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Chapter 1

The sun beats down on my back as I push through another set of pushups, sweat dripping from my forehead onto the grass below. My muscles burn with that good kind of pain, the kind that tells me I'm getting stronger. Fifty-eight, fifty-nine, sixty. I grunt with the final rep, arms trembling as I hold myself up for an extra second before collapsing onto my chest, breathing hard. The backyard feels like a fucking oven today, but I need this—need to be ready for next season. Can't lose my edge, not when college scouts are watching.

I roll onto my back, staring up at the cloudless sky as my chest heaves. The grass tickles my skin, damp with my sweat. Coach says I need more explosive power in my legs, so I've been adding more lunges to my routine. Fuck, they hurt, but I'm not about to let some sophomore take my starting position.

"Come on, Long," I mutter to myself, forcing my body upright. "Pussys don’t get scholarships."

I shake out my arms and legs before dropping into a lunge position. The first rep sends fire down my thigh, but I push through it. Two, three, four. I count under my breath, focusing on my form. My shorts cling to my thighs, soaked through with sweat. Gotta look good for those USC recruiters. Gotta be better than good.

A flash of movement catches my eye from the yard next door. I nearly lose my balance when I see her—Mrs. Pitt—Angelina—spreading out a towel on her sunbed. Holy fuck.

I pretend not to notice, keeping my eyes forward as I continue my lunges, but I can't help stealing glances. She's wearing this tiny fucking bikini that barely covers anything. The bright red fabric stands out against her tan skin, making my mouth go dry instantly.

Fifteen, sixteen, seventeen. I lose count as she bends over to adjust the back of the sunbed, her ass perfectly round and practically spilling out of her bikini bottoms. My cock stirs in my shorts, and I try to think about football plays, about Coach yelling at us during practice—anything to keep from getting hard right here in my backyard.

It doesn't work. Not when she lies down on her back, reaching behind to untie her top. She doesn't take it off, just loosens it, but it's enough to make my dick throb. Her tits are incredible—full and perky despite her age, with just enough cleavage showing to make my imagination run wild.

I switch to jumping jacks, hoping the movement will distract me from the MILF goddess sunbathing twenty feet away. The sweat pours down my chest, trickling over my abs. I catch her glancing my way and instinctively flex a little harder, straighten my back a little more.

She's old enough to be my mom, but fuck, she doesn't look it. Not with those long legs and that tiny waist. I've jerked off thinking about her more times than I can count, always feeling a little guilty afterward. But not guilty enough to stop.

I drop back into pushup position, grinding out another set. Ten, eleven, twelve. Each rep brings her into my peripheral vision.

She's rubbing lotion on her legs now, her hands sliding up her thighs in slow, deliberate motions. My cock is fully hard, pressing uncomfortably against the fabric of my shorts.

I imagine those hands on me instead. Those manicured fingers wrapping around my shaft, stroking me while she whispers dirty things in my ear. I bet she'd know exactly what to do, exactly how to touch me to make me lose my mind.

Fuck, I need to get it together. I flip onto my back for some sit-ups, but that's even worse because now I'm facing her directly. She's sipping from a water bottle, her throat working as she swallows. A droplet escapes, trailing down her neck, between her breasts, disappearing into her cleavage. My mouth waters at the sight.

Twenty-three, twenty-four. I power through the sit-ups, my abs clenching with each rep. My shorts have tented noticeably, and I shift positions to try to hide it. But the friction just makes it worse, sending jolts of pleasure through my groin.

I can't take it anymore. I pause, pretending to catch my breath as I discreetly slide my hand under the waistband of my shorts. Just a quick adjustment, that's all I need. But the moment my fingers brush against my cock, I can't resist giving it a quick stroke. My eyes flutter closed for a split second as my hand wraps around my shaft.

Holy shit, this is stupid. I'm in my backyard in broad daylight. But I can't help myself, not with Angelina stretched out like a fucking fantasy just yards away. I bite my lip, stroking myself slowly, careful to keep the movement subtle.

She shifts on the sunbed, arching her back slightly. Her bikini top slides a fraction of an inch, revealing more of her round tits. I imagine burying my face between them, sucking on her nipples until she moans my name. My hand moves faster under my shorts, my breath coming in short gasps that I try to disguise as workout exhaustion.

I'm close—so fucking close—when she suddenly turns her head. Our eyes lock across the yards, her gaze dropping to where my hand is shoved down my shorts. There's a moment of perfect, horrible silence as her perfectly sculpted eyebrow raises, a smile playing at the corners of her mouth.

I yank my hand out of my shorts like I've been burned, my face flushing hot with embarrassment. Did she see? She definitely saw. Fuck, fuck, fuck. I scramble to my feet, adjusting my shorts to hide my still-throbbing erection, not daring to look in her direction again.

My heart pounds in my chest, harder than during any workout, any football game. I grab my water bottle, taking a long drink to cover my mortification. When I finally risk a glance back at her, she's still looking at me, that same knowing smile on her lips.

I've never wanted to disappear so badly in my life. But as humiliating as this moment is, my cock still strains against my shorts, harder than ever.

I stand frozen like an idiot, my hand still tingling from where it touched my cock, my face burning hotter than the sun beating down on us. She saw me. Angelina fucking Pitt caught me with my hand down my shorts while staring at her tits. I should sprint inside, lock the door, and never look at her again. But then she moves, rising from her sunbed with the grace of a cat, and my feet refuse to budge from the grass.

She stretches languidly, arching her back in a way that makes her breasts push against the thin fabric of her bikini top. My throat goes dry as she adjusts the bottom of her swimsuit, pulling it up slightly over the curve of her ass. Is she doing this shit on purpose? Has to be.

My cock throbs painfully against my shorts as she starts walking toward me—toward the fence that separates our yards. Each step she takes is deliberate, her hips swaying in a hypnotic rhythm that makes it impossible to look away. The way she moves reminds me of those slow-motion cheerleader videos I watch late at night with the volume turned low.

