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Chapter 1

I sit on the edge of the ER bed, my football shorts hiked up to expose my injured thigh. Coach insisted I get checked out after that brutal tackle took me down during practice. The cut looks worse than it feels, but I'm not complaining about the excuse to skip the rest of training. The thin paper crinkles beneath me as I shift uncomfortably, the fluorescent lights highlighting the angry red gash just above my knee.

There are footsteps outside my room. It must be the nurse. I hear her voice — low, frustrated, and sexy as hell. Her words hold an Asian accent, too.

"No, John. I told you already." The voice has a slight accent that makes my cock twitch instantly. "This is the third time this month. I have needs too, you know."

I lean forward, straining to hear more. The curtain provides zero soundproofing in this shitty hospital.

"I don't care about your back pain," she continues, her voice dropping to a harsh whisper. "What about my satisfaction? When was the last time you made me come? Do you even remember?"

Holy fuck. My eyes widen as I realize what I'm overhearing. My injured leg suddenly seems like the luckiest accident of my life.

"Fine. Whatever. I'm working a double shift anyway. Don't wait up." There's a sharp electronic beep as she ends the call, followed by an annoyed sigh.

The curtain rings scrape against the metal rod, and my heart nearly stops. She steps into my little cubicle, and I swear the temperature in the room spikes ten degrees. The nurse is an Asian goddess — probably around 40 but looking ten years younger. She’s a total MILF, and she has the tits of a busty cheerleader. Her black hair is pulled back in a tight, professional bun that somehow manages to look sexy as hell. Her scrubs are snug in all the right places, hugging curves that have no business being this perfect on a woman twice my age.

"Hello, I'm Nurse Lin." Her full lips curl into a practiced smile, but there's something smoldering behind her dark eyes. "Tyler Brady, correct? Football injury?"

"Yeah," I manage, suddenly aware of how exposed my thigh is. "Defensive tackle caught me with his cleat."

She checks my chart, and I devour every detail of her — the way her scrubs stretch across her ass when she turns, the outline of her bra visible through the thin fabric, the slight jiggle of her tits when she moves. My mind flashes to the phone conversation. Some dumbass husband can't satisfy this? What a fucking waste.

"You’re eighteen, right?"

"Yes, ma’am."

"Good. Let's take a look at that cut." Nurse Lin snaps on latex gloves with practiced efficiency, but there's something deliberate in the way the rubber snaps against her wrist. She leans close to examine my thigh, and the scent of her perfume — something floral and exotic — fills my nostrils.

"Mmm, it's deeper than I expected," she says, her breath warm against my skin. "We'll need to clean and dress it properly."

She turns to the nearby tray, bending slightly to reach for supplies. Her scrub pants pull tight across her ass, and I have to bite my lip to stop from groaning. When she faces me again, her eyes drop briefly to my shorts before meeting my gaze with a professional smile that doesn't quite reach her eyes.

"This might sting a little," she warns, dabbing antiseptic on the cut.

I hiss through clenched teeth, more from the effort of controlling my growing erection than from any pain. Her gloved fingers work with clinical precision, but they're dangerously close to my groin. Each touch sends electricity racing up my leg straight to my cock.

"You have very strong muscles," she comments, her fingers pressing into my thigh. "Quarterback, yes? I can tell from your build."

"That obvious, huh?" I grin, flexing subtly under her touch.

"I've seen many athletes." Her hands move higher, massaging the area around my wound. "The body tells stories."

She reaches for a small jar of ointment, unscrewing the cap and scooping some onto her fingers. "This will help prevent infection and promote healing."

When her fingers return to my skin, they're slick and warm. She works the ointment into my skin using small, circular motions that edge closer and closer to where my shorts end. My breath catches as her pinky finger slips just under the hem.

"We need to make sure we get complete coverage," she explains, her voice professional but her eyes locked on mine as her hand slides further up my inner thigh.

I can't help it — my cock responds instantly, straining against the thin material of my shorts. A visible tent forms, impossible to hide. Nurse Lin's eyes flicker down, and the corner of her mouth twitches.

"I see we have some additional swelling to address," she says, her clinical tone at odds with the heat in her eyes.

My heart pounds in my chest. Is this really happening? I decide to go for broke.

"Maybe you should give that a thorough examination too," I suggest, my voice huskier than I intended. "Might help you forget about your husband's... shortcomings."

Instead of slapping me or calling security, her eyes darken with desire. "I do enjoy when young studs like you come in. Especially athletes," she purrs, all pretense of professionalism slipping. "So... virile. So ready."

Without breaking eye contact, her gloved hand brushes against my shorts, pushing them aside to reveal my straining cock. My breath hitches as her fingers wrap around my shaft with surprising strength.

"Now, let's examine this swelling," she says, slipping back into her clinical persona even as her hand begins to stroke me slowly. "Significant engorgement, good coloration, excellent response to stimulus."

My eyes roll back in my head as she continues her "examination," her grip firm and confident as she strokes up and down. My hips lift involuntarily from the paper-covered bed, seeking more contact.

"Fuck," I gasp, sweat beading on my forehead. My fingers grip the edges of the bed as her thumb circles the sensitive head of my cock.

"Try to remain still during the examination," she instructs with a wicked smile, her hand never stopping its methodical rhythm. "I need to assess your responsiveness thoroughly."

Her wedding ring glints under the fluorescent lights as she strokes me, the forbidden nature of what we're doing making it even hotter. I'm getting jerked off by a smoking hot Asian MILF nurse whose husband can't get it up, and it's the most intense thing I've ever felt.

"How's that feeling?" she asks, her voice a clinical murmur that somehow makes this even filthier.

"So fucking good," I pant, my chest rising and falling rapidly.

Her skilled hand continues working me, and I can feel my control slipping with each stroke. The thin curtain is the only thing separating us from the busy ER, and the risk of being caught only heightens every sensation.

"You're responding very well to treatment," Nurse Lin observes, her eyes glittering with mischief and lust. "But I think we may need to conduct some more... extensive tests."

Nurse Lin's fingers continue their "examination," her clinical touch at odds with the hungry look in her eyes. My cock throbs in her gloved hand as she strokes me with practiced precision. Without breaking eye contact, she sinks slowly to her knees between my legs, her professional demeanor never wavering. My heart hammers against my ribs as her face draws level with my crotch, her breath hot against my sensitive skin.

