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Chapter 1

The sun beats down on my bare back as I push the lawn mower across Gal's front yard. Sweat drips down my chest, tracing the ridges of my abs that I've worked so hard for during football season. The rhythmic hum of the machine fills my ears, but it's not enough to drown out the thoughts in my head — thoughts of Mrs. Goldstein and what might be waiting for me beyond the fence in her backyard. My cock stirs in my shorts at just the possibility of catching a glimpse of her today.

I've been Gal's gardener for three months now, and every Thursday is the same sweet torture. The grass needs cutting. The hedges need trimming. And I need to see her — even if it's just for a moment.

The mower vibrates against my hands as I guide it in straight lines across the lawn. Left to right. Right to left. My muscles flex with each turn, and I'm aware of how good I look. Quarterback strength on full display. I pretend not to care, but I know women notice. I hope Gal notices.

My eyes drift toward the wooden gate leading to the backyard. Is she out there? Is she lounging by the pool like last week, when her wet skin glistened in the sun? My mouth goes dry just thinking about it.

Focus, Tyler. Finish the front yard first.

But my mind wanders as I work. I think about the way Gal smiles at me, her full lips curving up at the corners. The way she says my name — "Tyler" — like she's tasting it. The way her eyes linger on my chest when I take my shirt off. I'm eighteen, she's forty, but age is just a fucking number when you've got chemistry like we do.

I turn the mower around the edge of the flowerbed and casually angle myself to peek through the slats in the fence. My heart almost stops.

Holy shit. There she is.

Gal's stretched out on a lounger by the pool, her body on full display in a bikini that barely covers anything. The tiny triangles of fabric strain against her tits — and what tits they are. Full and round, they rise from her chest like perfect mountains, the deep valley between them catching droplets of water from her recent swim. Her nipples push against the thin material, making my mouth water at the sight. She's a total MILF... the kind of MILF that has the tits of a busty cheerleader and the face of a model.

I stop the mower, pretending to check something, just so I can stare longer.

Her blonde hair falls in wet strands around her face — her fucking gorgeous face. High cheekbones, full lips painted a deep red, and eyes that could make a priest sin. She's toned and tight in all the right places. Her flat stomach leads down to the curve of her hips, and her long legs seem to go on forever.

How the hell does a forty-year-old woman look this good? Her Jewish heritage has blessed her with exotic features that make her stand out from every other housewife in this neighborhood.

My cock hardens instantly, pushing uncomfortably against my shorts. I adjust myself, imagining what it would feel like to run my hands over her sun-kissed skin. To feel those big tits pressed against my chest. To have those perfect legs wrapped around my waist as I pound into her.

Fuck, I'd start with kissing that mouth of hers. I'd slide my tongue between those full lips and taste her. Then I'd move down, kissing her neck, her shoulders, until I reached those magnificent tits. I'd suck her nipples until she moaned my name, begging for more. I'd slip my hand between her legs, feeling how wet she is for me. And then I'd fuck her — hard and deep, making her scream louder than she ever has for her husband.

The fantasy is so vivid that I almost forget where I am. My hands grip the mower handle tighter, knuckles turning white. I force myself to start moving again, but my shorts now tent obviously in front of me.

I finish the last strip of grass, my mind full of dirty images. What would Gal do if she knew what I was thinking? Would she be disgusted? Or would those perfect lips curve into a smile, inviting me to make my fantasies reality?

As I turn off the mower, I hear the sound of a door opening. I look up to see Gal standing in the front doorway, watching me. Jesus Christ. She's still in that bikini, but now she's wrapped a sheer sarong around her waist that does nothing to hide what's underneath. Water droplets still cling to her skin, making her glow in the sunlight.

Her eyes move over my body, taking in my muscled torso, my arms, my chest. I feel myself flexing automatically, showing off for her. When her gaze drops lower, to the obvious bulge in my shorts, her tongue darts out to wet her lips. My cock jumps in response.

I can see her nipples clearly now, hard points pushing against the fabric of her bikini top. Are they hard because of the cool air after her swim? Or is it because of me? The thought makes my dick throb painfully.

"Tyler," she calls out, her voice like honey. "You must be so hot out here. Would you like to come inside for some lemonade?"

There's something in the way she says "come inside" that makes my balls tighten. Is she just being nice, or is there an invitation hidden in those words?

"That would be great, Mrs. Goldstein," I call back, trying to sound normal despite my raging hard-on.

"Please," she says with a smile that could melt steel, "I've told you before — call me Gal."

She holds the door open, and I can see the way her tits push forward as she leans slightly. The movement is subtle but deliberate. She knows exactly what she's doing to me.

"Thanks, Gal," I say, my voice cracking slightly. I wipe my sweaty hands on my shorts and head toward the door, toward her. My heart pounds in my chest, blood rushing in my ears — and straight to my cock.

As I reach the door, she doesn't step aside. I have to squeeze past her, my bare chest brushing against her arm. The contact, brief as it is, sends electricity through my body.

"Come on in," she purrs, her eyes locked on mine. "I'll help you... cool down."

With a hunger I can barely contain, I follow her inside.

I follow Gal into the kitchen, my eyes fixed on the sway of her hips beneath that see-through sarong. Each step she takes makes the fabric flutter against her ass, giving me teasing glimpses of the bikini bottom barely covering her perfect curves. My cock is painfully hard now, straining against my shorts like it's trying to break free. The air conditioning hits my sweaty skin, making me shiver, but I'm burning up inside with need for this woman who's twice my age and ten times sexier than any girl I've been with.

Her kitchen is all sleek marble countertops and stainless steel, but I couldn't care less about the décor. All I can focus on is Gal as she moves to the refrigerator, bending slightly to open it. The position makes her ass push out toward me, and I have to stifle a groan.

When she turns around, a pitcher of lemonade in hand, her eyes immediately drop to the bulge in my shorts. A slow smile spreads across her face.

"My, my, Tyler," she says, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. "Is that for me, or are you just happy to be out of the heat?"

My face burns, but I don't look away. I'm not some shy kid. I'm the fucking quarterback.

"What do you think?" I manage to say, my voice steadier than I feel.

