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Chapter 1

I wince as I shift on the cold examination bed, my football shorts hiked up to expose the nasty gash on my thigh. Coach wasn't kidding when he said I needed stitches. Last week was my eighteenth birthday. And then today I get injured during the biggest high school football game of my life. Damn.

The antiseptic smell burns my nostrils, but it's the sound of a woman's voice outside my curtain that really grabs my attention. Low, husky, frustrated. I freeze, straining to hear better as my body instinctively responds to that sultry tone.

"John, we've been over this," she says, voice dropping to an angry whisper. "It's been three weeks. Three. Fucking. Weeks."

I hold my breath, not wanting to miss a word. The curtain's thin enough that her voice carries right through.

"I don't care about your back pain. There are other ways to satisfy me," she continues, exasperation dripping from every word. "What about using your mouth? Your fingers? Anything?"

Holy shit. I feel a twitch between my legs as I realize what I'm overhearing. Some poor bastard is getting ripped a new one for not fucking his wife properly.

"No, you know what? Forget it. I'm at work. I have patients." Her voice sharpens. "Yeah, an eighteen-year-old football player. Laceration on his thigh." She pauses. "Don't be ridiculous. I'm hanging up now."

The click of heels approaches, and I quickly straighten up, pretending I haven't just heard the most arousing phone conversation of my life. The curtain swishes open, and I nearly swallow my tongue.

Angelina. That's what her name tag says. But that simple name doesn't begin to capture the woman standing before me. Forty, maybe, but fuck me if she doesn't look better than any girl in my high school. She’s a total MILF… a sexy blonde MILF. Her blonde hair falls in soft waves around a face that belongs in a magazine, all high cheekbones and full, pouty lips. And those tits. Jesus Christ. Her scrubs are tight across her chest, outlining breasts that make my hands itch to grab them. Those could be the tits of a porn star.

"Tyler Brady?" she asks, voice like honey as she looks down at my chart.

"Yeah, that's me," I manage, suddenly aware of how dry my mouth is.

"I'm Angelina. I'll be taking care of you today." Her eyes flick up to mine, and I swear I see a flash of something hungry there. "Football injury?"

"Tackle went bad. Got cleated," I explain, gesturing to my thigh. The movement makes me wince again.

"Let's take a look." She snaps on latex gloves and steps closer. The scent of her perfume hits me — something expensive and intoxicating. It makes my head swim.

She leans down to examine the stiches on my thigh, and her scrub top gapes just enough for me to catch a glimpse of deep cleavage and the edge of a lacy black bra. My cock stirs instantly, hardening against my leg. Fuck.

"The stitching looks great," she says, her professional tone at odds with the way her eyes keep flicking to my face. "I'm going to clean it and apply some antibiotic ointment before the doctor comes in to look you over."

I nod, not trusting myself to speak as she turns to prepare the supplies. Her ass in those scrubs is a fucking work of art — tight, round, perfect. I can't stop staring as she moves around the small space, gathering cotton balls, antiseptic, and a tube of ointment.

When she turns back to me, her eyes drop briefly to my shorts before meeting mine again with a small smirk. "Comfortable?"

"Yeah," I lie, painfully aware of how hard I'm getting just watching her.

Angelina sits on a rolling stool and positions herself between my legs. My breath hitches as her hands touch my skin, cool and confident. She cleans the wound with methodical precision, but I notice how her fingers stray, brushing against my inner thigh, just inches from where my cock is now fully hard and straining against the thin material of my shorts.

"This might sting a bit," she warns, but her eyes are fixed on the obvious bulge in my shorts.

The antiseptic burns, but the pain only heightens everything else — her closeness, her scent, the heat of her body so near mine. I grip the edges of the bed, trying to control my breathing.

"Now for the ointment," she says, squeezing clear gel onto her gloved fingertip. She leans in closer, her breath warm against my skin as she applies it to my wound. Her other hand rests on my thigh for support, thumb dangerously close to my groin.

I can't help it — my cock twitches visibly beneath my shorts. A thin bead of sweat rolls down my temple as I fight to stay still under her touch.

Angelina's eyes flick to the obvious tent in my shorts. "I see we have some other swelling to address," she says, her clinical tone barely masking something darker, hungrier.

My heart pounds in my chest. Is this really happening? I lick my lips and decide to go for it.

"Maybe you could give it a thorough examination too," I suggest, voice huskier than I intended. "Might help you forget about your husband for a while."

Her eyebrows raise slightly, but instead of slapping me or walking out, a slow smile spreads across her face. "You heard that, did you?"

I nod, not apologizing.

"Well," she says, peeling off one glove and snapping on a fresh one, "I do love it when young studs like you come in. So full of... vitality."

She maintains perfect eye contact as her gloved hand moves deliberately to my shorts, pushing the fabric aside. My cock springs free, rock hard and already leaking at the tip. I groan as her cool, latex-covered fingers wrap around my shaft.

"Let's see," she says, beginning to stroke me slowly, up and down. "Patient presents with significant engorgement of the genital region. Tissue is firm to the touch, with pronounced vascular response."

Holy fuck. She's narrating like this is an actual exam while she's jerking me off. My breathing quickens, and my hips lift involuntarily off the bed. Sweat beads on my forehead as pleasure shoots through my body.

"Responsive to manual stimulation," she continues, her strokes becoming firmer, more purposeful. "Shaft is well-developed for a patient of this age. Glans shows healthy coloration and appropriate sensitivity."

I grip the bed harder, knuckles turning white as I try not to moan too loudly. Her hand moves faster, twisting slightly at the top of each stroke in a way that makes my toes curl inside my cleats.

"Fuck," I hiss between clenched teeth, watching her beautiful face as she works my cock with practiced skill.

"Patient demonstrates typical vocalization patterns when stimulated," she adds with a smirk, her eyes never leaving mine as her hand continues its maddening rhythm.

My chest heaves, and I can feel my balls tightening already. This is the hottest thing that's ever happened to me — this gorgeous MILF nurse giving me a handjob in the ER while talking about it like it's a medical procedure.

"Angelina," I gasp, not sure if I'm warning her or begging her.

"Shh," she whispers, her free hand pressing against my lips. "We wouldn't want anyone to hear about this particular treatment, would we?"