"For a complete assessment, I need to check vascular response and sensitivity," she says, her clinical tone making this ten times hotter. "This requires a more thorough examination technique."

She leans forward, her lips parting slightly. I hold my breath, gripping the edges of the exam bed so hard my knuckles turn white. The first touch of her warm, wet tongue against the head of my cock sends an electric jolt up my spine.

"Fuck," I hiss, fighting to keep my voice down. Anyone could walk in at any moment.

"Please try to limit your vocalizations," she murmurs, her eyes meeting mine with professional detachment that's betrayed by the hungry glint in them. "We need to maintain a sterile environment."

Then she takes me into her mouth, and my world narrows to the wet heat enveloping my cock. Her lips stretch around my shaft, sliding down with deliberate slowness that makes my thighs tense and my toes curl inside my sneakers. The contrast of her hot mouth against my skin is mind-blowing — soft yet firm, wet and tight.

"Holy shit," I breathe, watching in awe as this gorgeous MILF nurse takes more of me into her mouth.

Her tongue swirls around the head of my cock with expert precision, tracing the sensitive ridge before flattening against the underside. Each movement is methodical, as if she's following some perverted medical procedure. She pulls back slightly, her lips glistening with saliva.

"The patient shows excellent tumescence and sensitivity," she narrates clinically, before diving back down, taking me deeper this time.

The wet, slurping sounds fill our little curtained space, obscenely loud in the sterile hospital environment. Each noise sends another pulse of arousal through me — the lewd sucking, the soft hums of appreciation she makes when I hit the back of her throat, the subtle pop when she pulls back to breathe.

I'm gripping the exam bed so hard I might tear the paper covering. My knuckles are white, my body rigid with the effort not to thrust up into her mouth. Sweat beads on my forehead and upper lip as I fight for control.

"Patient displays elevated heart rate and respiration," she observes during a brief pause, her hand replacing her mouth to keep me stimulated. "Continuing assessment of erectile response."

She dives back down, taking me deeper than before. I feel the head of my cock hit the back of her throat, and she doesn't even flinch. Instead, she swallows around me, her throat muscles contracting against my sensitive tip. My hips buck involuntarily, driving me deeper into her mouth.

"Sorry," I gasp, worried I might have hurt her.

But Nurse Lin just looks up at me through her lashes, her eyes watering slightly but filled with determination. She grabs my hips, encouraging me to move. The sight of my cock disappearing between her full lips, her wedding ring glinting on the hand wrapped around my base, nearly pushes me over the edge.

The wet sounds get louder as she increases her pace, her head bobbing rhythmically between my legs. Strings of saliva connect her lips to my cock when she pulls back, only to dive down again with renewed vigor. The obscene, squelching noises mix with my ragged breathing and her occasional hum of satisfaction.

"You've got to be the hottest fucking nurse I've ever seen," I pant, my voice strained with the effort of keeping quiet.

In response, she takes me impossibly deeper, until her nose presses against my pelvis and I feel her throat constrict around me. My vision blurs at the edges as pleasure builds at the base of my spine, coiling tight like a spring ready to release.

"I'm getting close," I warn her, my voice a ragged whisper.

She pulls back slightly, maintaining eye contact as she focuses her attention on the sensitive head, her tongue swirling and flicking while her hand works the shaft with firm, steady strokes. Her eyes never leave mine, challenging me, commanding me to let go.

"Ejaculatory response appears imminent," she murmurs, the clinical words contrasting obscenely with her actions. "Proceeding with final assessment."

She plunges back down, taking me to the root, and that's all it takes. The pressure that's been building explodes through me in waves of intense pleasure. My thighs tense, my abs contract, and my cock pulses as I shoot hot streams of cum directly down her throat.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck," I chant in a strangled whisper, my hips bucking uncontrollably against her face.

Nurse Lin doesn't miss a beat, swallowing deliberately around me, her throat working to take every drop. The sensation of her muscles contracting around my sensitive head prolongs my orgasm, making it the most intense I've ever experienced. My vision blurs, and for a moment, all I can feel is pure, unfiltered pleasure radiating from my core.

When the last pulse subsides, she slowly, deliberately pulls back, making sure to maintain eye contact the entire time. Her tongue makes one final sweep around the head of my cock, collecting any remaining drops. Then, with a deliberate motion that makes my spent cock twitch, she swallows visibly, her throat bobbing with the action.

"Patient displays excellent ejaculatory volume and force," she notes, as if recording vital signs. Without breaking character, she wipes her mouth with the back of her hand and stands, adjusting her gloves with a clinical snap that echoes in the small space.

I slump back against the exam bed, my chest heaving, my mind reeling from what just happened. Did I really just get the blowjob of my life from this smoking hot MILF nurse in the middle of a busy ER?

Nurse Lin picks up my chart, making a few notes with practiced efficiency. Her lipstick is slightly smudged, the only evidence of what just transpired between us. When she looks up, her professional mask is firmly back in place, though her eyes still smolder with unspent desire.

"Your treatment is far from over, Mr. Brady," she says casually, checking boxes on the chart as if she hadn't just swallowed my load moments before. "We'll need to conduct several more... examinations... to ensure complete recovery."

The way she says "examinations" makes my spent cock stir with renewed interest. Despite having just cum harder than ever before in my life, I'm already wondering how soon I can get hard again for whatever this sexy nurse has planned next.

"I’m all for it," I reply.


Chapter 2

Nurse Lin checks her watch with exaggerated concern. "I need to get some supplies from the staff room," she announces loudly, her eyes telling a different story. "You should come with me to discuss your... follow-up care."

She leads me down a quiet hallway, her ass swaying hypnotically in front of me. My cock, already hardening again, strains against my shorts. She glances back, a wicked smile playing on her lips as she checks for witnesses before pulling me through a door marked "Staff Only."

The moment the door clicks shut behind us, something shifts in the air. My confidence surges through me like a lightning bolt. I'm not the patient anymore — I'm the predator. Before she can speak, I spin her around and pin her against the wall, my body pressing into hers.

"You think you can tease me like that and just walk away?" I growl against her ear.