Gal laughs, a throaty sound that makes my cock twitch visibly. She definitely notices.

"I think you should sit down while I get you that drink," she says, gesturing to one of the barstools at the kitchen island.

I slide onto the stool, grateful for the chance to hide my erection under the counter. Gal sets two glasses on the countertop and starts to pour the lemonade. The ice cubes clink against the glass, but all I can hear is the blood rushing in my ears as I watch her. The way she stands, her back arched slightly, pushing those magnificent tits forward. They're straining against that tiny bikini top, and I wonder what it would take for them to spill free.

"It's fresh," she says, sliding a glass toward me. "I squeezed the lemons this morning."

I reach for the glass, but at the same moment, Gal's hand jerks suddenly. The pitcher tilts, and before I can react, cold lemonade splashes directly onto my crotch.

"Shit!" I jump up, the icy liquid soaking through my shorts.

"Oh my God, I'm so sorry!" Gal exclaims, setting down the pitcher. "How clumsy of me. Let me help you with that."

Before I can say anything, she grabs a dish towel and drops to her knees in front of me. My heart slams against my ribs as she presses the towel against my crotch, dabbing at the wet spot. But she's not just dabbing. Her hands are moving with purpose, rubbing firmly against my hardness through the damp fabric.

"Gal," I choke out, "I don't think — "

"Shh," she interrupts, looking up at me with those dark, knowing eyes. "We need to get you dry. We wouldn't want you to catch cold, would we?"

Her hands continue their "innocent" ministrations, pressing and rubbing. The towel does little to separate her touch from my cock, which is now fully erect again, harder than before if that's even possible. Each stroke of her hand sends jolts of pleasure through my body.

"It seems like not all of you minds being wet," she says with a wicked smile, her fingers now tracing the outline of my cock through my shorts.

I can't speak. Can't think. Can only feel her hands on me, teasing and exploring. My hips involuntarily buck forward into her touch, seeking more pressure, more friction.

Gal's movements become more deliberate, less like she's drying me off and more like she's stroking me. The pretense is paper-thin now, but neither of us cares. Her fingers wrap around my length through the fabric, squeezing gently, then more firmly.

"You're so big, Tyler," she whispers, her eyes never leaving mine. "So young and hard. I bet the girls at school can't get enough of this, can they?"

I manage to shake my head. "None of them... none of them compare to you."

This seems to please her. She rises slowly to her feet, but her hand doesn't leave my crotch. Instead, she steps closer, pressing her body against mine. Her tits push against my bare chest, and I can feel her hard nipples through the thin bikini top. The scent of her — coconut suntan lotion and something deeper, muskier — fills my nostrils.

Her lips brush against my ear, sending shivers down my spine. "Do you know what I think about when I watch you mowing my lawn, Tyler?" she whispers, her breath hot against my skin. "I think about what it would be like to feel those strong quarterback hands all over my body. To have you inside me, stretching me, filling me up."

Her words make my cock throb. Her hand can surely feel it.

"I bet you're twice the size of my husband," she continues, her voice dripping with desire. "Ben's so weak, so... inadequate. Do you know he can't even lift the mower by himself? That's why we hired you in the first place."

She laughs softly, her hand still working my hardness.

"And his dick... God, it's like a pencil. I haven't had a real orgasm in years. Not with him, anyway." Her teeth graze my earlobe, and I nearly come in my shorts right then and there. "I need a real man, Tyler. Someone young and virile who can give me what I need."

My hands, which have been frozen at my sides until now, finally come to life. I grab her waist, feeling her warm skin under my palms. She gasps, clearly pleased by my initiative.

"I've seen the way you look at me," she says, pulling back slightly to meet my eyes. "The hunger in your eyes. You want to fuck me, don't you, Tyler? You want to bend me over and show me what that big cock of yours can do?"

"Yes," I growl, beyond caring about anything but the need pulsing through me. "Fuck yes, I want you."

Her smile is triumphant. She leans in as if to kiss me, but at the last moment, she pulls back.

"You're all sweaty from working in my yard," she says, her fingers still lazily tracing patterns on my crotch. "Why don't you take a shower before your long drive home? You can use the one in my bathroom. It's much nicer than the guest bath."

The meaning behind her words is crystal clear. This isn't just about a shower.

"What about your husband?" I ask, suddenly remembering Ben exists.

"He's at work until late. We have hours." Her hand gives my cock a final squeeze. "Unless you'd rather just go home now?"

"I'll take that shower," I say instantly.

Gal's smile widens. She steps back, taking my hand. "Follow me."

As she leads me upstairs, I can't tear my eyes away from her ass moving beneath that sarong. My heart pounds with anticipation. I'm about to live out my ultimate fantasy with the sexiest MILF I've ever seen.

And from the way her hand squeezes mine as we climb the stairs, I know she's just as eager as I am.


Chapter 2

Hot water cascades down my back as I stand in Gal's shower, my mind racing with thoughts of what's about to happen. The fancy bathroom is all marble and glass, but I'm not here to admire the décor. Steam rises around me as I close my eyes, picturing Gal in that slutty bikini — the way it barely contained her massive tits, how the fabric clung to her curves like a second skin.

My cock stands at full attention under the spray, harder than it's ever been in my life. I wrap my hand around it, giving it a slow stroke, wondering if Gal will join me or if she was just teasing me downstairs.

The memory of her hand on my crotch, rubbing and squeezing while she whispered in my ear, makes my cock throb. I've fucked a few girls from school, but none of them compare to what I imagine Gal will be like — a mature woman who knows exactly what she wants and how to get it. The thought alone is enough to make pre-cum leak from my tip, mixing with the shower water as it runs down my length.

I reach for the soap, lathering up my chest and abs, still half-convinced that Gal's invitation was just a cruel joke. Maybe she's downstairs laughing about how she got the young gardener all worked up. Maybe this is just her idea of fun — teasing the help.

But then I hear it — the soft click of the shower door opening behind me.

My heart hammers against my ribs as I feel the shift in air, the presence of someone else in the enclosed space. Before I can turn around, soft hands slide around my waist from behind, moving lower until they find what they're looking for. Delicate fingers wrap around my cock, gripping it firmly at the base.

