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Chapter 1

I sprawl on the couch, beer in hand, watching the Panthers get their asses handed to them. Again. The quarterback fumbles, and I launch the empty can at the TV. It hits the wall instead, adding another dent to my dad’s shitty apartment. Whatever. Not like he’s around to care anyway.

“You pussy-ass bitch!” I yell at the screen. The quarterback gets sacked.

The apartment feels too small, too hot. Walls closing in on me with their peeling paint and water stains. Dad won’t be home till late – another double shift at the warehouse. It’s just me and this bullshit game and the buzzing of the ancient refrigerator.

I grab another beer from the six-pack, popping it open with my teeth. The foam spills over my hand, and I lick it off. Yes, I’m eighteen. And yes, it’s illegal to drink. But who cares.

My phone buzzes with a text. It’s Mason from the team, asking if I’m coming to the party later. I ignore it. Instead, I scroll through my camera roll, stopping at the pic I snapped of Paul Wu’s face today after I shoved him into a locker. That look – fear mixed with resignation. It’s becoming my favorite expression. His expensive glasses hanging crooked on his nose, that designer shirt rumpled. Poor little rich boy.

“Not so high and mighty now, are you?” I mutter to the photo of the nerd, taking another swig of beer.

My thoughts drift to earlier today. Paul standing by his locker, those fucking AirPods in his ears, pretending I don’t exist. I’d knocked the books from his hands, watched them scatter across the hallway tile.

“Oops,” I’d said, smirking as he scrambled to pick them up. “Better be careful, Wu. Daddy might not buy you new ones if you break them.”

He hadn’t responded – never does anymore. Just kept his head down, gathering his shit. But I’d seen the tremble in his hands. That’s what I want. That’s what he deserves.

The game cuts to commercial – some ad for a luxury car I’ll never afford. I clench my jaw so hard it hurts. The Wu family probably has three of those in their garage. Probably wipes their asses with hundred-dollar bills too.

My eyes drift to the stack of past-due notices on the kitchen counter. Electric. Water. Rent. Dad tries to hide them, but I’m not stupid. Ever since Mom died and the store went under, we’ve been barely hanging on. And whose fault is that? Rich fucks like the Wu’s who think they can just take whatever they want.

I remember sitting in the back of Dad’s store while Mom was in the hospital, watching him count quarters to pay for her meds. Remember how he aged ten years in six months. Remember how he begged that soulless bank manager – practically on his knees – for just a little more time.

The rage builds in my gut, hot and familiar. I welcome it. It’s better than the alternative. Better than feeling helpless.

On screen, the Panthers turn over the ball again. “Jesus fucking Christ!” I slam my fist into the couch cushion. Even that piece of furniture is a hand-me-down, springs poking through the fabric like metal fingers reaching for my ass.

I think about school tomorrow. About seeing Paul in the hallway with his clean clothes and his perfect grades and his future all mapped out. About the way his mother drops him off in that shiny BMW, not a care in the world.

Cho Wu. Paul Wu’s mom… his Asian MILF mom. Now there’s a piece of work. I’ve only seen her a few times, but those were enough. The way she looks through people like they’re nothing but smudges on her designer sunglasses. The way she talks to the teachers like they’re her personal servants. Bet she’s never had to work a day in her life. Bet she doesn’t even know what it’s like to worry about keeping the lights on.

I drain the beer and crush the can in my fist. The aluminum gives way easily, bending to my will. Wish everything was that simple. Wish I could crush the Wu’s just as easily.

The fantasy plays out in my head: Paul crying, his parents begging, me standing over them, finally in control. I savor it, let it wash over me like a hot shower.

The game goes to halftime, and I’m about to grab another beer when there’s a knock at the door. Three sharp raps that cut through the announcer’s droning voice.

I freeze, beer halfway to my lips. We don’t get visitors. Ever. Is it the landlord? No, the landlord only shows up on the first, hand out for rent money. And it’s not like I have friends who drop by.

Another knock, more insistent this time.

“What the fuck?” I mutter, setting down the beer and pushing myself off the couch. My jersey it tight to my muscular frame. My hands clench into fists automatically as I approach the door.

Whoever’s on the other side knocks again, and I feel a surge of irritation. “I’m coming, Jesus!” I call out, voice gruff with annoyance.

I pause at the door, running a hand through my hair. It’s greasy – haven’t showered since yesterday’s practice. Not that I give a shit. I roll my shoulders back, stand tall. No matter who’s on the other side, they’re not seeing me look weak.

The knocking starts again, and I grab the handle, yanking the door open, ready to tell whoever it is to get the hell off my porch.

But the words die in my throat as I see who’s standing there.

Holy. Fucking. Shit. It’s her – Cho Wu. Paul’s mom. Standing on my doorstep like some kind of mirage, her black hair catching the dying sunlight. For a second, I think I’m hallucinating, that maybe the beer’s stronger than I thought. But no. She’s real. And she’s so much hotter up close than I ever realized.

My cock stirs in my pants immediately, like it’s got a mind of its own. An electric jolt zips straight from my brain to my dick. I swallow hard, trying to remember how to speak.

“Mrs. Wu?” I manage, my voice coming out lower than I intended.

She stares at me with those almond-shaped eyes – dark and angry and somehow sexy as fuck. Her face is like something carved from expensive marble, all sharp angles and smooth planes. No wrinkles. Nothing to show she’s forty. If I didn’t know better, I’d think she was in her twenties.

“Tyler Brady,” she says, and even the way she says my name makes my dick twitch. Her accent is barely there – just enough to make her voice exotic, forbidden.

Her lips are full and painted a deep red that matches her manicured nails. They move when she speaks, and all I can think about is how they’d look wrapped around my cock. Those lips could suck a man’s soul out through his dick. I’d bet money on it.

“Can I help you?” I ask, leaning against the door frame, trying to look casual while my heart pounds against my ribs like a fucking jackhammer.

The sundress she’s wearing should be illegal. It’s some flowy, yellow thing that looks expensive as hell – probably costs more than our rent. But it’s not the fabric that catches my eye. It’s what’s underneath. The top dips low, showing off tits that defy gravity and time. Full, round mounds pressing against the thin material, nipples just visible through the fabric. They’re huge – bigger than any of the girls at school. MILF tits. The kind you see in porn and think must be fake, but hers are real. I can tell.

My mouth goes dry. I try not to stare, but I’m just a guy, right? And those tits are right fucking there, like they’re gift-wrapped for me. The slight breeze pushes the dress against her body, outlining curves that make my palms sweat. Her waist is narrow, hips flaring out in that classic hourglass shape. The body of a college cheerleader who never stopped working out.

“May I come in?” she asks, and there’s steel in her voice. Command. This is a woman used to getting what she wants.

I think about saying no. About slamming the door in her perfect face. But curiosity – and my dick – won’t let me. Besides, she’s in my territory now. My turf. That gives me the advantage.

“Sure,” I say with a shrug, stepping aside. “Mi casa es su casa.” The Spanish sounds stupid coming out of my mouth, but I don’t care. I need to regain control somehow.

As she walks past me, I catch her scent – something expensive and floral that makes my head swim. Not like the body spray the girls at school wear. This is subtle. Classy. Rich.

Her hair falls in a straight, glossy curtain down her back, so black it almost looks blue under the cheap hallway light. It swings with each step, and I imagine grabbing it, wrapping it around my fist while I –

Fuck. Get it together, Brady.

The back view is just as good as the front. Her ass is tight and round, the sundress clinging to each cheek as she walks. I bet she does yoga or Pilates or whatever rich housewives do to stay in shape. It’s working. Her legs are long and toned, calves flexing with each step in those ridiculous high heels that probably cost more than my dad makes in a week.

I follow her into our shitty living room, suddenly aware of the beer cans, the stained carpet, the general state of disrepair. But then I think: fuck it. Let her see how the other half lives. Let her see what her kind reduced us to.

She turns to face me, and I notice a small gold necklace nestled in her cleavage, drawing my eyes right where they want to go anyway. A little crucifix, ironically nestled between those sinful tits. My mouth actually waters.

“Your home is…” she begins, looking around with barely disguised disdain.

“Not what you’re used to?” I finish for her, crossing my arms. My biceps flex – one advantage of not being able to afford a car is I bike everywhere. “Sorry we can’t all live in mansions, Mrs. Wu.”

Her eyes flick to my arms, then back to my face. Was that appreciation I saw? The thought makes my cock throb.

“Please, sit,” I say, gesturing to the couch like I’m some kind of gentleman host. The football game still plays in the background, but I’ve already forgotten which teams are playing.

She sits, crossing those killer legs, the dress riding up to reveal more of her thighs. They’re smooth and pale – not a blemish, not a dimple of cellulite. Of course not. Women like her probably get some fancy treatment to keep everything perfect.

I remain standing, looking down at her. I like this position – her having to look up at me. Puts me in charge.

“So,” I say, “to what do I owe the pleasure?” The word ‘pleasure’ comes out dirty, weighted with suggestion.

Her eyes narrow slightly, like she caught my tone and doesn’t appreciate it. Too fucking bad.

“I think you know why I’m here,” she says, and her voice does something to me. It’s like silk wrapping around my spine.

I shrug, still playing dumb. “No idea. But it must be pretty important for you to leave your big house and come all the way to this side of town.”

The air conditioning kicks on, blowing a current of air that makes her dress flutter. The hem rises higher on her thighs, and I swear I catch a glimpse of something lacy underneath. My cock is fully hard now, pressing against my jeans uncomfortably.

She uncrosses and recrosses her legs, and I’m reminded of that scene from Basic Instinct. Is she doing this on purpose? Teasing me? Testing me?

“May I have some water?” she asks, and her tongue darts out to wet those red lips. The sight of it – pink and moist – sends another jolt straight to my groin.

“Sure,” I say, heading to the kitchen. My back to her, I adjust myself in my pants, trying to get comfortable. I fill a glass from the tap – we don’t have any of that fancy bottled shit – and take a moment to collect myself.

When I return, she’s sitting straighter, her chest thrust forward in a way that makes the neckline of her dress gape slightly. I can see the lacy edge of her bra – black, of course – peeking out. It’s expensive-looking, not like the cotton stuff most moms probably wear. This is the kind designed to be seen, to tease.

I hand her the water, and our fingers brush. Her skin is soft, nails perfectly manicured. The simple touch sends electricity up my arm. I wonder if she felt it too because she pulls her hand back quickly, almost spilling the water.

“Thank you,” she says, taking a small sip. Her throat works as she swallows, and even that’s sexy somehow.

I drop into the armchair across from her, legs spread wide, deliberately claiming space. “So, Mrs. Wu,” I say, drawing out her name. “What brings you to my humble abode?”

She sets the glass down on the coffee table, leaving a perfect red lip print on the rim. “I believe we need to discuss your… interactions with my son.”

Ah. So that’s it. Mommy’s come to defend her precious boy. I should have known.

“Paul and I are just pals,” I say with a smirk. “Best buddies.”

Her face hardens, but somehow it makes her more beautiful. There’s fire in her eyes now, and it ignites something in me. I’ve never wanted to fuck someone I hated before, but right now, looking at her sitting in my living room like some queen deigning to visit a peasant, that’s exactly what I want to do. I want to mess up that perfect hair, smear that lipstick, make her scream my name until she forgets she’s supposed to be better than me.

“I believe,” she says, leaning forward slightly – which gives me an even better view of those amazing tits. “We have matters to discuss. Serious matters.”

And suddenly, I’m very, very glad she came to my door.

“I want you to stop bullying my son,” Cho says, her voice sharp as a blade. She sits across from me, back straight as a ruler, those red nails digging into her own thigh. Even pissed off, she’s hot as hell. I can’t stop staring at the way her chest rises and falls with each angry breath, the sundress stretched tight across those perfect tits. I almost laugh – she has no idea what’s coming.

“Bullying?” I repeat, feigning surprise. “Is that what Paul told you? That I’m bullying him?”

Her eyes narrow to dangerous slits. “Don’t play games with me, Tyler. I know exactly what you’ve been doing. The pushing, the threats, the humiliation.” She leans forward, and the movement causes her dress to shift, revealing more of her cleavage. “It stops now.”

I stretch my arms across the back of my chair, deliberately casual. “Or what?”

“Or I’ll go to the principal. The school board. The police if necessary.” Her accent gets thicker when she’s angry, each word coming out precise and clipped. “I have evidence. Other students have come forward.”

“That right?” I scratch my jaw, letting my eyes drift slowly down her body. “And what exactly did these… witnesses tell you? That your precious boy is completely innocent? That he never does anything to deserve what he gets?”

Her expression falters for just a second. Bingo. She knows Paul isn’t as squeaky clean as she pretends.

“My son would never –”

“Your son,” I cut her off, “has a real nasty mouth on him when adults aren’t around.” I lean forward now, matching her posture. “Did he tell you what he said about my mom? About how she ‘did everyone a favor’ by dying? How she was ‘probably just another white trash druggie’?”

Cho’s face pales slightly, those red lips parting in surprise. “I… I don’t believe you.”

“Don’t you?” I cock my head. “You think your son is so perfect? So innocent? The apple doesn’t fall far from the tree, Mrs. Wu.”

Her chest heaves with a sharp intake of breath. I can see she’s struggling to maintain her composure. Good.

“Even if Paul said something inappropriate – which I doubt – it doesn’t justify months of harassment.” She brushes an invisible speck from her dress, a nervous gesture. “Two wrongs don’t make a right.”

I let out a harsh laugh. “Spare me the fortune cookie wisdom.”

Her eyes flash dangerously. “You think this is funny? You think tormenting a classmate is amusing?”

“I think it’s funny that you come to my house, dressed like that,” I gesture at her outfit, “thinking you can intimidate me with threats.” I lean back again, spreading my legs wider. “You have no idea who you’re dealing with.”

“I know exactly who I’m dealing with,” she snaps. “A bully. A coward who targets those weaker than himself because he lacks the courage to face his own problems.”

My jaw tightens. She’s pushing buttons she doesn’t even know exist. “You want to talk about courage? About problems?” I stand up suddenly, looming over her. “Let’s talk about your family’s money. Let’s talk about how Paul shows up to school in clothes that cost more than my dad makes in a week. How he brags about vacations to countries I can’t even pronounce. How he looks down his nose at everyone who isn’t in his tax bracket.”

Cho rises too, but she’s still shorter than me, even in those ridiculous heels. “This is about money? You’re bullying my son because we’re financially comfortable?”

“Comfortable?” I laugh again, but there’s no humor in it. “Is that what you call it? Living in that mansion, driving luxury cars, treating everyone else like they’re beneath you?”

Her perfume fills my nostrils as she takes a step closer. I can see the pulse beating in her neck, the flush of anger on her cheeks. It’s hot as fuck, and I hate myself for thinking it.

“Our family worked hard for what we have,” she says, voice low and intense. “My husband built his business from nothing. We don’t owe you or anyone else an apology for our success.”

I clap slowly, deliberately insulting. “Bravo. Great speech. Did you practice that in the mirror of your marble bathroom? Right before you decided which designer outfit to wear to come slum it in my neighborhood?”

She inhales sharply. “I don’t have to listen to this. I came here to resolve this situation civilly, but clearly that’s impossible.” She reaches for her purse – some tiny thing that probably costs a month’s rent. “I’ll be speaking to the authorities.”

I block her path to the door. “Go ahead. Call the cops. Tell them how you showed up uninvited at an eighteen-year-old boy’s house. How you came in and threatened me. I wonder what they’ll make of that?”

Confusion flickers across her face. “You’re twisting things.”

“Am I? Your word against mine, Mrs. Wu. You sure you want to go down that road?” I step closer, invading her space. “And when I tell the cops that you came here dressed like this, looking the way you do, what conclusions do you think they’ll draw?”

Her hand goes to her chest, fingers tracing the gold cross nervously. “That’s disgusting. I’m old enough to be your mother.”

“Yet here you are,” I say softly, “in my house. Just the two of us.”

She backs up a step, bumping into the coffee table. “You’re trying to intimidate me.”

“I’m just pointing out facts. You came to me, remember?” I can smell her fear now, mixed with that expensive perfume. It’s intoxicating. “But we’re getting off track. Let’s get back to the real issue between us.”

“Which is?” Her voice wavers slightly.

I lock eyes with her. “I know what kind of person you are, Cho. I know exactly who the Wu family is and what you’re capable of.”

She frowns, genuinely confused. “What are you talking about?”

“Brady Hardware. On Maple Street. Ring any bells?” I watch her face carefully.

Recognition dawns in her eyes, followed quickly by something else. Guilt? Embarrassment? She tries to hide it, but I catch it.

“That was your father’s store?” she asks softly.

“Bingo.” I tap my temple. “The lady finally catches on.”

She swallows hard. “That was business. Nothing personal.”

“Nothing personal?” My voice rises despite my efforts to stay cool. “You sued my father into bankruptcy! You destroyed our lives over what? A faulty ladder? A fucking ladder that your husband probably misused in the first place!”

“The injury was serious,” she says defensively. “Li needed surgery. He couldn’t work for months.”

“And my dad lost everything!” I’m shouting now, the old rage boiling up. “The store had been in our family for three generations! My mom got sick right after, and we couldn’t even afford decent healthcare for her. She died in a county hospital while your husband was recovering in some private suite with nurses at his beck and call!”

Cho’s face has drained of color. “I… I didn’t know.”

“Of course you didn’t. Why would you care? Just another casualty of your family’s ruthless pursuit of more money. Money you didn’t even need!” I step closer again, fury and lust making a toxic cocktail in my veins. “My dad works twelve-hour shifts at a warehouse now. He’s broken. A shell. And your precious son has the nerve to make comments about my dead mother?”

She looks away, unable to meet my eyes. “I’m sorry about your mother. Truly. But that lawsuit… it wasn’t personal. Our lawyer advised –”

“Save it.” I cut her off with a wave of my hand. “I don’t want your apologies or your excuses. They don’t change anything.”

Her chin comes up, defiance returning. “So this is revenge? Hurting my son to get back at us?”

I smile, slow and cruel. “Now you’re getting it. Every time I see your son flinch, every time he looks over his shoulder in fear, it’s a tiny bit of justice. For my dad. For my mom. For me.”

Cho takes a deep breath, her magnificent chest rising with the effort. “What you’re doing is wrong. Two wrongs don’t make a right.”

“There’s that fortune cookie wisdom again.” I mock her with a fake Chinese accent, knowing it’s childish but unable to stop myself.

She flinches but holds her ground. “What will it take? For you to leave Paul alone? What do you want?”

And there it is. The opening I’ve been waiting for. I let my eyes roam over her body again, taking my time, making sure she notices.

“What do I want?” I repeat, voice dropping lower. “That’s an interesting question, Cho.”

Her eyes widen slightly at my use of her first name. “Money? Is that it? Do you want us to pay you?”

I laugh. “I don’t want your charity.”

“Then what?” There’s desperation in her voice now. She wants this resolved, wants to protect her son. She’ll do anything. I can see it in her eyes.

I step even closer. Now we’re almost touching. I can feel the heat coming off her body, see the rapid rise and fall of her chest, smell the fear and something else – something she’s probably not even aware of herself.

“What I want,” I say slowly, letting each word hang in the air, “is something much more… personal.”

Her breath catches. She understands now, or at least she’s beginning to. I see the realization dawning in those dark eyes.

“What exactly are you suggesting?” she asks, voice barely above a whisper.

I don’t answer immediately. Let her stew in it. Let her mind race through the possibilities, each more scandalous than the last.

“I think you know,” I finally say. “I think you knew the moment you walked through that door.”

