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Chapter 1

The sun beats down on my bare back like it’s got a personal vendetta. Sweat drips between my shoulder blades, tracing a path down my spine. I grunt through another set of push-ups, arms trembling, but I don’t stop. Can’t stop. Football season starts in two months, and Coach says I need more upper body strength. Being eighteen and the starting quarterback comes with expectations. So I push. And I sweat…

“Forty-eight… forty-nine… fifty.” My voice comes out ragged.

I flip over onto my back, chest heaving. The grass tickles my skin. Our backyard isn’t much, but there’s enough space for my workout equipment. Dad set it up last summer when I got the starting position.

“Brady: men are built, not born,” he said. Whatever that means.

I start my crunches, the muscles in my abdomen tightening with each upward motion. And that’s when I see her again. Mei. Our neighbor’s wife… his Asian MILF wife, to be exact. She’s just… there, sprawled on her sunbed like some kind of feast. She’s sunning herself like it’s nothing. Like she’s not the star of every wet dream I’ve had since they moved in last year.

Fuck.

I try to focus on counting. One. Two. Three. But my eyes keep drifting. Her bikini is this tiny red thing that barely covers anything. It’s the color of those cherry candies my little sister likes, bright against her golden skin. I can see the curve of her breasts even from here, the way they swell against the fabric, threatening to spill out. She has the tits of a Hollywood bombshell and the face of a model.

My rhythm falters. I miss a count.

She shifts, reaching for her drink on the little table beside her sunbed. The movement makes her breasts jiggle slightly, and I swear I can see the outline of her nipple through the thin material. My cock stirs, pressing against my gym shorts.

Back to crunches. Focus. Four. Five. Six.

But my brain won’t cooperate. It keeps feeding me images – not just what I see now, but what I’ve seen before. Mei bending over to pick up her mail, her dress riding up. Mei washing her car in shorts that hugged every curve. Mei at our neighborhood barbeque last month, licking ice cream from her fingers while maintaining eye contact with me across the table.

I’ve jerked off to those memories more times than I can count.

Seven. Eight. Nine. My abs burn.

She’s forty, I think. More than twice my age. But damn, she doesn’t look it. Not with that body. Not with those legs that seem to go on forever. Not with that face that always seems to hold some secret joke, especially when she looks at me.

My cock is fully hard now, an uncomfortable ridge beneath my shorts. I try to adjust myself without being obvious, but it’s no use. I need to focus on something else.

I jump up, maybe too quickly. My head spins for a second from the sudden movement. I move to my weight bench, adding plates to the barbell. The metal clanks loudly in the quiet afternoon. I glance over, wondering if the noise bothered her.

Mei has rolled onto her stomach now. The back of her bikini is basically a string, disappearing between the perfect globes of her ass. Jesus. The way she’s positioned, legs slightly spread, I can almost imagine sliding between them, pressing my body against hers from behind.

My hands shake as I finish setting up the weights. I lie back on the bench, gripping the barbell. It’s cool against my palms, a stark contrast to my overheated skin. I push up, feeling the strain in my chest and shoulders.

“One,” I mutter through gritted teeth.

Her husband, Jack, is away on another business trip. He’s always away. I don’t understand how any man could leave someone like Mei alone for days on end. If she were mine…

The barbell wavers slightly as my focus slips.

If she were mine, I wouldn’t leave the bedroom. I’d kiss every inch of that body. I’d slide my hands under that bikini top and feel those perfect tits spill into my palms. I’d slip my fingers between her legs and see if she’s as wet as I imagine she’d be.

“Two,” I grunt, pushing the weight up again. My cock throbs painfully against my shorts.

In the locker room, guys talk. Everyone knows I could have my pick of girls at school. And I’ve had a few – quick fumblings at parties, a blowjob behind the bleachers after a game. But none of them occupy my thoughts like Mei does.

“Three… four…”

I wonder what she sounds like when she comes. Does she moan quietly, or scream? Does she speak in English or slip into another language? Would she say my name?

The barbell feels heavier with each rep. Sweat pours down my face, stinging my eyes. I blink it away, and my gaze slides back to Mei. She’s turning over again, adjusting her top as she does. For one heart-stopping moment, I see the side of her breast, uncovered, before she tucks it back into the cup.

My cock jerks, pre-cum dampening my shorts. I can feel a wet spot forming. I’ve never been this turned on from just looking at someone.

“Five… six…”

The fantasy builds in my head, unstoppable now. Mei walking over to me, straddling me right here on this bench. Her hands replacing mine on the barbell, helping me rack it. Then those same hands trailing down my chest, my stomach, slipping beneath the waistband of my shorts.

“Seven…”

My arms are shaking now, but not just from the weight. It’s the effort of restraint. The effort of not dropping the barbell and shoving my hand down my shorts to relieve this ache.

“Eight…”

I rack the barbell and sit up, taking a few deep breaths. I need water. I need a cold shower. I need to come so badly it hurts.

My water bottle is empty. Fuck. I’ll have to go inside to refill it. But standing up right now is going to make my condition obvious to anyone looking. And I’m pretty sure Mei is looking.