Angelina's hand continues its steady rhythm on my cock, her clinical facade slipping just enough to reveal the hunger beneath. She glances toward the curtain, then back at me, a wicked smile playing on those full lips. Without a word, she sinks to her knees between my legs, positioning herself with practiced ease. My heart hammers against my ribs as she leans forward, her breath hot against my sensitive skin. She's still wearing that goddamn stethoscope around her neck, the metal occasionally brushing against my thigh in a cold contrast to her warm touch.

"For a more thorough examination," she murmurs, "I'll need to assess oral responsiveness."

Before I can process her words, her tongue flicks out, catching the bead of precum at my tip. The wet heat sends a jolt of electricity straight up my spine, and I have to bite my lip to keep from groaning too loudly.

"Patient shows immediate response to oral stimulation," she narrates softly, then wraps those perfect full lips around my cock head.

Holy fuck. The wet heat of her mouth engulfs me, and my eyes roll back. Her tongue swirls around the sensitive tip, tracing the ridge with expert precision. This isn't her first rodeo. The thought of this sexy MILF nurse sucking off other guys should probably bother me, but right now it just makes me harder, knowing how much experience is behind every flick of her tongue.

She takes me deeper, her blonde hair falling forward as she bobs her head slightly. The wet, obscene sounds of her mouth working my cock fill the small space. I glance nervously at the curtain, terrified and thrilled by the possibility of getting caught.

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

Angelina pulls back just enough to respond, "Patient demonstrates typical vocalization during oral assessment," before sinking back down, taking me even deeper this time. Her tongue flattens against the underside of my shaft, creating a slick channel that has me seeing stars.

My hands grip the edges of the ER bed so hard my knuckles turn white. The thin mattress crinkles beneath me as I fight to keep my hips still. It's a losing battle. When she hollows her cheeks and sucks harder, my pelvis lifts off the bed involuntarily, pushing my cock deeper into her willing mouth.

She doesn't gag or pull away. Instead, her hands move to my hips, guiding my movements, encouraging the shallow thrusts. Her eyes lock with mine, blue and intense, never breaking contact as her head bobs up and down. The sight is the most erotic thing I've ever seen – this gorgeous woman on her knees, those perfect lips stretched around my cock, watching my every reaction.

A particularly loud, wet slurp coincides with someone walking past our curtain. I freeze, but Angelina doesn't miss a beat. She keeps sucking, her rhythm unchanging, as if daring me to make a sound that would give us away.

"Jesus Christ," I hiss through clenched teeth when the footsteps fade. "You're gonna get us caught."

She pulls off just long enough to whisper, "Only if you can't keep quiet," before diving back down, taking me so deep I feel the back of her throat.

The warm, tight sensation makes my toes curl in my cleats. Her tongue does something magical along the underside of my shaft, and I have to shove my fist against my mouth to stifle a moan. Sweat beads on my forehead and chest, my entire body tensing with building pleasure.

Angelina's pace increases, her head bobbing faster, the wet sounds of her mouth on my cock growing louder and more obscene. One of her hands wraps around the base, stroking in time with her mouth, creating a perfect seal of pressure and heat.

"I'm... fuck... I'm getting close," I warn her, expecting her to pull away.

Instead, her eyes meet mine again, a clear challenge in them. She takes me deeper, her tongue working furiously against my shaft. Her free hand moves to cup my balls, gently rolling them between her fingers in a way that sends my arousal skyrocketing.

The dual sensation is too much. The pressure builds at the base of my spine, my balls drawing up tight. I'm right on the edge, trying desperately to hold back, to make this last just a little longer.

But when Angelina moans around my cock, the vibrations send me hurtling over the edge. My orgasm crashes through me like a freight train, my vision blurring at the edges. My cock pulses hard, shooting hot streams of cum directly into her eager mouth.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck," I chant under my breath, my hips bucking uncontrollably as she continues to suck, drawing out every last drop.

She doesn't spill a single drop. Her throat works as she swallows deliberately, her eyes never leaving mine. The sight nearly makes me hard again immediately – this beautiful woman swallowing my load like it's exactly what she's been craving.

When she's sure I'm completely spent, she slowly pulls off, a thin strand of saliva connecting her lips to my still-twitching cock. She wipes her mouth with the back of her hand, then stands and adjusts her scrubs as if nothing unusual has happened.

The only evidence of what just occurred is the slight flush on her cheeks and the satisfied gleam in her eyes as she snaps off her gloves and disposes of them.

"Well," she says, picking up my chart again and making a note, her professional demeanor sliding back into place, "your initial treatment seems to have been successful, but we're far from finished." She checks her watch, then gives me a look that makes my spent cock twitch with renewed interest. "Your doctor will be in shortly to stitch that leg wound, but I think we should schedule a follow-up for more... comprehensive care."

She leans close, her lips brushing against my ear as she whispers, "Your treatment is far from over, Tyler. I think you might need some very specialized attention."

The promise in her voice makes my heart race all over again. I watch as she straightens up, checks the curtain to make sure no one is passing by, and then calmly adjusts my shorts to cover my exposed cock.

"Rest here," she instructs, her clinical tone returning. "I'll be back to check on you after the doctor has finished."

As she turns to leave, she looks back over her shoulder, a wicked smile playing on those lips that were just wrapped around my cock. "Don't go anywhere. We have much more to... discuss about your condition."

The curtain swishes closed behind her, leaving me breathless, stunned, and already imagining what might come next. My thigh is throbbing, but it's nothing compared to the pounding of my heart and the lingering sensation of her mouth on me. I've never been so grateful for a football injury in my life.


Chapter 2

My leg throbs as I follow Angelina down the sterile hospital corridor, my cock already hardening again in anticipation. She walks quickly, her ass swaying hypnotically in those tight scrubs. Every few steps she glances back, checking that I'm keeping up, her eyes burning with barely contained lust. We pass nurses' stations and patient rooms, my heart pounding with each person we see. But Angelina moves with confident purpose, like she's just escorting a patient. Finally, she stops at an unmarked door, glances both ways down the hallway, then swipes her ID badge.

"In here," she whispers, her voice thick with need. "Now."

The moment the door clicks shut behind us, something primal takes over. I'm not just some injured high school quarterback anymore — I'm a man with a raging hard-on and a gorgeous MILF begging to be fucked. I grab her shoulders and spin her around, slamming her back against the wall. Her surprised gasp is swallowed by my mouth as I crash my lips against hers.