"Fuck," I gasp, my body tensing at her unexpected touch.

"Is this what you were thinking about while watching me by the pool?" Gal's voice is low and husky in my ear, her naked breasts pressing against my back as she strokes me slowly. "This big, hard cock of yours?"

I turn around, and the sight nearly makes me come on the spot. Gal stands before me completely naked, water cascading down her incredible body. Her hair is slicked back, framing her face — those full lips, those dark eyes hooded with desire. Her tits are even more magnificent without the bikini top — large, full, and perfectly shaped, with dark nipples standing erect under the water. My eyes travel down her flat stomach to the neatly trimmed patch of hair between her legs.

"Holy shit," I breathe, unable to form a more coherent thought.

Gal smiles, clearly pleased by my reaction. Her hand never leaves my cock, stroking it with slow, deliberate movements that make my knees weak.

"You like what you see?" she asks, her free hand tracing patterns on my chest.

"Fuck yes," I manage to say, my voice rough with desire.

She steps closer, her tits pressing against my chest, her nipples hard points against my skin. "Ben hasn't made me come in years," she whispers, her lips brushing against my ear. "He tries, but he just doesn't have what it takes. Not like you." Her hand squeezes my cock for emphasis. "I need a real man to fuck me, Tyler. Someone young and strong who can give me what I need."

Her words inflame me, sending blood rushing to my already hard cock. The thought of her husband failing to satisfy her, while I'm about to show her what she's been missing, makes me feel powerful and alive.

I grab her face with both hands and crash my lips against hers. She responds instantly, her mouth opening to accept my tongue. The kiss is hungry, desperate — months of tension finally breaking. Our tongues battle for dominance, exploring and tasting. She tastes like mint and something sweeter, something uniquely her.

My hands find their way to her ass, gripping the firm flesh and pulling her tighter against me. My cock presses against her stomach, hot and hard between our wet bodies. Gal moans into my mouth, her hand still working my length with a skill that speaks of experience.

When we finally break for air, I don't give her time to recover. My lips move to her neck, kissing and sucking at the sensitive skin there. She tilts her head back, giving me better access, soft moans escaping her throat. The water continues to cascade over us, making our skin slick and sensitive.

"Tyler," she gasps as I bite gently at her pulse point. "Yes, right there."

Her encouragement fuels my desire. I become more aggressive, my hands moving up to cup her magnificent tits. They're heavy in my palms, soft yet firm. I squeeze them roughly, feeling her nipples press into my palms. Gal arches her back, pushing her chest further into my hands.

"You have the most perfect fucking tits I've ever seen," I growl, lowering my mouth to capture one nipple between my lips.

I suck hard, drawing a sharp cry from Gal. My tongue circles the stiff peak before I take it between my teeth, applying just enough pressure to walk the line between pleasure and pain. My hand continues to knead her other breast, pinching and rolling the nipple between my fingers.

"Fuck, yes," Gal moans, her hand tangling in my wet hair, holding my head against her chest. "Suck my tits, Tyler. Harder."

I obey, sucking more forcefully, my teeth grazing her sensitive flesh. I switch to the other breast, giving it the same treatment — licking, sucking, biting. Gal's moans grow louder, echoing off the tile walls. Her hand has left my cock, both now gripping my shoulders for support as her legs seem to weaken with pleasure.

"You like it rough, don't you?" I ask, looking up at her face contorted with pleasure.

"Yes," she hisses. "I need it rough. Ben treats me like I'll break, but I won't. I want you to be rough with me, Tyler. Show me what that young, strong body can do."

I straighten up, towering over her despite her mature age. Water runs down my face as I grab her tits again, squeezing them together and burying my face in their softness. I lick the valley between them, tasting her skin and the water mingling together.

"I'm going to fuck you so hard you'll forget your own name," I tell her, my voice rough with desire. "I'm going to make you come until you can't stand."

"Yes," she moans. "Talk dirty to me. Tell me what you're going to do to me."

"I'm going to bend you over and fuck you from behind," I growl, pinching her nipples hard. "I'm going to pull your hair and make you scream my name while I pound that wet pussy. You're going to come on my cock like you never have before."

Gal's eyes are wild with desire, her breath coming in quick gasps. "Fuck, Tyler. You make me so wet."

"Show me," I command, surprised by my own boldness.

Without hesitation, Gal drops to her knees in front of me, the water hitting her shoulders as she looks up at me with those dark, hungry eyes. My cock stands proudly in front of her face, harder and bigger than I've ever seen it.

"I'm going to suck this beautiful cock," she says, her hot breath washing over my sensitive tip. "And then you're going to fuck me with it until I can't remember what it was like to live without you inside me."

Her hands grip my thighs as she leans forward, her lips parting to take me into her mouth.

Gal's hot mouth engulfs my cock, her lips stretching wide to accommodate my thickness. The instant wet heat surrounds me, I let out a guttural groan that bounces off the shower walls. Her tongue swirls around the head, teasing the sensitive spot underneath before she takes me deeper. Holy fuck. I've gotten blowjobs before, but nothing like this. This is a woman who knows exactly what she's doing, a pro compared to the fumbling attempts of high school girls. My hands find her wet hair as she begins to suck in earnest, her cheeks hollowing with each pull of her lips.

"Fuck, Gal," I hiss through clenched teeth, my hips instinctively pushing forward.

She pulls back slightly, her hand replacing her mouth as she strokes me. Water cascades down her face, but she doesn't seem to care. Her eyes — dark and hungry — lock with mine.

"I used to be quite skilled at this in college," she says with a wicked smile, her hand still working my shaft. "I was quite the party girl before I settled down with Ben."

The confession sends a new wave of heat through my body. The thought of a younger Gal on her knees, doing this to other guys, should make me jealous. Instead, it turns me on even more.

She takes me back into her mouth, deeper this time, her throat relaxing to accept more of my length. When she pulls back again, a string of saliva connects her lips to my tip.

"I was in a sorority," she continues, her voice husky with arousal. "We had these parties with the football team. I developed quite a... reputation." She licks a slow circle around the head of my cock, making me shudder. "They used to line up for me. One after another. Sometimes two at once."