I risk a glance over. Her sunglasses hide her eyes, but her face is turned in my direction. Is she watching me? The thought sends another surge of blood to my already painfully hard cock.

I lie back down quickly, trying to think of anything else. Coach’s face. Math homework. The time I walked in on my parents.

Nothing works.

I do more reps, pushing until my muscles scream. Ten. Eleven. Twelve. But all I can think about is Mei’s body, her smile, her eyes.

I rack the weights again and sit up, grabbing my towel to wipe my face. It gives me a moment to glance at her again without being obvious. She’s applying suntan lotion now, her hands gliding over her stomach, her legs. I imagine those hands on me, slick and warm.

My hand moves almost of its own accord to my shorts. Just a quick adjustment, I tell myself. Just to make it more comfortable.

But once my hand is there, cupping my erection through the thin material, I can’t help giving it a squeeze. The relief is immediate and intense. I bite my lip to keep from groaning out loud.

I look around quickly. My backyard is private, fenced on three sides. The only person who might see is Mei, and she appears to be focused on her magazine now.

I slide my hand under the waistband of my shorts. My cock is so hard it practically leaps into my palm. Pre-cum slicks the head, making it easy to slide my hand up and down the shaft. Just once, I think. Just a few strokes to take the edge off.

I lean back on the bench, eyes half-closed, hand moving slowly inside my shorts. I’m so close already. Images flash through my mind: Mei’s lips, her breasts, her thighs parting for me. In my fantasy, she’s whispering how much she wants me, how she’s been watching me too, how she can’t wait to feel me inside her.

My breathing quickens. The pressure builds at the base of my spine. Just a few more seconds…

That’s when I feel it – the weight of someone’s gaze. My eyes snap open and immediately lock with Mei’s. She’s sitting up on her sunbed now, sunglasses pushed up on her head, looking directly at me. At my hand in my shorts. At the obvious movement beneath the fabric.

Oh shit.

I yank my hand out like I’ve been burned. Heat rushes to my face, different from the warmth of arousal – this is pure, mortifying embarrassment. I grab my towel and drape it over my lap, but it’s too late. She saw. She knows exactly what I was doing.

And she’s smiling.

It’s not a mocking smile, though. It’s something else. Something that makes my heart race even faster than the almost-orgasm did. Something that looks a lot like… interest.

I look away quickly, pretending to be very interested in wiping down the barbell. My hands are shaking, and not from the workout. I’ve been caught masturbating by my neighbor’s wife – my hot neighbor’s wife – while fantasizing about her.

This is either the most embarrassing moment of my life or the start of something I’ve only dreamed about. And I have absolutely no idea what to do next.

She rises from her sunbed in one fluid motion, like water taking shape. Her body catches the light, skin gleaming with oil and sweat, and my mouth goes dry. She’s coming to the fence. She’s coming to talk to me. After what she just saw. Oh fuck. Oh fuck. Oh fuck.

My brain screams at me to run inside. Hide. Pretend nothing happened. But my body won’t move. Can’t move. I’m still hard beneath the towel, painfully so, and the sight of her walking toward me only makes it worse.

She moves like she knows exactly what effect she has. Each step deliberate. Hips swaying. The red bikini leaving nothing to the imagination, though my imagination is working overtime anyway. The thin fabric clings to her curves, shifting slightly with each step. Her breasts bounce gently, hypnotically. Her thighs, toned and smooth, flex as she walks.

I should say something. Anything. But my throat is closed, tongue stuck to the roof of my mouth.

The fence between our yards is only waist-high. A boundary that suddenly feels both too substantial and not nearly enough. I could reach across it easily. Touch her. If I dared. If she wanted me to.

Stop it, I tell myself. She’s coming over to tell me off. To threaten to tell my parents. To laugh at the pathetic teenager next door who can’t control himself.

But the look on her face doesn’t match any of those scenarios. Her lips are curved in a smile that makes my cock twitch under the towel. Her eyes glitter with something that looks a lot like… amusement? Interest?

She reaches the fence and rests her forearms on top of it, leaning forward slightly. The position pushes her breasts together, creating a cleavage so deep I could drown in it. I force my eyes up to her face, but that’s no safer. Her lips are slick with some kind of gloss, pink and full. A bead of sweat trails down her neck, disappearing between her breasts.

“You really know how to work up a sweat, Tyler Brady,” she says, her voice like warm honey.

I open my mouth. Close it. Open it again. “I… uh… thanks?” My voice cracks on the last word like I’m fourteen instead of eighteen. Smooth, Brady. Real smooth.

She laughs, a sound that vibrates through me, settling somewhere low in my belly. “Don’t be embarrassed. It’s nice to see someone so… dedicated.” Her eyes flick down to the towel on my lap, then back up to my face. The meaning is clear. She knows what I was doing. And she’s not mad.

I shift on the bench, the towel slipping slightly. I grab it quickly, readjusting. “Just trying to stay in shape for the season,” I manage to say, sounding almost normal.

“It’s working.” Her eyes travel over my chest, my arms, my abs – lingering in a way that makes me feel both self-conscious and exhilarated. “You’ve filled out since last summer. What are you now, a senior?”