She shakes her head, but it’s weak, unconvincing. “You can’t be serious.”

“Dead serious,” I confirm. “You asked what it would take for me to leave your son alone. I’m telling you.”

“That’s… that’s blackmail.” Her voice trembles. “It’s illegal.”

I shrug. “So is harassment. So is trespassing. So is falsely accusing someone of sexual impropriety. We all have our crimes, Mrs. Wu.”

She’s breathing faster now, her perfect breasts straining against the thin fabric of her dress. “What do you want me to do?” she finally asks, defeat in her voice.

And I smile, knowing I’ve won.

“I want to fuck a rich MILF,” I say, the words hanging in the air between us like smoke. Her eyes widen, those red lips parting in shock. I don’t flinch, don’t look away. I’ve thought about this – fantasized about it – more times than I can count. Women like her, with their perfect bodies and their condescending smiles. Women who think they’re untouchable. “That’s my price for leaving your precious son alone.”

Cho takes a step back, her hand flying to her throat. “You can’t be serious.” But her voice wavers, uncertainty bleeding through.

“Dead serious.” I move closer, closing the distance she tried to create. “Consider it… reparations. Your family took something from mine. Now I take something from yours.”

“This is insane,” she whispers. “I’m forty years old. I’m married. I’m –”

“Hot as fuck,” I finish for her. “Don’t pretend you don’t know it. Don’t pretend men don’t stare when you walk by in clothes like that.” I gesture to her sundress, which suddenly seems designed specifically to torture me. “You knew exactly what you were doing coming here dressed like that.”

“I did not!” Her accent thickens with indignation. “This is completely inappropriate. I’m leaving.” She attempts to step around me, but I block her path again.

“Go ahead,” I challenge. “Walk out that door. But know that tomorrow, Paul’s life gets worse. Much worse. And the day after that? Even worse. Until he transfers schools or has a complete breakdown. Your choice.”

Her face pales, but her eyes flash with anger. “You’re disgusting.”

“And you’re desperate,” I counter. “Desperate enough to come here alone. Desperate enough to do anything to protect your son.” I lean in, close enough to smell her perfume, to see the rapid pulse at the base of her throat. “Isn’t that right, Cho?”

She doesn’t answer, but she doesn’t move toward the door either. Got her.

“Take off your dress,” I command, my voice low and steady.

Her head snaps up, eyes wide with disbelief. “What?”

“You heard me.” I cross my arms over my chest, making sure she sees the muscles flex beneath my jersey. “Take. It. Off.”

“I will not –”

“You will,” I cut her off. “Unless you want Paul to suffer even more than he already has. Think about it, Cho. Is your pride worth your son’s safety? His mental health? His future?”

I can see the war raging behind those dark eyes – maternal instinct versus self-preservation. I know which will win. It’s the same choice my mother would have made for me.

“No one will ever know about this,” I add, sweetening the deal. “Just you and me. And afterward, I leave Paul alone. Completely. He becomes invisible to me.”

Her hands tremble slightly as they move to the thin straps of her sundress. “This is wrong,” she whispers, but it sounds like she’s trying to convince herself more than me.

“So was destroying my father’s business,” I reply coldly. “So was letting my mother die without proper care.”

Something flashes in her eyes – guilt, maybe. Good. She should feel guilty.

With trembling fingers, she slides one strap off her shoulder, then the other. The dress clings to her breasts for a moment, as if reluctant to reveal what’s beneath. Then, with a deep breath, she pushes it down over her hips, letting it pool at her feet.

My breath catches in my throat. Holy shit.

Cho Wu stands before me in nothing but a black lace bra and matching panties, and the reality is better than any fantasy I could have conjured. Her body is unbelievable – toned and tight with just the right amount of curve. Her skin is pale and flawless, like expensive porcelain.

The bra is some fancy European shit, with intricate lace patterns that barely contain her full breasts. They spill over the cups slightly, creating a cleavage deep enough to drown in. The panties are equally elaborate – a tiny triangle of lace connected by thin straps that sit high on her hips, emphasizing the narrowness of her waist and the fullness of her ass.

“Jesus,” I breathe, unable to hide my reaction. My cock is painfully hard now, straining against my jeans.

Cho crosses her arms over her chest, trying to shield herself from my gaze. “Are you satisfied?” she asks bitterly.

“Not even close.” I reach out and pull her arms away from her body. “Don’t hide. I want to see what I’m getting.”

She glares at me but drops her arms to her sides, standing straight despite her humiliation. There’s a dignity to her even now, and it pisses me off. I want her broken, like my family was broken.

“Turn around,” I order. “Slowly.”

Her jaw clenches, but she complies, turning in a small circle. From behind, she’s just as spectacular. The panties cut high across her ass cheeks, revealing their perfect roundness. Her back is slender, with a delicate curve at the small of it before flaring to those hips. The bra strap cuts across smooth skin, and I have a sudden urge to unhook it with my teeth.

“Not bad for a forty-year-old MILF bitch,” I say, deliberately making it sound like an insult even though she puts girls my age to shame. “Do you work out, or is this all paid for? Surgeon’s knife?” I’m being cruel, and I know it. But cruelty feels good right now.

“I have never had surgery,” she says stiffly, her back still to me. “This is natural.”

“I bet you’re really popular with your husband’s business partners,” I mutter, then louder: “Face me.”

She turns back around, chin high despite her state of undress. A queen even in her underwear. I hate that about her. I hate that I can’t fully humiliate her.

I step closer, close enough that I can feel the heat radiating from her skin. She flinches but holds her ground. Brave. Or stupid.

“You know what’s funny?” I ask, circling her like a shark. “All those times I saw you at school events, looking down your nose at everyone. All those times you pulled up in your fancy car, wearing your fancy clothes. I used to think: ‘What would the perfect Mrs. Wu look like underneath it all?’ And now I know.”

I reach out, letting my fingertips graze her shoulder. She shivers but doesn’t pull away.

“Please,” she says softly. “This has gone far enough. I’ll pay you. Whatever you want.”

I laugh, the sound harsh even to my own ears. “I don’t want your money, Cho. I want you. I want to take something precious from you, just like your family took from mine.”

Her eyes glisten with unshed tears, but she blinks them back fiercely. “My son –”

“Will be fine,” I finish for her. “As long as you do exactly what I say.” I look her up and down again, not bothering to hide my hunger. “And right now, I’m saying sit on that couch.”

She hesitates, looking at the worn sofa like it might be diseased. Another reminder of the gap between our worlds.

“Sit,” I repeat, harder this time.

With a small, defeated sigh, she moves to the couch and perches on the edge, knees pressed tightly together, back straight as a rod. Even in submission, she’s trying to maintain control.

I move to stand directly in front of her, my crotch at her eye level. The position is deliberate, a power play she can’t miss. Her eyes flick to the bulge in my jeans, then quickly away.

“Do you know how many times I’ve jerked off thinking about this?” I ask conversationally, enjoying the way her cheeks flush at my words. “About having Paul’s hot mom at my mercy?”

“You’re disgusting,” she repeats, but there’s less conviction now.

“Maybe,” I acknowledge with a shrug. “But I’m the disgusting guy who holds your son’s future in his hands. So what does that make you?”

The barb hits home; I see it in the way her shoulders slump ever so slightly. Victory tastes sweet.

I look down at her, drinking in the sight. Cho Wu, in her expensive underwear, sitting on my shitty couch, waiting for my next command. The contrast is delicious. Her dark hair falls around her shoulders, framing her perfect face. Those full lips press together in a tight line of displeasure, but it only makes me want to force them open.

Her breasts rise and fall with each shallow breath she takes. In that black lace, they look like gifts waiting to be unwrapped. The bra is struggling to contain them – full and heavy, with just a hint of the darker areola visible through the pattern of the lace.

My gaze travels lower, to the flat plane of her stomach – no sign of having carried a child there. The muscles tense under my scrutiny. Lower still to those panties, which hide just enough to drive me crazy. I can make out the slight outline of her pussy lips through the thin material.

“Spread your legs,” I command, my voice rougher now with need.

She closes her eyes briefly, as if gathering strength. “Tyler, please –”

“Spread. Your. Legs.” Each word is a hammer blow.

With visible reluctance, she uncrosses her knees and parts them slightly.

“More,” I demand.

Another inch.

“More.” I’m relentless.

Finally, her legs are shoulder-width apart, revealing the full view of those black panties stretched across her mound. I can see a slight dampness there, though I’m sure she’d deny it if I pointed it out.

“Look at me,” I say.

Her eyes meet mine, and I see a complex mixture of emotions there – fear, anger, humiliation, and something else. Something she’s trying desperately to hide.

“You’re going to do everything I say,” I tell her, holding her gaze. “Everything. And when we’re done, your son never hears from me again. But if you refuse, or if you ever tell anyone about this, I will make his life a living hell. And then I’ll make sure everyone knows what his mother did to make it stop. Understood?”

She swallows hard, then nods once, a barely perceptible movement.

“Say it,” I press. “Say you understand.”

“I understand,” she whispers, each syllable clearly painful.

“Good girl,” I mock, patting her cheek condescendingly. “Now we can begin.”

I drop onto the sofa, the worn springs groaning under my weight. My cock throbs painfully against my zipper – it’s been hard since the moment I saw her standing at my door. I pat the cushion beside me. “Come here,” I command, watching her internal struggle play across her face. This is it. The moment of truth. Will the high-and-mighty Mrs. Wu actually go through with this to save her precious son? My hands aren’t numb, but there’s a warmth in my chest – not guilt, but something hotter, darker. Power.

Cho hesitates, her eyes darting to the door as if calculating her chances of escape. I can almost see the gears turning in her head, weighing her options. But there’s only one option, and we both know it.

“Don’t make me wait,” I say, voice hard. “Every second you stall is another day I make Paul’s life hell.”

That does it. She moves toward me, each step reluctant but deliberate. The black lace of her underwear contrasts sharply with her pale skin under the harsh living room light. She sits beside me, perched on the edge of the cushion, keeping as much distance as possible. Her thighs press together, arms crossed over her chest protectively.

“Closer,” I demand.

She slides over, inch by inch, until our thighs almost touch. I can feel the heat radiating from her body, smell the expensive perfume clinging to her skin.

I reach for my zipper, the sound of it sliding down obscenely loud in the quiet room. Cho flinches but doesn’t look away. Beneath my jeans, my cock strains against my boxers, forming a tent that can’t be ignored.

“You’re going to stroke my cock,” I tell her, hooking my thumbs into my waistband. “You’re going to make me feel good.”

“This is rape,” she whispers, but there’s no conviction in her voice.

I laugh, lifting my hips to push my jeans and boxers down. “No, it’s a transaction. Your dignity for your son’s safety. Simple economics. Something your family should understand very well.”

My cock springs free, hard and ready. I’m not small – years of sports and good genetics saw to that. The head is swollen and dark, a bead of pre-cum glistening at the tip. I watch Cho’s face as she takes it in, her eyes widening slightly.

“Touch it,” I order, leaning back against the couch cushions. “Show me how far you’ll go to protect your little boy.”

Her hand shakes as she reaches out, hesitating just inches from my cock. I can see the gold band of her wedding ring catching the light – a reminder of the life I’m forcing her to betray. It only makes this sweeter.

“I can’t,” she says, hand frozen in mid-air.

I grab her wrist, my fingers easily circling the delicate bone. “You can,” I growl, “and you will.” I force her hand down, wrapping her fingers around my shaft. “There. Not so hard, was it?”

Her hand is soft, the nails perfectly manicured – the hand of a woman who’s never had to work a day in her life. Now it’s wrapped around my cock, and the sight is even better than I imagined. Those red nails against my skin, the gold ring a flash of defiance. I guide her hand up and down, setting the rhythm I want.

“That’s it,” I encourage, my voice growing husky. “Grip it tighter.”

Her fingers tighten reluctantly, and I groan at the increased pressure. “Yeah, just like that.”

I release her wrist, but she continues the motion, knowing what will happen if she stops. Up and down, her hand moves mechanically at first, clinical, like she’s performing a distasteful task. But I don’t care if she enjoys it. This isn’t about her pleasure – it’s about her humiliation.

“Faster,” I demand, and she complies, increasing the pace of her strokes.

Pre-cum leaks from the tip, making her hand slide more smoothly. I watch her face as she works my cock – the concentration, the disgust she tries to hide, the resignation. It’s fucking beautiful.

“You ever do this to your husband?” I ask, deliberately crude. “Jack him off like this? Or is he too old and shriveled up to get hard anymore?”

Color floods her cheeks, but she says nothing, keeping her eyes fixed on her moving hand.

“I bet he can’t satisfy you,” I continue, enjoying the way she winces at my words. “I bet you lie there in your big fancy bed, faking it while he huffs and puffs on top of you. Or maybe you let the pool boy have a go at your MILF pussy to keep you happy.”

Her rhythm falters, and I grab her wrist again, squeezing hard enough to hurt. “Don’t stop,” I warn.

She resumes stroking, her breathing shallow now. I notice a flush spreading across her chest, pinking the tops of her breasts where they swell above the black lace. Is she getting turned on by this? The thought makes my cock throb in her hand.

“Maybe that’s why you came here today,” I suggest, letting my free hand drift to her thigh. “Maybe you wanted this all along. Rich bitch looking for a young stud to give her what her old man can’t.”

“That’s not true,” she protests, but her voice sounds strained. My fingers trace patterns on her thigh, moving steadily upward. She doesn’t stop me.

“No?” I challenge. “Then why are you wet?”

Her eyes snap to mine, shocked. “I’m not –”

“Liar.” I move my hand higher, brushing against the lace of her panties. Sure enough, there’s dampness there. “See? Your body knows what it wants, even if you won’t admit it.”

Shame crosses her face, but she doesn’t stop stroking my cock. If anything, her grip tightens, her movements becoming more fluid. The sound is slick and obscene in the quiet room.

I reach up with my other hand, cupping one of her breasts through the lace bra. She gasps but doesn’t pull away. The weight of it fills my palm perfectly – heavy and soft. I can feel the hardened nipple pressing against my palm, betraying her arousal further.

“Nice tits,” I comment, squeezing roughly. “Real, like you said. Impressive for your age.”

She bites her lower lip, smearing the red lipstick slightly. The sight of those perfect teeth pressing into that full lip sends a jolt straight to my cock.

I slip my hand inside the cup of her bra, feeling the soft skin directly. Her nipple is hard against my fingers as I pinch it, twisting slightly. She makes a small sound – not quite a moan, but close enough.

“You like that, don’t you?” I taunt. “Being felt up by a guy young enough to be your son? While you jerk him off on your cheap couch?”

“Stop talking,” she whispers, but there’s no force behind it.

I laugh, pinching her nipple harder. “Why? Does the truth bother you? That you’re nothing but a desperate slut who’d do anything – even this – to protect her spoiled brat?”

Her hand moves faster on my cock, whether from anger or arousal I can’t tell. I don’t care. It feels amazing either way. Her thumb brushes over the sensitive head, spreading the pre-cum around. She knows what she’s doing, I’ll give her that. Not her first rodeo.

I pull the cup of her bra down roughly, exposing her breast completely. It’s perfect – full and round, the nipple dark and erect. I lean forward and take it in my mouth, sucking hard. Cho gasps, her hand faltering on my cock for just a moment before resuming its rhythm.

The taste of her skin is intoxicating – clean and slightly sweet. I flick my tongue over her nipple, feeling it harden further. With my teeth, I graze the sensitive bud, enjoying the way she squirms beside me.

“Fuck,” I breathe against her skin. “You taste expensive.”

My hand finds her other breast, freeing it from the confines of the bra. Now both perfect mounds are exposed, jiggling slightly with each movement of her arm as she continues to stroke me. I alternate between them, sucking one while pinching the other, marking her pale skin with red splotches that will be hidden beneath her clothes when she returns to her perfect life. But she’ll know they’re there. She’ll feel them with every movement, a reminder of what she did. What I made her do.

“Tell me you like it,” I demand, pulling back to look at her face.

She shakes her head, lips pressed firmly together.

I grab her hair, yanking her head back. “Tell me,” I repeat, voice low and dangerous.

“I… I like it,” she whispers, the words barely audible.

“Louder.”

“I like it,” she says, clearer this time, though I can hear the shame in her voice.

“What do you like, Cho? Be specific.” I twist her nipple again, harder.

She gasps, her hand squeezing my cock reflexively. “I like… touching you. I like you touching my… my breasts.”

“Your tits,” I correct her. “Call them what they are. They’re tits. Big, perfect tits that you’re letting a teenage boy play with.”

Her face burns with humiliation, but she complies. “My tits,” she whispers. “I like you touching my tits.”

“There’s a good MILF,” I mock, releasing her hair. “Now go faster. Make me cum.”

Her hand becomes a blur on my shaft, working me with increasing skill. The wet sounds of her palm sliding over my cock fill the room, punctuated by my heavy breathing. I continue to maul her breasts, alternating between rough squeezes and gentler caresses that make her breath catch.

“You know what I’m going to do?” I ask, my voice thick with arousal. “I’m going to cum all over those perfect tits of yours. Mark you like the slut you are.”

She doesn’t protest, just keeps stroking, her eyes fixed on my cock now. Is that hunger I see in them? Or just resignation? Either way, it’s fucking hot.

I feel the pressure building, the familiar tightening in my balls. Her hand feels better than I imagined – soft yet firm, the movements practiced and precise. The rich bitch knows how to please a man, I’ll give her that.

“Tell me you want it,” I demand, feeling myself getting close. “Tell me you want my cum.”

She hesitates, and I pinch her nipple hard, making her yelp. “Say it!”

“I want it,” she says, the words rushing out. “I want your… your cum.”

“Where do you want it?”

Another hesitation, shorter this time. “On my… my tits.”

“Beg for it.” I’m relentless, determined to strip away every last shred of her dignity.

She swallows hard, her eyes closing briefly. When they open again, there’s a resignation in them that’s somehow even more arousing than resistance would be.

“Please,” she says softly. “Please cum on my tits. I… I want you to.”

It’s the final push I need. With a groan, I feel the release building, unstoppable now. “Fuck, here it comes,” I warn, my hips lifting off the couch involuntarily.

Her hand keeps working, wringing the pleasure from me as the first spurt erupts from my cock, landing in a hot streak across her exposed breast. Another follows, and another, until both breasts are decorated with white streaks of my cum, some of it dripping down to her stomach.

She doesn’t stop stroking until I’m completely spent, milking every last drop from me. Then she sits there, covered in my seed, hand still wrapped around my softening cock, looking both beautiful and utterly debased.

I reach out, smearing the cum across her breasts with my fingers, rubbing it into her skin like lotion. “Now you’re marked,” I tell her, satisfaction coursing through me. “Every time you look at yourself in the mirror, you’ll remember this moment. Remember what you did to protect your precious son.”

She says nothing, but I can see the hatred burning behind her eyes – hatred for me, but also, I suspect, for herself. For her own weakness. For the part of her that might have actually enjoyed this.

And we’re just getting started.

My cock is still sticky with my own cum, but already I feel it stirring again. Cho sits beside me, her perfect tits marked with my seed, her face a mask of shame. But we’re not done. Not even close. The rush of power I feel is like nothing I’ve experienced before – better than scoring the winning touchdown, better than any drug. She wears nothing but those black panties now, her bra pushed down around her waist, her body exposed and vulnerable. Her lipstick is smeared slightly, her hair mussed where I grabbed it – a once-perfect doll now rumpled by rough play. And I want to rumple her even more.

“Clean yourself up,” I tell her, nodding toward the box of tissues on the end table. It’s a small kindness, but even that feels like a power move. I’m in control. I decide when she suffers and when she gets relief.