"I was hoping you'd follow through," she purrs, her accent thicker with arousal.

Our mouths crash together, tongues instantly battling for dominance. She tastes like mint and something forbidden — the flavor of a married woman twice my age who just sucked me off in an examination room. Her hands claw at my back, pulling me closer as I devour her mouth.

I grab her wrists and pin them above her head with one hand, my other hand yanking at her scrub pants. The drawstring gives way easily, and I shove them down her hips along with her panties, exposing the trimmed black hair between her legs. My shorts come down just enough to free my rock-hard cock, which springs out, already leaking pre-cum.

"Fuck, you're so wet," I hiss as my fingers find her slick entrance. "Your pussy's dripping for me already."

"Yes," she moans, spreading her legs wider. "And what are you going to do about it?"

I waste no time, positioning my cock at her entrance and slamming into her with one brutal thrust. The feeling is electric — tight, wet heat engulfing me as her walls stretch to accommodate my size.

"Fuuuck!" she gasps, her body arching against the wall.

I give her no time to adjust, pulling back and driving into her again with punishing force. Each thrust sends her body jolting up against the wall, her tits bouncing beneath her scrub top. I release her wrists to grip her ass, fingers digging into the soft flesh as I hold her in place for my pounding.

"This what you need?" I grunt, driving into her. "This what your husband can't give you?"

"Yes! God, yes!" she cries, her nails raking down my back through my t-shirt.

The sound of our bodies slapping together fills the small room — wet, obscene noises mixing with her desperate moans and my grunts. I can feel her cunt gripping me, squeezing my cock with each thrust, pulling me deeper.

"You fucking MILF slut," I snarl, the words flying from my mouth as I pound into her. "Getting fucked by a high school quarterback while you're on shift. What a fucking whore."

Instead of being offended, she moans louder, her eyes rolling back. "Yes, talk dirty to me. Tell me what I am."

Her response drives me wild. I slam into her harder, one hand moving to her throat, applying just enough pressure to make her gasp. "You're a dirty fucking bitch. A married slut who needs a young stud to fuck her properly."

"I am," she whimpers, her voice strained from my hand on her throat. "I'm your slut. Your MILF whore."

Sweat drips down my chest as I maintain the punishing rhythm, my balls slapping against her with each thrust. The obscene, wet sounds of her pussy taking my cock echo in the small room, mixing with our heavy breathing and her increasingly desperate moans.

"Harder!" she begs, her eyes locked on mine. "Fuck me harder! Make me feel it tomorrow!"

The risk of being caught — of someone walking in and finding us like this, me with my shorts around my thighs and her scrubs hanging off one ankle as I pound into her against the wall — only heightens my excitement. My cock feels harder than it's ever been, stretching her tight pussy with each brutal thrust.

"Your cunt feels so fucking good," I growl, adjusting my angle to hit deeper. "So tight for a married slut."

"Yes! Right there!" she cries as I hit a spot that makes her whole body shudder. "Don't stop! Fuck me, fuck me!"

I reach between us, my thumb finding her clit and rubbing rough circles as I continue to slam into her. Her reaction is immediate — her back arches off the wall, her pussy clenching around me like a vise.

"You gonna cum on my cock, nurse?" I taunt, pressing harder on her clit. "Gonna cum like the dirty whore you are?"

"Yes! Yes! I'm cumming!" she wails, her voice echoing dangerously loud in the small room.

Her body convulses against me, her pussy pulsing and gripping my cock in rhythmic waves as her orgasm tears through her. Her eyes roll back, mouth open in a silent scream as her entire body shakes. I have to clamp my hand over her mouth to muffle her cries as she rides out her climax.

But I'm nowhere near done with her.

"I'm not finished with you yet, bitch," I growl into her ear as her tremors subside. "One orgasm isn't enough for a hungry slut like you."

Her eyes flutter open, glazed with satisfaction but still burning with desire. "Who said I wanted you to stop?" she purrs, rotating her hips against me despite having just cum.

I pull out abruptly, my cock gleaming with her juices. "Turn around," I command, my voice husky with need. "I want to see that ass."

She complies eagerly, bracing her hands against the wall and looking back at me over her shoulder with a seductive smile that makes my cock twitch. Her scrubs fall completely to the floor as she repositions, leaving her bottom half completely naked, her top still on like some perverted uniform.

"Is this what you want?" she asks, arching her back to present her ass to me.

"That's exactly what I want, you fucking MILF whore," I growl, positioning myself behind her, ready to continue using her body for my pleasure.

Mei Lin grips the edge of the desk, her knuckles white against the dark surface. Her perfect ass is presented to me, round and firm despite her age. She arches her back, looking over her shoulder with eyes full of need. I take in the sight of her — scrub top bunched around her waist, naked from there down, her pussy glistening with arousal. My cock throbs painfully, demanding to be back inside her tight heat.

"What are you waiting for?" she asks, her voice a sultry challenge. "Show me what that young cock can do."

I grip her hips with bruising force, my fingers digging into her soft flesh. Positioning my cock at her entrance, I slam into her with one savage thrust that makes us both cry out. The angle is deeper this way, letting me hit spots inside her that make her whole body shudder.

"Fuck!" she gasps, her head dropping forward as I fill her completely.

I pull back until just the tip remains inside, then drive forward again with brutal force. The desk beneath us creaks ominously with each thrust, sliding slightly against the floor. Papers scatter, a cup of pens topples over, but neither of us gives a shit. All that matters is the primal rhythm we've established — my cock driving into her willing body again and again.

"You like that?" I growl, establishing a punishing pace that has her gasping with each thrust. "You like getting fucked by a guy half your age?"

"God, yes!" she moans, her accent thicker with arousal. "Harder! Fuck me harder!"

I comply, gripping her hips tighter as I pound into her. The room fills with obscene sounds — the wet slap of skin on skin, the creaking protest of the desk, her breathless moans and my grunts of exertion. Each sound drives me wilder, making me fuck her with increasing urgency.

"Your pussy feels so fucking good," I pant, watching my cock disappear into her again and again. "So tight and wet for me."

Her back arches deeper, changing the angle and making her cry out as I hit a spot deep inside her. Her inner walls clench around me, milking my cock with each thrust. Sweat drips down my chest, soaking my t-shirt as I maintain the brutal pace.