“Yeah. Last year.” I wipe sweat from my forehead with my free hand, trying to act casual. Like I’m not sitting here with a raging hard-on, talking to the woman I’ve fantasized about for months.

“Mmm. Quarterback of the varsity team. Pretty impressive.” She tilts her head, studying me. A strand of black hair falls across her face, and she tucks it behind her ear in a gesture that shouldn’t be sexy but somehow is. “Jack told me you broke some school record last season?”

The mention of her husband sends a jolt of guilt through me. But it’s quickly overwhelmed by the fact that they’ve discussed me. That my name has been on her lips, in her house, in conversations I wasn’t part of.

“Passing yards,” I say, a note of pride creeping into my voice despite everything. “Broke the record that had stood since 1998.”

“Athletic and modest.” Her smile widens. “I like that.”

The way she talks makes my skin tingle. I shift again, the friction against my erection almost unbearable.

“I’ve seen you practicing out here a lot,” she continues. “Always so focused. So… intense.” The last word comes out almost as a purr.

My brain scrambles to process what’s happening. Is she just being friendly? Motherly? Or is this something else? I’m not imagining the heat in her gaze, am I?

“Have to stay in shape,” I repeat lamely.

“You certainly do that.” She straightens up slightly, running a hand down her own body as if to brush away some invisible dust. The movement draws my eyes to the curve of her waist, the flare of her hips. “All that training must make you very… popular.”

I swallow hard. “I guess.”

“Especially with the moms,” she adds, a teasing glint in her eye. “I hear things, you know. At the grocery store. The salon. Seems the booster club moms have quite the appreciation for our star quarterback.”

My face flames anew. There had been something – at an after-game party last season. Mrs. Hartley, the booster club president, had cornered me in the kitchen. She’d been drunk, her hand on my chest, then lower. I’d slipped away before anything really happened, but not before she’d whispered exactly what she wanted to do to me.

I hadn’t told anyone. But apparently word got out anyway.

“That’s not – I didn’t–” I stammer.

Mei laughs again, but it’s not mean. “Relax, Tyler. Your secret’s safe with me.” She winks, and my heart nearly stops. “Besides, I can hardly blame them. A young, fit guy like you? I bet you have… stamina.”

The word hangs in the air between us, loaded with meaning. I can’t breathe. Can’t think. Is this really happening?

“I try,” I manage to say, my voice rougher than before.

“I bet you do.” She leans forward again, arms on the fence, bringing her face closer to mine. I catch her scent – sunscreen and something floral, mixed with the natural smell of her skin. It makes my head spin. “You know what they say about practice…”

“Makes perfect?” The words come out as barely more than a whisper.

Her lips curve into a smile that’s pure sin. “Exactly.”

We stare at each other for a moment that stretches like taffy, sweet and tense. I’m acutely aware of every inch of my body – the sweat cooling on my skin, the hardness beneath the towel, the rapid beating of my heart.

“So,” she says finally, breaking the silence. “How often do you work out?”

It seems like a harmless question, but nothing about this conversation feels harmless. “Every day, pretty much. Sometimes twice a day.”

“Twice?” Her eyebrows rise, her tongue darting out to wet her lips. “That’s impressive endurance.”

I almost choke. “Coach says recovery is just as important as the workout itself,” I say, desperate to sound like I’m not reading into every word she says.

“Your coach is a wise man.” She straightens up again, stretching her arms above her head. The movement lifts her breasts, and I swear I can see the outline of her nipples pressing against the thin fabric. “Recovery is essential. Proper hydration. Stretching. Massage.” She emphasizes the last word slightly.

My cock throbs in response. I shift the towel again, trying to ease the pressure.

“You know,” she says, dropping her arms and fixing me with a gaze that pins me in place, “I was thinking of doing a little… workout myself today.”

“Oh?” It’s all I can manage.

She nods slowly. “Mmm-hmm. But it’s always better with a partner, don’t you think? Someone to… spot you.”

Is she saying what I think she’s saying? My heart hammers against my ribs like it’s trying to escape.

“I could use someone strong,” she continues, her voice dropping lower. “Someone who could help me with my form.”

I swallow hard. Twice. “I could… I mean, if you need…”

Her smile is knowing. Predatory. “I do need. Very much.” She runs a finger along the top of the fence, tracing an invisible pattern. “Jack isn’t home right now. So how about you hop the fence and… help me out?”

Holy shit. This is happening. This is really happening.

“I could do that,” I hear myself say, my voice surprisingly steady given the chaos inside me.

“Perfect.” She pushes away from the fence, taking a step back. Her eyes rake over me once more, lingering on the towel in my lap. “Trust me, you won’t regret it.”


Chapter 2

My sweat drips. Beads rolling down my skin. Muscles pumped and glistening. I’m panting. Not from the push-ups. But the view. Of her.

Mei saunters my way, hips swaying side to side. Her black hair shines under the blazing sun. Framing flawless Asian features. High cheekbones, pursed lips, dark almond eyes filled with dirty promises. Her bikini barely contains the ripe curves of her body. String straining against mouthwatering tits and ass.