She reaches for the tissues with trembling fingers, wiping at the cooling cum on her breasts. Her movements are mechanical, her eyes vacant. She’s retreated somewhere inside herself. That won’t do.

“Hey,” I snap my fingers in front of her face. “Stay present. I’m not done with you yet.”

Those dark eyes refocus, anger flashing briefly before being swallowed by resignation. “What more do you want?” she asks, voice barely above a whisper. “I did what you asked.”

I laugh, the sound harsh in the quiet room. “That was just the appetizer, Mrs. Wu. Now I want the main course.”

Confusion flickers across her face, then understanding dawns. I see her throat work as she swallows hard.

“On your knees,” I order, pointing to the space between my legs.

She doesn’t move immediately, and I can see her weighing her options again. Testing the boundaries of our arrangement.

“Your son,” I remind her simply. Two words, but they carry all the threat she needs to hear.

With a small, defeated sound, Cho slides off the couch onto the floor. Her knees make a soft thud against the worn carpet as she positions herself between my spread legs. From this angle, looking down at her, she seems smaller somehow. Less intimidating. Just a woman on her knees, preparing to service a boy half her age.

The thought makes my cock twitch, hardening rapidly despite having just cum minutes ago. The benefits of youth. I doubt her ancient husband can recover this quickly. Probably needs a blue pill just to get it up in the first place.

“Take it in your mouth,” I command, gesturing to my semi-hard cock.

She stares at it, lips pressed into a thin line. “I can’t do this.”

“Sure you can.” I reach out, tracing her jawline with my fingertips. Such delicate bone structure. “Just think of it as sucking on a popsicle. I bet you’re good at that, aren’t you? Rich ladies like you, always watching their figures, eating popsicles instead of real desserts.”

Her nostrils flare with anger or humiliation – probably both – but she doesn’t respond to the taunt.

I grab her chin, forcing her to look at me. “Let me make this very clear, Cho. Either my cock goes in your mouth, or your son’s life becomes a living nightmare. Your choice.”

She takes a deep, shuddering breath, then leans forward. Her hands rest lightly on my thighs for balance as she brings her face closer to my crotch. I can feel her breath, warm against my skin, causing my cock to harden further in anticipation.

With visible reluctance, she parts those red lips and takes the head of my cock into her mouth. The wet heat engulfs me, and I have to stifle a groan. Her mouth is incredible – warm, wet, and soft. Her lipstick leaves a red ring around my shaft as she takes me deeper.

“Fuck,” I breathe, one hand moving to the back of her head. “That’s it.”

She begins to bob her head slowly, taking me deeper with each downward movement. Her technique is practiced – clearly not her first time giving head. I wonder if her husband appreciates what a talented mouth his wife has, or if he’s too busy with his business empire to notice.

“Eyes up,” I order. “Look at me while you suck my cock.”

Her eyes flick upward, meeting mine. The humiliation I see there only heightens my arousal. Cho Wu, successful businessman’s wife, mother of my victim, is on her knees with my cock in her mouth. And she’s looking up at me with those dark, expressive eyes that can’t hide her shame.

Perfect.

I guide her movements with the hand on the back of her head, setting a rhythm that pleases me. Not too fast – I want this to last. I want to savor every moment of her degradation.

“Use your tongue more,” I instruct, and she complies, her tongue swirling around the head of my cock before flattening against the underside as she takes me deeper. “Yeah, like that. Good girl.”

The praise seems to affect her – I feel her shudder slightly, though whether from disgust or something else, I can’t tell. Her mouth works me skillfully, lips tight around my shaft, cheeks hollowing as she sucks.

“You’re good at this,” I comment, my voice rough with pleasure. “Do you like sucking cock, Cho? Is it something you missed? Something your husband can’t give you anymore?”

She makes a small noise of protest around my cock, the vibration sending jolts of pleasure up my spine. I laugh, threading my fingers through her silky hair.

“I’ll take that as a yes,” I say, pushing her head down further, forcing more of my length into her mouth. “Take it deeper. All the way.”

She struggles as my cock hits the back of her throat, her gag reflex activating. Her hands push against my thighs, trying to pull back, but I hold her firmly in place.

“Relax your throat,” I instruct, not unkindly. “Breathe through your nose. You can do it.”

After a moment, she manages to control her gagging, and I feel the tight constriction of her throat as she swallows around me. The sensation is incredible – hot, wet pressure all around my cock.

“That’s it,” I praise, easing my grip slightly to let her breathe. “See? Not so hard.”

She pulls back, gasping for air, a strand of saliva connecting her lips to my cock. Her lipstick is smeared now, her eyes watery. She looks utterly debauched, and it’s the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.

“Again,” I command, my voice leaving no room for argument.

With a resigned sigh, she takes me in her mouth once more. This time, she goes deeper on her own, taking my cock to the back of her throat without my guidance. She’s learning what I want, adapting to please me. To protect her son.

I watch her, mesmerized by the sight of my cock disappearing between those red lips. Her hair falls forward, a curtain of black silk that I brush aside to keep the view unobstructed. I want to see everything.

“Hollow your cheeks,” I instruct. “Suck harder.”

She complies, and the increased pressure nearly makes me groan aloud. Her mouth is like a vacuum, drawing pleasure from the deepest parts of me. Pre-cum leaks from my tip, and I know she can taste it. The thought of my essence on her tongue, being swallowed by her unwillingly, sends another wave of arousal through me.

“Take it all,” I urge, my hips starting to move subtly, small thrusts that push my cock deeper into her mouth. “Every inch.”

She struggles but manages to take more of me, her nose nearly touching my pubic hair. I feel her throat constrict around the head of my cock as she suppresses her gag reflex. The sensation is divine.

“That’s it,” I breathe, watching her in awe. “All the way.”

And then she does it – takes me completely into her mouth, her lips touching the base of my cock, her nose pressing against my skin. I can feel her throat working around me, swallowing convulsively. Her eyes water with the effort, but she holds the position.

“Holy shit,” I mutter, genuinely impressed. “Look at you. Taking all of me like a pro.”

She holds for a moment longer, then pulls back, gasping for breath. Her chest heaves with the effort, those perfect breasts rising and falling hypnotically. A mixture of saliva and pre-cum coats her lips, making them shine in the dim light.

Before she can recover fully, I guide her back down. “Again,” I demand.

And she does it again, taking all of me into her throat. The wet, sucking sounds fill the room, punctuated by her muffled gags when I push too far, too fast. But she adapts quickly, finding a rhythm that allows her to breathe between deep-throating my cock.

I feel powerful, invincible. This woman – this sophisticated, wealthy, perfect woman – is servicing me like a common whore. And she’s good at it. Really good. Better than any girl my age has ever been.

“Your husband is a lucky man,” I say, watching her work. “Or maybe not so lucky, if he’s too old to appreciate what he has.”

She makes a small sound of protest around my cock, but doesn’t stop her movements. Her hands have moved from my thighs to the base of my shaft, one gripping me firmly while the other cups my balls gently. She’s getting into it now, whether she wants to admit it or not.

I decide to test her further. Removing my hand from her head, I lean back, giving her free rein. “Show me what you can do,” I challenge. “Show me how you please your husband.”

Something flashes in her eyes – defiance, maybe – but she doesn’t stop. Instead, she adjusts her technique, taking me in long, smooth strokes, her tongue swirling around the head each time she pulls back. It’s expert-level head, and I have to concentrate not to cum immediately.

“Fuck,” I breathe, genuinely impressed. “Where’d you learn to suck cock like that?”

She doesn’t answer – can’t answer with her mouth full – but the question was rhetorical anyway. I don’t care about her sexual history. I only care about how she’s making me feel right now, which is fucking amazing.

Her head bobs faster now, her rhythm steady and precise. She’s found what works – what makes my breath catch and my thighs tense – and she’s exploiting it. Smart woman. The sooner I cum, the sooner this is over for her. But I’m not ready for it to end yet.

I place my hand back on her head, slowing her movements. “Not so fast,” I murmur. “I want to enjoy this.”

She looks up at me, those dark eyes resentful but resigned. I hold her gaze as I guide her movements, setting a deliberately slow pace that teases us both. Her lips stretch around my girth, red and swollen from the friction. It’s a sight I’ll never forget.

“That’s it,” I encourage, my voice husky with need. “Take it nice and slow.”

She follows my lead, matching the pace I set. The wet sounds of her mouth on my cock are obscene in the quiet room, punctuated only by my heavy breathing. I can see her nipples are hard, her breasts swaying slightly with each movement of her head. Is she getting turned on by this? The thought makes my cock throb in her mouth.

“You like this, don’t you?” I accuse softly. “Secretly. Deep down. You like being on your knees for a younger man.”

She makes a sound of denial around my cock, but the vibration only increases my pleasure. I laugh, then moan as she takes me particularly deep.

“Liar,” I whisper. “Your body doesn’t lie, bitch. Those hard nipples don’t lie.”

She closes her eyes, as if to block out my words, but keeps sucking. Her technique is flawless – varying pressure, depth, and speed to keep me on edge. If I didn’t know better, I’d think she was trying to make this good for me, not just enduring it to protect her son.

I run my fingers through her silky hair, gathering it at the nape of her neck. Then I tighten my grip, not painful but firm, taking control again. “Enough teasing,” I decide. “Time to finish what you started.”

I grip Cho’s head firmly between my hands, fingers tangling in her silky black hair. No more letting her set the pace. No more of her controlled, expert technique. It’s time to show her exactly who’s in charge here.

“Open wide,” I command, voice rough with lust. “And don’t even think about using your teeth.”

Her eyes widen with understanding and fear as I position my cock at her lips. This isn’t a blowjob anymore. This is me fucking her face.

She tries to pull back, her hands pushing against my thighs, but I hold her steady. “Remember our deal,” I warn, tightening my grip on her hair just enough to sting. “This is happening. The only question is whether you make it easy or hard on yourself.”

A tear slips down her cheek, but she stops resisting. Her jaw relaxes, lips parting in reluctant submission. I press my cock against her mouth, and she opens wider, allowing me inside.

“Good girl,” I murmur, sliding in deep on the first thrust. I feel her gag slightly but ignore it, pressing deeper until I hit the back of her throat. “That’s it. Take it.”

I start with measured thrusts, giving her time to adjust to the new dynamic. Her mouth is hot and wet around me, her tongue pressing flat against the underside of my shaft. I watch her face – the way her brow furrows in concentration as she struggles to accommodate me, the way her lips stretch around my girth, the smeared lipstick creating a red mess around her mouth. It’s a beautiful disaster.

“Relax your throat,” I instruct, pushing deeper with each thrust. “Breathe through your nose.”

She follows my instructions, her throat opening more with each push. The sensation is incredible – tight, wet heat surrounding my cock. Better than any girl I’ve been with before. The thought that this experienced, sophisticated woman is on her knees for me, taking my cock down her throat, is almost too much to handle.

I increase the pace, my hips pumping faster. Her head is trapped between my hands, held in place for my pleasure. She has no control now – can only kneel there and take what I give her. The power is intoxicating.

“Look at me,” I demand, wanting to see the submission in her eyes. “Look at me while I fuck your mouth.”

Her tear-filled eyes meet mine, and the connection sends a jolt through me. Our gazes lock as I thrust into her mouth, deeper, harder. There’s defiance there still, buried beneath the humiliation, and I want to crush it completely.

“This is what you deserve,” I tell her, punctuating each word with a thrust. “This is what happens when you ruin people’s lives.”

She makes a muffled sound of protest around my cock, but I ignore it, driving deeper. The wet sounds of my cock sliding in and out of her mouth fill the room – obscene, animalistic. Her saliva drips down her chin, onto her breasts, creating glistening trails on her skin.

“You think you’re better than everyone,” I continue, my voice strained with effort and pleasure. “You and your rich husband. Looking down on people like my dad. People who work for a living. But look at you now. On your knees in a shitty apartment, choking on a teenager’s cock.”

The words are cruel, meant to wound, but they fuel my arousal. Each thrust is a small revenge for my family, for all we lost because of people like her.

The sound of skin slapping against skin echoes through the room as I drive my cock into her mouth repeatedly. Her head jerks with each impact, held in place only by my firm grip. She chokes and gags around me, struggling to breathe, but I don’t relent. This isn’t about her comfort – it’s about my satisfaction. My revenge.

“That’s it,” I groan, feeling her throat convulse around the head of my cock. “Take it all.”

Her face is turning red from the exertion, tears streaming freely now, mixing with her ruined makeup. Mascara tracks run down her cheeks, and her once-perfect hair is a tangled mess in my fists. The transformation from poised, sophisticated woman to disheveled mess is complete, and I revel in it.

“Your son would be so proud,” I taunt, knowing it’s a low blow but unable to resist. “His mommy, taking it like a champ to protect him. Mother of the year right here.”

She tries to pull away at that, genuine anger flashing in her eyes, but I hold her firmly in place, cock still buried in her throat.

“Uh-uh,” I chide. “We’re not done yet. Not even close.”

I withdraw slightly, allowing her a moment to breathe, to cough and gasp for air. Saliva connects my cock to her lips in glistening strands, breaking and reforming with each subtle movement. Her chest heaves with the effort of catching her breath, those perfect tits jiggling hypnotically.

“Please,” she rasps, her voice hoarse from the rough treatment. “No more.”

“We’re done when I say we’re done,” I respond coldly, guiding my cock back to her swollen lips. “Open, bitch.”

With visible reluctance, she parts her lips again, allowing me entry. This time, I don’t start slow. I ram my cock deep into her throat in one brutal thrust, making her eyes water instantly. Then I establish a merciless rhythm, fucking her face with abandon.

The room fills with the sounds of our encounter – my grunts of pleasure, her choked gags, the wet suction of her mouth, the slap of my skin against her face. It’s primal, raw, and intensely satisfying.

I can feel my orgasm building, pressure mounting in my balls. The sight of Cho’s face – red and tear-streaked, lips stretched around my cock – pushes me closer to the edge. She’s completely at my mercy, this woman who once had the power to destroy my family. The reversal is sweet beyond words.

“I’m gonna cum,” I warn, my thrusts becoming more erratic as I near the edge. “Gonna fill that pretty mouth of yours.”

Her eyes widen in panic, and she makes frantic noises around my cock, clearly trying to communicate. I pull back slightly, allowing her to speak.

“Not in my mouth,” she pleads, voice raspy and desperate. “Please, not on my face either. I have to go home to my family. They can’t see –”

I cut her off by shoving my cock back into her mouth, but her words have given me an idea. A better idea. One final humiliation.

“You don’t want me to cum on your face?” I ask, still thrusting but more slowly now, drawing out the moment. “Is that what you’re begging for? Afraid hubby will notice?”

She nods as best she can with my cock still in her mouth, relief visible in her eyes as she thinks I’m agreeing to her request.

I smile down at her, a predator toying with its prey. “Too bad.”

Her eyes widen again, but it’s too late. I pull my cock from her mouth and grip the base tightly, aiming directly at her face. She tries to turn away, hands coming up to shield herself, but I grab her hair with my free hand, holding her in place.

“This is what you get,” I growl, stroking myself rapidly, right on the edge. “This is what you fucking deserve.”

“No, please,” she begs, eyes squeezed shut. “Not on my face. Anywhere else. Please, Tyler!”

The sound of my name on her lips – desperate, pleading – pushes me over the edge. With a deep groan, I ejaculate, the first spurt landing across her cheek in a hot, white streak. I continue to pump my cock, directing the next shots across her forehead, her closed eyes, her parted lips. Rope after rope of thick cum decorates her once-perfect face, marking her as thoroughly as possible.

She whimpers as my seed lands on her skin, hot and viscous. I make sure to cover as much of her face as possible – her cheeks, her nose, her chin. Some drips down to her neck, trailing toward those magnificent breasts. It’s a masterpiece of degradation, and I admire my work with satisfaction.

When the last spurt has been wrung from my cock, I release her hair, allowing her to slump back. She keeps her eyes closed, cum clinging to her lashes, dripping down her face in slow rivulets. She looks utterly debased, completely ruined – exactly as I wanted.

“Open your eyes,” I command, my voice hoarse from exertion.

She hesitates, then slowly complies, blinking against the sticky fluid. Her gaze is hollow, defeated. I’ve won.

“Look at yourself,” I tell her, nodding toward the small mirror hanging on the wall across the room. “Look at what you’ve become.”

She turns her head slightly, catching sight of her reflection. The shock that crosses her face is priceless – she barely recognizes herself. The sophisticated, elegant woman who arrived at my door is gone, replaced by this cum-covered mess kneeling on my floor.

“This is who you really are,” I say, tucking my spent cock back into my pants. “This is what happens when you fuck with people’s lives.”

She doesn’t respond, just kneels there, cum dripping from her face onto her breasts, her expression vacant. I’ve broken something in her, at least temporarily, and the victory is sweeter than I imagined.

I reach out, running a finger through the mess on her cheek, then press it against her lips. “Taste it,” I demand, one final humiliation.

To my surprise, she complies, parting her lips to accept my finger. She sucks it clean, her eyes never leaving mine. There’s something in her gaze I can’t quite read – not just defeat, but something else. Something that makes me wonder who really won here.

But I push the thought aside. This was about revenge, about power, about making the Wu family pay for what they did to mine. And in that, I’ve succeeded beyond my wildest dreams.

“Swallow,” I command, and she does, her throat working visibly.

I step back, surveying my handiwork. Cho Wu, on her knees, face covered in my cum, makeup ruined, hair tangled, breasts exposed and marked. It’s an image I’ll carry with me forever.

“Now,” I say, my voice returning to normal, casual even, “about our deal.”

I feel empty now, spent in more ways than one. The rage that’s fueled me for so long has momentarily subsided, leaving a strange calm in its wake. Cho kneels before me, cum drying on her face, her eyes vacant and hollowed out. I’ve taken something from her today – her dignity, her control, her sense of superiority. Just as her family took from mine. The scales don’t feel balanced yet, but it’s a start. My hands aren’t numb; they’re tingling with adrenaline. What I feel in my chest isn’t guilt – it’s satisfaction.

She looks up at me, waiting for instructions, for permission, for some kind of closure. Her makeup is a disaster, dark streaks running down her cheeks, lipstick smeared beyond recognition. My seed glistens on her skin, marking her as thoroughly as any brand. She’s still mostly naked, her expensive bra hanging uselessly around her waist, those perfect breasts now marked with red splotches from my rough handling.

I look down at her, letting the moment stretch. Letting her feel the uncertainty, the vulnerability. Letting her wonder what’s coming next.

“Get the fuck out of my house,” I finally say, my voice flat and cold.

She blinks, confusion crossing her face. “0My son,” she says, finally meeting my eyes. “You’ll leave him alone now? That was our deal.”

“For now, bitch,” I reply. “The more you keep by balls empty, the safer Paul will be. Now get the fuck out.”

She gathers her purse, dress, and rushes out.

This is going to be fun.


Chapter 2

I slip through the side entrance of the Wu mansion like a shark entering feeding grounds. No invitation needed – not for me. The bass from the party thumps through my chest as I navigate the labyrinth of hallways, dodging hired help and drunk guests. My cock stirs at the thought of what I’m about to do.

The Wu house is fucking ridiculous. All marble and glass and shit that screams money. The kind of place that makes my family’s three-bedroom look like a cardboard box. I hate it. I hate them. But mostly, I want her.

I take the stairs two at a time, keeping to the shadows. No one notices the high school quarterback sneaking around. They’re all too busy kissing the Wu family’s ass, drinking their expensive champagne, pretending they belong. I find the second-floor balcony overlooking the main hall and position myself behind a giant potted plant. Perfect view.