"Touch yourself," I command, wanting to feel her cum again.

Instead, I reach around her body, my fingers finding her clit. It's swollen and slick with her arousal, and she jerks violently when I make contact. I rub tight circles around the sensitive bud while continuing to slam into her from behind.

"Oh fuck!" she gasps, her body starting to tremble. "Right there! Don't stop!"

The desk bangs rhythmically against the wall with each thrust, loud enough that anyone walking by would know exactly what's happening. The thought sends another surge of adrenaline through me — the thrill of possibly being caught fucking this married MILF nurse in the hospital where she works.

Her body starts to quiver beneath me, her pussy gripping my cock in telltale pulses. She's close. I increase the pressure on her clit, rubbing faster as I drive into her with renewed vigor.

"Cum for me," I demand, my voice rough with exertion. "Cum on my cock, you fucking slut."

Her whole body goes rigid, then convulses as her orgasm hits. Her pussy clamps down on my cock like a vice, pulsing and squeezing in waves that nearly push me over the edge. She bites down on her own hand to muffle her scream as she comes undone beneath me.

I'm right behind her, my own climax building at the base of my spine. The frantic pace increases as we both approach the peak, sweat dripping down my chest and her back. My balls tighten, ready to explode.

"I'm gonna cum," I warn her, my rhythm becoming erratic. "Gonna fill your married pussy."

"Yes!" she urges, pushing back against me. "Cum inside me! I want to feel it!"

That's all it takes to send me over the edge. With three final, powerful thrusts, I bury myself to the hilt and explode. Hot streams of cum shoot deep inside her as my cock pulses, my vision blurring at the edges from the intensity. My fingers dig into her hips, holding her firmly in place as I empty myself completely.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck," I chant through gritted teeth, my hips jerking involuntarily as the last pulses of my orgasm wash through me.

When the final wave subsides, I collapse forward, my chest pressing against her back as we both pant for breath. I can feel her heart racing, matching the frantic beat of my own. For a moment, we stay connected like this, my softening cock still inside her, both of us too spent to move.

Finally, I pull out slowly, watching with satisfaction as a trickle of my cum leaks from her well-fucked pussy. She straightens up shakily, turning to face me with a satisfied smile that makes my chest swell with pride.

"Not bad for a high school quarterback," she says with a smirk, reaching for tissues from the desk to clean herself.

I tuck my spent cock back into my shorts, adjusting myself as she pulls her scrub pants back up. Her hair has partly fallen from its tight bun, and her lipstick is smudged — small signs of our passionate encounter that she quickly tries to fix.

As she straightens her uniform, she steps close to me again, her hand brushing against my cock through my shorts. The touch sends aftershocks of pleasure through my oversensitive body.

"You might need an even more thorough examination," she whispers in my ear, her breath hot against my skin. "Perhaps we should… continue elsewhere?"

Her hand squeezes my cock gently, making it twitch with renewed interest despite having just cum twice. This woman is insatiable, and the thought of what else we might do together makes my head spin.

"Hell yeah," I reply with a cocky grin, adjusting my shorts to hide the evidence of our activities.


Chapter 3

My cock is already hardening again as Mei Lin pulls me by the hand down another corridor. Our need for each other is like a drug neither of us can resist.

"I need more of you," she whispers, her accent making my spine tingle.

She glances around quickly before pulling me through another door marked "Staff Changing Room." Inside, rows of lockers line the walls, with benches running down the center. The sharp scent of disinfectant and perfume fills the air. My heart pounds with anticipation as she turns the lock, sealing us inside this new playground for our forbidden desires.

"I can't get enough of your young cock," Mei Lin purrs, her eyes dark with lust. "I want to try something different."

Without warning, she begins stripping. Unlike our previous encounters, where clothing was merely pushed aside in our urgency, she deliberately removes each piece. First her scrub top comes off, revealing a practical black bra that somehow looks sexier than any lingerie. Her breasts strain against the fabric, full and round. Next, she shimmies out of her scrub pants again, stepping out of them gracefully. Her matching black panties follow, sliding down her toned legs to pool at her feet.

Finally, she reaches behind her back to unclasp her bra. My mouth goes dry as her breasts spill free — they're incredible, defying her age with their firmness. Large, round, with dark nipples that point slightly upward. For a forty-year-old woman, her body is unreal — like a college cheerleader with the confidence of a mature woman.

"Fuck, you're perfect," I breathe, my cock painfully hard in my shorts.

Mei Lin smiles, clearly pleased with my reaction. She sinks to her knees in front of me, her naked body a vision of exotic perfection. "I want to feel you between these," she says, cupping her breasts and pushing them together, creating a deep cleavage that makes my cock throb.

I don't need to be told twice. I push my shorts down, and my rock-hard cock springs free, already leaking pre-cum from the tip. Mei Lin licks her lips at the sight, then spits between her breasts, using her fingers to spread the moisture around her cleavage.

"Come here," she commands, and I step forward until my cock is level with her chest.

She takes my shaft in one hand, guiding it between her soft mounds. With her other hand, she presses her breasts together, creating a tight, warm channel for my cock. The initial sensation nearly buckles my knees — the softness of her flesh engulfing me is unlike anything I've felt before.

"Holy fuck," I gasp as she begins to move, sliding her breasts up and down my shaft.

The visual alone is enough to drive me wild — my cock disappearing between her perfect tits, the head emerging at the top of her cleavage with each thrust. Each time the tip appears, Mei Lin flicks her tongue against it, sending electric shocks through my body.

"You like fucking my tits, baby?" she asks, her voice husky with desire. "Your big young cock looks so good between them."

"Feels fucking amazing," I grunt, my hips starting to thrust automatically, matching her rhythm.

She spits again, adding more lubrication, making the glide even smoother. The wet, slick sounds of my cock sliding between her breasts fill the changing room, mixing with my heavy breathing and her occasional moan when I thrust particularly deeply.

The contrast of her olive skin against my paler shaft is hypnotizing. Each time my cockhead emerges from her cleavage, she's waiting with her tongue out, catching the pre-cum that leaks continuously from my tip. The sight of her tongue swirling around the head of my cock, her eyes locked on mine, sends waves of pleasure through my entire body.