She stops in front of me, holding a glass of icy lemonade. Droplets of condensation slide down the curves of the glass. Mimicking the beads of sweat rolling between her cleavage. My mouth waters. Tongue aching to trace that same path.

“Thirsty?” Mei asks, voice a husky purr. She flicks her bikini top off casually. It flutters away. Forgotten. As her tits come into mouthwatering view.

My eyes wide. What the fuck?

Full. Firm. Round. Flawless slopes of golden skin. Topped with dark, erect nipples. Puckered and begging to be sucked. I stare, mesmerized. Brain short-circuiting. Unable to look away from this ultimate embodiment of sex and sin.

Mei smirks, noticing the obvious bulge straining my gym shorts. “Or maybe… hungry for something else?”

She steps closer. The scent of her arousal hits me. Musky. Tangy. Intoxicating. My cock throbs harder. Pulsing in time to my racing heart.

Mei sets the lemonade down. Takes another step. Until her tits are inches from my skin. Nipples grazing against me. Making me shudder.

“Time for a wrist workout,” she quips with a wink. Then she’s shoving her hand down my shorts. Slim fingers wrapping around my aching shaft. Giving it a firm stroke. Root to tip.

Am I fucking dreaming? I groan. Hips bucking up involuntarily. Desperate for more of her touch. More of this skin-on-skin friction. My head falls back as she keeps stroking me. Each slide of her fingers pure bliss.

Mei’s other hand tangles in my hair. Yanking my head forward until our lips meet. The kiss is fierce. Passionate. Tongues tangling and teeth nipping. I grab her hips. Pulling her flush against me. Our bodies mold together. Sweaty skin sliding deliciously.

She breaks the kiss. Sinking to her knees in one smooth motion. Tugs my shorts down. Letting my rock hard cock spring free. It juts towards her face obscenely. Dripping with precum.

Mei licks her lips. Eyeing my shaft like it’s the most delicious thing she’s ever seen. Then she’s leaning forward. Wrapping those plump lips around the head. Sucking hard. Cheeks hollowing.

“Fuuuuck,” I groan, fingers digging into her hair. The wet heat of her mouth short-circuits my brain. It’s too much. The way her tongue swirls. Lapping at the slit. Teasing out more precum.

She takes me deeper. Inch by inch. Until I hit the back of her throat. Feel it constricting around me as she swallows. Trying not to gag. But I’m too big. Too thick. Stretching her jaw obscenely.

Mei pulls back. Gasping. Spit connecting her lips to my cock in glistening strands. It’s the hottest thing I’ve ever seen. This sexy MILF on her knees. Worshipping my teenage dick like it’s her reason for living.

She dives back in. Sucking me with renewed enthusiasm. Head bobbing faster. Taking me deeper. Slobbering all over my shaft with loud, wet slurps. The sounds alone could make me bust.

I gather her hair in my fist. Guiding her head. Fucking up into her face. Using her. Ruthlessly. She just takes it. Moaning around my cock like my teenage cum is the only sustenance she needs.

“You like choking on my dick, don’t you?” I growl down at her. “Dirty slut. Gagging for it.”

Mei whimpers. Lust-filled eyes looking up at me. Begging me for more. I snap my hips faster. Balls slapping against her chin. Hard enough to bruise. Hard enough to claim her as mine.

She reaches between her legs. Fingers disappearing beneath her bikini bottoms. Rubbing frantically at her clit. I can smell how drenched she is. Pussy dripping with need.

“Fuck yeah, get yourself off,” I snarl. “Cum while choking on my cock like the whore you are.”

Mei’s eyes roll back. Body shaking. Orgasm hitting her like a freight train. Juices soaking through her bottoms. She screams around my dick. Throat fluttering. Milking my shaft.

The pleasure builds. Pressure mounting in my balls. In my shaft. Until it’s too much to take. With a shout –

The sound of the door makes my heart stop. Mei freezes. Lips still stretched around my cock. We lock eyes. Filled with a cocktail of panic and desperate, aching lust.

“Honey, I’m home!” calls a voice from inside. Mei’s husband. He wasn’t supposed to be back for hours.

For a moment, neither of us moves. Breathing heavily through our noses. Bodies shaking with a mixture of fear and arousal. The forbidden nature of it all only fuels the fire raging in my veins.

Slowly, deliberately, I continue thrusting my hips. Pushing deeper into Mei’s mouth. Her eyes widen. But she doesn’t stop me. Just hollows her cheeks. And resumes sucking.

“In… in the backyard!” Mei calls out, voice muffled around my thickness. “I’ll… mmmph… be right in!”

I grin down at her. Grab a fistful of her hair. Yank her head back and forth. Urgently fucking her face. No more holding back. No more pretense of gentleness.

Mei whimpers. Drool spilling past her stretched lips. Coating my shaft in shiny slickness. The wet sounds of her slurping fill the air. Mingling with the faint sounds of her husband puttering around inside.

“What are you doing out there?” he calls, voice getting closer.

“Yo… ga!” Mei pants, pulling off my cock just long enough to reply. Before diving back in. Sucking me with renewed desperation. Like she needs my cum more than air.