Our tongues battle for dominance, wet and desperate. She tastes like mint and something uniquely her. I bite her lower lip, drawing a whimper from deep in her throat. My hands aren't gentle as they roam her body, squeezing her tits through her scrubs, feeling the hardened nipples beneath the fabric.

"God, I've wanted this since you walked in," she pants against my mouth, her hands clawing at my back, pulling me closer.

"Bet you have," I growl, my confidence surging. "Bet you've been thinking about young cock all day."

Her eyes flash with excitement at my crude words. I yank down her scrub pants in one rough movement, revealing a black thong that barely covers her pussy. The sight makes my cock throb painfully against my shorts. I free myself with one hand, my other hand pinning her wrists above her head.

"Look at you," I say, drinking in the sight of her — professional nurse uniform on top, nearly naked from the waist down. "Fucking MILF slut ready to get pounded by a teenager."

"Yes," she hisses, spreading her legs wider. "Give it to me, Tyler. I need it."

I don't waste time with foreplay. She's already soaking wet when I push her thong aside and line myself up with her entrance. Her eyes lock with mine, challenging, hungry. I thrust forward with brutal force, burying myself to the hilt in one stroke.

"Fuck!" she cries out, her head banging back against the wall.

Her pussy grips me like a vice, hot and slick and so fucking tight it takes my breath away. For a second I worry I might cum right then and there, but I grit my teeth and hold back.

"Shut up," I growl, clamping my hand over her mouth. "Want the whole hospital to hear you getting fucked?"

The danger of discovery only seems to turn her on more. Her eyes roll back slightly as I start to move, establishing a hard, punishing rhythm. Each thrust makes her tits bounce beneath her scrub top. The wet sound of my cock plunging into her pussy fills the small room, along with our heavy breathing and the occasional slap of skin on skin.

"This what you needed?" I grunt, picking up speed. "This what your husband can't give you? Young cock stretching this MILF pussy?"

She nods frantically against my hand, her moans muffled by my palm. I release her wrists to grab her ass, lifting her slightly to change the angle. The new position lets me drive even deeper, and I feel her walls clench around me in response.

"Fucking whore," I spit, surprised by my own crudeness but too far gone to care. "Getting fucked in the hospital by a patient. What would your coworkers think?"

The dirty talk sends her wild. Her nails dig crescents into my shoulders as she clings to me, her pussy getting impossibly wetter around my pistoning cock. The wall creaks with each thrust, and I wonder briefly if it might give way under the force of our fucking.

I remove my hand from her mouth to grab her hair, yanking her head back to expose her neck. I attack it with teeth and tongue, sucking hard enough to leave marks. She'll have to explain those later.

"Yes, yes, yes," she chants, her voice barely above a whisper. "Fuck me harder, Tyler. Destroy this pussy. Make me your bitch."

Her filthy words drive me wild. I grab her ass with both hands, spreading her cheeks apart as I pound into her with everything I've got. Each thrust ends with my balls slapping against her ass, a rhythmic, obscene soundtrack to our forbidden encounter.

"Touch yourself," I command, wanting to see her come undone completely. "Show me how this MILF makes herself cum."

Without hesitation, her hand snakes between our bodies, fingers finding her clit. She rubs herself in tight circles, matching the rhythm of my thrusts. The added stimulation makes her inner walls flutter around my cock, squeezing me in pulsating waves.

"Gonna cum," she warns, her voice tight and desperate. "Fuck, Tyler, you're making me cum!"

"That's it," I encourage, not slowing my pace for a second. "Cum all over this young cock. Show me what a fucking slut you are."

Her body goes rigid against mine, her mouth open in a silent scream as orgasm crashes through her. Her pussy convulses around me, milking my cock with powerful contractions. It's almost enough to push me over the edge, but I grit my teeth and hold back. I'm not done with her yet.

I continue thrusting through her orgasm, prolonging it, watching with smug satisfaction as she trembles and jerks against me. Her professional demeanor is completely shattered now — she's just a woman lost in pleasure, her eyes unfocused, hair a mess, lipstick smeared across her face.

"Please," she whimpers when the intensity becomes too much. "I can't — "

"You can," I growl, slowing my pace but not stopping. "And you will. I'm not finished with this pussy yet."

I pull out suddenly, leaving her empty and gasping. Her legs are shaky, barely supporting her weight as she leans heavily against the wall. Her chest heaves with each breath, her scrub top damp with sweat. She looks utterly debauched.

"Turn around," I command, my cock glistening with her juices, still rock hard and aching for release.

Angelina gives me a look that's pure sex as she slowly turns around, her movements deliberate and teasing. She bends over the desk in the center of the staff room, arching her back and presenting her perfect ass to me. She looks back over her shoulder, her blonde hair falling across her flushed face. "Come on, quarterback," she purrs, reaching back to spread her ass cheeks apart, giving me a perfect view of her glistening pussy. "Show me what those strong hips can really do."

The sight of her bent over like that, offering herself to me, makes my cock throb painfully. Her ass is fucking perfect — round and firm with just the right amount of jiggle. Her pussy lips are swollen and slick with arousal, practically begging for my cock.

I step forward, gripping her hips with bruising force. My fingers dig into her soft flesh as I line myself up with her entrance. "This what you want?" I growl, rubbing my tip against her wet slit. "You want to get fucked like the dirty MILF slut you are?"

"Yes," she hisses, pushing back against me impatiently. "Stop teasing and fuck me."

I slam into her with one brutal thrust, burying myself to the hilt. The impact makes the desk creak beneath us, papers scattering to the floor. Angelina lets out a choked gasp, her hands scrambling for purchase on the smooth surface.

"Fuck," I grunt, the sensation of her tight pussy gripping my cock almost overwhelming. "So fucking wet for me."

I establish a primal rhythm, pulling almost all the way out before slamming back in. Each thrust makes her ass ripple and her whole body jerk forward. The desk scrapes against the floor with each powerful movement, adding to the symphony of obscene sounds filling the room.

The wet slapping of our bodies colliding echoes off the walls. Angelina's moans grow louder with each thrust, her professional composure completely shattered. She's just a woman now, lost in pleasure, begging to be fucked harder.

"Yes, yes, yes," she chants in time with my thrusts. "Just like that. Fuck me just like that."