"Jesus Christ," I groan, my cock twitching at her words.

"This one time, after the championship game, I took on five guys from the offensive line. Right in the locker room." Her hand pumps faster as she speaks, twisting slightly at the top in a move that has my toes curling against the shower floor. "They all came on my face. I walked back to my dorm covered in their cum."

The image she's painting is so dirty, so fucking hot, that I feel my balls tightening already. The contrast between this slutty confessor and the respectable housewife image she presents to the neighborhood is mind-blowing.

"You like hearing about what a whore I was in college?" she asks, before taking me deep again, her lips stretching wide around my girth.

I can't answer with words, just a strangled moan as she works me with her mouth and hands together. The water continues to pour over us, steam filling the large shower stall. Gal's free hand cups my balls, gently massaging them as she sucks me with increasing intensity.

Something primal awakens in me. The thought of her servicing all those football players, of being passed around like a toy, triggers a possessive, dominant urge I didn't know I had. I want to claim her, to fuck her better than any of them ever did.

I grab a fistful of her wet hair, wrapping it around my hand for better grip. Her eyes widen slightly, but I see approval there, excitement at my sudden aggression. I hold her head still and begin to thrust into her mouth, controlling the pace and depth.

"That's right," I growl, watching my cock disappear between her stretched lips. "Take it all."

Gal relaxes her throat, allowing me to push deeper than before. I feel the tight restriction of her throat as the head of my cock pushes past the barrier. She gags slightly, her eyes watering, but she doesn't pull away. Instead, her hands grip my thighs, encouraging me to continue.

"You like choking on my big cock, don't you?" I ask, my voice barely recognizable to my own ears — deeper, rougher.

She manages a muffled "Mmm-hmm" around my thickness, the vibration sending shivers up my spine.

I establish a rhythm, thrusting into her mouth with increasing force. Each time I push forward, my balls slap against her chin, wet smacking sounds filling the air along with her muffled gags and my grunts of pleasure.

"Such a good little cocksucker," I say, surprising myself with the crude language. But Gal seems to love it, her eyes rolling back slightly as she takes me to the hilt. "Bet your husband has no idea what a filthy whore he married."

I pull out completely, allowing her to catch her breath. Strings of saliva connect her swollen lips to my cock, her mascara starting to run down her cheeks from the water and her watering eyes. She looks utterly debauched, and it's the hottest thing I've ever seen.

"No," she pants, her voice raspy from the rough treatment. "He thinks I was a virgin when we met. He has no idea how many cocks I've sucked. How many have fucked me."

"And now you're on your knees for your teenage gardener," I say, slapping my wet cock against her cheek, marking her. "What does that make you?"

"A slut," she whispers, her eyes blazing with desire. "Your slut, Tyler."

I guide my cock back to her waiting mouth, pushing in hard and fast, making her take all of me at once. She gags violently, her throat convulsing around my tip, but her hands pull me closer instead of pushing me away.

The sight of this sophisticated, married woman choking on my cock is too much. I establish a punishing rhythm, fucking her face with abandon. Gal struggles to maintain her breathing, saliva and pre-cum dripping down her chin as I use her mouth for my pleasure.

"That's it, take that fucking cock," I growl, tightening my grip on her hair. "Show me what a good little cocksucker you are."

Her moans of pleasure are muffled by my thickness, but the vibrations add another layer of sensation that drives me wild. I can tell she's getting off on this — on being used, on being talked to like she's nothing but a hole for my pleasure. Her hand has moved between her legs, fingers working her clit as I continue to thrust into her willing mouth.

The way her throat squeezes around me when she gags, the wet, sloppy sounds of her mouth, the sight of her pleasuring herself while servicing me — it all combines into the most intense sexual experience of my life.

"Look at me," I command, and her eyes — tears streaming from the corners — lock with mine. "I'm going to come all over that pretty face of yours. Would you like that? Just like those football players used to do?"

She nods as best she can with my cock filling her mouth, her fingers moving faster between her legs. I can tell she's close to her own orgasm just from this — from being on her knees, being used and degraded.

I pull out, my cock slick with her saliva, red and pulsing with need. Gal gasps for breath, her chest heaving, but her eyes never leave my cock.

"Please," she begs, her voice hoarse from the rough treatment. "I want to taste you. I want to swallow every drop."

The desperation in her voice, the raw need in her eyes — it's the most erotic thing I've ever witnessed. This powerful, mature woman, reduced to begging for my cum. It makes me feel like a fucking king.

Gal's mouth is back on my cock, her tongue working magic along the underside as she takes me deep. I've got both hands tangled in her wet hair now, guiding her movements as she sucks me with desperate hunger. The hot water continues to pour over us, steam filling the large glass shower enclosure and fogging up the entire bathroom. I'm so lost in the sensation of her throat constricting around my tip that at first I don't hear it — the sound of the bathroom door opening, followed by footsteps on the tile floor.

"Gal? Are you in the shower, honey?"

Holy fuck. My entire body freezes, my cock still buried in Gal's mouth. That's Ben's voice — her fucking husband. My heart hammers against my ribs, and I lock eyes with Gal, expecting her to panic, to push me away. But what I see in her eyes isn't fear — it's excitement. The thrill of almost being caught has heightened her arousal, her pupils dilating with desire.

Instead of stopping, she takes me deeper, her eyes never leaving mine. The message is clear: the steam from the shower is too thick for Ben to see us, and she has no intention of ending our encounter.

"Gal? Did you hear me?" Ben's voice comes again, closer this time. I can make out his silhouette through the fogged glass, but the steam and condensation obscure any details. He can't see us, but he's right fucking there.

I should be terrified. I should be scrambling to hide. Instead, a new wave of arousal crashes over me. The danger, the forbidden nature of what we're doing — it's like a drug, making everything more intense, more electric.

Gal pulls off my cock with a wet pop, but keeps her hand stroking me. "Yes, honey, I'm in the shower," she calls out, her voice remarkably steady despite the situation. "Just washing off the chlorine from the pool."

"Oh, okay. Did you happen to see my blue tie? The one with the small patterns? I need it for tomorrow's meeting."