Down below, the party swirls with color and money. Men in suits, women in dresses that probably cost more than my dad’s car. Before he lost everything, that is. Before the Wu family destroyed us.

Then I see her.

Cho Wu.

Fuck.

My cock stirs the instant I spot her. She stands near the grand piano, a glass of champagne dangling from her fingers like it might slip away at any moment. Her black hair falls in a sleek curtain down her back, catching the light in blue-black gleams. That face – those cheekbones could cut glass, those eyes dark and sparkling with false interest as some old dude talks at her. But her lips. Fuck. Full and painted deep red, they curve into a smile that doesn’t reach her eyes.

Then she turns slightly, and I get the full view of her dress. My mouth goes dry. It’s red, like her lips, and hugs every curve of her body like a desperate lover. The neckline plunges between her tits, showing off cleavage that makes my hands itch to touch. The fabric clings to her waist, then flares just enough over her hips. When she moves, I catch glimpses of her thighs through a slit that runs dangerously high.

For a forty-year-old woman, Cho Wu looks better than any college girl I’ve seen. Her body is tight, toned, perfect – the body of a woman who has time for expensive trainers and fancy spa treatments. The body of a woman who’s never had to work a real day in her life.

I’ve jerked off thinking about Cho Wu more times than I can count. Started happening right after I beat the shit out of her son Paul for the first time last year. Something about dominating the son made me want to dominate the mother even more. Paul’s a weak little shit, just like his father. Doesn’t matter that they’re loaded. Money can’t buy balls.

My hands grip the balcony railing. My palms sweat. I watch Cho laugh at something someone says, her red lips parting to reveal perfect teeth. She touches a man’s arm – not her husband’s – and I feel a surge of jealousy. That should be my arm. My skin under her fingers.

I scan the room until I find Li Wu. Pathetic excuse for a man. Sixty years old, balding, skinny as a rail, standing awkwardly in a corner with a drink in his hand. He looks uncomfortable in his own house, at his own party. How the fuck did he land a wife like Cho? Money. Just money.

I edge closer, trying to hear their conversation as Cho makes her way to her husband. She says something to him – her voice carried away by the music – and he leans down. Even from here, I can see the lack of passion between them.

“You forgot your glasses again?” Cho asks, loud enough for me to catch.

Li pats his pockets like an idiot. “I’m afraid so. You know I can’t see a thing without them.”

“How are you going to recognize any of our guests?” There’s irritation in her voice.

“I recognize their voices,” Li says lamely. “And you’re the only one who matters anyway.”

Cho gives him a tight smile. Fake as fuck. I can see it even from up here. She’s not satisfied with him. Not in any way that counts.

I feel a surge of power learning this information. Li can’t see shit without his glasses. It’s like the universe is handing me an opportunity on a fucking silver platter.

My breathing quickens as I watch Cho excuse herself from her husband. She says something about checking on the caterers, but I know what I need to do. I back away from the railing, my mind racing with possibilities.

A door to my right leads to what looks like a guest bedroom. I slip inside, leaving it cracked just enough to see the hallway. If my instincts are right, Cho will come upstairs soon to freshen up or get something. And when she does, I’ll be waiting.

My cock throbs against my jeans. I adjust myself, imagining how she’ll feel under me. How she’ll taste. How she’ll try to fight, then surrender. Just like her son did on the football field that day I broke his nose.

I check my phone. A text from one of my teammates asking where I am. I ignore it. Nothing matters right now except the hunt. I’m the predator, and the wealthy, arrogant Cho Wu is my prey.

Through the crack in the door, I can see the top of the stairs. I wait, patient as a spider. The party continues below, the music pulsing through the floor. Rich people laughing. Glasses clinking. All of them oblivious to what’s about to happen under their roof.

I hear footsteps on the stairs. Slow, deliberate. The click of heels against marble.

She’s coming.

I watch her climb the stairs, each step a fucking tease. Cho’s dress is criminal – red silk that clings to her curves like it was painted on. The neckline plunges so low I can see the swell of her tits with each breath she takes. My mouth goes dry. My hands twitch. Everything inside me screams to take, claim, own.

Her heels click against the marble, the sound sharp and rhythmic. The party noise fades below her as she ascends. She’s alone. Perfect. I step back deeper into the bedroom shadow, my breathing shallow and controlled like before a big game.

Closer now. I can see the details that make my cock throb painfully against my jeans. Cho’s legs are smooth and toned, the kind that belong wrapped around a man’s waist. Her hair falls in a straight black curtain down her back, catching the light from the chandeliers. Her neck is slender, adorned with a diamond necklace that probably costs more than my dad’s entire life savings.

She reaches the top of the stairs, turns down the hallway toward me. Each step brings her hips swaying side to side. Forty years old but with the body of a college cheerleader. No fucking wonder her rich husband married her. But he doesn’t deserve her. Doesn’t know how to handle her.

I flex my fingers, roll my shoulders. My heart hammers against my ribs. Blood rushes in my ears. This is it.

Cho passes the door where I’m hiding. In one fluid motion, I reach out, grab her wrist, and yank her into the room. She stumbles in with a startled gasp. I kick the door shut behind us, spin her around, and shove her against the wall hard enough to knock the breath from her lungs.

“What–” she starts, but I crash my lips onto hers, silencing her words.

Her lips are soft but rigid with shock. She tastes like expensive lipstick and champagne. I press my body against hers, pinning her to the wall with my weight, my hands gripping her wrists above her head. I’m bigger, stronger, and riding the adrenaline high of taking what I want.

Cho twists her face away from mine, her breathing rapid and shallow. “What do you think you’re doing?” Her voice is cold but tinged with fear.

“I bet your lips miss the taste of my cock,” I growl, my face inches from hers.

She tries to push me away, her hands trembling against my chest. I can feel the strength in her arms – she probably does yoga or some rich-lady pilates shit – but it’s nothing compared to my football-trained muscles.

“Get off me,” she hisses. “I’ll scream. There are a hundred people downstairs.”

I laugh, low and dangerous. “No, you won’t.”

She opens her mouth, drawing breath to prove me wrong. I clamp my hand over her lips, pressing her head back against the wall. My other hand grips her hip, fingers digging into the silk of her dress.

“You better not resist,” I whisper, my lips brushing against her ear. “Or I’ll beat up your son again. Worse than last time. Remember how he looked when I was done with him? Black eye? Broken nose? I can do much worse.”

I feel her body stiffen under my hands. Her eyes, wide with fear, search mine for any sign I’m bluffing. She finds none.

“That’s right,” I continue, my voice a dark promise. “I’m the reason your precious Paul comes home crying. And I can make his life at school a living hell for the next year. Your choice.”

I ease my hand from her mouth, ready to silence her again if needed. A tear slides down her perfect cheek, leaving a trail in her makeup.

“Why are you doing this?” she asks, her voice barely audible.

“Because I can,” I answer, my hand sliding from her hip to her ass, squeezing hard enough to make her gasp. “Because you need to be put in your place. You and your whole fucking family.”

I press my hips forward, letting her feel how hard I am through my jeans. She flinches, turning her face away from mine. I grab her chin, force her to look at me.

“Your husband can’t see shit without his glasses,” I say, watching realization dawn in her eyes. “No one’s coming to save you.”

“Please,” she whispers. “I’ll give you money. Whatever you want.”

I laugh again. “I don’t want your money. I want you.”

My hands move to her breasts, roughly groping through the thin fabric of her dress. Her nipples harden against my palms – a betrayal of her body against her will. I smirk, pinching one between my fingers until she gasps.

“Your body’s already responding to me,” I taunt. “Bet your old man hasn’t made you feel anything in years.”

Anger flashes in her eyes, pride momentarily overcoming fear. “You’re a child,” she spits. “You have no idea what you’re doing.”

I laugh, the sound harsh in the quiet room. “I’m eighteen. A man. And I’m about to show you exactly what I can do.”

My hands grip her hips, pulling her against me. The friction makes my cock throb painfully. I kiss her again, forcing my tongue between her lips. She’s rigid against me, neither responding nor fighting anymore. Her eyes are closed, tears leaking from the corners.

“That’s better,” I whisper against her mouth. “Stop fighting what’s going to happen.”

My hands slide up her sides, feeling the curve of her waist, the swell of her breasts. Through the thin silk, I can feel the heat of her skin. My fingers find the zipper at the back of her dress and slowly pull it down.

She flinches again but doesn’t move to stop me. Her eyes are on the door, calculating. I know what she’s thinking – is protecting her son worth what’s about to happen?

“He limped for weeks after our last encounter on the field,” I remind her, my voice casual as the zipper reaches the small of her back. “Imagine what I could do if I really tried.”

Her shoulders slump in defeat. The fight drains from her body. My cock pulses at the submission, the power. This is what I wanted – to break the proud Cho Wu. To make her yield.

I push the dress off her shoulders, watching the expensive fabric slide down her arms. It catches at her waist, revealing a black lace bra that makes my mouth water. Her breasts strain against the delicate material, fuller than I even imagined.

“Fuck,” I breathe, taking in the sight of her. “Worth the wait.”

My hands cup her breasts, squeezing roughly. The nipples press against my palms through the lace. I lower my head, mouth at her neck, tasting her expensive perfume and the salt of her skin.

Cho stands passive, eyes closed, tears streaming silently down her face. But her breathing has changed – faster, heavier. Her body is betraying her mind.

“See?” I whisper against her skin. “Part of you wants this. Needs this.”

My hands push her dress down further, past her hips until it pools at her feet. She stands before me in nothing but her bra, matching panties, and those fuck-me heels. Her body is incredible – toned and tight, with curves in all the right places. Not a single stretch mark despite having a kid. Money buys the best trainers, the best diets, the best of everything.

I step back to admire the view, my hand reaching down to adjust myself through my jeans. Cho keeps her eyes closed, her face turned away, her hands hanging limply at her sides.

“Look at me,” I command.

When she doesn’t, I grab her face, fingers digging into her cheeks until her eyes snap open.

“I said, look at me.”

Our eyes lock. Hers are dark pools of hatred and fear and something else –- a spark of unwilling heat. I grin, seeing it.

“That’s it,” I say, my voice dropping lower. “Feel it. Want it. Because this is happening, and you might as well enjoy the ride.”

My hands grip her waist, pulling her away from the wall. She stumbles slightly in her heels, grabbing my arms for balance. The touch sends electricity through my skin. I steer her backward, toward the king-sized bed that dominates the room.

I shove Cho down onto the bed with enough force to make her bounce. Her eyes are wide with fear, dark pools against her pale skin. My blood pounds in my veins. I grab her bra and rip it off her body, the expensive lace tearing like paper in my hands. Her tits spill free – full and perfect with dark nipples that harden in the cool air. Fuck, she’s even hotter than I remember.

I stand over her, unbuckling my belt, watching her scoot backward toward the headboard.

“Please,” she tries one last time. “I’m old enough to be your mother.”

“That’s the fucking point,” I growl, yanking my belt free from the loops. The leather makes a satisfying snap in the air. “And you’re about to find out what happens when you and your family fuck with mine.”

“No,” she whimpers, crossing her arms over her chest. “Tyler, stop this. You don’t want to do this.”

“Oh, but I do,” I growl, grabbing her wrists and pinning them above her head with one hand. My other hand roughly cups her breast, squeezing until she gasps. “I’ve wanted to do this since the first time I saw you at a school event. All high and mighty, looking down on everyone. Time to learn your place.”

Her skin is soft under my calloused fingers. So fucking soft. I knead her tit, watching her face contort with unwanted sensation. My thumb flicks across her nipple, and she bites her lip to keep from making a sound.

“That’s it,” I taunt. “Fight it all you want. Your body knows what it needs.”

I hook my fingers into her panties and rip them down her legs, leaving her naked except for those fuck-me heels. My eyes drink in every inch of her exposed body. For forty, she’s absolutely fucking perfect. Flat stomach. Toned thighs. A small patch of neatly trimmed hair between her legs.

“Look at you,” I say, my voice thick with lust. “All that money spent on keeping yourself perfect. For what? For your pathetic husband who can’t even see you without his glasses? What a waste.”

Cho turns her face away, eyes squeezed shut. A tear slides down her cheek onto the expensive bedspread. I release her wrists to unbutton my jeans, shoving them down along with my boxers. My cock springs free, rock hard and ready.

“Look at me,” I demand.

When she doesn’t, I grab her face and force it toward me. “I said look!”

Her eyes open, then widen at the sight of my cock. I stroke it a few times, grinning at her expression.

“That’s right. This is what a real man looks like. Bet your husband doesn’t pack like this.”

Her lips press together in a thin line, but she doesn’t speak. Smart woman, learning when to shut the fuck up.

I climb onto the bed, positioning myself between her legs, pushing her thighs apart with my knees. She’s dry, tight, resistant. I spit in my hand and rub it on my cock, then over her entrance.

“Please don’t,” she tries one last time. “I’ll do anything else.”

“There is nothing else,” I say, positioning the head of my cock at her entrance. “This is exactly what’s going to happen. You’re going to take my cock, and you’re going to like it. And if you ever tell anyone, I’ll destroy your son. Not just his face this time. His future. Everything.”

I push forward, meeting resistance. Her body fights against the intrusion, but I don’t care. I grab her hips and thrust hard, forcing my way inside her.

Cho cries out, her back arching off the bed. The sound sends a surge of power through me. I pull back and slam in again, watching her face contort in pain and shock.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” I grunt, establishing a rhythm. “Such a tight pussy for such a MILF slut.”

Each thrust drives her further up the bed until her head nearly hits the headboard. I grab her legs, hooking them over my shoulders, driving deeper with each stroke. The new angle makes her gasp, her eyes flying open.

“That’s it,” I pant, feeling her body starting to respond despite herself. “You’re getting wet for me now, aren’t you? Your body knows what it wants even if you don’t want to admit it.”

I reach between us, my thumb finding her clit, rubbing rough circles as I continue to pound into her. Her breathing changes, becoming more ragged. Her hips twitch involuntarily.

“You’re nothing but a whore now,” I tell her, watching her face. “My whore. Say it.”

She shakes her head, defiant even now. I thrust harder, my balls slapping against her ass. My thumb presses down on her clit.

“Say it,” I demand again. “Say ‘I’m Tyler’s whore’ or I’ll call up my teammates right now and tell them where they can find a piece of Asian MILF ass.”

Horror flashes across her face. “I’m… I’m Tyler’s whore,” she whispers, the words barely audible.

“Louder.”

“I’m Tyler’s whore,” she says, voice breaking.

“Again!”

“I’m Tyler’s whore!” she cries out, and I feel her pussy clench around my cock as the words leave her mouth.

“Fuck yes, you are,” I growl, pleased at her submission. My hands move to her tits, squeezing them together, pinching her nipples hard enough to make her yelp. “And don’t you forget it.”

I shift my position, driving into her at a new angle that hits deeper. Her body jerks with each thrust, tits bouncing in my hands. She’s fully wet now, her body betraying her mind, responding to the stimulation despite her unwillingness.

Sweat beads on my forehead as I maintain the punishing pace. My hands roam over her body, claiming every inch. I grab her throat, squeezing just enough to restrict her breathing without cutting it off completely. Her eyes widen in panic, hands coming up to claw at my wrist.

“That’s it,” I pant. “Fight me. Makes it better.”

I release her throat before she passes out, and she gasps for air. In that moment of disorientation, I feel her pussy spasm around me – the beginning of an unwanted orgasm building inside her.

“You’re going to cum on my cock, aren’t you?” I taunt, recognizing the signs. “The wife of rich Mr. Wu, cumming while being fucked by her son’s bully. What would your husband think?”

“No,” she moans, but her body says otherwise. Her internal muscles grip me tighter with each thrust. Her nipples are hard peaks under my fingers. Her breathing comes in short, sharp gasps.

I increase my pace, slamming into her with everything I have. The bed creaks under our weight, headboard knocking against the wall with each thrust. Anyone passing by in the hallway would hear exactly what’s happening, but the music from downstairs provides enough cover.

My hands grip her hips hard enough to bruise, fingers digging into her soft flesh. I pull her into each thrust, forcing her to meet me halfway. The wet sounds of our bodies joining fills the room, along with my grunts and her reluctant moans.

“This pussy belongs to me now,” I tell her, my voice rough with exertion. “Whenever I want it. However I want it. You understand?”

She nods, beyond words now. Her head thrashes from side to side on the pillow, hair sticking to her sweat-dampened face. She’s beautiful in her defeat, in her unwilling pleasure.

I can feel her getting closer. Her thighs tremble against my sides. Her pussy pulses around my cock. I thrust deeper, harder, my balls slapping against her ass with each movement.

“Cum for me,” I command. “Show me what a whore you really are.”

As if her body was waiting for permission, she breaks. Her back arches off the bed, a hoarse cry tearing from her throat. Her pussy clenches around me in rhythmic waves, her whole body shuddering with the force of her orgasm.

The sight pushes me closer to the edge, but I’m not ready to finish yet. I keep thrusting through her climax, prolonging it, forcing her body to ride the wave until she’s sobbing from overstimulation.

“Please,” she gasps when she can speak again. “No more. I can’t…”

“You can,” I correct her, slowing my pace but not stopping. “And you will. We’re just getting started.”

Her eyes, glazed and unfocused, meet mine. There’s resignation there now, mixed with the lingering pleasure her body couldn’t deny.

“Your son would be so disappointed in his mommy,” I say, watching the words hit her like physical blows. “Cumming on the cock of the boy who beats him up. What would Paul say if he could see you now?”

Fresh tears spill from her eyes at the mention of her son. I wipe them away with mock tenderness, then slap her face lightly, just enough to sting.

“Don’t forget why you’re doing this,” I remind her. “To protect him. So you better make it good for me. Make it worth my while to leave him alone.”

Her hands, which had been clutching the bedspread, move hesitantly to my arms. Her touch is light, uncertain. I grin down at her, seeing the fight completely drained from her now.

“That’s it,” I encourage. “Accept it. Accept me.”

I pound into her again, my pace brutal and unforgiving. Her tits bounce with each thrust, her mouth open in a silent scream. I grab her hair, wrapping it around my fist, pulling her head back to expose her throat.

“You’re mine now,” I growl. “Say it again.”

“I’m yours,” she whispers, the words broken and defeated.

“And what are you?”

“Your… whore.”

“My what?” I demand, tugging harder on her hair.

“Your whore!” she cries out.

Satisfaction surges through me. I’ve broken her. The proud, arrogant Cho Wu, reduced to this – sweaty, disheveled, claiming herself as my whore while I fuck her in her own house, at her own party, with her husband somewhere downstairs.

Complete victory.

Without warning, I pull out of Cho’s pussy, her wetness glistening on my shaft. Her eyes flutter open in confusion, a moment of relief crossing her face thinking it might be over. I flip her over onto her stomach with one rough movement.

“We’re not done,” I growl, grabbing her hips and yanking them up so her ass is in the air. “Not even close.” Before she can process what’s happening, I position my cock at her tight asshole and drive forward.

“NO!” she screams, the word tearing from her throat. Her entire body tenses as I force my way in, her muscles clenching against the intrusion. The resistance only makes me harder.

“Shut up,” I snarl, pushing deeper despite her protests. “Take it like the whore you are.”

Tears stream down her face as I breach her completely, my cock buried to the hilt in her ass. Her body shakes with sobs, face pressed into the mattress. I hold still for a moment, savoring the tight heat around me, the absolute violation I’m inflicting on her.

“Please stop,” she begs, her voice muffled by the bedspread. “It hurts. Please.”