I lean forward, grabbing a fistful of her blonde hair and yanking her head back. "This better than your husband?" I taunt, my voice rough with exertion. "His old dick can't fuck you like this, can it?"

"No," she gasps, her pussy clenching around me at my crude words. "Nobody fucks me like this. So good. So fucking good."

The room fills with the sound of skin slapping against skin, our grunts and moans, and the rhythmic creaking of the desk threatening to give way beneath us. Sweat drips down my chest, making my grip on her hips slippery. I adjust, digging my fingers in harder, definitely leaving bruises she'll feel tomorrow.

I reach around with one hand, finding her clit with my fingers. It's swollen and sensitive, and she jerks violently when I make contact. I rub it in tight circles, matching the rhythm of my thrusts, feeling her body respond immediately.

"Oh god," she whimpers, her thighs trembling. "Right there. Don't stop."

Her reactions drive me wild. I pound into her harder, faster, my hips a blur of motion. The sound of my balls slapping against her with each thrust adds to the obscene soundtrack of our fucking. I'm so deep inside her I swear I can feel her cervix with every thrust.

"You like that?" I grunt, my breath coming in harsh pants. "Like getting your MILF pussy pounded by a teenager? Fucking whore."

"Yes!" she cries, too far gone to care about being quiet anymore. "I'm your whore! Your fucking slut! Use me!"

My fingers work her clit faster as my thrusts become more erratic. I'm getting close, the familiar pressure building at the base of my spine. But I want to feel her cum again, want to feel those perfect pussy walls spasming around my cock.

"Gonna cum for me again?" I demand, my voice strained. "Gonna cum all over this young cock?"

"Yes, yes, I'm close," she pants, her body tensing beneath me. "Don't stop. Please don't stop."

I give her what she needs, maintaining the punishing pace, my fingers relentless on her clit. The dual stimulation sends her hurtling over the edge. Her whole body goes rigid, her pussy clamping down on my cock like a vise as she cums with a muffled scream, her face pressed against the desk to quiet herself.

The rhythmic pulsing of her walls around me is too much. With a few final, brutal thrusts, I bury myself to the hilt and explode inside her. My vision blurs at the edges as I pump rope after rope of hot cum deep into her pussy, my hips jerking uncontrollably.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck," I chant through gritted teeth, the intensity of my orgasm making my knees weak.

I collapse over her back, both of us panting and sweaty. For a moment, we stay joined like that, my cock still buried inside her, our hearts racing in tandem. The only sound in the room is our labored breathing and the occasional aftershock tremor running through Angelina's body.

Finally, I pull out slowly, watching with satisfaction as a trickle of my cum leaks from her well-fucked pussy. The sight is so erotic I almost get hard again on the spot.

Angelina straightens up on shaky legs, turning to face me. Her scrubs are a mess, her hair wild, her makeup smeared. She looks thoroughly fucked, and knowing I did that to her fills me with male pride.

"Well," she says, her voice hoarse from moaning, "that was certainly... therapeutic."

We clean up hastily, adjusting our clothing. My football shorts do little to hide the evidence of what we've just done, but my jersey is long enough to provide some coverage. Angelina smooths her hair and scrubs, trying to restore some semblance of professionalism to her appearance.

As we prepare to leave the staff room, she steps close to me, her hand brushing against my spent cock through my shorts. "You know," she whispers in my ear, her breath hot against my skin, "you might need an even more thorough check-up later. Just to make sure everything's... functioning properly."

Her hand gives me a squeeze that sends a jolt of renewed interest through my body despite having just cum. "I wouldn't want to neglect any part of your... treatment."

The promise in her voice makes my heart race all over again. As she steps back, straightening her name tag, I wonder how the hell I got so lucky. One football injury and I'm fucking the hottest MILF nurse in the hospital.

"But we’re not done yet," she says with a wink.


Chapter 3

We barely make it out of the staff room when she pulls me down a different hallway, checking over her shoulder for witnesses. My cock is already hardening again despite having cum twice already. There's something about this woman that makes me insatiable. She stops at a door marked "Staff Only" and swipes her badge. "Dressing room," she explains with a wicked grin. "Much more comfortable than that desk."

The moment the door closes behind us, Angelina's demeanor changes completely. Gone is any pretense of medical professionalism. She stands before me, her eyes locked on mine as she slowly, deliberately begins to undress. She pulls her scrub top over her head, revealing a black lace bra that barely contains her magnificent tits. My mouth waters at the sight.

"Like what you see, quarterback?" she teases, her hands moving to the drawstring of her scrub pants.

"Fuck yes," I growl, stroking myself through my shorts.

She pushes the scrubs down her legs, stepping out of them with practiced grace. Her matching black thong shows off her perfect ass and the smooth, toned legs of a woman who clearly works out. My previous girlfriends — girls my age — don't compare to the mature perfection of Angelina's body.

"You're fucking perfect," I tell her, my voice thick with lust.

Her smile is predatory as she reaches behind her back to unhook her bra. The garment falls away, and her tits spill free — full, round, with just the slightest natural sag that only makes them more enticing. Her nipples are hard, dark pink against her pale skin.

"Jesus Christ," I breathe, unable to look away.

She doesn't stop there. Hooking her thumbs in her thong, she slides it down her legs, revealing a neatly trimmed strip of blonde hair above her pussy. She kicks the scrap of lace aside, now completely naked except for her white nursing shoes.

"Your turn," she purrs, nodding at my clothes.

I nearly rip my jersey getting it off, then shove my shorts and underwear down in one motion. My cock springs free, already rock hard again, standing at attention for this naked goddess.

Angelina's eyes darken with lust as she approaches me. Without a word, she sinks to her knees in front of me, her face level with my throbbing erection. But instead of taking me in her mouth again, she presses her tits together with her hands, creating a deep cleavage.

"I've been thinking about this since I first saw you," she confesses, her voice husky. "These big young muscles, this perfect cock... I need to feel it here." She taps the valley between her breasts.

My heart pounds as she leans forward, positioning my cock between her soft mounds. The feel of her smooth skin against my sensitive shaft nearly makes my knees buckle. She presses her tits together, enveloping me in warm, pillowy flesh.

"Fuck my tits, Tyler," she commands, looking up at me with those blue eyes. "Show me what a strong young stud can do."