I try to look casual, wiping sweat from my forehead with the back of my hand. Maybe I should act like nothing happened. Maybe she didn't actually see. Maybe—

"You really know how to work up a sweat, Richard," she says, her voice like honey as she reaches the fence. Her fingers curl around the wooden slats, red nails standing out against the weathered gray wood.

My brain short-circuits. All those practiced lines I've used on cheerleaders and party girls vanish from my mind. I manage a nod that feels mechanical and awkward.

"I've seen you practicing out here all summer," she continues, her eyes traveling slowly down my chest, lingering on the sweat glistening on my abs. "No wonder you're the star of the football team with dedication like that."

I swallow hard, trying to find my voice. "Thanks, Mrs. Pitt. Gotta stay in shape for the season."

She laughs, the sound light and musical. "Angelina, please. 'Mrs. Pitt' makes me sound like your teacher or something."

The way she says it carries a subtle suggestion that makes my skin tingle. I take a few steps closer to the fence, suddenly aware of how the sweat makes my shorts cling to my thighs, how my hair is probably a mess, how I probably stink from working out.

"Those lunges are really building up your legs," she says, her eyes now openly assessing my body. "I bet you're popular with all the girls at school."

I force a confident grin, some of my usual swagger returning. "I do alright."

"I'm sure you do more than 'alright,'" she smirks, leaning forward against the fence. The movement gives me a perfect view of her cleavage, round and full, beaded with tiny droplets of sweat. "I hear things, you know."

My heart rate kicks up another notch. "What kind of things?"

She raises one perfectly shaped eyebrow. "Oh, just rumors. Something about you and a few booster club moms after the championship game last year? In the equipment room?" Her smile turns wicked. "They say you have... quite the arm."

Holy fuck. My face flushes hot again, but this time not entirely from embarrassment. Mrs. Carlton. It was supposed to be a secret. She'd cornered me after everyone left, told me how watching me play made her wet. One minute she was congratulating me, the next she was on her knees with my cock in her mouth.

"I, uh..." I stammer, not sure if I should deny it or play it cool.

"Don't worry," Angelina says, lowering her voice to a conspiratorial whisper. "Your secret's safe with me. I just think it's... interesting."

The way she says "interesting" sends a jolt straight to my dick. It's still hard from earlier, maybe even harder now, tenting my shorts in a way that's impossible to hide. She notices—of course she notices—and her smile widens slightly.

"You know," she says casually, "I was about to do some stretching myself. Could use a strong young man to spot me."

Is this really happening? Am I dreaming? Did I hit my head during practice and now I'm in a coma having the best fucking fantasy ever?

"Yeah?" I manage to say, my voice embarrassingly husky.

"Mmm-hmm," she nods, running her tongue quickly over her bottom lip. "Why don't you come over? The gate's open. I've got a yoga mat all set up, and I could make us some lemonade after. It's so hot today."

She's not talking about the weather, and we both know it. My heart hammers against my ribs like I've just sprinted the length of the football field. This is Angelina Pitt—the woman who's starred in every late-night jerk-off fantasy I've had since her family moved in next door last year. The woman whose husband is some rich older dude who's barely ever home. The woman who's now inviting me over while wearing next to nothing.

"Sure," I say, trying to sound casual and failing miserably. "Just let me grab my water bottle."

She smiles, pushing away from the fence with deliberate slowness. "Don't take too long," she calls over her shoulder as she starts walking back to her sunbed. Her ass sways with each step, the red bikini bottom riding up just enough to make my mouth water.

I grab my water bottle with shaking hands, adjusting my shorts to try to hide my raging hard-on. It's useless—there's no hiding it. Fuck it. She's already seen it anyway. She knows exactly what she's doing to me, and she seems to like it.

I take a deep breath, trying to calm myself. It doesn't work. Not when I'm about to hop over the fence and join the hottest MILF in the neighborhood for her "workout."


Chapter 2

Minutes later, I'm on my knees arranging a purple yoga mat next to Angelina's gleaming pool. The backyard is even more impressive up close—pristine landscaping, expensive outdoor furniture, and not a single neighbor who can see in. My hands shake slightly as I smooth out the corners of the mat, hyperaware of every sound behind me that might signal her return. To calm my nerves, I drop into push-up position and start grinding out reps, my muscles already burning from my earlier workout. But I need to look good for her. Need to show her what an eighteen-year-old athlete can do.

The sun beats down on my back as I push through another set, sweat dripping onto the yoga mat. One, two, three. I count under my breath, forcing my form to stay perfect even though my arms are screaming for a break. The pool water glitters invitingly just feet away, but I resist the urge to cool off. I want Angelina to find me working, to see the muscles in my back and shoulders flexing with each movement.

Fifteen, sixteen, seventeen. My rhythm falters when I hear the sliding glass door open behind me. I push even harder, lowering my chest until it nearly touches the mat before powering back up. The sound of bare feet padding across the stone patio makes my heart race faster than any sprint drill.

"Thirsty?" Her voice floats over me like a caress.

I push up one last time and turn to face her, still on my knees on the yoga mat. The sight nearly knocks me backward. Angelina stands over me holding a tall glass of lemonade, condensation beading on the outside. But it's not the drink that has my mouth watering.

Her bikini bottom sits low on her hips, revealing a flat stomach and a hint of tan lines disappearing beneath the red fabric. My eyes travel up to her chest, where her bikini top still clings to her curves—but just barely, the thin fabric straining against her full breasts. Her blonde hair falls in loose waves around her shoulders, framing a face that belongs in magazines.

"Thanks," I manage to say, reaching for the glass with a hand that isn't quite steady.

She doesn't release the glass right away, her fingers brushing against mine. "You know," she says, her voice dropping to a seductive purr, "I think it's too hot for this, don't you?"

Before I can ask what she means, she reaches behind her neck with her free hand and unties the string of her bikini top. The fabric loosens but stays in place, held by the lower tie. My breath catches in my throat as she hands me the lemonade, then uses both hands to untie the remaining string.