“Good,” I reply, pulling back only to thrust forward again. “It’s supposed to hurt.”

I grab a fistful of her long black hair, wrapping it around my hand like a rope. With a sharp tug, I pull her head back, arching her spine. Her cry of pain is music to my ears. My other hand grips her hip, fingers digging into her soft flesh, holding her in place as I establish a brutal rhythm.

Each thrust makes her body jerk forward, but my grip on her hair keeps her from escaping. I watch my cock disappear into her ass again and again, the sight feeding my power trip. Cho Wu – rich, arrogant Cho Wu – taking it up the ass from her son’s high school bully.

“How does it feel?” I taunt, yanking her hair harder. “Being put in your place? Being shown what you really are?”

She doesn’t answer, can’t answer through her sobs. I release her hair to reach around and grab her throat, squeezing until her breath comes in short, desperate gasps. Her pulse races under my palm, a frightened bird trying to escape.

“Answer me,” I demand, easing the pressure just enough to let her speak.

“Hurts,” she chokes out. “Please stop.”

I laugh, a dark sound that fills the room. “Stop? We’re just getting started.”

I release her throat and slam into her harder, my balls slapping against her pussy with each thrust. Her ass is tight around my cock, gripping me like a vise. The friction is intense, bordering on painful, but the power I feel overrides any discomfort.

This is what I’ve wanted – to destroy her pride, to make her feel as helpless as my family did when hers ruined everything. My father lost his job because of the Wu’s. My mother died because of them. And all the while, families like the Wu’s lived in luxury, throwing parties like this one, flaunting their wealth.

Now I’m taking something back. Something they can’t buy.

Sweat drips down my back as I maintain the punishing pace. Cho’s resistance has weakened, her body going limp beneath me. Only my hands keep her in position – one in her hair, the other gripping her hip.

“Look at you now,” I pant, feeling my own climax building but fighting it back. “Not so high and mighty with my cock in your ass, are you?”

Her only response is a broken sob. I pull out completely, watching her asshole clench and release. Then I drive back in with one brutal thrust that makes her scream into the mattress. The sound is mostly muffled, but I clamp my hand over her mouth anyway.

“Quiet,” I command. “Unless you want your rich friends downstairs to hear what a slut you are.”

My fingers press against her lips, forcing their way into her mouth when she gasps for air. She tastes her own juices on my fingers, gagging at the intrusion. I push deeper, fucking her mouth with my fingers while I continue to pound her ass.

“Suck them,” I order. “Get them nice and wet.”

She complies, her tongue moving mechanically around my fingers. Her surrender makes my cock throb inside her. Complete dominance. Complete control.

My free hand grips her hair again, pulling her head back at an uncomfortable angle. Her neck strains with the effort, sweat glistening on her skin in the dim light of the bedroom. Her perfect makeup is ruined – mascara running down her cheeks, lipstick smeared across her face.

“This is what you deserve,” I tell her, my voice low and dangerous. “This is what your whole family deserves.”

I release her hair suddenly, shoving her face down into the mattress. Her ass remains raised, my cock still buried deep inside her. I lean over her, pressing my chest against her back, my mouth at her ear.

“Every time you sit down after today, you’ll remember this,” I whisper. “Every time you look at your son, you’ll remember why you let me do this to you. Every time your husband touches you, you’ll remember who really owns you now.”

I straighten up, grabbing both her hips, and resume fucking her with renewed vigor. The sound of skin slapping against skin fills the room, along with my grunts and her muffled cries. Her body jerks with each thrust, tits swinging beneath her.

The bedroom door is still unlocked. Anyone could walk in and see us – see the respected Mrs. Wu getting sodomized by a high school student. The thought makes me even harder, the risk adding another layer to my pleasure.

“Your ass is so fucking tight,” I growl, digging my fingers into the soft flesh of her hips. “Bet your husband’s never been here, has he?”

She shakes her head weakly, face still pressed into the mattress. I smack her ass hard, leaving a red handprint on her pale skin.

“Answer me properly.”

“No,” she gasps. “He hasn’t.”

“That’s right,” I say, satisfaction surging through me. “I’m the first. Taking what’s his, just like his company took what was ours.”

I increase my pace, driving into her with all the strength in my body. The headboard slams rhythmically against the wall with each thrust. Cho’s cries have subsided to whimpers, her body accepting what her mind still rejects.

Sweat pours down her back, dampening her hair, making it cling to her skin in dark tendrils. I grab a handful, using it to wipe my own sweat-slicked forehead. The intimacy of the gesture is somehow more degrading than the act itself – using her hair like a towel, treating her as an object rather than a person.

“You’re nothing now,” I tell her, voice strained with exertion. “Just a hole for me to fuck. Just a body for me to use.”

My hands move from her hips to grip her shoulders, pulling her back into each thrust. The new angle drives me deeper, making her gasp with renewed pain. Her fingers clutch at the bedspread, knuckles white with tension.

I reach around to grab her breast, squeezing roughly, pinching her nipple between my fingers. Her body twitches in response, a pavlovian reaction to stimulation even through the pain.

“Good whore,” I mock, releasing her breast to shove her face harder into the mattress.

My fingers find her mouth again, pushing past her lips, pressing down on her tongue. She gags around them but doesn’t fight anymore. Doesn’t have the strength or will to fight.

I pull my fingers from her mouth, trailing saliva across her cheek. Then I grab her hair again, yanking her head up so I can see her face in profile – eyes closed, tears streaming, lips parted in silent agony.

“Open your eyes,” I command. “Look at me while I fuck your ass.”

Her eyelids flutter open, revealing eyes dark with pain and humiliation. I hold her gaze as I continue to thrust, watching every emotion cross her face. There’s something incredibly intimate about it, more invasive than the physical penetration.

“Remember this moment,” I tell her. “Remember who you belong to now.”

Her eyes close again, unable to maintain contact. I don’t force her this time, satisfied with the brief connection, the acknowledgment of her defeat.

My pace becomes more erratic as pleasure builds at the base of my spine. I’m getting close, but I’m not ready to finish yet. Not here. I have more degradation planned for Mrs. Cho Wu.

I pull out abruptly, watching her collapse onto the bed, her body trembling with exhaustion and relief. Her asshole is red and swollen, a visible reminder of my violation. She curls into herself, arms wrapped around her body in a futile attempt at protection.

“Don’t get comfortable,” I warn, grabbing her arm. “We’re not done yet.”

I grab Cho by her arms and drag her toward the edge of the bed. Her limp body offers little resistance as I position her so her head hangs off the mattress, her throat a straight line, perfect for what I have planned. Tears have carved mascara rivers down her cheeks, her once-perfect lipstick now a smeared mess around her swollen lips. I stand at the edge of the bed, my cock level with her face, still hard and slick with the evidence of where it’s been.

“Open your mouth,” I command.

She keeps her lips pressed together, a final, feeble act of defiance. I grab her jaw with one hand, fingers digging into her cheeks until she gasps in pain. The moment her lips part, I thrust forward, forcing my cock into her mouth.

“That’s it,” I groan as I feel the wet heat engulf me. “Take it all.”

Her eyes widen in horror as she tastes herself on me – the mix of her pussy juices and the filth from her ass. She gags immediately, body convulsing, but the position gives her nowhere to retreat. I push deeper, feeling the back of her throat with the head of my cock.

“Look at you now,” I taunt, staring down at her upside-down face. “The high and mighty Mrs. Wu, taking my cock down her throat. What would your rich friends think if they could see you now?”

I grab a fistful of her hair, now damp with sweat, and use it to control her movements. Pulling her head back slightly, I establish a rhythm, thrusting into her mouth with deliberate strokes. Each time I push forward, I go a little deeper, watching her throat bulge with my intrusion.

Her hands come up to push against my thighs, a reflexive attempt to create distance. I slap them away easily.

“Put your hands above your head,” I order. “Grab the edge of the mattress and don’t let go.”

She complies reluctantly, stretching her arms above her head to grip the bed. The position forces her back to arch, her tits thrust upward, completely exposed and vulnerable. I reach down with my free hand to pinch a nipple, twisting until she moans around my cock, the vibration sending pleasure up my spine.

“That’s right,” I say. “You’re just a fuck toy now. Nothing more.”

I release her nipple to grab her throat instead, feeling my cock moving inside it from the outside. The sensation is incredible – my hand squeezing her throat while my cock fills it, complete control from both ends.

Cho’s eyes are unfocused, tears streaming continuously down her face and into her hair. Her makeup is completely ruined now, mascara and eyeliner creating dark smudges around her eyes. The sophisticated, elegant woman from downstairs is gone, replaced by this disheveled, broken thing beneath me.

I increase my pace, fucking her face with more force. My balls slap against her chin with each thrust, an obscene percussion that punctuates her gagging sounds. The wet, sloppy noises of her mouth fill the room, along with my grunts of pleasure.

“Use your tongue,” I demand, tugging sharply on her hair.

She tries to comply, her tongue moving weakly against the underside of my shaft. It’s not enough. I pull out until just the tip remains between her lips.

“Better than that,” I warn. “Or I’ll go find your son right now and have him watch me fuck you.”

Fear flashes in her eyes at the mention of Paul. Her tongue becomes more active, swirling around the head of my cock, licking along the sensitive underside. I reward her efforts by pushing back in, but slower this time, letting her work for it.

“That’s better,” I praise mockingly. “You’re learning.”

I thrust deeper again, feeling her throat constrict around me as she gags. Her body’s natural resistance turns me on even more – the fight between her reflexes and my dominance. I hold her in place, my cock lodged deep in her throat, cutting off her air.

“Count to ten in your head,” I tell her. “Then I’ll let you breathe.”

Her eyes widen in panic as I maintain the position. I can feel her throat working desperately around my cock, trying to expel the intrusion. Her chest heaves. Her fingers clutch the mattress in a death grip. I count slowly in my head, watching her face turn red, veins standing out in her neck.

At ten, I pull back, allowing her a desperate gasp of air before plunging back in. Saliva pours from the corners of her mouth, running down her face to mix with her tears. The mixture drips onto the carpet – probably an expensive Persian rug or some shit – creating dark spots on the fabric. Another mark of my conquest in her perfect home.

“This is what you were made for,” I tell her, establishing a brutal pace. “Not for fancy parties or expensive clothes. Just for taking cock.”

Each thrust forces more sounds from her – wet, choking gurgles that would be pleas for mercy if her mouth wasn’t full of my dick. Her throat muscles contract involuntarily around me, trying to expel what’s invading them but only providing more pleasure in the process.

I release her hair to grab her tits, one in each hand, squeezing them together, using them as handles to pull her further onto my cock. Her nipples are hard against my palms, her body responding to stimulation despite her mind’s distress.

“Your body knows what it wants,” I grunt, feeling my orgasm building. “Even if you don’t want to admit it.”

My balls tighten as I approach the edge. I could finish down her throat, force her to swallow my load, but I have a better idea. A more degrading finale to this lesson in humility.

I pull out abruptly, her gasping breath filling the sudden silence. My hand wraps around my cock, stroking rapidly, the other still gripping her hair to keep her in position.

“Open your mouth,” I command. “Stick out your tongue.”

She obeys, too broken to resist anymore. Her tongue extends past her lips, her eyes closed in resignation. I aim my cock at her face, the pressure building to an unbearable level.

“Look at me,” I demand. “Open your eyes and look at me while I cum on your face.”

Her eyelids flutter open, revealing eyes empty of everything except defeat. That look – that complete submission – sends me over the edge. I explode with a guttural groan, thick ropes of cum shooting across her face. I aim deliberately, marking her forehead, her cheeks, her nose, her lips, her chin. Painting her with my release like the canvas of my revenge.

“Fuck,” I pant as the last spurts cover her lips. “Lick it off.”

Her tongue moves hesitantly, gathering my cum from her lips. She swallows reflexively, then gags at the taste.

“All of it,” I insist. “Clean it all up.”

She tries, but there’s too much, spread too widely across her face. I laugh at her pathetic attempts, enjoying her humiliation to the fullest. Finally, I release her hair, stepping back to admire my work.

Cho Wu lies before me, naked except for her heels, her body marked with the beginnings of bruises from my rough handling. Her hair is a tangled, sweaty mess, parts of it matted with my cum where I wiped my cock. Her face is unrecognizable – makeup smeared, cum drying on her skin, eyes vacant and defeated.

I tuck myself back into my jeans. “Remember this,” I tell her, buckling my belt. “Remember what happens when you and your family think you’re better than everyone else.”

She doesn’t respond, doesn’t move except for the slight trembling of her body.

“Clean yourself up,” I say, releasing her hair. “Your guests will be wondering where their perfect hostess has gone.”

As I turn to leave, I hear a sound from the hallway. Footsteps approaching. The door handle turns. I freeze, heart suddenly pounding for a different reason. Cho hears it too, her body tensing, eyes flying open in panic.

The door begins to open.

The door swings open and Li Wu – Cho’s husband – stands in the doorway, his thin frame silhouetted against the hallway light. His eyes widen as he takes in the scene – his naked wife on the bed, face covered in cum, a high school boy standing over her with a satisfied smirk. For one electric moment, no one moves. My heart pounds in my chest, not from fear but from the thrill of being caught, of having to think on my feet. This is just another challenge, and I never lose.

“What… what is happening here?” Li’s voice wavers, uncertain. His eyes squint, trying to focus without his glasses. He’s almost blind without them.

Cho scrambles to cover herself with the bedsheet, her movements frantic and jerky. Panic radiates from her in waves. She opens her mouth but no words come out, her eyes darting between me and her husband.

I straighten my shoulders, radiating confidence I don’t entirely feel. But I remember what I overheard earlier – Li can barely see without his glasses. An advantage I can exploit.

“Mr. Wu,” I say, my voice smooth and respectful, as if he hadn’t just walked in on me violating his wife. “I was just helping Mrs. Wu with a special stretch.”

Li blinks rapidly, his head tilting like a confused dog. In the dim light of the bedroom, with his poor eyesight, he’s struggling to make sense of what he’s seeing. Perfect.

“A… stretch?” he repeats, taking a hesitant step into the room.

“Yes, sir,” I continue, moving slightly to block his view of Cho’s face, still marked with my cum. “Mrs. Wu mentioned she’s been having some back pain. As the school quarterback, I know a lot about sports medicine and physical therapy. I offered to show her some techniques.”

Li looks toward his wife, clearly seeking confirmation. Cho is frozen, clutching the sheet to her chest, her eyes wide with terror and shame. I catch her gaze and mouth the word “Paul.” A reminder of what’s at stake.

“Cho?” Li prompts, his voice tinged with suspicion but not certainty. Without his glasses, he’s at a severe disadvantage, seeing only blurry outlines and movement.

I hold my breath, watching Cho make her choice. Her lips tremble, then firm with resolve.

“Y-yes,” she stammers, her voice barely audible. “Tyler was… helping me with my back. I’ve been having trouble… after the tennis match last week.”

Li takes another step forward, peering at his wife’s face. “You look… different. Are you crying?”

I jump in before she can respond. “The stretch can be intense, Mr. Wu. Sometimes it brings up emotional releases as well as physical ones. Very common in deep tissue work.”

“Without clothes?” Li asks, his tone sharpening slightly.

“The fabric was restrictive,” I explain smoothly. “And we used some oil for the massage portion. Mrs. Wu didn’t want to ruin her expensive dress.” I gesture vaguely to where her torn clothes lie scattered on the floor. “She was just about to get dressed again when you came in.”

Li’s eyes narrow, but without his glasses, he can’t make out the details that would tell him the truth – the bruises forming on Cho’s body, the cum drying on her face, the tear stains on her cheeks.

“This seems… inappropriate,” he says slowly.

I laugh, the sound calculated to be disarming. “I guess it might look that way, walking in on it. But Mrs. Wu’s health is important, right? And I’ve been trained in proper therapeutic techniques.” A complete lie, but delivered with such confidence that it’s hard to question.

Li looks to Cho again. “Is this true?”

The moment stretches between them. I can see the war in Cho’s eyes – the desire to tell the truth versus the need to protect her son. Her motherly instinct wins out.

“Yes,” she says, her voice stronger now. “Tyler has been very… helpful. I’m feeling much better already.” She forces a smile that doesn’t reach her eyes.

“I should have knocked,” Li says, apologetic now, buying the lie despite its obvious flaws. “I was looking for you. The Andersons are asking about you.”

“I’ll be down in a minute,” Cho promises, her knuckles white where they grip the sheet. “Just need to get dressed.”

Li nods, seemingly satisfied with this explanation. The power of suggestion combined with his poor eyesight has worked perfectly. He sees what he expects to see – nothing more sinister than an awkward, perhaps slightly inappropriate but ultimately innocent encounter.

“Thank you for helping my wife,” he says to me, extending his hand.

I step forward and shake it, fighting the urge to laugh at the absurdity. His wife’s juices are still drying on my cock, and he’s thanking me.

“No problem at all, Mr. Wu. Happy to help.”

“You’re one of Paul’s classmates?” he asks, trying to place me.

“Yes, sir. Tyler Brady. Quarterback.”

“Ah,” he says, as if that explains everything. “Well, I should get back to our guests. Cho, don’t be too long.”

“I won’t,” she promises, her voice hollow.

Li turns to leave, then pauses at the door. “And Tyler, feel free to enjoy the party downstairs.”

“Thank you, sir. I will.”

The door closes behind him, leaving Cho and me alone again. She collapses back onto the bed, a sob escaping her throat. I allow myself a triumphant smirk.

“Your husband is even more pathetic than I thought,” I say, adjusting my clothes. “Couldn’t see what was right in front of him.”

I walk to the edge of the bed, leaning down until my face is inches from hers. “Clean yourself up before you go back down. You look like a cheap whore.”

Her body flinches at the words, but she doesn’t respond. Complete submission. Complete victory.

I walk to the door, pausing with my hand on the knob. One final twist of the knife seems appropriate.

“Oh, and Mrs. Wu?” I say, my tone dripping with sarcasm. “Happy anniversary. I’m sure it’s one you’ll never forget.”


Chapter 3

The next weekend arrives, and I’m sneaking into the Wu’s house once again. The security system is a joke – four-digit code, same as their address. Fucking amateurs. My cock’s already half-hard thinking about what I’m about to do, about how close I am to Cho’s bedroom.

The house is massive, all marble and glass and expensive shit that screams old money. The kind of place that makes my family’s three-bedroom look like a closet. I hate it. I hate Paul for living here. I hate his dad for buying it. But Cho? I don’t hate Cho. I want to break her.

Each step up the grand staircase makes my heart pound harder. Not from fear – Tyler Brady doesn’t do fear – but from the fucking rush. The power of being where I shouldn’t be. Taking what isn’t mine. My revenge on the Wu family is just beginning, and it’s gonna be so sweet.

I reach their bedroom door. It’s cracked open – just an inch or two. Warm light spills out. They’re still awake. I freeze, controlling my breathing. Slow. Silent. I can hear them inside.

“Li,” Cho’s voice is soft, needy. “Put down your tablet. Come to bed.”

I press my eye to the crack. The view is limited but enough. Their bed is massive, draped in silks that probably cost more than my car. Cho is sitting up, her black hair falling over shoulders barely covered by a thin silk robe. Even from here, I can see the outline of her nipples against the fabric. Fucking MILF is stacked.

Li grunts something in response, not looking up from his screen. He’s propped against the headboard, glasses perched on his nose, looking twenty years older than his wife. What a waste.

“It’s been weeks,” she says, her voice dropping to that tone women use when they want to fuck. My pants get tighter. “Don’t you miss me?”