I don't need to be told twice. I grab her shoulders for support and start to thrust, sliding my cock through the tight channel she's created with her breasts. The friction is incredible — not as wet as her pussy, but the visual more than makes up for it. Watching my cock disappear between those perfect tits, then reappear at her collarbone, is the most erotic sight I've ever seen.

"That's it," she encourages, squeezing her tits tighter around my shaft. "Use them. They're all yours."

I pick up the pace, my hips finding a rhythm as I fuck her cleavage. Each time the head of my cock pokes through the top of her pressed-together tits, Angelina flicks her tongue out to catch it, adding a jolt of wet heat to the sensation. The contrast between her soft breasts and sharp tongue has me seeing stars.

"Holy fuck," I groan, my fingers digging into her shoulders. "Your tits feel amazing."

She smiles up at me, clearly enjoying the power she has. "Better than those teenage girls you fuck?" she asks, knowing the answer.

"So much better," I admit, thrusting harder. "Nothing compares to this."

To enhance the experience, Angelina spits between her breasts, adding lubrication that makes each thrust smoother, more intense. The wet, slick glide of my cock between her tits creates obscene squelching sounds that echo in the small dressing room. She continues licking and sucking the tip each time it emerges, sometimes taking the whole head into her mouth for a second before releasing it.

The dual sensations are mind-blowing — the constant pressure of her soft tits massaging my shaft, combined with the occasional hot, wet suction of her mouth on the tip. Sweat beads on my forehead as I thrust faster, chasing the building pleasure.

"Your cock feels so good between my tits," Angelina moans, her eyes never leaving mine. "So hard, so hot. I can feel it throbbing."

Her dirty talk spurs me on. I thrust harder, faster, watching with fascination as my cock disappears and reappears between her perfect breasts. The head is purple and swollen, precum leaking from the tip, which she eagerly laps up each time.

"Gonna cum soon," I warn her, my voice strained.

"Yes," she hisses, her eyes lighting up with excitement. "Cum all over my tits, Tyler. I want to feel your hot load on my skin."

The mental image of my cum painting her perfect breasts pushes me dangerously close to the edge. I grip her shoulders harder, my thrusts becoming more erratic. Her tits jiggle with each impact, hypnotizing me with their movement.

"Fuck, Angelina," I groan, feeling my balls tighten. "Your tits are fucking perfect."

She squeezes them tighter around my cock, creating even more pressure. "Are you ready to cum for me?" she asks, her voice sweet and filthy at the same time. "Ready to mark me with that young cum?"

The pressure builds at the base of my spine, my thighs tensing with the approach of orgasm. Angelina senses my closeness and increases her efforts, sticking out her tongue to catch the head of my cock with each thrust, swirling around the sensitive tip before releasing it back into the warm channel of her cleavage.

I'm right on the edge, hips pumping frantically, when Angelina looks up at me with those innocent blue eyes and says, "Cum for me, baby. Show me what a real man can do."

That's all it takes to push me over the edge. My vision blurs as pleasure crashes through me, my cock pulsing between her tits. But before I can erupt, Angelina makes a split-second decision, pulling back just enough to redirect my aim.

"Want more," she says breathlessly, turning around and presenting her ass. "Need you inside me again."

My cock throbs painfully as Angelina bends over, her perfect ass on full display. She reaches for a bottle of lotion on a nearby shelf, squirting a generous amount onto her fingers. Without an ounce of shame, she reaches back and spreads it around her puckered hole, working some inside with her middle finger. "I want you here," she says, her voice thick with lust as she locks eyes with me over her shoulder. "Want to feel that big cock stretching my ass." The sight of her prepping herself for anal makes my mouth go dry. I've never done this before, but fuck if I'm going to admit that to her.

She hands me the lotion bottle, and I coat my shaft generously, stroking myself as I watch her continue to finger her ass. She adds a second finger, stretching herself, soft moans escaping her lips. Her other hand reaches between her legs to play with her pussy, her fingers coming away glistening with arousal.

"Hurry," she urges, wiggling her ass impatiently. "Need you inside my virgin ass."

I step forward, positioning the head of my cock against her tight hole. The lotion makes everything slippery as I press forward, meeting resistance at first. Angelina pushes back against me, helping me breach the tight ring of muscle.

"Fuck!" she gasps as the head of my cock pops inside. Her body tenses, then deliberately relaxes. "Go slow... at first."

The tight heat around just the tip of my cock is unlike anything I've ever felt. So much tighter than her pussy, squeezing me like a vise. I grab her hips to steady myself, fighting the urge to slam forward all at once.

"Such a tight little ass," I growl, slowly pushing deeper. "Fucking MILF slut taking it in the ass from a teenager."

Angelina moans at my crude words, her hands gripping the edge of a locker for support. "Yes," she hisses. "I'm your slut. Your whore. Use me."

Inch by inch, I work my cock into her ass, the lotion easing the way. When I'm finally buried to the hilt, both of us are panting with exertion and arousal. The tight ring of her ass squeezes the base of my shaft, and I can feel her pulse around me.

"Move," she commands, her voice strained. "Fuck my ass, Tyler. Don't be gentle."

Something primal takes over at her words. I pull back slowly, then thrust forward with more force, making her cry out. The sound spurs me on. I establish a rhythm, gradually increasing the speed and power of my thrusts. Each time I push forward, her whole body jerks, her tits swinging beneath her.

"You like that, don't you, bitch?" I snarl, surprising myself with my aggression. "Like getting your ass stretched by young cock?"

"God, yes," she moans, pushing back to meet my thrusts. "Harder. Fuck me harder."

I grab a fistful of her blonde hair, yanking her head back sharply. The new angle lets me drive even deeper into her ass, my balls slapping against her wet pussy with each thrust. Angelina cries out, a sound somewhere between pain and pleasure, but she doesn't tell me to stop. Instead, she reaches back with one hand to spread her ass cheeks wider, giving me even better access.

"Such a dirty fucking whore," I growl, my hand leaving her hip to wrap around her throat. I squeeze lightly, feeling her pulse race beneath my palm. "Taking it up the ass like a cheap slut."

The dual sensation of my hand on her throat and my cock in her ass drives Angelina wild. She makes choked, desperate sounds that only fuel my aggression. I tighten my grip on her throat, careful not to cut off her breathing completely, but enough to make her light-headed.