The bikini top falls away, revealing her tits in all their glory. Full, rounded perfection—smooth tan skin giving way to paler flesh where her bikini covered her. Her nipples are a soft pink, already hard and pointing directly at me. They're even more perfect than I imagined during all those late-night jerk-off sessions.

"Jesus," I whisper, unable to stop myself. The lemonade in my hand is completely forgotten.

She laughs softly, clearly enjoying my reaction. "Like what you see?"

I nod dumbly, my cock throbbing painfully against my shorts. I've seen tits before—plenty of them—but never on a woman like Angelina. Never on a body so perfectly maintained, so exquisitely shaped. Her breasts defy gravity, sitting high and firm despite her age, with just enough natural movement to make my mouth water as she shifts her weight from one foot to the other.

"You're staring," she says, but her tone is pleased, not accusatory.

"Sorry," I mumble, forcing my eyes up to her face. "It's just... fuck, you're gorgeous."

Her eyes drop to the obvious tent in my shorts. "Seems like more than just your arms get a workout," she says with a wicked smile. She takes the lemonade from my hand and sets it on a nearby table. "Maybe it's time for a different kind of exercise."

I swallow hard, unable to believe what's happening. She steps closer, standing between my spread knees as I remain kneeling on the yoga mat. The scent of her sunscreen and something floral—her perfume, maybe—fills my nostrils, making my head swim.

"I think," she says, her voice barely above a whisper as she reaches for the waistband of my shorts, "this needs some attention."

Her fingers slip beneath the elastic, brushing against the sensitive skin of my lower abdomen. My cock jerks in response, and I have to bite my lip to keep from moaning. She tugs the shorts down just enough to free my erection, which springs up eagerly, already leaking pre-cum.

"Oh my," she breathes, her eyes widening slightly. "The rumors weren't exaggerated."

Before I can respond, she wraps her hand around my shaft, her touch cool against my heated skin. My eyes roll back into my head as she begins to stroke me, her grip firm but not too tight, her movements slow and deliberate. Her thumb swipes across the head, spreading the moisture gathered there.

"Fuck," I gasp, my hips bucking involuntarily.

"That's the idea," she whispers, leaning down so that her face is level with mine. Her free hand comes up to cup my jaw, tilting my face toward hers. "But first things first."

Her lips meet mine in a heated kiss that steals what little breath I have left. Her mouth is soft, her tongue insistent as it slips between my lips. I respond eagerly, my hands finally finding the courage to touch her. One hand goes to her waist, the other to her breast, cupping the soft weight of it in my palm.

She moans into my mouth when I brush my thumb across her nipple, the sound vibrating through me. All the while, her hand continues its maddening rhythm on my cock, stroking up and down with increasing speed. The dual sensations—her tongue against mine, her hand around my shaft—are almost too much to bear.

Her tits bounce slightly with each movement, brushing against my chest as she leans into the kiss. I squeeze the one in my hand, marveling at its perfect firmness, the way it fills my palm completely.

"You like my tits, don't you?" she murmurs against my lips.

"Fuck yes," I groan, pinching her nipple gently. "Been dreaming about them for months."

She laughs, a sultry sound that goes straight to my groin. "I know. I've seen you watching me through your window when I sunbathe."

The revelation should embarrass me, but instead, it just turns me on more. She's known all this time that I've been lusting after her, and now she's here, topless, jerking me off beside her pool.

Her hand speeds up, twisting slightly on the upstroke in a way that makes me see stars. I'm not going to last long at this rate—not with Angelina Pitt's perfect tits in my face and her skilled hand working my cock like she owns it.

"Think you can handle me, quarterback?" she whispers, her breath hot against my ear. "Because I've got plans for this big cock of yours."

Angelina's lips brush against mine as her hand continues its maddening rhythm on my cock. Her breath is hot against my mouth, her tongue darting out to taste me between words. "You know," she whispers, her voice thick with desire, "Coach Wilson's wife told me something interesting at the last booster meeting." My brain struggles to process her words, too focused on the feeling of her fingers wrapped around my shaft, the sight of her perfect tits swaying with each movement.

"What's that?" I manage to grunt, my hips involuntarily thrusting up into her grip.

Her teeth nip at my lower lip, sending a jolt of pleasure-pain through my body. "She told me about you two. After the championship game." Her hand tightens around my cock, twisting on the upstroke in a way that makes my eyes roll back. "Said you fucked her brains out in the equipment room. Said you have the biggest cock she's ever seen."

Holy shit. My heart pounds in my chest.

"Fuck," is all I can say, my mind racing.

Angelina laughs, a low, sultry sound that vibrates against my lips. "Don't worry, your secret's safe with me. But it got me thinking..." Her free hand trails down my chest, nails scraping lightly over my abs. "I haven't had a good, hard fuck in years."

I swallow thickly, my cock twitching in her hand at her words. "What about your husband?"

She rolls her eyes, her hand momentarily stilling on my shaft. "Jack? Please. He hasn't been able to get it up properly in years. And when he does..." She makes a gesture with her fingers, indicating something small. "Not exactly satisfying."

The thought of Angelina—this goddess—stuck in a sexless marriage with some limp-dicked old man makes my cock throb even harder. Her hand resumes its movements, faster now, more insistent.

"I miss it," she confesses, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. "Miss feeling a big cock stretching me open. Miss being fucked so hard I can't walk straight the next day." Her tongue traces the shell of my ear, sending shivers down my spine. "I used to fuck football players in college, you know. Big, strong boys like you. With big, hard cocks like this."

My brain short-circuits at her words, at the mental image of a younger Angelina taking cock after cock from guys like me. "Jesus," I groan.

"I want you to fuck my brains out, Richard," she whispers, her hand squeezing my cock for emphasis. "Want to be your little fuck doll. Want you to use me however you want."