Gal's hand never stops working my shaft, her grip firm as she pumps me up and down. Her eyes hold mine, a wicked smile playing on her lips.

"I think it's in the back of the closet, with your summer suits," she replies, her voice betraying only the slightest tremor.

I can hear Ben moving around the bathroom, opening and closing drawers. He's so close — if he decided to wipe the steam from the shower glass, he'd see his wife on her knees in front of me, my cock in her hand. The thought should terrify me, but instead, it makes my cock throb harder in Gal's grip.

She notices, her smile growing wider. Slowly, deliberately, she leans forward and takes me back into her mouth, sucking hard on the head while maintaining eye contact. I have to bite my lip to keep from groaning.

"Also, I need to go to another meeting. But I'll be home for dinner tonight," Ben continues, completely oblivious to what's happening mere feet away from him.

Gal pulls off again, her hand replacing her mouth. "That's nice, dear," she calls out. "I'll make something special."

The irony of this domestic conversation while she's on her knees in the shower with another man's cock in her hand isn't lost on me. It's so twisted, so fucking hot. I'm living out a porn fantasy, and the reality is even better than I imagined.

"Should I pick up some wine on the way home?" Ben asks.

Gal takes me deep again, her throat relaxing to accommodate my full length. I feel the vibration of her muffled "Mmm-hmm" around my cock, and have to grab the shower wall for support.

"I'll take that as a yes," Ben laughs, completely misinterpreting her response. "Oh, and Gal?"

She pulls off once more. "Yes?"

"I love you."

The sincerity in his voice should make me feel guilty. Instead, it adds another layer to the taboo nature of what we're doing. This man loves his wife, trusts her completely, while she's in the shower with me, her lips swollen from sucking my cock.

"I love you too," Gal replies, her hand still stroking me firmly as she gives my cock a long lick.

I hear the bathroom door close as Ben leaves, and for a moment, there's silence except for the sound of running water. Then Gal looks up at me, a devilish smile spreading across her face.

"That was close," she whispers, her voice husky with excitement. "Did it turn you on? Knowing he was right there while I had your cock in my mouth?"

"Fuck yes," I admit, my voice rough with desire.

"It made me so wet," she confesses, her free hand moving between her legs again. "The risk, the danger. I've never been so turned on in my life."

The confession pushes me closer to the edge. The hot water, the steam, the lingering danger of Ben possibly returning, Gal's skilled mouth — it all combines into an overwhelming tide of sensation.

"I'm close," I warn her, my hands tightening in her hair.

"Come for me, Tyler," she urges, pumping my cock faster. "I want to feel it. I want to see it. Cover my face with your hot cum."

Her words send me over the edge. I pull back, aiming my cock at her face as the pleasure builds to an unbearable peak. With a strangled groan, I explode, thick ropes of cum shooting onto Gal's waiting face. The first streak lands across her cheek and lips, the second across her forehead. She opens her mouth for the third, catching it on her tongue, moaning as if it's the most delicious thing she's ever tasted.

"Fuck!" I gasp, my whole body shuddering as I continue to pump my release onto her eager face. She strokes me through it, milking every last drop, her eyes closed in ecstasy.

When I finally stop, Gal looks up at me, her face covered in my cum, water from the shower beginning to wash it away. She licks her lips, capturing some of my seed, and swallows it with a smile of satisfaction.

"That was incredible," she purrs, rising to her feet. She kisses me deeply, letting me taste myself on her tongue. "But we're not finished yet."

My cock, despite having just erupted, twitches with renewed interest. The recovery power of eighteen years is not to be underestimated.

Gal turns off the shower and steps out, grabbing a towel to quickly dry herself. She doesn't bother with clothes. Instead, she takes my hand, leading me out of the bathroom.

"Come to my bedroom," she says, her eyes dark with desire. "I want to feel this big cock inside me."

I follow her naked form down the hallway, my heart racing with anticipation. This day has already exceeded my wildest fantasies, and from the hungry look in Gal's eyes, it's only just beginning.


Chapter 3

I grab Gal by the waist and throw her onto the king-sized bed, her wet body bouncing slightly on the expensive mattress. Her legs part instinctively as I climb on top of her, my cock already rock hard again despite having just cum minutes ago. There's something about this woman that keeps me in a constant state of arousal — maybe it's the forbidden nature of fucking a married woman twice my age, or maybe it's just her incredible body that could put any college girl to shame. Either way, I'm ready for round two, and from the hungry look in Gal's eyes, so is she.

"You're so fucking sexy," I growl, positioning myself between her spread thighs.

Her skin is still damp from the shower, her hair creating a dark halo against the white pillows. I take a moment to drink in the sight of her — those full lips, swollen from sucking my cock; those massive tits rising and falling with each breath; the neat strip of hair between her legs, already glistening with her arousal.

I lower myself onto her, my lips finding her neck. I kiss along the sensitive skin, working my way up to her jawline. She tilts her head back, offering better access, soft moans escaping her throat as I nip and suck at her flesh. My hands find hers, pinning them above her head as I grind my hardness against her wet heat.

"Tyler," she gasps, arching her back to press her tits against my chest. "Don't tease me anymore. I need you inside me."

I've never been one to deny a lady what she wants, especially when it's exactly what I want too. I release her hands to position myself, the head of my cock nudging against her entrance. For a brief moment, I consider protection, but Gal seems to read my mind.

"I'm on the pill," she whispers, wrapping her arms around my neck. "I want to feel all of you. Nothing between us."

That's all the encouragement I need. With a powerful thrust, I bury myself inside her, going deep in one smooth motion. We both cry out — her from the sudden fullness, me from the incredible sensation of her tight, wet heat enveloping my cock.

"Fuck!" Gal screams, her nails digging into my shoulders. "Oh my God, you're so big! So much bigger than Ben!"

Her words fuel my ego and my desire. I pull back slightly before slamming into her again, establishing a hard, fast rhythm from the start. There's no slow build-up, no gentle introduction — just raw, animal need driving my movements.

My hands explore her body as I thrust into her, gripping her hips to angle her perfectly for deeper penetration. I slide my palms up her sides to cup those magnificent tits, squeezing them roughly as I pound into her. Her nipples are hard against my palms, and I pinch them between my fingers, drawing sharp gasps of pleasure-pain from her lips.