"Yes, yes, choke me," she gasps, her ass clenching rhythmically around my invading cock. "Treat me like your fucking toy."

I slam into her harder, faster, the sound of skin slapping against skin echoing in the small dressing room. The lotion and her own juices make everything slick and filthy, adding to the obscene soundtrack of our fucking. I release her throat to grab her swinging tits, pinching her nipples roughly between my fingers.

"Fucking MILF whore," I pant, driving into her with brutal force. "What would your patients think if they saw you now? Nurse Angelina bent over taking teenage cock up her ass?"

She moans at the degrading words, her hand moving frantically between her legs as she rubs her clit. The sight of my cock disappearing into her tight hole over and over has me on the edge already, but I fight to hold back. I want this to last.

I release her hair to deliver a sharp slap to her ass cheek, leaving a red handprint on the pale flesh. The unexpected pain makes her yelp and clench around me even tighter.

"Again," she begs, voice thick with need. "Spank me again."

I comply, slapping her other cheek just as hard. The impact makes her jolt forward, but I hold her hips firmly, keeping her impaled on my cock. I alternate between slaps and squeezes, turning her perfect ass red as I continue to pound into her.

"This ass belongs to me now," I growl, feeling powerful and dominant in a way I never have before. "Gonna use it whenever I want."

"Yes," she agrees readily, her fingers working her clit faster. "It's yours. I'm yours. Your personal MILF fucktoy."

Her words send a surge of pleasure through me. I grab her shoulders, using them as leverage to pull her back onto my cock with each thrust. The new angle lets me go even deeper, hitting spots that make her entire body shudder.

"Fucking take it," I snarl, my pace becoming more erratic as I near my climax. "Take this young cock, you dirty slut."

"I'm taking it," she moans, her voice trembling with each impact. "Filling me so good. So fucking deep."

I wrap my hand around her throat again, pulling her upper body back against my chest without missing a beat. The new position lets me whisper directly in her ear as I fuck her ass with short, powerful thrusts.

"Going to fill this tight ass with cum," I promise, my voice rough with exertion. "Mark you from the inside."

"Yes," she hisses, her entire body trembling against mine. "Fill me up. Make me your cum dump."

I tighten my grip on her throat slightly, my other hand reaching around to roughly maul her tit. Her ass clenches around me in time with her heartbeat, the tight pressure bringing me closer and closer to the edge.

"Such a good little anal slut," I pant, my rhythm faltering as my orgasm approaches. "Taking it so deep in this tight fucking ass."

Angelina pushes back against me, meeting each thrust with desperate energy. Her hand works frantically between her legs, her body tensing as she chases her own release.

"Gonna cum," she warns, her voice tight and strained. "Gonna cum with your cock in my ass."

The thought of her orgasming from anal is so fucking hot it nearly pushes me over the edge right there. I maintain my punishing pace, determined to feel her cum around my cock. My hand leaves her throat to join hers between her legs, my fingers finding her clit and rubbing it roughly in time with my thrusts.

"That's it," I growl, feeling her body beginning to tremble more violently. "Cum for me. Show me what a dirty anal slut you are."

Just as she starts to cry out, the sound of a door creaking open freezes us both in place.

My blood turns to ice, cock still buried deep in Angelina's ass. We freeze instantly, her body tensing around me in panic rather than pleasure. Over her shoulder, I see a man step into the room — average height, balding, wearing a rumpled suit. He's carrying a bouquet of flowers and looking at his phone, completely oblivious to our presence on the far side of the room.

"Angie?" he calls out softly. "You in here?"

Holy fuck. It's her husband.

Angelina's entire body goes rigid against mine. Her hand shoots back, gripping my hip in a silent command to stay absolutely still. Thankfully, we're partially hidden behind a row of tall lockers — if he walks straight to the center of the room, he'll see us for sure, but from his current position by the door, we're obscured from view.

"Shit," I mouth silently, not daring to even breathe. My heart pounds so loudly I'm certain he must hear it echoing off the walls.

The husband sighs, stepping further into the room. "Guess you're with a patient," he says to the empty air, unaware that his wife is less than fifteen feet away with a teenager's cock buried in her ass. "Just wanted to drop these off."

He places the flowers — roses, I can see now — on a small table near the door. Then he pulls out his phone, presumably to leave her a message. "Hey, Angie," he speaks into the device. "It's me. Just dropping off some flowers to apologize for our fight earlier. I know things haven't been great between us lately, and I'm sorry. I'll try to be more... understanding about your needs."

A hysterical laugh bubbles up in my throat, which I swallow down painfully. Understanding about her needs? If he only knew how his wife was getting her needs met right this second.

Despite the danger — or maybe because of it — my cock remains rock hard inside Angelina. The forbidden thrill of being caught only seems to intensify everything. Slowly, carefully, I pull back a fraction of an inch, then push forward again, a movement so slight it's barely perceptible.

Angelina's eyes widen in shock, her head turning to give me a warning glare. But I can feel the way her body responds, her ass clenching around me involuntarily. The danger is turning her on too.

"I've booked us that weekend away you wanted," her husband continues, completely oblivious to our presence. "The one at the beach house. I thought maybe we could reconnect, you know? Try to get back what we used to have."

Another slow, subtle thrust. Angelina bites her lip so hard I worry she might draw blood. Her fingers dig into the locker door for support, her knuckles white with the strain of keeping silent. I lean forward, my chest pressed against her back, my lips right by her ear.

"Stay quiet," I breathe, the words barely audible even to myself. At the same time, I roll my hips in a slow, deliberate grind that makes her eyes roll back.

The husband paces a few steps, thankfully moving parallel to the lockers rather than around them. "I know I haven't been... satisfying you lately," he admits, and I have to fight back another inappropriate laugh. "My back is getting better, though. I think I'll be able to... you know... soon."

While he talks about his sexual failures, I continue my slow, subtle fucking of his wife's ass. Each tiny movement is torture and ecstasy combined. The fear of discovery makes every sensation more intense, more electric. Angelina's breathing is shallow and controlled, her body trembling with the effort of remaining silent.

A drop of sweat rolls down my spine as the husband takes another step, this one bringing him perilously close to being able to see around the edge of the lockers. If he takes just two more steps in that direction, we're exposed.