I ease the door open another half-inch, careful not to make it creak. The view improves. Cho is shifting closer to her husband, one hand on his arm. The movement makes her robe gap, giving me a glimpse of the curve of her breast. Perfect. Round. My mouth waters.

“Very busy, dear. Big merger.” Li’s English is more accented than hers. He doesn’t even look at her as he speaks. “Maybe tomorrow.”

Cho sighs, a sound of familiar disappointment. She doesn’t give up though. Her hand slides from his arm to his chest, then lower. I have to bite my lip to keep from making a sound. The way she moves – practiced, desperate.

“I need you,” she whispers. The robe slips further as she leans in to kiss his neck. One breast nearly spills free. My cock strains painfully against my jeans. I want to squeeze it, but I don’t dare move. “Just for a little while?”

Li finally looks at her, but it’s a glance of annoyance, not desire. What the fuck is wrong with this guy? If I had a woman like Cho in my bed, begging for it, I’d never leave the fucking room.

“Not tonight, Cho.” He turns back to his tablet.

She doesn’t back off immediately. Her hand dips under the covers, and from the movement, I can tell she’s touching him, trying to get a reaction. My own cock throbs in sympathy, jealous of attention it’s not getting.

“Please,” she whispers, and there’s something raw in her voice that makes me feel like I’m witnessing something I shouldn’t – not because it’s intimate, but because it’s pathetic. She’s practically begging this shriveled old man to fuck her.

He pushes her hand away. Not roughly, but firmly. Final. “I said no.”

The rejection hits her like a slap. I can see it in the way her shoulders drop, how she withdraws into herself. She pulls her robe tighter, covering what she just offered. Her face, what I can see of it, is a mask of humiliation.

“Fine.” The word is clipped, hurt. “Goodnight then.”

Cho turns away, flicking off her bedside lamp. The room dims, lit now only by Li’s tablet. She curls up on her side of the bed, as far from him as possible. The distance between them might as well be miles.

I remain motionless in the doorway, barely breathing. Minutes pass. Li continues tapping at his screen, oblivious to his wife’s hurt, to my presence, to anything but whatever bullshit numbers he’s reviewing.

Eventually, his movements slow. His head nods forward, then jerks back up. Once, twice. The third time, his chin drops to his chest and stays there. The tablet slips from his fingers to rest on his lap. A soft snore escapes him.

Still, I wait. Patience. That’s what hunting requires. Patience and timing.

Cho shifts in the darkness, probably thinking her husband has finally finished his work and might pay attention to her. She rolls over, sees he’s asleep, and makes a sound – half sigh, half sob – that sends heat straight to my groin. The raw need in that sound. The frustration.

She doesn’t try to wake him. Instead, her hand disappears beneath the covers again, but this time it’s moving between her own legs. Holy shit. She’s going to get herself off while her husband sleeps beside her.

My breathing quickens despite my efforts to control it. The darkness of the room hides me well enough now that both bedside lamps are off. I slip inside, silent as a shadow, and press my back against the wall. I need a better view.

Cho’s movement beneath the sheets is rhythmic, desperate. Her breath comes in short, controlled gasps – trying to stay quiet. The silk sheets rustle with her motions. Li continues to snore, dead to the world and to his wife’s needs.

I’m so hard it hurts. I want to touch myself, to match her rhythm, but I hold back. Not yet. There’s more coming. So much more.

Her gasps intensify, and then suddenly stop. Her body tenses, then relaxes. She didn’t finish. She’s too frustrated, too angry at her husband to get herself there. Another disappointed sigh escapes her as she rolls onto her back, staring at the ceiling.

The tension in the room is thick enough to cut. Sexual frustration radiates from her in waves I can almost feel against my skin. Li snores on, tablet now sliding precariously on the edge of the bed.

Perfect. Fucking perfect. I couldn’t have planned it better.

I watch Cho’s chest rise and fall with each breath, the silk of her robe reflecting the faint moonlight coming through the windows. She’s awake, unsatisfied, and her husband is unconscious. The timing is ideal. The opportunity is now.

My blood pumps hot through my veins. My muscles tense, ready to move. I take one last silent breath, savoring the anticipation, the moment before the hunt becomes the capture.

Game on.

I move toward the bed, each step deliberate, silent. My heart hammers against my ribs, blood rushing in my ears. Cho lies there, eyes open, staring at the ceiling, completely unaware I’m in her bedroom. The moonlight catches on her face, highlighting those high cheekbones, those full lips slightly parted in frustration. My cock is rock hard, straining against my jeans. I’ve waited for this moment. Fantasized about it. Jerked off to the thought of it. Now it’s happening.

Three more steps. Two. One.

Cho senses something. A change in the air maybe. Her body tenses. She turns her head.

Our eyes lock.

For one frozen second, nothing happens. Her almond eyes widen. Recognition dawns. Confusion. Fear.

“Ty–” she starts to say, but I’m already moving.

I lunge forward, clamping my hand over her mouth. Her scream dies against my palm. I swing my leg over her body, straddling her in one fluid motion. The mattress dips beneath our combined weight. Li stirs but doesn’t wake. His snoring hitches, then continues.

“Shhh,” I whisper, my face inches from hers. “Don’t wake hubby.”

She thrashes beneath me, eyes wild with panic. My thighs tighten around her, holding her in place. The thin silk of her robe is nothing between us. I can feel the heat of her body, the softness. My cock throbs painfully.

“What are you doing here?” she hisses when I ease my hand from her mouth. Her accent is thicker in her fear. “Get off me! Get out of my house!”

“Not happening, Mrs. Wu.” I grab her wrists when she tries to push against my chest. Her strength is nothing compared to mine. Four years of varsity football versus her pampered gym sessions. No contest. “Time for one more go on your MILF pussy.”

“You’re insane.” She twists beneath me, trying to buck me off. The movement makes her robe slide open further. A glimpse of smooth skin, the curve where her breast begins. “I’m calling the police.”

“No, you’re not.” I lean down, my face hovering above hers. “Because if you do, everyone finds out you invited me here.”

Confusion crosses her face. “What? I did no such–”

I cut her off by pressing my mouth against hers. Her lips are soft, full, exactly how I imagined. She makes a muffled sound of protest, turning her head away. I follow, not letting her escape. I taste her lip gloss – something expensive and fruity. Her body goes rigid beneath me.

“Get. Off.” Each word is sharp, precise. The haughty Mrs. Wu trying to regain control of the situation.

I grab both her wrists in one hand, pinning them above her head. With my free hand, I grip her chin, forcing her to face me. “No.”

Fear flashes in her eyes, but there’s something else too. Something she’s trying to hide. Curiosity? Excitement? Her pupils are dilated, her breathing fast.

“My husband is right there,” she whispers urgently. “My son is down the hall.”

“Your husband’s dead to the world,” I counter, nodding toward Li’s unconscious form. “And Paul sleeps with headphones on. I know because I’ve given him enough nightmares that he needs music to drown out his thoughts.”

Her eyes narrow at the mention of her son. “Leave him out of this.”

“Make me.” I lower my head again, capturing her mouth more forcefully this time. She keeps her lips pressed shut, refusing to yield. I bite her lower lip – not hard enough to draw blood, but enough to make her gasp in surprise. When her lips part, I push my tongue into her mouth.

She makes a noise – halfway between protest and something else. Something primal. Her body arches reflexively before she can control it. Got her.

I explore her mouth, asserting dominance with each stroke of my tongue. She tastes like mint toothpaste and desperation. Her resistance is weakening; I can feel it in the softening of her body beneath mine.

Breaking the kiss, I move to her jawline, trailing my lips along the elegant curve. Her skin is impossibly soft, smelling faintly of expensive face cream. I nip at her earlobe, feeling her shudder.

“Stop,” she says, but her voice lacks conviction now. “This is wrong.”

“You don’t want me to stop,” I murmur against her neck. “Your nipples are hard. I can feel them.”

It’s true. Through the thin silk of her robe, her nipples press against my chest like little pebbles. Evidence her body is betraying her mind.

She turns her face away, shame coloring her cheeks. “It’s just a physical reaction.”

“Keep telling yourself that.” I release her wrists to run my hand down her body, following the curve of her waist to her hip. Her hands are free now, but she doesn’t push me away. Interesting.

I silence her with another kiss, rougher this time. My hand moves up to cup her breast through the silk. Perfect size, filling my palm completely. I squeeze, harder than I should, and she gasps into my mouth. Her hands finally move, coming up to push against my shoulders, nails digging in.

The resistance makes my cock even harder. I grind against her, letting her feel what she does to me. She whimpers, a sound she clearly didn’t mean to make because she immediately bites her lip to stop it.

“You’re confused,” I continue, running my thumb over her nipple, feeling it harden further. “You want this, but you can’t admit it to yourself. The proper Mrs. Wu, wanting a teenager to fuck her while her husband sleeps beside her? Scandalous.”

“Stop saying these things,” she whispers, but her resistance is crumbling. Her body responds to my touch despite her protests. I can feel the heat between her legs where I’m pressed against her.

I capture her mouth again, swallowing whatever objections she was about to voice. This time, her lips part more readily. Progress. My hand slides from her breast down to her stomach, then lower, finding the gap in her robe. Bare skin. Hot. Smooth.

She jerks at the contact, trying to twist away, but I hold her in place with my weight. “Relax,” I command against her lips. “Stop fighting what you want.”

“I don’t want this,” she insists, but there’s a hitch in her voice that tells me otherwise.

My hand continues its journey, sliding between her thighs. She clamps them shut, but I force my knee between her legs, spreading her. “Your body’s saying different.”

I find her pussy and almost groan aloud. She’s wet. Not dripping, but definitely aroused. Her body knows what it needs, even if her mind is still catching up.

“No,” she gasps, a last desperate attempt at denial. Her hands push harder against my chest.

I grab her wrists again, pinning them beside her head. My face hovers inches from hers, our breaths mingling. “Here’s what’s going to happen, Mrs. Wu. You’re going to stop fighting me and enjoy what I’m about to do to you.”

Fury flashes in her eyes. “Or what?”

I smile, slow and predatory. “Or everyone finds out what a MILF slut you really are. I’ll tell Paul how his mom begged me to fuck her. I’ll tell your country club friends how you seduced your son’s classmate. I’ve got your nudes.”

“What?” Terror replaces the fury. “That’s impossible!”

“Is it?” I’m bluffing, but she doesn’t know that. “Check your cloud settings, Mrs. Wu. You really should have a stronger password than your anniversary date.”

Her face pales. She probably doesn’t even have nudes on her phone, but the seed of doubt is planted. The fear that maybe, somehow, I’m telling the truth.

“You wouldn’t dare,” she whispers.

“Try me.” I release one of her wrists to trace my finger along her cheek. “But if you relax and enjoy this, no one ever has to know. Our little secret.”

The internal struggle plays out across her face – fear, outrage, humiliation, and underneath it all, that spark of unwanted desire. I can practically hear her calculating the risks, weighing her options.

“This is wrong,” she says again, but the fight is leaving her voice.

“So wrong it’s right.” I lower my head to her breast, mouthing her nipple through the silk. She arches involuntarily, a soft gasp escaping her lips. “Just let it happen, Cho. No one will know.”

Her body trembles beneath mine. I can feel the moment her resistance breaks – like a physical shift in the air between us. Her muscles relax. Her thighs part slightly. Surrender.

“If I find out you’ve told anyone,” she whispers, voice shaking with a mixture of fear and arousal, “I will destroy you.”

I laugh against her breast. Even in submission, she tries to maintain control. I bite her nipple through the silk, making her jolt. “That’s not how this works. I’m in charge now.”

To prove my point, I kiss her again, rough and demanding. This time, after a moment’s hesitation, she kisses back. Not enthusiastically, but she doesn’t resist. Her lips move against mine, tentative, confused by her own response.

My hand returns to her pussy, finding it wetter than before. I circle her clit with my finger, feeling her shudder beneath me. “See? Your body knows what it wants.”

I hover over Cho’s body, drinking in her fear and reluctant arousal. Her robe has fallen open at the chest, giving me teasing glimpses of what lies beneath. Not enough. I want to see all of her. With a deliberate slowness that makes her breath catch, I grab both sides of her silk robe and rip it open in one swift motion. The delicate fabric parts easily, like water giving way to a stronger force.

“No!” she gasps, trying to cover herself with her hands.

I catch her wrists, forcing them away from her body. “Let me see what I’ve been dreaming about.”

And holy fuck, it’s better than I imagined. Her body is ridiculous – like someone took a college cheerleader’s tight frame and added the perfect curves of motherhood. Her breasts are full, high and firm despite her age, with dark nipples puckered tight in the cool air – or from arousal. Her stomach is flat with just the slightest softness around the middle. The moonlight streaming through the window makes her skin glow, smooth and flawless.

“Please,” she whispers, turning her face away. “This is humiliating.”

“It’s supposed to be.” I release her wrists to run my hands over her exposed flesh. Her skin is like warm silk beneath my fingertips. “That’s half the fun.”

I cup her breasts, feeling their weight, their perfect fullness. They fit my hands like they were made for me. I squeeze, harder than gentle, and she bites her lip to stifle a sound. Her nipples press against my palms, betraying her body’s response.

“Look at these tits,” I murmur, thumbing her nipples roughly. “Fucking perfect. Better than the girls my age.”

Her cheeks flush with shame at the crude compliment. She keeps her face turned away, eyes shut tight, as if not seeing what’s happening will make it stop.

“Look at me,” I demand, pinching one nipple sharply.

She gasps, eyes flying open to meet mine. The mixture of emotions I see there makes my cock throb – fear, anger, humiliation, and underneath it all, a spark of unwanted desire.

“That’s better.” I smirk down at her. “I want you to remember exactly who’s doing this to you.”

My hands slide down her ribs to her hips, appreciating every inch of her exposed flesh. Her robe is still trapped beneath her, framing her nakedness like a painting. I grab her knees, intending to spread her legs wider, but she clamps them shut.

“No,” she pleads, the panic returning to her voice. “Not that. Please.”

I laugh, the sound low and predatory in the quiet room. “Still pretending you don’t want this? We’re way past that, Mrs. Wu.”

I force my hands between her knees, prying them apart despite her resistance. She struggles, trying to keep her thighs together, but she’s no match for my strength. Inch by inch, I spread her legs, revealing her most intimate parts.

“Stop fighting me,” I growl, growing impatient with her continued resistance. “You’ll wake your husband, and then how will you explain this?”

The reminder of our audience – her sleeping husband just feet away – makes her freeze. I use the moment to wrench her legs fully apart, spreading her wide. The sight makes my mouth go dry.

Her pussy is perfect – neat, trimmed black hair surrounding pink lips that glisten with evidence of her arousal. Despite her protests, her body wants this. Needs it.

“Look how wet you are,” I taunt, running a finger along her slit. She jerks at the contact, a small whimper escaping her lips. “Your mouth says no, but this says yes.”

I push a finger inside her without warning. She’s hot and tight around my digit. Fuck. If she feels this good around my finger, I can’t wait to feel her around my cock.

I begin to move my finger in and out, feeling her inner walls clench around me. Her breathing quickens despite her efforts to remain composed. I add a second finger, stretching her, preparing her for what’s coming. My thumb finds her clit, circling the sensitive bud with firm pressure.

Her hips buck involuntarily. “Stop,” she gasps, but her body arches into my touch.

“No.” I thrust my fingers deeper, curling them to find that spot that makes women lose their minds. When I find it, her whole body tenses, a choked sound caught in her throat. “There it is.”

I work her pussy with ruthless efficiency, alternating between gentle teasing and rough thrusts. Her juices coat my fingers, making obscene wet sounds in the quiet room. Her husband continues to snore, oblivious to his wife’s betrayal just inches away.

“You need this,” I tell her, watching her face contort with unwanted pleasure. “How long has it been since someone made you feel good? Since your husband actually fucked you properly?”

Tears of humiliation leak from the corners of her eyes, but she doesn’t answer. She doesn’t have to. Her body is answering for her, growing wetter around my fingers with each thrust.

“Too long,” I answer for her. “But I’m going to remind you what it feels like to be properly fucked.”

I withdraw my fingers, making her gasp at the sudden emptiness. I bring them to my mouth, sucking her juices from them while maintaining eye contact. Her taste is intoxicating – sweet and musky. She watches in horrified fascination as I savor her flavor.

“Delicious,” I pronounce, enjoying how her cheeks flush darker.

My cock is painfully hard, straining against my jeans. Time to free it. I kneel between her spread legs and unbutton my pants, slowly lowering the zipper. Her eyes widen as she realizes what’s coming next.

“No,” she says, trying to close her legs again. “We can’t. You can’t.”

I force her legs apart again, more roughly this time. “We can. I can. And we will.”

I push my jeans and boxers down just enough to free my cock. It springs out, hard and ready, the head already glistening with pre-cum. I’m not small by any means – thick and long enough to make the girls at school talk. The look on Cho’s face when she sees it is priceless – fear mixed with something like awe.

I position myself between her spread legs, the head of my cock just brushing against her wet entrance. The contact makes us both shiver. I lean forward, my weight pinning her to the mattress, my face hovering above hers.

“Last chance to admit you want this,” I offer, rubbing my cock along her slit, coating myself in her juices.

She turns her face away, unwilling or unable to answer. Fine. I prefer her reluctant anyway.

But before I push inside her, I need to secure her. Can’t have her changing her mind and fighting me when I’m in the middle of fucking her. I look around the room, searching for something to tie her with.

Her robe belt. Perfect.

I grab it, sliding it out from beneath her with a swift tug. She realizes my intention a moment too late, her eyes widening as I capture both her wrists in one hand.

“What are you doing?” Panic edges her voice.

“Insurance.” I stretch her arms above her head, toward the ornate wooden headboard. The belt is silk, strong enough for my purposes but soft enough not to leave marks. I loop it around her wrists, then secure it to one of the wooden slats in the headboard. The knot is simple but effective – tight enough that she can’t escape, but not so tight it cuts off circulation.

I sit back to admire my handiwork. Cho Wu, spread-eagle on her marriage bed, naked and bound, her husband sleeping beside her while his son’s bully prepares to fuck her. The power of the moment hits me like a drug, making my head swim.

She tests the restraints, tugging at them futilely. “Untie me,” she demands, trying to sound authoritative despite her vulnerable position.

“No.” I run my hands up her thighs, spreading them wider. “I like you this way. Helpless. At my mercy.”

“Please,” she tries again, her voice dropping to a whisper. “Not like this.”

“Exactly like this.” I position myself at her entrance again, the head of my cock parting her lower lips. I push forward slightly, just enough for her to feel the pressure but not enough to enter her.

Her body trembles beneath mine, a conflict of desire and resistance. Her wrists strain against their silken bonds, the headboard creaking softly with her efforts. Tears shimmer in her eyes, but her hips lift slightly, unconsciously seeking more contact.

“I hate you,” she whispers, but the words lack conviction.

“Good. Hate makes it hotter,” I laugh, driving into her with short, hard strokes that hit exactly where she needs it. “You’re still gonna come for me.”

And she does. Her body convulses, inner muscles clamping down on my cock in rhythmic waves. Her mouth opens in a silent scream as pleasure overwhelms her. I clamp my hand over her lips just in case, feeling her hot breath against my palm as she pants through her orgasm.

The sight of her coming undone beneath me is fucking incredible. Cho Wu, Paul’s perfect, stuck-up mother, falling apart on my cock. Her face transformed by unwilling pleasure. Her body surrendering what her mind still tries to deny.