"Fuck my tits harder," she encourages, pressing her breasts more firmly together. "Use them like you own them."

I grab her shoulders for leverage and increase my pace, thrusting more forcefully between her soft mounds. Sweat beads on my forehead as I watch my cock disappear and reappear between her tits. Each time the head pops free, she's there with her mouth open, sometimes taking the entire head in before releasing it so I can thrust again.

"Your fucking tits are perfect," I pant, my fingers digging into her shoulders. "So soft and big."

"They're all yours, baby," she purrs, squeezing them tighter around my shaft. "All for your young cock."

The dual sensation of her soft breasts and occasional warm mouth is driving me toward the edge faster than I expected. Each thrust brings me closer, the pressure building at the base of my spine. Pre-cum flows freely now, making the channel between her breasts even slicker.

Mei Lin seems to sense my approaching climax. She increases her pace, moving her breasts up and down my shaft with more urgency. Her tongue flicks rapidly at my cockhead each time it appears, her eyes never leaving mine.

"You gonna cum for me?" she asks, her voice a sultry challenge. "Gonna cover these tits with your hot load?"

The filthy words from this professional, married woman send another jolt of arousal through me. I thrust faster, chasing the release that's building rapidly inside me. The wet sounds get louder, more obscene, as my cock slides frantically between her perfect breasts.

"Your cock feels so good between my tits," she moans, her voice dropping to a whisper. "I love making you feel good. I love feeling your young, hard cock against my skin."

Her words push me closer to the edge. The sight of her — a gorgeous MILF nurse on her knees, naked, using her perfect breasts to pleasure me — is the most erotic thing I've ever seen. Each slide of my cock between those soft mounds brings me closer to explosion.

"I'm getting close," I warn her, my voice strained with the effort of holding back.

"That's it, baby," she encourages, her eyes gleaming with desire. "Let me feel it. Let me see how much you love my tits."

I thrust faster, my hips moving with increasing urgency as the pleasure builds to an almost unbearable level. Mei Lin's breasts jiggle with each impact, her tongue darting out to catch my cockhead each time it emerges. The combination of visual stimulation and physical sensation has me teetering on the brink.

"Fuck, I'm gonna—" I start, but Mei Lin cuts me off.

"Not yet," she commands, suddenly releasing her breasts and sitting back on her heels. "I have something else in mind first."

Mei Lin's eyes flash with wicked intent as she turns around, presenting her perfect ass to me. She bends forward at the waist, bracing herself against the bench between the lockers. Looking back over her shoulder, she spreads her cheeks with her hands, revealing the tight pucker of her asshole. My cock throbs painfully at the sight, already leaking pre-cum despite having just been between her tits.

"I want you here," she purrs, circling her finger around her tight hole. "I want you to take my ass."

Holy fuck. This MILF nurse is insatiable. My cock jumps at her words, harder than ever despite having already cum twice. I watch, mesmerized, as she reaches into her locker and pulls out a small bottle of lotion.

"We need this," she explains, squirting a generous amount onto her fingers. "I like it rough, but we need lubrication."

She reaches behind herself, working the lotion around her tight entrance. Her fingers circle the puckered hole before one slips inside, making her gasp softly. The sight of her fingering her own ass while looking back at me with lust-filled eyes nearly makes me cum on the spot.

"Get yourself ready too," she instructs, tossing me the bottle.

I coat my shaft with the cool lotion, hissing at the contact with my sensitive skin. When we're both slick and ready, I step behind her, positioning my cockhead against her tight entrance. The initial resistance is intense — her hole seems impossibly small compared to my girth.

"Go slow at first," she whispers, her knuckles white as she grips the bench.

I press forward gently but firmly, watching in fascination as her tight ring of muscle slowly stretches around my cockhead. There's a moment of intense pressure, then suddenly the head pops inside, making Mei Lin gasp sharply.

"Oh god," she moans, her back arching. "So big..."

The tight heat engulfing just the tip of my cock is mind-blowing — so much tighter than her pussy, gripping me like a vise. I pause, letting her adjust, fighting the urge to slam all the way in.

"More," she demands after a moment, pushing back against me.

Inch by inch, I sink deeper into her forbidden hole, the tight ring of muscle squeezing my cock in a way that makes my toes curl. When I'm finally buried to the hilt, both of us are panting from the intensity.

"You like having a young stud's cock in your ass, don't you, you fucking MILF slut?" The words pour from my mouth as I start to move, establishing a slow rhythm.

"Yes," she hisses, her accent thickening with arousal. "I love it. Use me."

Her shameless admission ignites something primal in me. I grab a fistful of her hair, which has now completely fallen from its bun, and yank her head back.

"This what your husband can't give you? A hard cock in your tight ass?" I pull her hair harder, forcing her back to arch deeper. "You're nothing but a dirty whore, aren't you?"

"Yes!" she cries out, her eyes glazed with pleasure and pain. "I'm your whore! Your slut!"

My hips pick up speed, driving my cock deeper into her tight channel. The lotion makes the glide smoother, but the resistance of her muscles still creates delicious friction that sends shockwaves of pleasure up my spine.

"Take it all, bitch," I growl, releasing her hair to grab her throat from behind. My fingers press against the sides of her neck, not cutting off her air but applying enough pressure to make her pulse race beneath my palm.

The choking seems to drive her wild. Her body shudders, her asshole clenching around my invading cock even tighter. Her moans become desperate, animalistic sounds that echo off the locker room walls.

"You're such a fucking whore," I snarl, increasing my pace. "Getting ass-fucked by a teenager while you're supposed to be working. What would your coworkers think if they saw you now?"

Each degrading word seems to push her closer to the edge. Her hand snakes between her legs, fingers finding her clit as I continue to pound her ass. The sight of her pleasuring herself while I ravage her forbidden hole is almost too much to bear.

"Harder," she begs, her voice strained from my grip on her throat. "Fuck my ass harder!"

I comply, slamming into her with renewed force. The sound of skin slapping against skin fills the room, punctuated by her muffled cries and my grunts of exertion. I release her throat to grab her hips with both hands, using the leverage to drive even deeper.

"Your ass is so fucking tight," I pant, watching in fascination as my cock disappears into her over and over. "Taking my cock like you were made for it."