"Yes, like that," she urges, her legs wrapping around my waist, pulling me deeper. "Fuck me hard, Tyler. Show me what a real man can do."

I increase my pace, my hips slamming against hers with enough force to make the headboard bang against the wall. Each thrust pushes her up the bed, and I grab her shoulders to hold her in place as I continue my relentless assault on her pussy.

"Your cock feels so good," she moans, her eyes rolling back as I hit a particularly sensitive spot. "So big, so deep. You're stretching me so much!"

The wet slapping sounds of our bodies colliding fill the room, punctuated by our moans and the rhythmic thumping of the bed frame. I can feel her pussy gripping me, squeezing around my shaft with each thrust, drawing me deeper into her heat.

"You like that, don't you?" I growl, my voice rough with exertion. "You like getting fucked by your young gardener while your husband's none the wiser?"

"Yes!" she cries, her hands now gripping the sheets. "I love it! I've been fantasizing about your cock since the first day you came to mow our lawn!"

The confession sends a fresh surge of arousal through me. To think that this gorgeous MILF has been watching me, wanting me, all this time — it's intoxicating. I drive into her harder, my balls slapping against her with each thrust, the impact sending jolts of pleasure up my spine.

"Take it," I command, my hands moving to her throat, applying just enough pressure to make her gasp. "Take this big cock. This is what you've been craving, isn't it?"

Her eyes widen at my dominance, but I can see the excitement there. She nods frantically, her inner walls clenching around me in response to my aggression.

"Yes, Tyler," she moans. "I'm your fucking slut. Use me. Fuck me like the whore I am!"

Her dirty talk drives me wild. I've fucked a few girls from school, but none of them have been this vocal, this uninhibited. Gal is completely lost in the pleasure, her inhibitions stripped away as she begs me to use her body.

I release her throat to grab her legs, pushing them back toward her chest to change the angle. This position lets me go even deeper, hitting spots that make her scream with each thrust. Her tits bounce violently with the force of my movements, a hypnotic sight that only fuels my desire.

"Oh fuck, yes!" she cries out, her voice echoing off the walls. "Right there! Don't stop! Please don't stop!"

I have no intention of stopping. I'm lost in the sensation of her tight pussy gripping my cock, the visual feast of her body writhing beneath me, the symphony of our combined pleasure filling the air. The bed creaks in protest at our vigorous activity, but neither of us cares.

"You're going to make me come," Gal gasps, her body tensing beneath me. "Oh God, you're going to make me come so hard!"

"Do it," I demand, grinding my hips in circular motions to stimulate her clit with each thrust. "Come on my cock. Let me feel it."

Her body responds to my command. Her back arches off the bed, her mouth open in a silent scream as the orgasm hits her. Her pussy contracts around me in powerful waves, trying to milk my cock as she convulses with pleasure. The sensation is incredible — hot, tight pulses squeezing my shaft as I continue to pound into her through her climax.

"Tyler! Fuck! YES!" she finally screams, finding her voice as the intensity of her orgasm peaks. Her nails rake down my back, probably leaving marks that I'll wear proudly.

I maintain my relentless pace, prolonging her pleasure, watching in fascination as she completely falls apart beneath me. Her face contorts in ecstasy, tears leaking from the corners of her eyes from the overwhelming sensation. Her body trembles uncontrollably, her legs shaking around my waist as I continue to thrust into her oversensitive pussy.

"So fucking tight," I grunt, feeling her inner walls still pulsing around me. "You're squeezing my cock so good."

Gal can barely form coherent words now, reduced to gasping moans and broken pleas. "So good... too much... don't stop..."

The power I feel in this moment is intoxicating — having this sophisticated, mature woman completely at my mercy, reduced to a quivering mess by my cock. It's better than scoring the winning touchdown, better than any high I've ever experienced.

As her orgasm subsides, I slow my pace slightly, giving her a moment to catch her breath. But I'm nowhere near finished with her yet.

"Turn over," I command, pulling out of her. "I want to fuck you from behind."

Despite her post-orgasmic state, Gal's eyes light up with renewed desire. She's insatiable, just like me. And we're only getting started.

Without hesitation, Gal flips onto her hands and knees, her ass raised high in the air, presenting herself to me like a gift. Her back arches, pushing her ass out even further, her glistening pussy on full display between her spread thighs. Her hair cascades down her back, still damp from our shower. My cock throbs at the sight of her in this submissive position, ready and waiting for me to take her from behind. Fuck, I've seen this in porn, but having a real MILF — especially one as hot as Gal — presenting herself to me like this is a thousand times better than any video.

"Come on, Tyler," she purrs, looking back at me over her shoulder. "Show me what that young cock can do."

I position myself behind her, gripping my shaft to guide it to her entrance. Her pussy is swollen and red from our previous round, still dripping with her juices. I rub the head of my cock up and down her slit, coating it in her wetness, teasing her.

"Don't tease me," she whimpers, pushing back against me. "Just fuck me already."

With a single powerful thrust, I bury myself to the hilt inside her. The new angle lets me go even deeper than before, and Gal cries out, her arms almost buckling from the force.

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

I grip her hips, holding her steady as I pull back and slam into her again. The impact makes her whole body jerk forward, her tits swinging beneath her. I establish a brutal rhythm, my hips slapping against her ass with each thrust. The sound of skin hitting skin fills the room, accompanied by the wet squelching noises of my cock plunging into her soaked pussy.

As I pound into her, I notice her long hair swaying with each thrust. Acting on instinct, I reach forward and grab a fistful, wrapping it around my hand like a rope. I pull back, not enough to hurt her, but enough to force her head up and back, arching her spine even more.

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

Her words ignite something primal in me. I tighten my grip on her hair, using it as leverage to pull her back onto my cock as I thrust forward. My free hand reaches around to find her dangling tits, groping them roughly. They're so big, so soft in my palm — I squeeze hard, feeling the flesh yield under my fingers.

"These fucking tits," I growl, pinching her nipple between my thumb and forefinger, twisting slightly. "So big and perfect. Bet your husband doesn't know how to handle them properly."