I pick up the pace. Rutting into her face. Using her mouth like a fucktoy. Her throat bulges obscenely with each thrust. Tears leak from the corners of her eyes. Mascara leaving dark trails down her cheeks.

“You’re such a dirty whore,” I growl. “Choking on my teenage cock with your husband right inside. Bet you want him to catch us. Want him to see what a MILF slut his wife is.”

Mei just moans. Again shoves a hand between her legs. Rubbing frantically at her pussy. The other hand comes up to fondle my balls. Rolling them in her palm. Urging my climax closer.

My shaft pulses. Pressure builds at the base of my spine. I’m close. So fucking close. But I need more. Need to utterly defile her. Ruin her for anyone else.

I pull out suddenly. Mei gasps. A string of saliva connecting her abused lips to my cockhead. I smack my shaft against her cheeks. Once. Twice. Leaving streaks of sticky precum across her flushed skin.

Then I’m shoving back in. Fucking her throat raw. Using her face like a cheap toy. Mei just takes it. Body shaking. Practically convulsing with pleasure.

“Honey?” Fuck. Hubby’s at the back door now. “Are you almost done? I was thinking we could… open a bottle of wine or something?”

Ha. If only he knew. That his precious wife is about to have her drink of my teenage cum.

“Be… ulp… right…. mmmmph… there!” Mei chokes out with my cock still stuffed in her mouth. Breathing erratic. Throat working overtime around my shaft.

I thrust harder. Deeper. Balls slapping against her messy chin. The pressure builds. Boils over. With an animalistic growl, I slam home one last time. And explode.

Cum rockets from my slit. Flooding Mei’s mouth. Her throat. She swallows convulsively. Gulping down my seed like it’s the finest wine. But there’s too much. Always too much.

Jizz overflows. Spills from the corners of her stretched lips. Pours down her chin. Splatters obscenely across her heaving tits. Marking her. Claiming her.

I pull out with a wet pop. Mei gasps for air. Face an absolute ruin. Lips swollen. Cheeks splattered with cum. Eyes glazed and unfocused.

“Thanks for the workout,” I smirk, tucking my dripping cock away. “Let’s continue this… inside.”

Mei just nods dazedly. Wipes at her mouth. Smearing my cum across her cheeks. Then she’s rising on shaky legs. And beckoning me towards the house. Towards her clueless husband.

My smile widens. The day’s just getting started.


Chapter 3

We’re inside her home now…

I watch Mei move across the living room like she’s dancing just for me. Her body’s a promise wrapped in that tiny bikini, and my cock’s already throbbing against my shorts. Jack stands there, blind as fuck without his glasses, no idea what his wife’s about to do to me. My heart hammers in my chest – not guilt, just pure fucking excitement. I’ve jerked off to thoughts of her for months, and now she’s right here, ready.

The living room is all sleek leather and glass. Expensive. Adult. Nothing like my parents’ place with the saggy couch and beer-stained carpet. Mei runs her fingers along the back of a black leather couch. Her nails are blood-red daggers.

“Jack, honey,” she says, her voice sweet poison. “Tyler’s here for that special stretch and cardio workout I told you about.”

Jack blinks at me through those thick-ass glasses. Poor bastard. Fifty years old and can’t see three feet in front of him. Can’t see the way his wife’s nipples push against her worn bikini top. Can’t see how she licks her lips when she looks at me.

“Right, right,” he mutters, shuffling papers on the coffee table. “The football conditioning thing.”

I nod like I’m here on official business. “Coach says I need to work on my flexibility.” My voice cracks a little. Fuck. But it doesn’t matter because Jack’s already turning away, lost in his own world.

“I’ll be in the study,” he says. “Let me know if you need anything.”

I want to laugh. Need anything? Yeah, I need to fuck your wife until she screams, old man.

The door clicks shut behind him. Mei’s smile spreads slow and dangerous.

“Lie down,” she commands, pointing to the couch.

My legs move before my brain catches up. The leather is cool against my back as I stretch out. My hands are shaking. I’m the fucking quarterback. I don’t shake. But this isn’t football. This is something else entirely.

Mei stands over me, her thighs glistening. She’s tanned all over except for the pale triangles where her bikini covers her. I wonder if she sunbathes like this when Jack’s not home, letting the all the neighbors get a peek.

“You ready for our workout?” she asks, her voice dropped an octave.

I don’t answer with words. Instead, I hook my thumbs in my shorts and yank them down. My cock springs free, harder than it’s ever been in my life. It points straight up like a fucking compass needle aimed at Mei.

Her eyes widen. “Eager, aren’t we?”

I watch, not breathing, as she hooks her thumbs into the sides of her bikini bottom. The thin fabric slides down her legs in slow motion. She steps out of it, kicks it away with one foot. Now she’s naked from the waist down, just that worn bikini top covering her tits.

Her pussy is shaved bare. I’ve only seen that in porn. The real girls I’ve been with all had some hair. But Mei is smooth, perfect. Pink and already wet.

“Like what you see, Tyler?” she whispers.