Before I can respond, she's sliding down my body, her tits dragging against my chest and abs as she drops to her knees on the yoga mat. Her eyes never leave mine as she lowers her face to my cock, her hot breath washing over the sensitive head.

"Let me show you how much I want it," she purrs, and then her mouth is on me, lips wrapping around the head of my cock in a wet, warm seal that makes me gasp.

"Fuck!" I hiss, one hand automatically going to her hair, fingers tangling in the blonde strands.

Her mouth is incredible—hot and wet and eager as she takes me deeper, her tongue swirling around my shaft. Her cheeks hollow as she sucks, creating a vacuum that has my toes curling against the yoga mat. She moans around my cock, the vibration sending jolts of pleasure straight up my spine.

"God damn," I groan, watching in fascination as my cock disappears between her perfect lips, inch by inch. Her lipstick leaves a faint red smear along my shaft, marking her progress. "Your mouth feels so fucking good."

She pulls back slightly, her tongue laving the sensitive underside of my cock head. "Better than the cheerleaders?" she asks, her voice teasing before she dives back down, taking me even deeper this time.

The sight of Angelina Pitt—THE Angelina Pitt, fantasy of every guy in the neighborhood—on her knees sucking my cock by her pool is almost too much to bear. Her tits bounce slightly with each bob of her head, her nipples hard and pointing straight at me. Her eyes, locked on mine, are filled with a hunger I've never seen before.

She pulls off my cock with a wet pop, strings of saliva connecting her lips to my shaft. "I want it rough," she says, her voice raspy. "Don't hold back. Treat me like one of your slutty cheerleaders."

Something primal awakens in me at her words. I tighten my grip in her hair, guiding her mouth back to my cock. "Open wide," I command, surprised by the authoritative tone in my voice.

She obeys instantly, her mouth forming an O as I guide my cock between her lips. This time, I don't wait for her to set the pace. I thrust forward, pushing my cock deeper into her mouth, feeling the back of her throat.

"That's it," I growl, using my grip on her hair to control her movements. "Take it all, you fucking slut."

She moans around my cock, her eyes watering slightly as I hit the back of her throat. But she doesn't pull away—instead, she relaxes her jaw, allowing me to push even deeper. The tight, wet heat of her throat closing around the head of my cock is almost enough to make me cum on the spot.

"You want to be my fuck doll?" I say, finding confidence in her submission. "Then take this cock down your throat like a good little whore."

I start fucking her face in earnest now, my hips pumping as I guide her head with both hands. The wet, sloppy sounds of her mouth on my cock fill the backyard, punctuated by her moans and my grunts. Saliva drips down her chin, onto her tits, making them glisten in the sunlight.

"That's how I fuck all the cheerleaders," I tell her, surprising myself with how easily the dirty talk comes. "Make them choke on my cock until they're begging for more."

She gags slightly as I thrust particularly deep, but instead of pulling away, she grabs my thighs and pulls herself closer, taking me impossibly deeper. Her throat convulses around my cock, milking the head in a way that has me seeing stars.

"Fuck, you're such a cock-hungry slut," I groan, my hips moving faster. "Look at you, choking on my dick and loving every second of it."

Spit bubbles at the corners of her mouth as she struggles to breathe around my thick shaft. I pull back slightly, allowing her a quick breath before pushing back in. Her mascara is starting to run, black streaks marking her cheeks, but the look in her eyes is pure lust.

"This what you want?" I demand, my voice rough as I continue to face-fuck her. "To be used like a worthless cum dump by a guy half your age?"

She moans an affirmative around my cock, the vibration sending pleasure shooting up my spine. Her hands move from my thighs to my ass, pulling me deeper into her mouth, encouraging my rough treatment.

I lose myself in the sensation, in the power of having this beautiful woman on her knees before me, willingly choking on my cock. I fuck her face without mercy, my balls slapping against her chin with each thrust. The wet, gagging sounds she makes only drive me wilder, pushing me closer to the edge.

"Take it, you fucking MILF whore," I grunt, my fingers tightening in her hair until she whimpers around my cock. "Show me how badly you need it."

Her eyes water as she looks up at me, mascara running down her cheeks, lipstick smeared across her face and my cock. She's a mess—a beautiful, cock-hungry mess—and it's the hottest thing I've ever seen in my life.

"This is what you get," I tell her, my voice strained as I approach my limit. "This is what happens when you tease me for months. I'm gonna use every hole you've got, make you my personal cum slut."

She moans louder at that, her hand moving between her legs, fingers slipping beneath her bikini bottom. The knowledge that she's touching herself while I fuck her face pushes me dangerously close to the edge.

The wet sounds of Angelina's mouth on my cock fill the backyard, mixing with my heavy breathing and her muffled moans. I'm lost in the sensation, in the sight of her blonde head bobbing between my legs, when a sound cuts through my pleasure-fogged brain—the distinct click and slide of a door opening. My heart stops, then kicks into overdrive, hammering against my ribs like it's trying to escape. Fuck. Someone's home.

"Angie? I'm back early. Meeting got canceled." A man's voice—Jack's voice—calls from inside the house.

I freeze, my hands still tangled in Angelina's hair, my cock still halfway down her throat. Panic floods my system, adrenaline hitting me like a linebacker at full sprint. I try to pull away, to somehow hide what we're doing, but Angelina has other ideas.

She grabs my ass, holding me in place, and looks up with mascara-streaked eyes that flash with mischief and defiance. She doesn't stop. If anything, she doubles down, sucking harder, taking me deeper, her throat constricting around the head of my cock in a way that makes it impossible to think straight.

"Angie?" Jack's voice is closer now, near the patio door.

I'm going to die. I'm going to be murdered in a MILF's backyard with my dick out. Coach will have to find a new quarterback. My parents will have to identify my body. Holy fuck.

Angelina finally pulls back, but only enough to call out, "Out by the pool, honey!" Then immediately swallows my cock again, her lips stretching wide around my girth.