"He doesn't," she moans, pushing her chest into my hand. "He's too gentle. I need it rough. I need you to be rough with me, Tyler!"

I pull out suddenly, flipping her onto her back without releasing her hair. She gasps in surprise as I manhandle her into position. In one fluid motion, I'm back inside her, but now I have better access to those magnificent tits. I grab them both, squeezing them together, watching them bulge between my fingers. I lower my head to suck on her nipples, alternating between them, biting just hard enough to make her squeal.

"Fuck yes!" she cries, her legs wrapping around my waist. "Bite them! Harder!"

I oblige, sinking my teeth into the soft flesh of her breast, leaving marks that her husband will surely notice if he sees her naked anytime soon. The thought of marking her as mine only fuels my aggression. I straighten up, grabbing her legs and pushing them back, folding her nearly in half as I resume my brutal pace.

"Take that cock," I snarl, watching my shaft disappear into her over and over. "This is what you've been craving, isn't it? A real man to fuck you properly?"

"Yes!" she wails, her hands grabbing her own tits now, squeezing them together. "Your cock is so much better than his! So much bigger! You're fucking me so good, Tyler!"

I'm lost in the sensation, in the power of making this mature woman scream beneath me. My balls slap against her ass with each thrust, adding to the obscene symphony of sounds filling the bedroom. I can feel sweat forming on my brow from the exertion, but I don't slow down. If anything, I increase my pace, pounding into her with all the strength my quarterback training has given me.

"You're my fucking slut now," I tell her, my voice barely recognizable in my own ears. "Whenever I come to mow your lawn, I'm going to fuck you like this. Your husband will be at work, and I'll be in his bed, making his wife scream."

"Yes!" she agrees frantically, her eyes wild with lust. "I'm your slut! Your fucking whore! Use me whenever you want!"

I flip her over again, pulling her back onto her hands and knees. This time, I grab both her arms and pull them back, using them like reins as I thrust into her from behind. The position leaves her face pressed into the mattress, her ass high in the air, completely at my mercy.

"Look at you," I taunt, watching her ass jiggle with each impact. "Such a desperate housewife. Begging for my teenage cock while your husband's at work. What would he think if he saw you now?"

"I don't care," she moans into the sheets. "Just don't stop fucking me!"

I release one of her arms to deliver a sharp slap to her ass, watching the flesh redden under my palm. She cries out, but pushes back against me, silently begging for more. I oblige, spanking her again, harder this time, leaving a perfect handprint on her ass cheek.

"Your pussy feels so fucking good," I grunt, feeling her walls clenching around me with each slap. "So tight and wet for me."

"Only for you," she gasps. "You make me so wet, Tyler. So fucking wet!"

I can feel her body tensing, her inner walls beginning to flutter around my cock. She's close to another orgasm. I reach around with my free hand to find her clit, rubbing it in tight circles as I continue to pound into her from behind.

"Come for me again," I command. "Come on my cock like the slut you are."

My words and touch push her over the edge

My words and touch push her over the edge. Gal's second orgasm hits her even harder than the first, her entire body convulsing beneath me. Her pussy clamps down on my cock like a vise, pulsating and squeezing in waves that nearly push me out with their force. She screams into the mattress, the sound muffled but still loud enough to fill the room.

"TYLER! OH FUCK! YES! YES!" Her words dissolve into incoherent moans as the pleasure overwhelms her.

I hold onto her hips, continuing to thrust through her orgasm, feeling every spasm of her inner walls around my shaft. The sight of her completely coming apart, knowing that I've reduced this sophisticated woman to a quivering mess of sensation, brings me dangerously close to my own climax.

"I'm going to fill you up," I grunt, my rhythm becoming erratic as the pressure builds in my balls. "Going to pump my hot cum deep inside you."

"Yes!" she manages to gasp between convulsions. "Come inside me! I want to feel it! Fill my pussy with your cum!"

That's all it takes to push me over the edge. With a final, powerful thrust, I bury myself to the hilt inside her and explode. My cock pulses, shooting rope after rope of hot cum deep into her waiting pussy. The sensation is mind-blowing — her walls still contracting from her own orgasm, milking every drop from me as I fill her with my seed.

"Fuck! Gal!" I growl, my fingers digging into her hips hard enough to leave bruises.

Wave after wave of pleasure washes over me, more intense than anything I've ever felt before. Time seems to stand still as I empty myself inside her, marking her as mine in the most primal way possible.

When the last pulse subsides, I stay buried inside her, both of us panting with exertion. Her legs are trembling, barely able to support her weight. I can feel my cum starting to leak out around my cock, dripping down her thighs — a visible claim of ownership.

Slowly, I pull out, watching with satisfaction as a stream of white follows, evidence of my release. Gal collapses onto the bed, rolling onto her back, her chest heaving as she tries to catch her breath. Her body is covered in red marks from my rough handling — fingerprints on her hips, bite marks on her breasts, her ass still bearing the imprint of my hand.

But I'm not done with her yet.

I grab a fistful of her hair and pull her upright, guiding her face toward my cock. It's still hard, glistening with the mixture of her juices and my cum.

"Clean it," I command, pressing the tip against her swollen lips.

Without hesitation, Gal opens her mouth, taking my length inside. She moans around my cock as she tastes our combined fluids, her tongue working diligently to lick me clean. The sight of her eagerly sucking our juices from my shaft is almost enough to make me hard again.

"That's it," I encourage, holding her hair tightly. "Suck it clean like a good slut."

She looks up at me as she works, her eyes glazed with exhaustion and satisfaction. When she's finished, I release her hair, and she falls back onto the bed, too spent to move.

"Jesus Christ, Tyler," she whispers, her voice hoarse from screaming. "That was... I've never been fucked like that in my life."

I look down at her, spread out on the bed that she shares with her husband, covered in my marks, my cum leaking from her well-used pussy. The power I feel in this moment is indescribable.

"And we're just getting started," I tell her, already planning our next encounter. "I'll be back tomorrow to mow the lawn. And after that..."

A smile spreads across her exhausted face. "After that, you can fuck me again. Anytime you want."