"I was made for it," she agrees, her words broken by my thrusts. "Made to be your anal slut."

Sweat drips down my chest, soaking my t-shirt as I maintain the brutal pace. Her tight hole grips my cock with each thrust, the resistance creating a friction that's driving me wild. I reach around to roughly grab her breast, pinching her nipple between my fingers.

"You like that?" I demand, twisting slightly. "Like having your tits manhandled while I fuck your ass?"

"Yes! Yes!" she cries, her body trembling beneath me.

I release her breast to grab her hair again, wrapping it around my fist like a rope. With my other hand, I deliver a sharp slap to her ass cheek, watching as the flesh reddens instantly under my palm.

"Filthy MILF whore," I growl, spanking her again harder. "Taking it up the ass like a cheap slut."

Each slap makes her clench around me, intensifying the pleasure for both of us. Her fingers work frantically at her clit as I continue to pound into her, her breathing becoming more ragged with each thrust.

"I'm getting close," she gasps, her inner muscles spasming around my invading cock.

"Not yet," I command, yanking her head back sharply by her hair. "You cum when I say you can, bitch."

The dominance in my voice makes her whimper with need. I release her hair to reach around and replace her fingers with my own, rubbing her clit roughly while continuing to drive into her ass.

"Please," she begs, her voice breaking. "Please let me cum!"

"You want to cum with my cock in your ass, you fucking slut? You want to cum while I use your tight hole?"

"Yes! God, yes!" she wails, her whole body shaking with the effort of holding back her orgasm.

I increase the pressure on her clit, matching the rhythm of my fingers to the brutal pace of my thrusts. Her ass clenches around me with each circle of my fingers, the dual stimulation driving us both closer to the edge.

"Cum for me," I finally command, slapping her ass hard with my free hand. "Cum with my cock buried in your ass, you MILF whore!"

Her body convulses beneath me, her asshole clenching painfully tight around my shaft as her orgasm tears through her. Her scream echoes off the locker room walls, primal and unrestrained. The rhythmic contractions of her muscles around my cock nearly push me over the edge too, but I grit my teeth, determined to prolong this incredible feeling.

As her spasms begin to subside, I slow my pace slightly, giving her a moment to catch her breath. But I'm far from finished with her, my cock still rock-hard and buried deep in her ass.

"We're not done yet," I growl, grabbing her hips again to resume my thrusting. "I haven't filled this tight ass with my cum yet."

The rhythmic slap of our bodies fills the locker room when suddenly, the unmistakable creak of the door handle turning freezes us both mid-thrust. My cock is still buried deep in Mei Lin's ass when the door swings open, flooding the dim room with light from the hallway. Through the gap between lockers, I see a man step inside — average height, wearing a button-down shirt and slacks, holding a bouquet of red roses.

Mei Lin's body goes rigid beneath me, her muscles clamping around my cock so tight it's almost painful.

"Mei? Sweetie?" the man calls out in a hopeful voice. Holy shit — it's her husband.

My heart pounds so violently I'm certain he must hear it. We're partially hidden by a row of lockers, but one wrong move, one step in our direction, and he'll see everything — his wife bent over a bench with my cock buried in her ass, both of us sweaty and disheveled from our forbidden activities.

"I thought you might be on break," he continues, his voice echoing in the silent locker room. "I wanted to apologize for our fight earlier."

Mei Lin's breathing is shallow and controlled, her body trembling slightly beneath mine. I remain absolutely still, my cock throbbing inside her tight channel. The danger of being caught is terrifying, but some sick part of me finds it exciting — my erection doesn't flag at all despite the threat of discovery.

"I know I've been... disappointing you," her husband sighs, oblivious to our presence. "I brought these as a peace offering. I've also made an appointment with the doctor about my... problem."

A drop of sweat slides down my spine as I watch him through the narrow gap. He paces slowly near the door, turning the flowers nervously in his hands. Each step he takes makes my pulse spike, afraid he'll venture further into the room.

Despite the danger — or perhaps because of it — I feel an overwhelming urge to move. Ever so slightly, I withdraw my cock just an inch before pressing back in, the movement nearly imperceptible. Mei Lin's eyes widen in panic, her head turning to shoot me a warning glance. But I can feel her pussy getting wetter, dripping down her thighs. The danger is turning her on too.

"I miss you, Mei," her husband continues, his voice sad and sincere. "I know I haven't been the man you need lately. I promise I'll try harder."

I withdraw again, a little more this time, feeling the tight ring of her ass grip my shaft as I push back in with agonizing slowness. Mei Lin bites her lip so hard I'm afraid she'll draw blood, her eyes squeezed shut in a mixture of terror and forbidden pleasure.

Her husband takes a step further into the room, and we both freeze again. He's now just one row of lockers away from discovering us. If he walks around that corner, he'll see me balls-deep in his wife's ass, her face contorted with the effort of staying silent.

"The therapist says we need to communicate better," he continues, unaware of the obscene tableau just feet away. "I'm ready to listen, Mei. To hear what you need."

What she needs is right here — my young cock filling her forbidden hole while her husband stands obliviously nearby. The thought makes my cock twitch inside her, and she has to stifle a gasp, turning it into a shaky exhale that thankfully goes unnoticed.

I pull out again, almost to the tip this time, watching Mei Lin's face for any sign that I should stop. Her eyes are pleading, but I can't tell if she's begging me to stop or continue. The wetness flowing from her pussy tells me it's probably the latter. I push back in with deliberate slowness, feeling every inch of her tight passage gripping my shaft.

Her husband sighs heavily, his shoes squeaking slightly on the linoleum floor as he shifts his weight. "I guess you're with a patient. I'll leave these in your locker."

I hear the sound of a locker opening — thankfully on the opposite wall from where we're hidden. Metal clangs against metal as he presumably places the flowers inside. Every sound echoes like a gunshot in the tense silence, punctuated only by our carefully controlled breathing.

Mei Lin's entire body is quivering now, whether from the strain of holding position or from the forbidden excitement of nearly being caught, I can't tell. Her inner muscles clench rhythmically around my cock, making it nearly impossible to remain still. I risk another slow withdrawal and reentry, watching her bite down on her own hand to stifle a moan.

"I love you, Mei," her husband says, his voice closer now. "I'll see you at home tonight."