“Fuck yeah,” I manage to say. My cock twitches, a drop of pre-cum beading at the tip. “You’re a sexy MILF bitch.”

She moves to the couch, one knee pressing into the leather beside my hip, then the other. She’s straddling me now, hovering above my cock. I can feel her heat, smell her arousal. It’s driving me fucking insane.

“I’ve seen you watching me,” she says. “When you come over to hang out at the pool. When I bend over to get drinks from the fridge.”

I swallow hard. “Can’t help it.”

“Don’t want you to help it.” She lowers herself until her pussy brushes against the head of my cock. Just a touch. A tease. “Been a long time since I had a young stud like you. Usually I get railed by the mailman when Jack’ is at work… and his cock isn’t as big as yours.”

Then she sinks down. One smooth motion and I’m inside her. Tight. Hot. Wet. My brain short-circuits. I forget to breathe.

“Jesus,” I gasp.

Mei smiles, her lips a crooked line of triumph. “No, just me.”

She starts to move. Slow at first, rising up until I’m almost out of her, then sinking back down. The wet sound of our bodies meeting fills the quiet room. Her thighs flex with each movement. Athletes’ thighs. Stronger than they look.

My hands find her hips. Her skin is smooth under my palms. I dig my fingers in, urging her to go faster.

She does. Picks up the pace until she’s bouncing on my cock. The couch creaks beneath us. Her tits jiggle in that worn bikini top, threatening to spill out. I reach up, hook a finger under the fabric, and pull it down.

Her tits are perfect. Full, with dark nipples that pucker in the cool air of the room. I sit up slightly, take one in my mouth. The taste of her skin is salt and coconut sunscreen. I suck hard, scrape my teeth against her nipple.

Mei moans – the first real sound she’s made. It’s deep, guttural. Honest. Her hips slap against the cushion beneath me. I switch to her other breast, lavish it with the same attention. My hands move from her hips to her ass, kneading the firm flesh there.

I kiss my way up to her neck, her jawline. Her skin tastes different here. Perfume. Expensive. She turns her head, catches my mouth with hers. Her tongue pushes past my lips, aggressive. She bites my lower lip hard enough to hurt.

“Fuck me,” she breathes against my mouth. “Fuck me harder than Jack ever could.”

Something snaps inside me. I wrap my arms around her waist and surge upward, lifting her with me as I stand. She weighs nothing. Her legs wrap around my waist, keeping me inside her as I carry her across the room.

I see the table. Glass top. A few framed photos. One of Mei and Jack on their wedding day. Perfect.

I set her down at the edge, her ass perched right next to their wedding photo. She leans back on her elbows, legs spread wide, my cock still buried deep inside her. Her bikini top is shoved up over her tits now, useless.

“Yes,” she hisses. “Right here.”

I grab her ankles, push them up toward her shoulders. The position opens her wider, lets me sink in deeper. Her eyes roll back, mouth falling open.

I start to thrust. Not gentle. Not slow. I fuck her like I’ve imagined a thousand times, jerking off in my bedroom. Hard. Fast. Raw. Sweat beads on my forehead, drips down my chest. The table rocks beneath us. The wedding photo topples over.

Mei’s moans get louder. Her tits bounce with each thrust. Her fingers clutch at the glass table top, leaving smudges. I watch my cock disappear inside her, emerge glistening with her juices, then plunge back in. The sight nearly makes me come right then.

“Harder,” she demands. “Fuck me harder, Tyler.”

I obey. Plant my feet wider, grip her thighs tighter, and slam into her. The wet slap of skin on skin fills the room. The table scoots an inch across the floor.

Mei’s hand slides between her legs. She rubs her clit in frantic circles while I pound into her. Her inner muscles clench around me.

“That’s it,” I grunt. “Touch yourself for me.”

Her back arches off the table. Her free hand reaches up, pinches her own nipple hard. The sight is fucking filthy. Better than any porn I’ve watched.

I lean forward, changing the angle, hitting something inside her that makes her gasp. Our bodies move in a rough rhythm now, slick with sweat, raw with need. Every thrust brings me closer to the edge.

“You gonna come for me?” I ask, surprised at how deep my voice has gotten. “You gonna come on my cock while your husband sits in the next room?”

Her eyes fly open, meet mine. There’s something wild there. Dangerous.

“Make me,” she challenges.

Challenge fucking accepted. I grab her hips, yank her to the very edge of the table, and drive into her with everything I’ve got. The table screeches against the floor. A vase wobbles and falls, shattering on the hardwood. Neither of us cares.

She comes first. Her body goes rigid, then trembles violently. Her pussy squeezes my cock in waves. She bites her lip to keep from screaming, but small whimpers escape anyway.

I keep fucking her through it, watching her face contort with pleasure. Her fingers dig into my forearms hard enough to leave marks.

“Where do you want me to come?” I manage to ask, teeth clenched with the effort of holding back.

She wraps her legs around my waist, locking her ankles behind my back.

“Inside,” she pants. “I want to feel you come inside me.”

Fuck. That’s all it takes. My orgasm rips through me like a lightning bolt. I thrust deep one last time and hold there, emptying myself into her with a muffled groan. My vision blurs at the edges. My knees threaten to buckle.