Angelina seems to realize this too. Her entire body tenses, which only squeezes my cock more tightly, sending a jolt of pleasure up my spine. I freeze completely, not even daring to breathe as her husband pauses, looking around the room as if sensing something.

For one horrifying moment, I think he's going to walk around the lockers. My mind races with what I'll do if he discovers us — there's no innocent explanation for being naked with his wife, my cock buried in her ass. He looks bigger than me, despite my football training. Would he attack me? Call security? Create a scene that would get us both arrested?

Instead, he checks his watch and sighs. "Anyway, I should get back to the office. Text me when you get this. Love you."

He lingers for another agonizing moment, straightening the flower arrangement, then checking his reflection in a small mirror near the door. Every second feels like an eternity as Angelina and I remain frozen in our obscene tableau, connected in the most intimate way possible while her oblivious husband stands mere feet away.

Finally, blessedly, he turns and walks toward the door. The handle turns, the door opens, and then closes with a soft click behind him. The sound of his footsteps recedes down the hallway outside.

For several seconds, neither of us moves or speaks, still processing the near-catastrophe. Then Angelina lets out a shuddering breath, her whole body sagging with relief.

"Holy shit," she whispers, her voice trembling. "That was — "

"Fucking hot," I finish for her, unable to contain myself any longer.

Her eyes meet mine over her shoulder, shock giving way to a wicked grin. "You're terrible," she says, but there's no real rebuke in her tone. "You kept fucking me. While he was right there."

"Couldn't help it," I admit, rolling my hips again now that the danger has passed. "The risk just made me harder."

A small moan escapes her as I thrust more deliberately now, my cock sliding deeper into her ass. "Me too," she confesses, pushing back against me. "God help me, that was so wrong but so exciting."

I glance at the flowers her husband left, feeling a momentary twinge of guilt that's quickly overwhelmed by primitive male satisfaction. "He has no idea what you really need," I growl, pulling back and then thrusting forward with more force.

"No," she agrees, her voice catching as I begin to establish a rhythm again. "He doesn't. But you do."

The near-discovery has changed something between us. The danger has passed but left behind a crackling energy, an intensity that wasn't there before. I pull out of her ass completely, watching her hole gape slightly before slowly closing.

"Turn around," I command, a new urgency in my voice. "I need to fuck your pussy. Now."

Angelina turns around, her eyes wild with a mixture of fear and raw lust. The near-discovery has unleashed something primal in both of us. I grab her roughly, slamming her back against the lockers with enough force to make them rattle. My mouth crashes against hers, swallowing her startled gasp. Our teeth clash, the kiss more like a battle than an act of affection. I bite her lower lip hard enough to make her whimper, then thrust two fingers into her pussy without warning. She's soaking wet, her arousal coating my hand instantly.

"Fucking dripping for me," I growl against her mouth. "Almost got caught by your husband and it made you wetter, didn't it, you fucking slut?"

She nods frantically, grinding against my hand. "Yes," she admits, her voice ragged. "Yes, I'm a slut. Your slut."

I pull my fingers out and roughly spin her around again, bending her over. Without hesitation or gentleness, I line my cock up with her pussy and drive into her with savage force. The impact makes her cry out, a sound of pure animal pleasure that echoes off the tiled walls.

"Shut the fuck up," I snarl, clamping one hand over her mouth. "Want him to come back and find you like this? His wife being fucked by a fucking teenager?"

She shakes her head, but her pussy clenches around me at the words, betraying how much the idea excites her. I establish a brutal rhythm, each thrust driving her forward into the lockers. The metal rattles and creaks under the assault, adding to the obscene soundtrack of our coupling.

"Look at you," I taunt, pulling her head back by her hair so I can growl directly into her ear. "Fucking MILF whore. Cheating bitch. Taking young cock while your husband brings you flowers."

Each degrading word makes her moan against my palm, her body responding with pulses of wetness around my driving cock. The rougher my words get, the more her pussy squeezes me, silently begging for more.

I release her hair to deliver a sharp slap to her ass, leaving another red handprint on her already marked flesh. The unexpected pain makes her jolt and tighten around me.

"This what you need?" I demand, slapping her other cheek even harder. "Need to be treated like the worthless cum dumpster you are?"

"Yes," she gasps when I momentarily remove my hand from her mouth. "God yes. Harder. Use me."

Something dark and powerful surges through me at her submission. I grab her throat from behind, squeezing just enough to restrict her breathing without cutting it off completely. My other hand reaches around to maul her tits, pinching and twisting her nipples with cruel precision.

"Fucking dirty slut," I hiss, my hips driving forward with punishing force. "Nasty cheating MILF. Your poor husband has no idea what a whore he married."

The shared risk of discovery has transformed our sex into something feral, desperate. Each thrust is harder than the last, my grip on her throat tightening incrementally. Angelina's eyes roll back, her mouth open in a silent scream of pleasure. Her hands scrabble for purchase on the smooth locker doors, finding nothing to grip as I pound into her relentlessly.

I release her throat to grab both her arms, wrenching them behind her back and holding them there with one hand. The position forces her chest against the cold metal of the lockers, her cheek pressed flat against the surface. She's completely at my mercy now, unable to move or resist as I use her body for my pleasure.

"This pussy belongs to me now," I growl, driving into her with savage thrusts that lift her onto her toes. "Going to ruin you for that pathetic husband. He'll never satisfy you after this."

"Never," she agrees, her voice broken and breathless. "Only you. Only your cock."

The power of having this beautiful, mature woman submit so completely to me is intoxicating. I release her arms to grab her hips with both hands, my fingers digging in hard enough to leave bruises. The new grip allows me to pull her back onto my cock with each forward thrust, driving even deeper into her soaking pussy.

"Fucking take it," I snarl, sweat pouring down my chest and back with the exertion. "Take this young cock, you dirty fucking MILF."

I reach forward and grab a fistful of her blonde hair again, yanking her head back at an almost painful angle. My other hand comes around to slap her tits, the soft flesh jiggling with the impact. Angelina cries out, but the sound is pure pleasure, not protest.

"Harder," she begs, her voice barely recognizable through her desperate panting. "Slap me. Choke me. Use me."

I comply immediately, landing a sharp slap across her face that turns her cheek pink. The act should horrify me, but in this moment, with this woman, everything is permitted. I wrap my hand around her throat again, squeezing more firmly this time as I continue to pound into her from behind.