“That’s one,” I murmur against her neck as her spasms begin to subside. I don’t slow my pace, continuing to thrust into her oversensitive pussy. “Let’s see how many more I can wring out of you before I’m done.”

Her eyes, glazed from her orgasm, focus on my face with dawning horror. She realizes this isn’t over. Not by a long shot.

“No more,” she pleads, voice hoarse. “I can’t…”

“You can,” I correct her, shifting my hips to change the angle of penetration. “And you will. We’re just getting started, Mrs. Wu.”

The headboard continues its rhythmic knocking against the wall. Li’s snores haven’t changed. He’s still dead to the world, unaware that his wife just came on another man’s cock mere feet away.

I release her legs, allowing them to fall to the sides naturally. To my satisfaction, they don’t close. They remain spread, accommodating my body between them. Another small victory.

I slow my thrusts momentarily, giving her a brief respite while I drink in the sight of her. Face flushed, hair spread across the pillow, body glistening with a light sheen of sweat. She looks thoroughly fucked already, and I’m nowhere near done with her.

“Please,” she whispers, and I’m not sure if she’s begging me to stop or continue. Maybe she doesn’t know either.

“Admit it,” I demand, grinding my hips against hers, my cock buried to the hilt. “Admit you liked it.”

She shakes her head, defiant even in defeat. “Never.”

The challenge makes me smile. I withdraw almost completely before slamming back into her with enough force to make her entire body shift up the bed.

“We’ll see about that.”

I resume my relentless pace, determined to break through her remaining resistance. My stamina is one advantage of youth – I can keep this up far longer than the men her age she’s used to. I’ll fuck her until she has no choice but to admit how much she needs this, how much she’s been craving it.

Her body, already sensitized from her orgasm, responds more quickly now. The initial pain and discomfort have given way to pure sensation. Each stroke of my cock inside her elicits a small gasp or moan that she tries but fails to suppress.

“Your husband can’t fuck you like this, can he?” I taunt, rolling my hips to hit new spots inside her. “When was the last time he made you come? When was the last time anyone made you come before me?”

She doesn’t answer, but the flush deepening on her cheeks tells me everything I need to know. It’s been a long time. Maybe never with Li.

“That’s what I thought,” I say, triumphant. “Don’t worry, Mrs. Wu. I’m going to take care of you now. All night long.”

I don’t let up. Her pussy’s still spasming from her orgasm, sensitive and swollen, but I keep hammering into her like I’m trying to break something inside her. Maybe I am. I want to break her perfect façade, the stuck-up mask she wears around town. I want her to know who she belongs to now. Every thrust is a statement. Every slap of skin is a reminder. Your body is mine now, Mrs. Wu. I own this pussy.

“You liked that, didn’t you?” I growl, my hips never stopping their relentless rhythm. “Coming on a teenager’s cock. What would your country club friends say if they knew how easy you were to make come?”

Her face twists with shame, but her pussy tells a different story. It’s wetter than before, gripping me like it never wants to let go. Her orgasm has made her slicker, hotter. The sounds of our fucking are obscene – wet, sloppy, animal.

“Bet Li hasn’t made you come in years,” I continue, loving how my words make her flinch. “If ever. Does he even know where your clit is? Or what it’s for?”

“Stop talking,” she hisses, trying to maintain some dignity even as I’m balls-deep inside her. “Just… just finish.”

I laugh, the sound cruel and triumphant. “Oh, I’m nowhere near finished with you. I’m going to fuck every hole you have before this night is over. I’m going to make you come so many times you forget your own name.”

My hand moves to her throat. Not squeezing yet, just resting there – a threat, a promise. Her eyes widen, pupils dilating further with fear or excitement or both. I can feel her pulse racing beneath my palm.

“You’re a filthy whore, Mrs. Wu,” I whisper, leaning down so my lips brush her ear. “A desperate MILF who needed a young stud to remind her what a good fucking feels like.”

I tighten my grip on her throat slightly, just enough to restrict her breathing a little. Not enough to be dangerous, but enough to make her gasp, to make her feel owned. My other hand moves to her breast, groping roughly, pinching her nipple between my fingers.

“This is what you needed, isn’t it?” I squeeze her throat a little harder as I pinch her nipple sharply at the same time. The dual sensation makes her back arch. “A man who’s not afraid to treat you like the slut you are.”

The pressure on her throat intensifies her sensations; I know this from experience. Girls always come harder when they’re being choked. Something about the restricted blood flow, the edge of danger. Cho is no different. Her eyes roll back slightly as I maintain the pressure, her pussy clenching around me in rhythmic waves.

“That’s it,” I encourage, easing the pressure just enough to let her take a gasping breath. “Give in to it. Show me the real Cho Wu.”

I expect more resistance, more denial. What I don’t expect is for her legs to wrap around my waist, her ankles locking behind my back. The movement pulls me deeper inside her, changing the angle of penetration. Holy fuck. She’s starting to participate.

“There you go,” I say, unable to keep the surprise from my voice. “Finally admitting what you need.”

Her eyes meet mine, still defiant despite her body’s surrender. “Just finish,” she repeats, but the words lack conviction. Her heels dig into my lower back, urging me on.

I release her throat to brace myself better, planting both hands on either side of her head. The new position lets me drive into her with even more force, my hips snapping forward with brutal efficiency. Her breasts bounce with each impact, the sight making my mouth water.

I lower my head, capturing one nipple between my lips. I suck hard, feeling it stiffen against my tongue. Her gasp tells me everything I need to know. She likes it rough. Of course she does – a woman left unsatisfied for so long, married to a man who can’t be bothered to touch her. She’s been craving this.

I graze my teeth across her sensitive flesh, then bite down – not hard enough to break skin, but hard enough to make her squirm. The mixture of pleasure and pain draws a sound from her throat that’s pure sex. I switch to her other breast, giving it the same treatment. Suck. Lick. Bite.

“Oh god,” she whispers, the first genuine expression of pleasure I’ve heard from her. Her legs tighten around me, pulling me impossibly deeper.

“Not god,” I correct, coming up for air. “Tyler. Say it. Say my name.”

She presses her lips together, refusing. I bite her nipple again, harder this time, while simultaneously driving my cock into her with a particularly vicious thrust.

“Tyler!” she gasps, the word torn from her unwillingly.

“Again.” I demand, establishing a punishing rhythm, my cock hitting that perfect spot inside her with every stroke.

“Tyler,” she repeats, softer but more deliberate. The sound of my name on her lips sends a jolt of pure pleasure down my spine.

Power. This is about power. I’ve made her say my name, made her come, made her wrap her legs around me. I’m breaking down her resistance piece by piece. But I want more. I want to mark her.

I move to her neck, my lips finding the sensitive junction where neck meets shoulder. I suck at the delicate skin there, hard enough to leave a mark. A hickey. A brand. Something she’ll have to hide from her husband, something that will remind her of this night every time she looks in the mirror for the next week.

“Don’t,” she protests, realizing my intention too late. “I can’t have marks…”

I ignore her, sucking harder, occasionally scraping my teeth across the rapidly reddening spot. Her struggles only increase my determination. I want to leave evidence. I want her to have to wear high-necked blouses or scarves. I want her to panic every time the mark peeks out from her collar.

Meanwhile, my hips never stop their relentless motion. In. Out. In. Out. Each thrust punctuated by the wet slap of skin against skin, by the creaking of the bed, by her increasingly vocal responses.

She’s not trying to be quiet anymore. Each thrust draws a sound from her – a moan, a whimper, sometimes a choked cry when I hit particularly deep. The sounds fuel my arousal, proof of my power over her.

“Louder,” I encourage, wanting to push her further, wanting to risk discovery. “Let me hear how much you love this teenage cock.”

“We can’t,” she gasps, suddenly remembering her sleeping husband. Her eyes dart to Li’s unconscious form. “He’ll wake up.”

“So?” I challenge, driving into her harder, making the headboard knock rhythmically against the wall. “Maybe he should see what a slut his wife is. Maybe he should watch me fuck you better than he ever has.”

The suggestion horrifies her, but her pussy clenches around me at the words. The taboo excites her on some primal level she probably doesn’t even understand.

“Please,” she begs, but whether she’s begging me to stop talking or to keep fucking her is unclear. Maybe both.

I capture her mouth again to silence her, not out of mercy but because I want to dominate her completely. My tongue invades, mimicking what my cock is doing lower. She moans into my mouth, the sound vibrating between us.

When I break the kiss, a string of saliva connects our lips for a moment before breaking. Her eyes are glazed, unfocused. She’s getting close again. I can feel the telltale fluttering of her inner walls, see the flush spreading across her chest.

“Going to come again?” I taunt, circling my hips to grind against her clit with each thrust. “Twice in one night, Mrs. Wu? When was the last time that happened?”

She doesn’t answer, can’t answer. Her breathing has become erratic, her moans higher-pitched. I clamp my hand over her mouth, muffling the sounds she can no longer control.

“Quiet,” I remind her, though I’m the one who encouraged her to be louder just moments ago. The contradiction is deliberate – keeping her off-balance, never knowing what I want, always trying to please me to avoid consequences. “Unless you want him to wake up.”

Her eyes widen at the reminder, but it’s too late. She’s too far gone. Her body tenses beneath me, back arching, thighs clamping around my waist like a vise. My hand barely contains the scream that tears from her throat as her second orgasm crashes through her.

The sound is loud enough to make Li stir, his snoring pattern changing. A moment of fear seizes me – not now, not when she’s coming so perfectly around my cock – but I maintain my rhythm, riding her through her climax while watching her husband cautiously.

Cho’s face is transformed by pleasure, a sight I’ll carry with me forever. The proper Mrs. Wu, screaming in ecstasy with a cock inside her. My cock. I’ve done this to her. I’ve reduced her to this quivering, moaning mess. The power of it makes me dizzy with arousal.

“That’s it,” I whisper as her orgasm begins to subside. “That’s what you needed all along.”

Her eyes crack open, dazed and unfocused. There’s something different in them now – a surrender, an acknowledgment. Her body has betrayed her completely, and she no longer has the strength to deny it.

I start to move inside her again, still hard, still unsatisfied. I’m not done with her yet. Not even close.

Li’s snoring stutters, then stops. The shift in rhythm is subtle but unmistakable. My body freezes mid-thrust, buried deep inside Cho. Her eyes widen in panic, pupils dilating with sudden terror.

The rustle of sheets beside us confirms my fear – Li is waking up. Shit.

My mind races even as my cock throbs inside his wife. I could pull out, try to hide, but there’s no time. Besides, I didn’t come all this way to run at the first sign of trouble. No, I need a better solution. And fast.

“Tyler,” Cho whispers urgently, her voice barely audible. “Get off me. Now.”

But I don’t move. Instead, I slowly resume my thrusting, more subtle now but still definite. Her eyes widen in disbelief.

“Are you insane?” she hisses.

I lean down, my lips brushing her ear. “Trust me.”

The bed shifts beside us as Li rolls over. I hear him mumble something incoherent, his voice thick with sleep. I change my angle, making my movements less obvious while still maintaining penetration. I’m not giving up this pussy just because hubby’s stirring.

“Cho?” Li’s voice is groggy, confused. “What’s happening?”

I feel Cho’s entire body tense beneath me, her pussy clenching around my cock in fear. Before she can speak, I take control of the situation.

“Evening, Mr. Wu,” I say, my voice casual, as if there’s nothing strange about me being in their bedroom at – I glance at the clock – 3:47 a.m. “Sorry if we woke you.”

I can’t see Li’s face from this angle, but I imagine the confusion clouding his features as he reaches for his glasses on the nightstand. I subtly shift position, making it less obvious that I’m buried inside his wife. My body now appears to be hovering over hers in what could pass for an exercise position – if you’re half-asleep and not looking too closely.

“Tyler Brady?” Li sounds bewildered, still not fully awake. “What are you doing here?”

“Late night workout session with Mrs. Wu,” I reply smoothly. “She mentioned she’s been having trouble sleeping, so I offered to show her some stretches that might help.”

Beneath me, Cho makes a strangled sound of disbelief. I quickly shove two fingers into her mouth, ostensibly looking like I’m checking her breathing or something, but actually silencing any protest she might make.

“Breathe through your nose, Mrs. Wu,” I instruct loudly, for Li’s benefit. “That’s it. In and out.”

Meanwhile, I push my fingers deeper into her mouth, forcing her to suck on them while I continue to slowly grind my cock inside her. Her eyes shoot daggers at me, but what can she do? Scream that I’m raping her? Admit she’s letting her son’s bully fuck her while her husband sleeps beside her? She’s trapped.

“Workout? Now?” Li sounds confused but not yet suspicious. The man is clearly still half-asleep, his mind foggy. “It’s middle of night.”

“Best time for it, sir,” I explain, sounding earnest and helpful. “The body’s natural rhythms are more receptive to certain stretches at night. Mrs. Wu mentioned she’s been having some… tension… that needs releasing.”

As I say this, I thrust particularly deep, making Cho’s eyes roll back slightly. She bites down on my fingers, but not hard enough to make me remove them.

“I don’t understand,” Li mumbles, fumbling with his glasses. “How did you get in house?”

Quick thinking time. “Mrs. Wu texted me earlier. She knew I’d be up late studying and asked if I could stop by. Your security code was easy enough to remember.”

Li nods vaguely, apparently seeing nothing strange about his wife texting a teenage boy to come over in the middle of the night. The man is either the most trusting husband on earth or too sleep-deprived to process what’s happening. Probably both.

“What kind of workout?” he asks, squinting at us through his glasses.

“Core strength and flexibility,” I respond immediately. “Mrs. Wu is on her back for this exercise because it helps align the spine while engaging the deep abdominal muscles.”

To emphasize my point, I remove my fingers from Cho’s mouth and press my hand against her stomach, as if checking her muscle tension. In reality, I’m using the pressure to push my cock even deeper inside her, hitting spots that make her gasp.

“That sound means it’s working,” I explain when Li looks concerned at his wife’s moans. “The release of tension can sometimes cause involuntary sounds.”

“Cho?” Li turns his attention to his wife. “Is this helping?”

Cho’s face is a mask of conflicting emotions – panic, rage, humiliation, and worst of all for her, arousal. The situation is so fucked up, so dangerous, that her body is responding with heightened sensitivity. Every small movement of my cock inside her resonates more intensely.

“Y-yes,” she manages to say, her voice strained. “It’s… very… effective.”

I reward her participation by circling my hips in a way that grinds against her clit. Her eyes widen, a small whimper escaping her lips.

“Deep breath,” I instruct, maintaining my façade as a helpful trainer. “This next part might be intense.”

I begin to move more deliberately inside her, still subtle enough that under the covers and in the dim light, Li can’t tell exactly what’s happening. But for Cho, the sensation is undiminished. If anything, the danger of the situation makes every thrust more potent.

“Shouldn’t this wait until morning?” Li asks, still confused but apparently accepting my absurd explanation.

“The body’s most receptive now,” I insist. “Mrs. Wu needs immediate relief from her… tension. Don’t you, Mrs. Wu?”

I stuff my fingers back into her mouth, preventing her from answering while making it look like part of the workout. She makes a muffled sound around my digits.

“See? She’s really feeling the burn now,” I say, increasing my pace slightly. “Just a few more repetitions and we’ll be done.”

Li watches for a moment, his gaze unfocused without his glasses properly adjusted. He yawns widely, clearly still more asleep than awake.

“You are good to help,” he mumbles. “Paul always say you strong athlete.”

The irony of his statement – complimenting the guy currently fucking his wife – nearly makes me laugh out loud. I maintain my composure, though my cock throbs harder inside Cho at the absurdity of it all.

“Happy to help, sir,” I reply, the perfect picture of respectful youth. “Always important to maintain… good relations… with my friends’ parents.”

I emphasize certain words with deeper thrusts, making Cho squirm beneath me. Her pussy is clenching rhythmically around my cock – she’s getting close again. The perverted thrill of possibly coming while her husband watches, oblivious, is pushing her toward another orgasm.

“How much longer?” Li asks, glancing at the clock.

“Almost done,” I promise. “Just need to work through one more… peak… of exertion.”

I press down harder on Cho’s clit with my pubic bone, giving her the pressure I know she needs to climax. Her breathing quickens, her thighs trembling against mine. She’s fighting it, trying to maintain control, but it’s a losing battle.

“Is okay, Cho?” Li asks, noticing his wife’s flushed face and rapid breathing.

I remove my fingers from her mouth to allow her to answer, giving her a warning look. Say the wrong thing, and everyone finds out what you’re really doing.

“Y-yes,” she gasps, voice shaking as her orgasm builds. “Just… intense… workout…”

“Final push,” I announce, giving her a few quick, targeted thrusts that I know will send her over the edge. “Don’t fight it, Mrs. Wu. Let the tension release naturally.”

The orgasm hits her like a freight train. Her body goes rigid, inner walls clamping down on my cock with incredible force. Her mouth opens in a silent scream, eyes rolling back. I quickly cover her mouth again, making it look like I’m helping her control her breathing.

“That’s it,” I encourage, riding her through her climax while maintaining my innocent trainer act. “Let it all out. Feel the release.”

Li watches in sleepy confusion, completely unaware that he’s witnessing his wife’s orgasm on another man’s cock. It’s the most fucked-up thing I’ve ever done, and it feels incredible.

“Very… intense… workout…” Li comments, yawning again.

“The most effective ones always are,” I agree, slowing my movements as Cho’s orgasm subsides. Her body goes limp beneath me, completely spent. “I think Mrs. Wu will sleep much better now.”

Li nods, already settling back against his pillow. “Good, good. Thank you for helping my wife.”

“My pleasure, sir,” I reply, meaning it more literally than he could possibly understand.

“You go now?” Li asks, his eyes already drifting closed again. “Is late.”

“Just a few cool-down exercises first,” I say. “You go back to sleep. I’ll make sure Mrs. Wu is completely… satisfied… before I leave.”

“Mmm,” Li murmurs, already half-asleep again. “Good boy.”

Within moments, his breathing deepens, returning to the steady rhythm of sleep. I wait until I’m sure he’s unconscious before I look down at Cho, whose face is a mixture of disbelief, humiliation, and lingering pleasure.

Her eyes narrow, but there’s no real fire in them anymore. The fight has been fucked out of her – temporarily, at least.

“You’re insane,” she whispers.

“And you just came with your husband watching,” I counter, slowly resuming my thrusting. “What does that make you?”

She has no answer for that. Her eyes close in surrender as I continue to move inside her. Li’s steady snoring provides the soundtrack for our continued betrayal.

With Li safely unconscious again, I no longer need to hold back. I withdraw almost completely before slamming back into Cho with enough force to make her entire body jolt. Her mouth opens in a silent gasp, eyes wide with shock at the sudden return to aggression. I repeat the motion, establishing a brutal rhythm that has the bed frame creaking in protest. My hands find her hips, fingers digging into her soft flesh, holding her in place as I use her body for my pleasure. She’s beyond resistance now. The last orgasm broke something in her – some final barrier of denial. Her eyes have a glazed, surrendered look that makes my cock throb with triumph.

“That’s it,” I growl, keeping my voice low but no longer caring about being gentle. “Take it. Take all of it.”

Her body responds to my commands, muscles relaxing to accept my punishing thrusts. The silk belt still binds her wrists to the headboard, forcing her to submit without the option of participation. But she doesn’t need the restraints anymore. She’s surrendered completely.

I adjust the angle of my hips, making sure I hit that spot inside her that made her come before. Her reaction is immediate – a sharp intake of breath, a flutter of her inner walls around my cock. I know her body now. Know how to play it, how to drive her to the brink and over it. The power is intoxicating.