For a moment, we’re frozen like that – connected, pulsing, breathing hard. Then slowly, reality seeps back in. The tick of a clock somewhere. The distant sound of Jack moving around in his study.

Mei smiles up at me, her hair a wild mess, her body flushed and gleaming with sweat.

“Now that,” she whispers, “was a proper workout.”

I’m still inside her, cock twitching in the aftershocks, when Mei whispers, “Turn me over.” Her voice is ragged, hungry. Like she hasn’t just come so hard she nearly broke the fucking table. Like she needs more. My dick responds before my brain does, hardening again inside her. Eighteen years old has its advantages.

I pull out slowly, watching my cum leak from her onto the glass table. Right next to their overturned wedding photo. Fucking beautiful.

“Bend over, bitch,” I command, surprising myself with the authority in my voice.

Mei smiles, a lazy predator’s grin. She flips over with the grace of a dancer, positioning herself on the table. Her ass is raised high, her back arched deep. Her hair falls forward, obscuring her face. It’s a tangle of black vines against her tanned skin.

“Like this?” she asks, glancing back at me over her shoulder.

I grab her hips with both hands. My fingers dig into her flesh, leaving white marks that redden instantly. “Exactly like this.”

I position myself behind her, my cock bobbing between us, still slick with her juices and my cum. I run the head up and down her slit, teasing her entrance. She pushes back against me, impatient.

“Don’t make me wait,” she hisses.

I push in with one hard thrust. All the way to the hilt. Mei gasps, her fingers clawing at the glass table. I hold still for a moment, savoring the sensation of her tight heat around me.

Then I start to move. Not gentle. Not slow. I pull almost all the way out, then slam back in. Again. Again. The table rocks beneath us. Mei braces herself, arms locked straight.

“Fuck yes,” she moans. “Just like that.”

I establish a brutal rhythm. My balls slap against her pussy with each thrust. The sound is obscene – wet and sharp in the quiet room. I reach forward, gather her hair in my fist, and pull back. Not enough to hurt, just enough to arch her spine further, to make her feel owned.

She responds with a guttural moan that goes straight to my cock. I tug harder, watching as her head tilts back, her throat exposed.

“You like that?” I grunt, not really asking.

“God, yes. Harder.”

I oblige, increasing the pace. Sweat drips down my chest, my back. The muscles in my thighs burn with the effort, but I don’t slow down. Can’t slow down. This is too good. Too fucking perfect.

The room fills with the sounds of our fucking – skin on skin, her wet pussy accepting my cock, our heavy breathing. It’s a raw soundtrack, better than any porn I’ve watched under my covers at night.

“Tell me you like my cock,” I demand, pulling her hair tighter.

Mei moans, her words stuttering with each thrust. “I… love… your… cock.”

“Tell me it’s better than his.” I don’t know where this is coming from. Some dark, possessive place I didn’t know existed until now.

“Better… so much better… than Jack’s,” she pants. “Bigger… harder… fuck me… like he never could.”

Pride surges through me. I’m eighteen, for fuck’s sake, and I’m ruining this hot MILF for her husband. My hand leaves her hip, slides up her sweat-slicked back, then around to her throat. I apply the slightest pressure, just enough to let her feel it.

Her response is immediate. Her pussy clenches around me, a full-body shudder running through her.

“You like being choked while I fuck you from behind?” I whisper, my breath hot against her ear as I lean forward. “You like being treated like a whore on your own table?”

“Yes,” she hisses. “God, yes. Do it. Choke me harder.”

I tighten my grip slightly, careful not to hurt her, just enough to restrict her breathing a bit. With my other hand still tangled in her hair, I control her completely. The power is intoxicating.

My hips snap forward relentlessly. The table creaks and shifts. Another photo frame topples over. I don’t care. Nothing matters except the tight heat around my cock and the woman submitting to me.

“Such a dirty fucking slut,” I growl. “Taking a teenager’s cock while your husband’s in the next room.”

“Yes,” she gasps. “I’m your slut. Your fucking whore.”

Her words push me higher. I’m close again already. Too soon. I force myself to slow down, to draw this out.

“Tell me what you want,” I demand, easing the pressure on her throat.

She gulps in air, then: “I want you to fuck me until I can’t walk. I want you to fill me with your cum. I want–”

The door to the study swings open.

Time freezes. I don’t.

Jack stands in the doorway, eyes wide behind those thick glasses, mouth hanging open. He’s holding a stack of papers that slowly slide from his grip, scattering across the floor.

I should stop. I should pull out, grab my clothes, run. But I don’t. My hips keep moving, driven by some reckless, animal part of my brain. Slower now, but still thrusting into his wife from behind.

Mei doesn’t miss a beat. Her eyes meet Jack’s over her shoulder. Instead of panic, I see calculation in them. Her lips curve into that crooked smile.

“Jack,” she says, her voice impressively even despite my cock still moving inside her. “We’re just finishing up our workout routine.”

Jack blinks rapidly. Without his glasses, I know he can’t see details, just shapes. Two bodies on the table. Movement. But he’s not completely blind.