For one heart-stopping moment, I think he's going to walk around the lockers to look for her. My muscles tense, ready for the inevitable confrontation. But then I hear his footsteps retreating, heading back toward the door.

The door creaks open again, letting in another shaft of light from the hallway. Then it closes behind him with a soft click.

We remain frozen for several eternal seconds, listening for any sign that he might return. The only sounds are our ragged breathing and the hammering of my heart. When we're certain he's gone, Mei Lin lets out a shaky exhale that turns into a soft, incredulous laugh.

"That was too close," she whispers, her body still trembling beneath mine.

But instead of pulling away, she pushes back against me, taking my cock deeper into her ass. The fear has transformed into something else — a frenzied, desperate need intensified by our near-discovery.

"Did that excite you?" I whisper, slowly resuming my rhythm. "Getting fucked while your husband was right there?"

She doesn't answer with words, but the way her body responds — her ass clenching tighter around my cock, her back arching to take me deeper — tells me everything I need to know. The forbidden nature of our encounter has reached a new level of intensity, and neither of us wants to stop.

"He has no idea what a slutty wife he has," I murmur against her ear, my hips starting to move with more purpose now. "No idea that while he was apologizing, you had a teenage cock in your ass."

Her only response is a stifled moan, her body shaking with the effort of containing her reactions. The danger has passed, but the thrill of our near-discovery lingers, charging the air between us with a new level of electric tension.

"I think," she finally gasps, looking back at me with eyes dark with renewed lust, "we should finish what we started."

The click of the door closing behind her husband ignites something feral inside me. With a growl, I pull my cock from Mei Lin's ass, the sudden emptiness making her gasp. Before she can react, I flip her around, shoving her back against the lockers. The metal rattles loudly as I hoist one of her legs up, positioning my cock at the entrance to her dripping pussy.

"Now I'm going to fuck you for real," I snarl, our shared brush with discovery fueling a savage need neither of us can control. Without warning or gentleness, I slam into her with one brutal thrust.

"Fuck!" she cries out, no longer concerned about keeping quiet. Her husband is gone, and the danger of discovery has transformed into pure adrenaline-fueled lust.

I pound into her with animalistic force, my cock driving deep into her pussy. The metal lockers bang rhythmically against the wall with each powerful thrust, creating a percussion of our forbidden coupling. Her wetness is unbelievable — the danger of almost being caught has turned her into a flood.

"You fucking whore," I growl, the words pouring from me unbidden. "You were dripping wet with your husband standing right there. You loved it, didn't you?"

"Yes!" she admits shamelessly, her nails digging into my shoulders. "I loved it! I'm a whore! Your whore!"

The confession drives me wild. I pull back my hand and deliver a sharp slap across her face — not hard enough to truly hurt her, but enough to sting, to shock. Her eyes widen, then darken with renewed desire. Instead of protesting, she moans deeply, her pussy clenching around my cock.

"Again," she demands, her accent thicker with arousal. "Slap me again."

I comply, the crack of my palm against her cheek echoing in the locker room. Her reaction is immediate — her back arches, her pussy grips my cock like a vise, and a primal sound escapes her throat.

"You like it rough, don't you, you filthy MILF slut?" I snarl, grabbing her breasts roughly. I squeeze them hard enough to leave marks, my fingers digging into the soft flesh. "Like being manhandled by a cock half your age?"

"God, yes!" she gasps, her eyes rolling back. "Harder! Be rougher!"

I grab her throat with one hand, applying pressure to the sides of her neck, careful not to cut off her breathing completely. Her pulse races beneath my palm as I maintain my punishing rhythm, slamming into her with enough force to make the entire row of lockers shake.

"Look at you," I hiss, tightening my grip slightly. "A married nurse getting fucked in the locker room while her pathetic husband leaves her flowers. What a fucking whore you are."

Her eyes flash with excitement at my words, her body responding with increased wetness that makes obscene squelching sounds with each thrust. I release her throat to slap her tit hard, watching the flesh jiggle before squeezing it brutally.

"Yes! Talk dirty to me!" she begs, her hips matching my rhythm. "Tell me what I am!"

"You're a fucking cum dumpster," I growl, slapping her other breast. "A dirty MILF bitch who needs a young stud to fill her holes. Your husband can't fuck you like this, can he?"

"No! No one fucks me like you do!" she cries, her hands reaching back to grip the lockers for support as I continue to pound into her.

The savage pace increases, sweat pouring down both our bodies. I reach between us to rub her clit roughly with my thumb, feeling it swollen and hard beneath my touch. Her reaction is immediate — her whole body stiffens, her inner walls clenching around my invading cock.

"That's it, take it," I command, pressing harder on her clit while maintaining my brutal thrusts. "Take this young cock like the whore you are."

I grab her throat again with my free hand, squeezing with calculated pressure as I continue to work her clit. The combination of sensations — the choking, the clit stimulation, my cock pounding into her — pushes her rapidly toward the edge.

"I'm going to cum!" she gasps, her voice strained from my grip on her throat. "Oh god, I'm cumming!"

Her orgasm hits with violent intensity. Her entire body convulses against the lockers, her pussy clamping down on my cock in rhythmic waves so powerful I have to grit my teeth to avoid being pushed over the edge myself. Her eyes roll back, mouth open in a silent scream as the pleasure tears through her.

I don't slow down. Instead, I release her throat to grab her hair, yanking her head back to expose her neck. I bite down on the sensitive junction where her neck meets her shoulder, hard enough to leave marks, as I continue to drive into her with unrelenting force.

"Fucking take it, bitch," I snarl against her skin. "Take every inch of this young cock."

Her body is still trembling from her orgasm when I spin her around again, bending her over and shoving her face against the cold metal of the lockers. I reenter her from behind with a single brutal thrust that makes her cry out.

"Yes! Use me!" she begs, her voice broken and desperate. "Use me like your personal fuck toy!"

I grab both her wrists, pinning them against the lockers above her head with one hand. With my other hand, I deliver a series of sharp slaps to her ass, watching the flesh redden under my palm. Each slap makes her pussy clench around me, prolonging the aftershocks of her orgasm.

"Worthless MILF whore," I grunt, punctuating each word with a powerful thrust. "This pussy belongs to me now. Say it!"