The sliding door opens, and I hear footsteps on the patio. My entire body tenses, ready for the shit-storm that's about to hit when Jack sees me face-fucking his wife by their pool. But Angelina remains calm, her movements becoming more controlled but no less intense. She positions herself to block the view from the porch, her back to the house as she continues sucking me off.

"Did you get the mail?" Jack calls out, his voice frustratingly casual, as if his wife isn't on her knees with another man's cock in her mouth just yards away.

Angelina pulls off just enough to reply, "Mmm-hmm," the vibration of her hummed response sending jolts of pleasure through my shaft. Her lips immediately return to their task, her tongue swirling around the sensitive head of my cock.

My heart is pounding so hard I'm certain Jack must hear it. I can't see him from my position, and apparently, he can't see us clearly either. The angle of the patio, combined with Angelina's strategic positioning, has created just enough cover to hide what's happening.

"I need to head back out in a bit—got to pick up my prescription," Jack continues, oblivious to the obscene wet sounds coming from his wife's mouth as she deep-throats me. "Do you need anything while I'm out?"

Angelina pulls back, my cock slipping from her lips with an audible pop that makes me wince. "No, I'm good," she calls back, her voice remarkably steady despite the flush on her cheeks and the saliva glistening on her chin. "Just helping Richard with a special stretch routine."

My eyes widen in horror at her casual mention of my name. Is she trying to get me killed?

"Oh, is that Richard from next door? Hello there!" Jack calls out, still apparently not coming close enough to see what's happening.

Before I can respond, Angelina's mouth is back on my cock, swallowing me to the root. I bite my lip hard to keep from moaning, tasting blood as her throat muscles contract around my shaft.

"He can't hear you, honey," Angelina calls out, her hand stroking my spit-slick cock as she speaks. "He's really focused on his... exercise." She immediately returns to sucking, her cheeks hollowing with the force of her suction.

The situation is insane—absolutely fucking insane—and yet I've never been more turned on in my life. The danger, the forbidden nature of what we're doing, the sheer audacity of Angelina continuing to blow me while talking to her husband—it all combines into a heady mixture that pushes me dangerously close to the edge.

"Alright, I'll be back in about an hour," Jack says. "Nice of you to help the boy with his training, Angie."

"Mmm-hmm," she hums around my cock again, the vibration nearly sending me over the edge.

I hear the sliding door close, and Angelina immediately doubles her efforts, her head bobbing faster, taking me deeper, her hand squeezing and stroking what won't fit in her mouth. The wet, sloppy sounds grow louder now that she doesn't have to be as careful.

"Holy fuck," I whisper, still not quite believing what just happened. "He almost caught us."

She pulls off my cock just long enough to look up at me, her eyes gleaming with wicked delight. "Exciting, isn't it?" she says before diving back down, taking my entire length until her nose presses against my pubic bone.

The combination of her skilled mouth, the lingering adrenaline from nearly being caught, and the taboo nature of the whole situation pushes me rapidly toward climax. My fingers tighten in her hair, guiding her movements as I start to thrust into her mouth again.

"I'm gonna cum," I warn her, my voice tight with approaching orgasm. "Fuck, I'm gonna cum down your throat."

She moans around my cock, the vibration sending me hurtling over the edge. My orgasm crashes through me like a tidal wave, my cock pulsing as I shoot rope after rope of hot cum directly down her waiting throat. She swallows eagerly, her throat working to take everything I give her, not missing a drop.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck," I chant, my hips jerking involuntarily as she milks every last drop from me, her tongue lapping at the sensitive underside of my cock head.

When she finally pulls away, a string of saliva and cum connects her swollen lips to my softening cock. She licks it away with a deliberate swipe of her tongue, then sits back on her heels, looking up at me with a satisfied smile.

"Jesus Christ," I pant, my legs trembling from the force of my orgasm. "That was..."

"Just the beginning," she finishes for me, rising gracefully to her feet. She wipes her mouth with the back of her hand, then reaches for her discarded bikini top, not bothering to put it on. "Jack will be gone for at least an hour. Probably longer, knowing him. He'll stop for coffee, run into someone he knows..."

She steps closer, pressing her bare chest against mine, her nipples hard against my skin. "That gives us plenty of time," she whispers, her lips brushing my ear.

My cock, impossibly, twitches with renewed interest against her thigh.

She pulls back, giving me a wink as she collects her things. "Come on, quarterback. Let's take this inside where we can be more... comfortable."


Chapter 3

Angelina leads me through the sliding glass door into a living room that screams money—sleek leather furniture, abstract art on the walls, and not a speck of dust anywhere. A massive flat-screen TV hangs on one wall, while floor-to-ceiling windows showcase the backyard we just left. The place smells like expensive perfume and lemon-scented cleaning products. My cock throbs against my gym shorts as I follow her, still unable to believe this is happening. She tosses her bikini top onto a side table like it's nothing, her perfect tits bouncing with each confident step.

"Jack's so clueless," she says with a laugh, running her fingers along the back of a black leather couch that probably costs more than my car. "I could be getting railed by the entire football team and he'd believe I was teaching you all a special stretching technique."

My cock twitches at the mental image of Angelina taking on multiple guys at once. Fuck, that's hot. But right now, I'm grateful she's all mine.

"That couch looks comfortable," she purrs, nodding toward the massive leather sectional. "Why don't you make yourself at home?"

I don't need to be told twice. I move to the couch and lie back against the cool leather, the material creaking slightly under my weight. Angelina watches me with hungry eyes, her gaze fixed on the obvious bulge in my shorts.

"For our special 'stretch and cardio workout,'" she says, making air quotes with her fingers, "we're going to need that big cock of yours."

My hands move to my waistband, pushing my shorts down and kicking them off. My cock springs free, already rock hard again despite having just cum in her mouth minutes ago. The power of being eighteen—I can go for hours.

"That's what I like to see," Angelina says, licking her lips as she stares at my erection. "Ready for action."