The combination of restricted oxygen and the relentless pounding of my cock sends Angelina spiraling toward orgasm. I can feel it building in the way her pussy flutters around me, in the increasing tension of her body against mine.

"Going to cum?" I taunt, not easing up for a second. "Going to cum on this young cock while your husband's flowers watch? Fucking pathetic whore."

"Yes," she gasps, the word barely audible through her constricted throat. "Cumming... oh god... cumming..."

Her entire body goes rigid, then begins to convulse violently. Her pussy clamps down on my cock like a vise, pulsating with such force that it nearly pushes me out. I maintain my brutal pace, fucking her through her orgasm, prolonging it with each savage thrust.

The sight of this sophisticated, beautiful woman completely undone by my cock — shaking, drooling, eyes rolled back — is too much to resist. I feel my own climax approaching, my balls drawing up tight against my body.

"Taking my load," I growl, my rhythm faltering as I near the edge. "Filling this cheating pussy with cum."

With a final, powerful thrust, I bury myself to the hilt inside her and explode. Rope after rope of hot cum shoots deep into her womb, marking her from the inside. My vision blurs at the edges, my entire body seizing with the intensity of my release.

For several long moments, we stay joined like that, both of us panting and trembling with the aftershocks of our violent coupling. My grip on her throat eases, my hand sliding down to rest on her heaving chest. I can feel her heart pounding beneath my palm, racing like she's just run a marathon.

Finally, I pull out, watching with primal satisfaction as a mixture of my cum and her juices trickles down her inner thigh. Angelina turns around, her back leaning against the lockers for support. Her legs are visibly shaking, her body marked with the evidence of our encounter — red handprints on her ass and tits, finger-shaped bruises forming on her hips and throat, her hair a wild tangle from my rough handling.

Despite it all — or perhaps because of it — she looks utterly satisfied. A breathless laugh escapes her as she reaches up to touch the forming bruise on her cheek.

"You," she says, her voice hoarse from my choking, "are trouble."

I can't help but grin, my chest swelling with male pride at having fucked her so thoroughly. "Good trouble, though, right?"

She nods, still struggling to catch her breath. "The best kind." Her eyes meet mine, a wicked gleam in them despite her exhaustion. "And we're far from over, quarterback."

I step forward, cupping her face in my hand, my thumb brushing gently over the mark I left earlier. The tenderness of the gesture is at odds with the savagery of our fucking, but it feels right somehow.

"Promise?" I ask, suddenly eager for more despite having just emptied myself inside her.

Angelina turns her head to kiss my palm, then gives me a smile that's equal parts exhaustion and anticipation. "Oh, I promise. This is just the beginning."

We stay like that for a few moments, both of us catching our breath, our bodies slick with sweat and the evidence of our coupling. My legs feel like jelly, the combination of my football injury and the most intense sex of my life leaving me physically drained. But mentally? I'm fucking wired. I watch as Angelina pushes herself off the lockers, her movements slow and deliberate, wincing slightly as she bends to retrieve her scattered clothing from the floor. The sight of her naked body, now marked with evidence of my possession — red handprints, forming bruises, bite marks on her neck and shoulders — sends a fresh surge of pride through me.

"You alright?" I ask, surprising myself with the concern in my voice.

She flashes me a satisfied smile over her shoulder. "Better than alright. Sore in all the right places."

I start gathering my own clothes — jersey, shorts, the remnants of my football practice gear. My leg throbs as I bend to pick up my boxers, reminding me of how this whole thing started. Seems like a lifetime ago that I was just an injured football player waiting for stitches.

"Your husband..." I begin, not sure why I'm even bringing him up.

"Don't worry about John," she cuts me off, stepping into her thong and pulling it up her long legs. "He suspects nothing. Never has, never will."

The casual way she says it makes me wonder how many times she's done this before. How many other guys has she fucked in this very dressing room? The thought should bother me, but instead it just makes me determined to be the one she remembers most.

I pull on my shorts, wincing as the fabric brushes against my still-sensitive cock. Angelina watches me dress, taking her time with her own clothes, as if reluctant to cover the marks I've left on her body. She puts on her bra, adjusting her tits in the cups, then pulls her scrub top over her head.

"You know," she says conversationally as she steps into her scrub pants, "I've fucked a lot of men in this hospital. Doctors, patients, even a board member once."

I look up, surprised by her candor.

"But you," she continues, her eyes locking with mine, "you're different. There's something about you, Tyler. Something special."

I feel my chest swell with pride, though I try to play it cool. "Yeah? What's that?"

She walks over to me, now fully dressed but still looking thoroughly fucked — her hair a mess, her lips swollen from my rough kisses, a hickey just visible at the edge of her collar.

"You fuck like you mean it," she says simply. "Like you're claiming something that belongs to you. Most men — especially young ones — they're just happy to be getting any pussy at all. But you..." She trails off, her eyes roaming over my body appreciatively. "You take what you want."

I can't help the cocky grin that spreads across my face. "Maybe I just wanted you more than most."

Angelina walks to locker and opens it, pulling out what looks like a prescription pad. She scribbles something on it, tears off the top sheet, and folds it carefully.

"Your discharge papers say to follow up in a week to have those stitches checked," she says, her professional tone returning, though there's a wicked gleam in her eye. "But I think you might need more... frequent monitoring."

She walks back to me, pressing the folded paper into my palm. Her fingers linger on mine, the simple touch somehow charged with all the electricity of our previous encounters.

"My personal number," she explains, her voice dropping to a whisper as she leans in close. Her lips brush against my ear, sending a shiver down my spine despite my physical exhaustion. "I'm on call next week. Tuesday night. The hospital is quiet after midnight."

My cock, which I thought was completely spent, gives an interested twitch against my thigh. Angelina notices, her hand brushing deliberately against the front of my shorts.

"Bring me another injury," she whispers, her breath hot against my skin. "Something that needs... extensive examination."

The suggestive words make my heart race. "What if I'm perfectly healthy?" I ask, my voice huskier than intended.

Her hand cups me through my shorts, giving a gentle squeeze that makes me groan. "Then we'll just have to do a very thorough physical. Check every... single... inch." Each word is punctuated by a light squeeze, and I feel myself hardening again despite everything.

"Fuck," I breathe, my head falling back as she continues to stroke me through the fabric.

I can't wait for my next "injury."
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