“You’re going to come again,” I tell her, not a question but a statement of fact. “One last time. And I’m going to come with you.”

Her eyes focus on mine, something unreadable flickering in their depths. Not resistance anymore, not exactly. Something more complex. Need, shame, surrender, and beneath it all, a spark of something that looks almost like gratitude.

“Yes,” she whispers, the first time she’s actively agreed to anything I’ve demanded. The sound of her consent, however reluctant, sends a surge of heat through my groin.

I increase my pace, driving into her with relentless precision. Each thrust targets her most sensitive spots, each retreat creates an aching emptiness that only I can fill. Her breathing changes, becoming shallow and rapid. Tiny whimpers escape her lips with each impact of my hips against hers.

The sight of her beneath me – bound, used, and now willingly surrendering – is almost enough to make me come on the spot. But I hold back. I want to feel her orgasm around me when I release. I want to mark her from the inside, leave a part of myself in her that she can’t easily wash away.

Sweat beads on my forehead from the exertion, dripping onto her flushed chest. Her nipples are still hard, her breasts bouncing with each thrust. I lean down to capture one in my mouth, sucking hard on the sensitive peak. The combination of my cock inside her and my mouth on her breast draws a moan from her throat – a sound of pure pleasure that she no longer tries to suppress.

“That’s it,” I encourage, releasing her nipple with a wet pop. “Let me hear you. Let me know how much you love this teenage cock.”

“Tyler,” she gasps, my name a prayer on her lips. “I can’t… it’s too much…”

“You can,” I insist, circling my hips to grind against her clit. “One more. Give me one more.”

Her hands strain against the silk binding her wrists, not trying to escape but seeking purchase, something to ground her as sensation threatens to overwhelm her. Her thighs tremble against my hips, muscles tightening as her orgasm builds.

I feel my own climax approaching, a tightening in my balls, a heaviness in my groin. Not yet. Not until she breaks first. I slow my pace slightly, focusing on depth rather than speed. Each thrust now deliberate, targeted, designed to build her pleasure without triggering my release.

Her body responds beautifully. Her back arches, pressing her breasts against my chest. Her legs wrap tighter around me, heels digging into my lower back, urging me deeper. Her head thrashes from side to side, hair spilling across the pillow in a dark wave.

“Look at me,” I command, wanting to see her eyes when she comes. “I want to watch you break.”

Her eyelids flutter open, revealing pupils so dilated they nearly swallow the brown of her irises. Her gaze locks with mine, raw and unguarded in a way I’ve never seen from her before. In this moment, there are no barriers between us. No pretense. Just primal need and impending release.

“I’m close,” she whispers, voice breaking. “Tyler, I’m so close…”

The sound of my name in that broken voice nearly undoes me. I drive into her harder, faster, abandoning control for the pure pursuit of pleasure – hers and mine. The headboard knocks rhythmically against the wall, but I no longer care if Li wakes. Let him see. Let him know. Let the whole world know what I’ve done to his perfect wife.

Cho’s breathing becomes erratic, her inner muscles clenching around my cock in warning spasms. She’s on the edge, teetering, needing just one more push to send her over. I slide my hand between our bodies, finding her clit with my thumb. It’s swollen and hard, sensitive from her previous orgasms. A few firm circles are all it takes.

She explodes. There’s no other word for it. Her entire body convulses, back arching so dramatically she nearly lifts us both off the bed. A keening cry escapes her throat – not quite a scream but more than a moan. I clamp my hand over her mouth too late to completely muffle it, but Li doesn’t stir. Her inner walls clamp down on my cock with brutal force, rippling and pulsing in waves that seem to go on forever.

It’s the most powerful orgasm I’ve witnessed from her yet, her body completely surrendered to pleasure. The sight of her coming undone, combined with the incredible pressure around my cock, triggers my own release. I can’t hold back anymore, don’t want to.

“Fuck,” I growl, the pressure building to an unbearable intensity. “Taking my cum, Mrs. Wu. All of it. Inside you.”

Her eyes widen at my words, a moment of panic breaking through her pleasure-haze as she realizes my intention. But it’s too late for either of us to stop. My orgasm crashes through me like a tidal wave, obliterating thought, leaving only sensation in its wake.

My cock pulses inside her, the first jet of cum shooting deep into her unprotected pussy. The sensation is indescribable – hot, tight, perfect. Each spurt triggers another wave of pleasure, another throb of release. I drive myself as deep as possible, wanting my seed at her very core.

“Yes,” I hiss, grinding against her as I empty myself inside her. “Take it. All of it.”

Something shifts in her expression as she feels me releasing inside her – shock, dismay, but underneath, a perverse satisfaction. Her body accepts my seed, inner muscles still fluttering with the aftershocks of her own orgasm, milking every drop from me.

Time seems suspended as we remain locked together, my cock pulsing its final offerings into her body, her pussy squeezing the last drops from me. Our breath mingles, ragged and uneven. Sweat makes our skin stick together where we touch. The air is thick with the scent of sex – musky, raw, undeniable.

Slowly, reality returns. The sound of Li’s steady breathing beside us. The tick of the clock on the nightstand. The cooling sweat on our bodies. The enormity of what we’ve just done.

I remain inside her as my breathing steadies, enjoying the sensation of her body still occasionally clenching around my softening cock. My cum is inside her now, marking her in the most primal way possible. Even if she showers immediately, some part of me will remain in her for hours.

“You came inside me,” she whispers, voice hollow with disbelief. “Without protection.”

I smirk down at her, enjoying her dismay. “Yes, I did.”

“I could get pregnant,” she says, a tremor in her voice.

“You won’t,” I reply, confident in my assertion. A woman her age, the odds are low. And even if she did, the thought of knocking up Paul’s mom holds a perverse appeal. “But wouldn’t that be interesting? Li thinking it’s his while you and I know the truth?”

She closes her eyes, unable to face the possibility. But her pussy clenches around me at the thought, another involuntary betrayal of her body’s response to me.

“Don’t worry,” I whisper, leaning down to kiss her neck gently – a mocking tenderness after so much roughness. “Our secret’s safe. For now.”

I remain inside her for another minute, savoring the moment of complete possession, before I finally begin to withdraw. My softening cock slides from her body with a wet sound, followed by a trickle of my cum. The sight of my seed leaking from her well-fucked pussy onto the expensive sheets of her marriage bed is the final victory.

I look down at Cho’s body, marked by my hands, my mouth, my cock. She looks thoroughly fucked – hair a mess, lipstick smeared, skin flushed and glistening with sweat. My cum leaks from her pussy, a white trickle against her olive skin. Beautiful. But I’m not done with her yet. Not quite. There’s one final humiliation I want to inflict, one final act of dominance to cement my control. I move up her body until my cock, still wet with our combined fluids, hovers near her face.

“Clean me,” I command, my voice low but firm. “With your mouth.”

Her eyes widen, disgust and humiliation washing over her features. “No.” The word is barely audible, a last desperate attempt at resistance. “That’s… I can’t.”

I smile down at her, the expression not reaching my eyes. “You can. You will.”

“Please,” she whispers, turning her face away. “You’ve done enough. This is too much.”

I grip her chin, forcing her to face me again. “Nothing is too much. Not anymore. Not between us.” I trace her lower lip with my thumb, pressing slightly against the soft flesh. “Open your mouth, Mrs. Wu. Taste what we did together.”

She closes her eyes, unable to maintain eye contact, but her lips part slightly. Progress, but not enough. I need to untie her first – this position is awkward, with her still bound to the headboard. I reach up and loosen the silk belt around her wrists, freeing her hands.

She flexes her fingers as circulation fully returns, wincing slightly. The skin is red where the binding held her, but there are no lasting marks. I’ve been careful about that, at least.

“Sit up,” I instruct, moving back to give her room.

She complies slowly, her body clearly sore from our vigorous activities. Her movements are tentative, uncertain, as if she’s relearning how her body works after surrendering control of it for so long. I watch with satisfaction as she winces when her thighs press together, feeling the evidence of my use between her legs.

“Now,” I say once she’s upright, “be a good girl and clean your mess.”

I press the tip of my cock against her lips, still wet with our combined fluids. She hesitates, breath coming in short, panicked bursts against my sensitive skin. The warmth of her exhales makes my cock twitch despite its recent emptying. Even soft, I’m imposing enough to make her nervous.

“Do it,” I demand, threading my fingers through her hair and tightening my grip. Not painful, but controlling. “Show me what a good slut you can be.”

Something in her breaks – the last vestige of resistance crumbling away. Her lips part, and she takes the head of my cock into her mouth. The warmth and wetness envelop me, sending a shiver up my spine despite my recent orgasm. Her tongue moves hesitantly, tasting our combined essence – her tangy wetness mixed with the salt of my cum.

“That’s it,” I encourage, guiding her head with my hand. “Clean every inch. Taste yourself on me.”

Her movements are awkward, inexperienced. I wonder briefly if she’s ever done this for Li, or if blow jobs are another thing he hasn’t bothered to ask for. The thought of being the first to make her do this sends a fresh thrill through me.

She works her tongue along the underside of my shaft, cleaning the mixture of fluids with delicate, reluctant laps. Her face is a mask of humiliation, cheeks burning with shame as she tastes herself, tastes us together. But she doesn’t stop. Doesn’t pull away. Complete surrender.

“Look at me,” I command, wanting to see her eyes as she debases herself.

She raises her gaze slowly, reluctantly. The depth of humiliation I see there is intoxicating. This proud, arrogant woman, on her knees, tasting our sex from my cock, looking up at me with eyes that know they’ll never be the same. I’ve changed her, marked her in ways that go beyond the physical.

“Good girl,” I praise, the words deliberately condescending. “You’re learning your place so well.”

She flinches at the degradation but continues her task, tongue working more efficiently now as she adjusts to the act. Her saliva mixes with the fluids she’s cleaning, making her lips glisten in the dim light.

“Who owns you now, Mrs. Wu?” I ask, my voice soft but demanding.

She pauses, my cock still partially in her mouth. I see the conflict in her eyes – the desire to deny it, to maintain some shred of dignity, warring with the reality of what she’s doing, what she’s already done.

I tighten my grip in her hair, a reminder of who’s in control. “Answer me.”

She releases my cock to speak, her voice a broken whisper. “You do.”

“Say my name,” I demand, pressing my cock back against her lips. “Say exactly who owns you.”

Her eyes close briefly, defeat washing over her features. When they open again, they’re empty of fight. “Tyler Brady owns me.”

Hearing those words from her mouth – the confession of her subjugation – sends a jolt of pure power through me. My cock twitches, beginning to harden again despite having just emptied inside her.

“That’s right,” I confirm, pushing back into her mouth as a reward. “Now finish cleaning me like a good little slut.”

She resumes her task, more deliberate now, accepting her role. Her tongue swirls around the head of my cock, dipping into the slit, cleaning every trace of our coupling. If her technique is awkward, her thoroughness makes up for it.

I watch her work, savoring the sight of Paul’s mother on her knees, servicing me while her husband sleeps just feet away. The ultimate victory. The complete conquest.

“This is who you are now,” I tell her as she finishes, her tongue making a final sweep along my now-clean shaft. “Mine to use however I want, whenever I want.”

She doesn’t deny it. Doesn’t try to reclaim the dignity I’ve stripped from her along with her clothes. She simply kneels there, waiting for my next command, my next desire. Broken. Remade. Mine.

I release her hair, giving her shoulder a condescending pat like one might praise a well-behaved pet. “Very good, Mrs. Wu. You learn quickly.”

Her eyes remain downcast, unable to meet mine after what she’s done. I cup her chin, forcing her to look up at me.

“Don’t look so sad,” I mock, wiping a stray tear from her cheek with my thumb. “Most girls your son’s age would kill to have my attention. You should be flattered.”

I glance at the clock – nearly 4:30 a.m. I should go before the house starts waking up. I’ve accomplished what I came for, and more. But this isn’t a one-time thing. No way am I giving up access to this premium MILF pussy now that I’ve claimed it.

“I’ll be in touch,” I tell her, finally moving away, adjusting my clothes. “And when I call, you answer. When I text, you respond. When I want you, you make yourself available. Understand?”

She nods silently, a broken empress dethroned.

“Say it,” I insist, needing to hear her verbal submission.

“I understand,” she whispers, the words barely audible.

“Good girl,” I praise again, leaning down to place a mocking kiss on her forehead. “Now get some sleep. You look thoroughly fucked.”

And she does – hair tangled, lips swollen, skin marked with the beginnings of bruises where I gripped too hard. Evidence of what I’ve done to her, what she’s become for me. My personal MILF slut.

I walk to the bedroom door, pausing to look back at her one last time. She remains kneeling on the bed, naked, cum-stained, defeated. A masterpiece of my creation.

“Sweet dreams, Mrs. Wu,” I whisper, grinning. “I know I’ll have them.”

I slip out as silently as I came in, leaving Cho to deal with the aftermath of her surrender, the evidence of her betrayal still wet between her thighs.


Chapter 4

Two days later, I’m changing after football practice, muscles pleasantly sore from the workout. Coach ran us ragged today – punishment for our sloppy performance at last week’s game. The locker room’s emptying out, guys heading home for dinner or to meet up with girlfriends. I take my time, letting the hot water of the shower ease the tension in my shoulders. I’m in no rush. Nothing waiting for me at home except homework and my parents’ constant bickering. As I towel off, my phone buzzes with a text. Unknown number. But I know exactly who it is before I even read it.

“I’m in the parking lot. Black Lexus. Tinted windows.”

I smirk at the screen, satisfaction flooding through me. I knew she’d come crawling back. They always do. But I hadn’t expected it this soon. I figured she’d need at least a week to process what happened, to cycle through denial and anger before landing on acceptance and need. Looks like Mrs. Wu is an overachiever.

I take my time getting dressed, making her wait. Power moves. I scroll through Instagram, like a few posts, answer a text from some sophomore girl who’s been trying to get my attention. Only when fifteen minutes have passed do I grab my gym bag and head outside.

The black Lexus is idling in the far corner of the parking lot, away from the few remaining cars. Smart. Can’t have anyone recognizing the Wu family car at a high school football practice. I saunter over, unhurried, watching as the window slides down to reveal Cho’s face.

She looks different. Still gorgeous, but somehow changed. Her makeup is perfect as always, her hair immaculate, but there’s something in her eyes that wasn’t there before. Knowledge. Awareness. Hunger.

“Get in,” she says, her voice steady but with an undercurrent of something I recognize immediately. Need.

I slide into the passenger seat, tossing my gym bag in the back. The car smells like her expensive perfume and leather. She’s wearing a silk blouse, buttoned high enough to hide any marks I might have left on her neck. Professional. Proper. Like nothing ever happened.

Except everything happened.

“Couldn’t stay away, huh?” I ask, lounging back in the seat, deliberately taking up space, letting my legs fall open in a posture of masculine confidence.

She doesn’t look at me, keeping her eyes straight ahead as she pulls out of the parking lot. “I needed to talk to you.”

“About what happened?” I prompt, enjoying her discomfort. “About how I fucked you in your marriage bed while your husband slept beside us? About how you came three times on my cock? About how you sucked me clean afterward like a good little slut?”

Her cheeks flush at my crude recap, but she doesn’t deny any of it. Her knuckles whiten on the steering wheel. “Yes. About all of that.”

We drive in silence for a minute, leaving the school behind. I don’t ask where we’re going. Don’t care, really. I’m just enjoying watching her struggle with whatever she needs to say.

Finally, she pulls into an empty church parking lot, cuts the engine, and turns to face me. “What you did was wrong,” she starts, but there’s no conviction in her voice.

“What we did,” I correct, grinning. “You were a very active participant by the end.”

She looks away, unable to maintain eye contact during her confession. “I’ve never… I’ve never felt anything like that before.”

And there it is. The admission I’ve been waiting for.

“Never had multiple orgasms before?” I ask, though I already know the answer. “Never been fucked properly?”

“Both,” she whispers, her composure cracking. “Li is… gentle. Conservative. We haven’t… not in months. And never like that.”

I resist the urge to laugh. Poor little rich girl, stuck in a sexless marriage with a man too preoccupied with business to take care of his smoking hot wife. No wonder she broke so easily under my attention.

“So what now, Mrs. Wu?” I ask, deliberately using her formal title, reminding her of the taboo nature of what we’re discussing. “You want me to apologize? To promise I’ll never do it again?”

Her eyes snap to mine, something fierce and desperate in them. “No,” she says, and the word hangs between us, charged with meaning. “I want… I want you to keep doing it.”

Heat floods my groin at her admission. My cock stirs, already responding to the promise in her words. “Is that right? The proper Mrs. Wu wants to be my fuck toy?”

She winces at the crude description but doesn’t deny it. “I’ve never felt so… alive. So present in my own body.” Her voice drops to a whisper. “You woke something in me. Something I didn’t know was there.”

“I know,” I reply, confidence radiating from me. “I saw it the moment I touched you. The desperate housewife act might fool everyone else, but I saw the hunger underneath.”

Her breathing quickens, her chest rising and falling more rapidly. “So will you? Keep… seeing me?”

I pretend to consider it, though my cock’s already fully hard at the thought of having regular access to her body. “What’s in it for me? I already got what I wanted.”

“Anything,” she says immediately, the word tumbling from her lips before she can reconsider. “I’ll do anything you want.”

The power of that offer hits me like a physical force. This woman – rich, beautiful, respected in the community – offering herself completely to me, her son’s teenage tormentor. It’s beyond anything I could have imagined when I broke into her house.

“Anything?” I repeat, just to hear her say it again.

“Yes.” Her voice is steadier now, conviction replacing uncertainty. “I need this. I need what you do to me.”

I reach out, resting my hand possessively on her thigh. She doesn’t flinch or pull away. Instead, she parts her legs slightly, an unconscious invitation for more.

“Tomorrow,” I say, decision made. “After practice. Meet me in the locker room after everyone leaves.”

She nods, relief washing over her features. “What time?”

“Six. The janitor’s gone by then. We’ll have the place to ourselves.”

Her tongue darts out to wet her lips, a nervous but excited gesture. “I’ll be there.”

I squeeze her thigh, my hand sliding higher, brushing the edge of her skirt. “Wear something easy to remove. And bring lube.”

Her eyebrows lift in surprise. “Lube?”

“For your ass,” I clarify, enjoying how her breath catches. “I want another go at that tight hole.”

I expect hesitation, maybe even refusal. Instead, she shudders, her pupils dilating with unmistakable arousal. “I’ll bring it,” she promises.

“Good girl,” I praise, the same words I used when she was tied beneath me. They have the same effect now – a visible tremor runs through her body.

“Is that all?” she asks, and I can tell she’s hoping I’ll touch her now, take her in this church parking lot in broad daylight.

But I’m not going to make it that easy. “For now. Tomorrow, Mrs. Wu. Six o’clock.”

I remove my hand from her thigh and open the car door. She looks disappointed but nods. “Tomorrow.”

As I grab my gym bag and step out of the car, I can’t help but feel like the king of the fucking world. I’ve completely conquered her – mind, body, soul. She’s mine now, to use however I want. And from the look in her eyes, she couldn’t be happier about it.

“Oh, and Mrs. Wu?” I lean back into the car before closing the door. “Don’t wear panties around me. Ever. I want easy access to what belongs to me.”

Her cheeks flush, but she nods. “Yes, Tyler.”

I slam the door and watch her drive away, already counting the hours until tomorrow’s practice ends. Paul has no idea his mother is about to become my personal sex toy. Li has no clue his wife is now my willing slut. And Cho herself is only beginning to understand the depths of depravity I’ll introduce her to.

Life is fucking sweet.
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