She hooks her thumbs into the sides of her bikini bottom and slowly—torturously—slides it down her long, tanned legs. I finally get to see her pussy, perfectly waxed with just a small strip of blonde hair above her slit. It's already glistening with arousal, her inner lips pink and swollen.

"Like what you see?" she asks, stepping out of the bikini and kicking it aside.

"Fuck yes," I groan, stroking my cock in anticipation. "You're even hotter naked than I imagined."

She smiles, clearly pleased with my reaction. "And I bet you imagined it a lot, didn't you?" She moves toward me, her hips swaying hypnotically. "Bet you jerked that big cock thinking about me, wondering what I look like under my swimsuits and sundresses."

I nod, not even bothering to deny it. "Every fucking night."

"Well," she says, reaching the couch and climbing onto it, "reality's about to be so much better than fantasy."

She straddles me, her knees sinking into the leather on either side of my hips. Her pussy hovers tantalizingly over my cock, close enough that I can feel the heat radiating from her core. Her tits sway above me, perfect teardrops capped with hard pink nipples that I'm desperate to taste.

"No condom?" I ask, suddenly remembering.

She smirks. "I'm on the pill. And I want to feel every inch of you. Unless you've got something I should worry about?"

I shake my head quickly. "Clean as of last month's physical."

"Good boy," she purrs, reaching between us to grasp my cock. She positions the head at her entrance, rubbing it through her slick folds. "I want you to fill me up with that big cock and fuck me like Jack never could."

With that, she sinks down onto me in one fluid motion, taking my entire length inside her. We both gasp at the sensation—her pussy is tight, gripping my cock like a vise, but so wet that I slide in without resistance.

"Holy fuck," I moan, my hands instinctively going to her hips. "You feel amazing."

"And you," she says, her voice strained as she adjusts to my size, "feel fucking huge inside me. God, I've needed this so badly."

She starts to move, lifting herself up until just the head of my cock remains inside her, then dropping back down hard. The slap of our skin echoes in the high-ceilinged room, mixing with our heavy breathing and occasional moans. Her tits bounce with each movement, hypnotic in their perfect rhythm.

I can't resist anymore. I lean forward, capturing one of her nipples in my mouth, sucking hard as she continues to ride me. She cries out, her pussy clenching around my shaft in response.

"Yes, that's it," she hisses, one hand going to the back of my head, holding me against her breast. "Suck my tits while I fuck you."

I alternate between her breasts, licking and sucking each nipple until they're rock hard and glistening with my saliva. My hands grip her ass, guiding her movements as she rides me harder and faster. The couch creaks beneath us, the leather squeaking with each thrust.

"Fuck, you're so big," she pants, her nails digging into my shoulders. "So much bigger than Jack. He couldn't fuck me like this if his life depended on it."

Her words send a surge of pride through me, my cock somehow growing even harder inside her. I thrust up to meet her downward movements, driving deeper into her pussy.

"You like that, don't you?" she says, her voice breathy with exertion. "Like knowing you're fucking me better than my husband ever could? Like knowing I'm going to be thinking about your cock every time he tries to satisfy me with his pathetic little dick?"

"Fuck yes," I growl, my mouth moving to her jawline, then her neck, kissing and sucking at the sensitive skin there. I know I might leave marks, but I don't care. Let her husband see them. Let him wonder.

"His cock hasn't made me cum in years," she confesses, her movements becoming more erratic as she chases her pleasure. "Always has to use his fingers or his mouth. But you—" she breaks off with a gasp as I thrust particularly deep, "—you're going to make me cum on your cock like a fucking freight train."

I feel her pussy starting to flutter around my shaft, a sure sign she's getting close. I increase my pace, planting my feet on the floor for leverage as I drive up into her. My mouth returns to her tits, teeth grazing her nipples as I suck them hard enough to leave marks.

"Fuck me harder than Jack ever could," she moans, leaning forward to whisper in my ear. "Make me forget his name."

Something primal takes over at her words. I wrap an arm around her waist and stand suddenly, lifting her with me. She squeals in surprise, her legs wrapping around my hips to keep my cock buried inside her. With quick steps, I carry her to a nearby table—some fancy glass thing with silver legs—and bend her over it.

As I position her, I notice something on the table—a framed wedding photo of Angelina and Jack, smiling in formal wear. The symbolism isn't lost on me, and apparently not on her either.

"Yes," she hisses, seeing where my eyes have gone. "Fuck me right here, in front of our wedding picture. Show him how a real man fucks his wife."

I grip her hips, pulling back until just the tip of my cock remains inside her, then slam forward with enough force to jolt the table. The wedding picture rattles but doesn't fall as I establish a brutal rhythm, my hips slapping against her ass with each thrust.

"Yes! Yes!" she cries, her hands gripping the edge of the table for support. "Just like that! Harder!"

I comply, fucking her with everything I've got, my balls slapping against her pussy with each thrust. Sweat drips down my chest, my breathing ragged as I pound into her.

"Tell me whose pussy this is now," I demand, surprising myself with my boldness.

"Yours!" she moans, pushing back to meet each thrust. "It's your pussy now! Oh god, I'm going to cum!"

Her back arches, her walls clamping down on my cock as her orgasm hits her. She cries out, a strangled sound of pure pleasure that echoes through the room. Her pussy pulses around me, milking my shaft, but I'm not ready to finish yet.

"I'm not done with you," I growl, continuing to thrust through her orgasm, prolonging her pleasure as she trembles beneath me.

I keep my grip tight on Angelina's hips as I pound into her from behind, the table creaking with each powerful thrust. Her ass jiggles with the impact, turning a light pink from the repeated slap of my pelvis against her flesh. She's bent over completely now, her cheek pressed against the cold glass tabletop, right next to her wedding photo. Her hands grip the edges of the table, knuckles white with the effort of holding herself steady against my relentless rhythm.

"That's it, quarterback," she moans, her voice vibrating with each impact. "Show me what that young cock can do."