“What… what kind of workout is this?” he asks, his voice thin and reedy.

Mei moans softly as I hit a particularly good spot. I can’t believe I’m still hard, still fucking her while her husband watches. But I am. And getting closer by the second.

“It’s a… special stretch and cardio… program,” Mei explains between breaths. “Tyler’s showing me… techniques for… core strength.”

I almost laugh. It’s so fucking absurd. But Jack is nodding slowly, his initial shock fading to confusion.

“But you’re… naked?” He takes a hesitant step forward.

“Less restriction,” Mei says. “Better range of motion.”

I slow my thrusts even more, making them deeper, more deliberate. Mei’s inner muscles clench around me. She’s getting off on this – on being caught, on lying to her husband’s face while I’m inside her.

“Should I… come back later?” Jack asks, his eyes darting around, not quite focusing.

“No need,” Mei says. “We’re almost… finished our set.”

Set. Like we’re doing fucking reps. I bite my lip to keep from making a sound. The tension in the room is unbearable. My heart pounds in my chest, but my cock is harder than ever.

Jack hovers uncertainly, then moves to pick up his fallen papers. As he bends down, I can’t resist. I slam into Mei hard enough to make her gasp.

Her eyes flash to mine – warning, excitement, challenge. She turns back to Jack.

“You can wait in the kitchen, honey. We’ll be done in a minute.”

Jack straightens, papers clutched to his chest. “Okay. Um. Don’t hurt yourself.”

Too fucking late for that warning. I’ve been destroying his wife for the past half hour.

The kitchen door swings shut behind him. Mei immediately pushes back against me, taking me deeper.

“Finish it,” she hisses. “Come inside me. Now.”

I don’t need to be told twice. My grip on her hair tightens again. My other hand moves from her throat to her hip, holding her in place as I pound into her. All restraint is gone. The table screeches across the floor with each thrust.

“Fuck, I’m gonna come,” I grunt.

“Do it,” she demands. “Fill me up.”

Three more hard thrusts and I’m there, exploding inside her for the second time. My vision blurs at the edges. My fingers dig into her skin hard enough to bruise. I bite back a shout, letting only a low groan escape.

Mei’s body trembles beneath me. She’s coming too, her pussy milking my cock for every drop. Her arms give out, and she collapses onto her elbows, ass still raised, my cock still buried inside her.

For a few moments, we stay like that, breathing hard. Reality slowly seeps back in. Jack is in the kitchen. We just got caught. And somehow, we’re still here, still connected.

I pull out slowly, watching my cum drip from her onto the table for the second time. It’s the hottest fucking thing I’ve ever seen.

Mei slides off the table with surprising grace. Before I can process what’s happening, she’s on her knees in front of me. She takes my softening cock in her mouth, licking it clean of our combined fluids.

My knees nearly buckle. Too sensitive. Too much. But I can’t look away as her tongue swirls around my head, her eyes locked on mine the entire time.

When she finally releases me with a wet pop, my cock is semi-hard again. Eighteen, man. It’s like a superpower.

Mei stands, wipes her mouth with the back of her hand. She still hasn’t fixed her bikini top, which is shoved up above her tits. She makes no move to cover herself.

“Get dressed,” she whispers. “I’ll handle Jack.”

I nod, reaching for my shorts. My legs are shaky, my mind hazy with what we’ve just done. I pull on my clothes as Mei adjusts her bikini top, but doesn’t bother finding the bottom. She walks naked from the waist down toward the kitchen, hips swaying.

I follow at a distance, tucking my shirt in, trying to look somewhat normal. In the kitchen, Jack is sitting at the island, staring into a cup of coffee like it holds the answers to the universe.

Mei saunters up to him, places a hand on his shoulder. He looks up, blinks at her naked lower half, then quickly averts his eyes.

“Mei, maybe you should put on some pants,” he mutters.

She laughs, a musical sound. “Why? Tyler’s seen everything already. Part of the workout assessment.”

Jack glances at me, then back to his coffee. His knuckles are white around the mug.

“I was thinking,” Mei continues, her voice smooth as honey, “Tyler could come back this weekend for more sessions. I’m really feeling the benefits already.”

Jack shifts uncomfortably. “If… if you think it’s helping.”

“Oh, it is,” she assures him, shooting me a look over her shoulder that makes my cock twitch again. “Tyler’s an excellent trainer. Very thorough.”

I clear my throat. “I should probably head out. Got homework and stuff.”

Jack nods without looking up. Mei walks me to the door, her hand on the small of my back. At the threshold, she leans in close, her lips brushing my ear.

“Saturday. Ten a.m. Jack has a golf game. We’ll have the house to ourselves.”

I swallow hard, nodding. “I’ll bring my workout gear.”

“You won’t need it,” she says, her finger tracing the line of my jaw. “Just bring this.” Her hand drops to my crotch, squeezes once.

The room feels charged with electricity. Unresolved energy crackles between us. Behind her, in the kitchen, Jack stares down at his coffee, oblivious or in denial or both.

I step outside into the blinding sun. My legs are still shaky, my mind replaying every moment of what just happened. Saturday can’t come fast enough.
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