I lean down to kiss her roughly, tasting myself on her lips, before standing up to get dressed. I've left my mark inside and out, and from the look of complete satisfaction on her face, I know she'll be craving more as soon as I leave.

I pull my shorts back on, still damp from the shower, and find my t-shirt draped over a chair in the corner of Gal's bedroom. My body feels electric, buzzing with satisfaction after the most intense sexual experience of my life. Gal lies sprawled on the bed, her naked body covered in marks from my hands and mouth, her eyes half-closed in exhaustion. She looks thoroughly fucked, and pride swells in my chest knowing I'm the one who reduced this sophisticated woman to this state. I run a hand through my hair, trying to make myself presentable before heading back out into the real world.

"You should probably shower again," I tell her with a smirk. "You smell like sex."

Gal laughs lazily, stretching her arms above her head, making her tits jiggle in a way that almost has me climbing back into bed with her.

"I like smelling like you," she purrs, but sits up anyway, wincing slightly. "Mmm, I'm going to be feeling you between my legs for days."

"Good," I say, leaning down to give her one last rough kiss. "Something to remember me by until tomorrow."

She smiles against my lips, her hand reaching to cup my face. "As if I could forget. Same time tomorrow?"

"Count on it," I promise, already imagining taking her in new positions, exploring more of her incredible body.

I check my reflection in her vanity mirror, making sure I don't look too obviously like someone who just spent the afternoon fucking a married woman in her own bed. My hair is messy but could pass for typical teenage dishevelment. My t-shirt is wrinkled but not suspiciously so. The only real evidence is the scratches on my back, but those are hidden by my shirt.

With a final glance at Gal's naked form on the bed — a mental photograph to fuel my fantasies tonight — I head for the door.

"Lock the front door when you leave," she calls after me. "The spare key is under the plant by the door if you want to let yourself in tomorrow."

I nod, understanding the implication. Direct access to her house whenever I want it. The possibilities make my cock stir again in my shorts.

As I make my way down the curved staircase, I'm riding high on the afternoon's conquest. I just fucked the hottest MILF in the neighborhood — a woman twice my age with the body of a goddess and the sexual appetite of a porn star. My cock twitches at the memory of her tight pussy gripping me, her mouth wrapped around my shaft, the way she begged for more even after coming twice.

Lost in these pleasant thoughts, I don't notice the figure at the bottom of the stairs until I'm halfway down. My heart nearly stops when I see Ben Goldstein standing in the foyer, briefcase in hand, looking up at me with surprise written across his face.

Fuck. He's home early.

"Tyler?" he says, his brow furrowed in confusion. "What are you doing here? And... inside the house?"

I force my face into a neutral expression, fighting the instinctive panic. I can't let him see how rattled I am. I'm the quarterback — cool under pressure is my specialty.

"Hey, Mr. Goldstein," I say casually, continuing down the stairs as if nothing's amiss. "I finished mowing the lawn earlier. Mrs. Goldstein invited me in for some lemonade since it was so hot out."

I reach the bottom of the stairs and stop a respectable distance from him. Ben is shorter than me by several inches, skinny and pale compared to my athletic build. Looking at him, I can understand Gal's dissatisfaction. He's exactly as she described — weak, unimpressive. The thought of him failing to satisfy her while I just made her scream in ecstasy gives me a rush of superiority.

Ben's eyes narrow slightly. "You're still here? That must have been some lemonade."

Shit. I need to think fast.

"Oh, Mrs. Goldstein was really generous," I say with an innocent smile. "After the lemonade, she insisted I try some of her famous homemade cookies. Said I needed the energy after working in the heat. Then she let me use your shower to cool off before my drive home."

I hold his gaze, projecting nothing but wholesome appreciation for his wife's hospitality. Inside, I'm fighting the urge to smirk, thinking about all the ways I just "appreciated" his wife upstairs.

"Her cookies?" Ben repeats, his expression softening. "The chocolate chunk ones?"

"Yes, sir," I nod enthusiastically. "Best I've ever had. She gave me some to take home too."

This is a complete lie, but I gesture to my backpack by the door to sell it. Ben smiles, all suspicion gone from his face.

"They are exceptional," he agrees. "Gal's quite the baker. She never mentioned she was making cookies today, though."

"I think it was a spur-of-the-moment thing," I offer. "She said something about having the ingredients ready for tomorrow but deciding to make them today when she saw how hard I was working."

The double entendre nearly makes me laugh out loud. If only he knew exactly how "hard" I was working on his wife.

"Well, that was nice of her," Ben says, completely oblivious. "Where is she now?"

"Taking a shower, I think," I reply truthfully. "She mentioned getting chlorine out of her hair from swimming earlier."

Ben nods, accepting this explanation without question. It's almost too easy to deceive him. He has absolute trust in his wife, never imagining that she could be upstairs right now, her body marked by my hands, my cum still leaking from between her legs.

"I should get going," I say, moving toward the door. "My mom's expecting me home for dinner."

"Of course," Ben says, stepping aside. "Thanks again for taking care of the lawn. It looks great."

"No problem, Mr. Goldstein," I respond, slinging my backpack over my shoulder. "It's my pleasure."

Another hidden truth — it was absolutely my pleasure to "take care" of things around here.

"Same time next week?" he asks.

I can't suppress my smile now. "Actually, Mrs. Goldstein asked if I could come back tomorrow to trim the hedges in the back. They're getting a bit overgrown."

Ben nods, unsuspecting. "That's fine. I'll be at work all day anyway."

Perfect.

"Great," I say, opening the front door. "See you around, Mr. Goldstein."

I step outside into the late afternoon sun, a satisfied smile spreading across my face. Behind me is a husband completely unaware that his wife has just been thoroughly fucked by a teenager. Ahead of me is the promise of more — more of Gal's incredible body, more of her insatiable appetite, more opportunities to satisfy desires her husband could never fulfill.

As I walk to my car, I can't help but think this summer job has suddenly become a whole lot more interesting. Mowing lawns has never been so rewarding. And the best part? I'm just getting started with Gal Goldstein. By the time fall comes around and I head back to school, I plan to have fucked her in every room of that house, in every position imaginable.

The quarterback always scores. And this is one touchdown I'll be replaying in my mind for years to come.
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