Her words fuel something primal inside me. I reach forward, grabbing a fistful of her blonde hair, and pull back just enough to arch her spine. She gasps, her pussy clenching around my cock at the sudden domination.

"You like it rough, don't you?" I growl, yanking her hair harder. "Like being treated like a fuck toy?"

"Yes!" she cries out, her eyes rolling back. "Use me! Fucking use me!"

I tighten my grip on her hair, using it like reins to control her movements. My other hand digs into her hip, fingers sinking into her soft flesh hard enough to leave bruises. The thought of marking her—of her husband seeing my fingerprints on her body—sends a jolt of electricity down my spine.

The room fills with the obscene soundtrack of our fucking—the wet slap of skin on skin, the squelching sounds of my cock plunging into her soaked pussy, our heavy breathing and animalistic grunts. My balls swing forward with each thrust, slapping against her clit in a rhythm that makes her whimper.

"Harder!" she demands, pushing back to meet each thrust. "Fuck me harder! Make me feel it tomorrow!"

I comply, driving into her with enough force to make the table slide a few inches across the hardwood floor. The wedding picture rattles precariously close to the edge, but neither of us cares enough to save it.

"Tell me how much better I am than him," I demand, giving her hair another sharp tug. "Tell me whose cock you need."

"Yours!" she gasps, her words broken by the force of my thrusts. "Your cock is so much better! So much bigger! So much harder! Jack—ugh—Jack can't—fuck!—can't fuck me like this!"

Her words feed my ego, making me thrust even harder. I release her hair and move my hand to her throat, wrapping my fingers around it from behind. I don't squeeze hard—just enough to let her feel my control, enough to restrict her breathing slightly.

"This is what you wanted, isn't it?" I pant, feeling her swallow against my palm. "To be fucked like a whore by a guy young enough to be your son?"

"Yes!" she chokes out, her pussy clenching rhythmically around my shaft. "Wanted it—since I first—saw you working out—fuck!"

I lean over her back, my chest pressing against her, my mouth close to her ear. "You're going to be my personal MILF slut from now on," I whisper, nipping at her earlobe. "Whenever I want to fuck, you're going to spread your legs for me."

"God, yes," she moans, turning her head to try to kiss me. I allow it, our tongues meeting in a sloppy, desperate kiss as I continue to pound into her from behind. "Use me whenever you want. I'll be your fuck doll."

The dirty talk pushes me closer to the edge, but I'm determined to make her cum again before I finish. I adjust my angle, driving upward into that spot that makes her whole body jerk with each thrust.

"You feel that?" I grunt, tightening my grip on her throat. "Feel my cock hitting your g-spot? Gonna make you cum so hard you scream my name."

"Yes! Right there! Don't stop!" she cries, her voice strained from the pressure on her throat.

Her pussy gets impossibly tighter, fluttering around my shaft as her second orgasm approaches. I maintain my punishing pace, hitting that same spot over and over, watching as she unravels beneath me.

"Gonna cum," she gasps, her breathing shallow under my choking grip. "Gonna cum on your big fucking cock!"

"Do it," I command, releasing her throat to grab her hair again. "Cum for me, you fucking slut. Show me how much you love this teenage dick."

That pushes her over the edge. She screams—a raw, primal sound that tears from her throat as her entire body convulses. Her pussy clamps down on my cock like a vise, pulsing and squeezing as she rides out her orgasm. Wetness gushes around my shaft, dripping down to coat my balls and her inner thighs.

"Richard! Fuck! Yes!" she wails, her body shaking with the force of her climax.

I don't slow down, continuing to thrust through her orgasm, prolonging it until she's a trembling, incoherent mess beneath me. Her legs give out, and I have to wrap an arm around her waist to keep her upright as I continue to fuck her.

"Don't stop," she slurs, her voice thick with satisfaction. "Keep fucking me. Use me."

Her submission is intoxicating. Never in my wildest dreams did I imagine I'd have Angelina Pitt—the neighborhood MILF, the woman every guy fantasizes about—bent over her own furniture, begging me to use her body for my pleasure. It's better than scoring the winning touchdown, better than any high school party, better than anything I've ever experienced.

"You're mine now," I tell her, emphasizing each word with a deep thrust. "This pussy belongs to me."

"Yours," she agrees, her voice dreamy and distant. "All yours."

I feel my own orgasm building, my balls tightening as the familiar pressure builds at the base of my spine. But I'm not ready to finish yet—not when there's still more of Angelina to explore, more positions to take her in, more ways to make her scream my name.

I pull out suddenly, leaving her empty and whimpering at the loss. Before she can protest, I flip her over onto her back, the glass table cool against her sweat-slick skin. Her tits jiggle with the movement, her nipples still hard and red from my earlier attention.

"What are you—" she begins, but I cut her off by roughly spreading her legs and plunging back into her in one swift motion.

"Want to see your face when you cum," I growl, hooking her legs over my shoulders, folding her nearly in half as I resume my brutal pace. "Want to watch those pretty eyes roll back when you scream my name."

Her mouth falls open in a silent scream as I hit even deeper in this position. Her tits bounce wildly with each thrust, her face contorted in a mixture of pain and pleasure that's the sexiest thing I've ever seen.

"Too much," she gasps, but her hands clutch at my arms, pulling me closer rather than pushing me away. "Too deep. So good. Fuck!"

I'm relentless, driving into her with everything I have, my stamina fueled by adrenaline and teenage hormones. The wedding picture finally loses its battle with gravity, toppling over with a thud that neither of us acknowledges.

I pound into Angelina with relentless force, my cock driving deep into her pussy as she lies sprawled on the glass table. Her legs are wrapped around my waist, heels digging into my ass to pull me deeper with each thrust. I'm close—so fucking close—the pressure building at the base of my spine, my balls tightening with each slap against her ass. Her tits bounce wildly with each impact, hypnotic in their perfect rhythm.