"My pussy belongs to you!" she cries without hesitation. "I'm your whore! Your slut! Please fill me with your cum!"

The frantic pace builds to a fever pitch, the sound of skin slapping against skin echoing off the walls. I'm close now, the tight heat of her pussy and the knowledge that I'm fucking another man's wife — a woman twice my age who just had her husband standing feet away — driving me rapidly toward release.

"I'm going to fill your married cunt," I growl, feeling my balls tighten. "Going to pump you full of teenage cum while your husband's flowers sit in your locker."

"Yes! Do it! Cum inside me!" she begs, pushing back against me to take every inch.

With a final series of brutal thrusts, I explode inside her. My vision blurs at the edges as intense pleasure rips through me, my cock pulsing as I empty myself deep in her pussy. Each spurt feels more powerful than the last, my fingers digging into her hips hard enough to leave bruises as I hold her firmly against me.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck," I chant through gritted teeth, my hips jerking uncontrollably as the last waves of my orgasm wash through me.

When the final pulse subsides, we both collapse forward against the lockers, gasping for breath. My chest presses against her back, both of our bodies slick with sweat. I can feel her heart racing, matching the frantic beat of my own.

For a long moment, we stay like that, connected and spent, our combined fluids leaking down her thighs. Finally, I pull out slowly, watching with primal satisfaction as my cum drips from her well-fucked pussy.

Mei Lin turns to face me, her hair wild, her makeup smeared, lipstick completely gone. Despite looking thoroughly debauched — or perhaps because of it — she's never looked more beautiful.

She laughs breathlessly, sliding down to sit on the bench. "You are trouble," she says, her voice hoarse from screaming and my hand on her throat. "Absolute trouble."

I collapse beside her, my legs barely supporting me anymore. "You love it," I reply with a cocky grin.

She reaches over to trace a finger along my still-sensitive cock, making it twitch despite being thoroughly spent. "You're right," she admits with a wicked smile. "I do love it. And this is far from over, young man."

My heart's still racing as I pull my shorts back up, the fabric sticking to my sweat-slicked skin. Mei Lin moves with languid grace, retrieving her scattered clothing from the floor. Her naked body is marked with evidence of our encounter — red handprints on her ass and tits, light bruises forming on her hips, a bite mark blooming on her neck. Pride surges through me at the sight. I've claimed this gorgeous MILF in ways her husband never could.

"You'll need to be careful with those marks," I say, nodding toward the visible bite on her neck. "Your husband might notice."

She touches the spot, wincing slightly before a satisfied smile spreads across her face. "I have makeup. Besides, he doesn't look that closely anymore." There's a hint of bitterness in her voice that quickly dissolves into mischief. "But I'll enjoy feeling them. A reminder of what a real man feels like."

As she slips her panties back on, I notice her legs are still trembling slightly. My cock stirs at the realization that I've fucked her so thoroughly she can barely stand. Not bad for an 18-year-old quarterback.

"You're staring," she notes, amusement in her tone as she fastens her bra.

"Just admiring my handiwork." I grin, gesturing to the marks on her body.

She laughs, a throaty sound that sends blood rushing back to my groin despite having cum three times already. "You're insatiable. And talented." She reaches for her scrub pants, wincing slightly as she bends over. "I'll be feeling you for days."

"Good," I reply, the single word loaded with possessive pride.

She pulls her scrub top over her head, transforming back into Nurse Lin before my eyes. But now I know what's underneath that professional exterior — a wild, insatiable woman with needs her husband can't satisfy.

"I should get back before they send a search party," she says, attempting to fix her hair back into some semblance of a professional bun.

I expect that to be it — a hot encounter with a MILF nurse that I'll jerk off to for months to come. But Mei Lin reaches into her pocket and pulls out a small prescription pad. She scribbles something on it, tears off the page, and folds it neatly.

"My personal number," she explains, pressing the paper into my palm. Her fingers linger against mine, her touch sending electricity up my arm even after everything we've done. "Not my home phone. A private line my husband doesn't know about."

My eyebrows raise in surprise. "You have a secret phone?"

Her smile is wicked. "I've learned to be... discreet. About certain needs." She leans closer, her perfume — now mixed with the musky scent of sex — filling my nostrils. "This isn't the first time I've been unsatisfied at home."

The thought of her with other men should make me jealous, but instead, it turns me on — knowing this experienced MILF has chosen me as her latest conquest.

I tuck the paper with her number safely into my pocket. "So this wasn't just a one-time thing?"

"Do you want it to be?" she challenges, arching an eyebrow.

"Fuck no," I reply immediately, making her laugh again.

She straightens her name badge, once again the picture of professional competence. Only I know what a wild slut lurks beneath that calm exterior.

Before she can turn to leave, I grab her wrist, pulling her against me for one more kiss. Her lips part instantly, her tongue dancing with mine as her body melts against me. When we break apart, her eyes are dark with renewed desire.

"You're dangerous," she whispers, her breath hot against my lips.

"That's why you like me," I reply confidently.

She doesn't deny it. Instead, she leans close, her lips brushing my ear as she whispers, "I'm on call next week. Wednesday night. The ER is usually quiet after midnight."

My cock twitches at the implication. "Are you suggesting I need another examination?"

Her hand brushes against the front of my shorts, feeling my growing hardness. "Bring me another injury," she purrs. "Something that requires... extensive treatment."

She steps back, smoothing her scrubs one final time. With practiced ease, she transforms back into the professional nurse, though I can still see the well-fucked woman beneath the façade. Only the slightly smudged makeup and the faint mark on her neck hint at what we've done.

"Don't forget to clean your wound properly," she says loudly, as if there might be someone listening. "And change the bandage daily."

I play along, nodding seriously. "Yes, Nurse Lin. Thank you for the thorough care."

Her lips twitch with suppressed laughter. She turns toward the door, then pauses, looking back over her shoulder. She slips out of the locker room, leaving me alone with the scent of sex and the prescription paper burning a hole in my pocket.

I check the number on the prescription paper one more time before carefully tucking it into my wallet. Wednesday can't come soon enough. I walk out with a cocky grin, my mind racing with fantasies of our next forbidden rendezvous. One thing's for certain — I've never been so excited about getting injured in my life.
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