls back at the last second, her hand replacing her mouth as she strokes me rapidly. She positions her face just inches from the head of my cock, her mouth open, her tongue extended in anticipation.

With a guttural groan, I explode. Ropes of hot cum shoot from my cock, landing on Mei's waiting face. The first blast hits her forehead, the second her cheek, and the third lands directly on her extended tongue. She moans as my seed marks her, her eyes closing briefly in ecstasy.

When I'm finally spent, she opens her eyes and looks up at me, her face covered in my cum, a satisfied smile playing on her lips. She licks what she can reach, making a show of swallowing it.

"Delicious," she purrs, wiping some from her cheek and sucking it off her finger.

I glance at Jack, who looks like he might pass out from shock. His face is flushed, his breathing rapid, and the bulge in his pants has only grown more pronounced.

"Good workout," I say to both of them, standing up and reaching for my discarded clothes. I dress quickly, feeling oddly calm despite the situation. "Same time next week?"

Mei nods enthusiastically, still naked and cum-covered on the bed. "I'd like that," she says, casting a challenging glance at her husband.

Jack remains silent, his eyes darting between us like he can't believe what he's witnessed — or that it's apparently going to happen again.

I walk to the door with a confident swagger, pausing to look back at the tableau I'm leaving behind: Mei, sprawled naked on the bed, my cum glistening on her face; Jack, standing rigid with shock and what appears to be reluctant arousal.

"Good night," I say, unable to resist a final jab. "Sweet dreams."

As I close the door behind me, I hear Mei's voice, soft but clear: "Come to bed, Jack. We need to talk."

The tension in those words hangs in the air as I make my way out of their house, a satisfied smile on my face. I've just fucked my neighbor's wife in their marital bed, came on her face, and somehow walked away with an invitation to do it again. Not bad for the high school quarterback.

As I step into the cool night air, I can't help but wonder what's happening in that bedroom now. Is Jack angry? Turned on? Both? Are they fighting, or is Mei convincing him that this new arrangement could work for all of us?

Whatever the outcome, one thing is certain: I've awakened something in both of them — a forbidden desire that was lurking beneath the surface of their marriage. And I fully intend to explore it further, pushing the boundaries of what all three of us are willing to do.

The thought makes my cock stir again as I walk home, already fantasizing about our next encounter.
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