"I'm gonna cum," I grunt, my movements becoming more erratic as I approach the edge. "Where do you want it?"

Her eyes light up with mischief. "On my face," she purrs, surprising me. "Want to feel your hot cum all over my face."

The image alone nearly pushes me over the edge. I pull out with a groan, my cock slick with her juices, achingly hard and throbbing with need. Angelina slides off the table with surprising agility for someone who's just been fucked senseless and drops to her knees in front of me.

She looks up, her mascara smeared, hair wild from my rough handling, lips swollen from our kisses. She's a mess—a beautiful, fuckable mess—and the sight of her on her knees waiting for my cum makes my cock twitch eagerly.

"Give it to me," she demands, one hand reaching up to stroke my shaft while the other cups my balls. "Cum for me, quarterback."

I grab my cock, stroking it rapidly as she tilts her head back, mouth open in expectation. It only takes a few strokes before I'm there, the pleasure cresting like a tidal wave.

"Fuck!" I shout as the first rope of cum shoots out, landing across her cheek and nose. I keep stroking, my hips jerking as I paint her face with thick streaks of white. Some lands on her lips, which she eagerly licks clean. More decorates her forehead, eyelids, and chin. By the time I'm done, her face is covered, cum dripping down to her tits.

"Jesus Christ," I pant, my legs shaking from the force of my orgasm. "That was..."

"Amazing," she finishes for me, running a finger through the mess on her cheek and sucking it clean. The sight makes my spent cock twitch with renewed interest. "You taste good, Richard."

She rises to her feet, cum still dripping down her face, and presses her naked body against mine for a deep, filthy kiss. I can taste myself on her tongue, which should be gross but somehow just turns me on more.

"We should clean up," she says against my lips. "Jack will be back soon."

Reality crashes back in. Right. Her husband. The one who could walk in at any moment and find me naked with his cum-covered wife. I step back, suddenly aware of our surroundings—the knocked-over wedding photo, the mess we've made of the table, the distinct smell of sex hanging in the air.

Angelina seems unconcerned, sauntering over to her discarded bikini with cum still on her face. She picks up the bottom first, stepping into it and pulling it up her long legs. The top comes next, barely containing her magnificent tits. She makes no move to clean her face yet, and I find myself staring at my handiwork with a primal sense of satisfaction.

I grab my shorts from where they landed on the couch and pull them on quickly. My heart rate is finally returning to normal when we both freeze at the sound of a car door slamming outside.

"Shit," Angelina hisses, suddenly moving faster. "He's early."

She grabs a tissue from a box on an end table and starts hastily wiping at her face, but the cum has already started to dry, leaving visible streaks. There's no time to wash it off properly before we hear keys in the front door.

"Angie? I'm home," Jack calls out as he enters.

Angelina shoots me a look that says 'act natural' as Jack walks into the living room. He stops short when he sees us—me standing awkwardly by the couch, Angelina in her bikini with unmistakable white streaks still visible on her face.

Jack blinks behind his thick glasses, squinting slightly as he takes in the scene. "What's going on?" he asks, his voice more confused than suspicious. "What's that on your face, Angie?"

My heart pounds in my chest, certain that this is it—I'm about to get my ass kicked by a fifty-year-old man or, worse, reported to the police. But Angelina just laughs, the sound surprisingly natural and casual.

"Oh, Richard was helping me with a new workout routine," she says smoothly. "I got a little overheated and spilled some milk on myself when I was taking a break."

Milk? Seriously? That's the best she could come up with? There's no way he's going to believe that. I brace myself for the explosion, for the accusations, for the fight that's surely coming.

But to my utter disbelief, Jack just nods, setting his keys down on a side table. "You should be more careful, honey. Did you get any on the furniture?"

I stare at him in amazement. Is he blind? Or just incredibly naive? The evidence is literally all over his wife's face, and he's worried about the furniture?

"No, it's fine," Angelina assures him, shooting me a triumphant smile over Jack's shoulder. "Richard was very careful. He's good at what he does."

I have to cough to cover the laugh that threatens to escape at her double entendre.

"Well, that's good," Jack says, moving toward the kitchen. "I'm going to grab some water. Can I get you two anything?"

"We're fine, thanks," Angelina calls after him. Once he's out of earshot, she turns to me with a wicked grin. "See? Told you he wouldn't notice."

I shake my head in disbelief, keeping my voice low. "He's looking right at you. How does he not see...?" I gesture vaguely at her face.

She shrugs, her tits bouncing enticingly with the movement. "Poor eyesight. And he sees what he expects to see." She steps closer, her voice dropping to a whisper. "Which means we can do this again. Anytime you want."

My cock stirs at her words, already eager for round two despite having just had the most intense orgasm of my life.

"Richard's been a huge help with my workout routine, honey," Angelina calls out as Jack returns with a glass of water. "I think he's going to help me with a lot more special workouts from now on."

Jack smiles, completely oblivious to what's really happening. "That's nice of you, Richard. Angie's been talking about getting in better shape."

If he only knew what kind of "workout" his wife had just gotten.

"Happy to help, sir," I say, somehow keeping a straight face. "Anytime."

"You should come by tomorrow," Angelina suggests, her eyes twinkling with mischief. "I have some new positions—I mean exercises—I want to try."

Jack nods approvingly. "That sounds great. I'll be at work all day, so you two will have plenty of time to... exercise."

I catch Angelina's eye over Jack's shoulder, and she runs her tongue slowly over her lips, tasting the last traces of my cum that she missed earlier. The message is clear: this is just the beginning.

"I'll definitely be back tomorrow," I promise, already imagining what new adventures await. "Can't miss a workout, right?"

Angelina's smile is pure sin as she walks me to the door. "Right. Health is everything." She leans in close, her lips brushing my ear as she whispers, "And I need to keep my fuck doll skills sharp."

As I head back to my house, I can't wipe the grin off my face. Summer vacation just got a whole lot more interesting.

.
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