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Chapter 1

I pull up to the nerd’s house in my lifted truck, killing the engine with a frustrated grunt. Of all the losers I could’ve been paired with for this stupid history project, it had to be Karan. The same pathetic loser who can’t even look me in the eye in the hallway after I stuffed him in a locker last semester. Whatever. At least I can make sure he does all the work while I enjoy the afternoon however I want. That’s the benefit of being the star quarterback — other people do your shit for you.

The front door opens before I even knock, and there he stands — skinny as a rail, glasses sliding down his nose, a nervous twitch in his fingers. Karan’s eyes dart everywhere except at me. He’s such an Indian nerd.

"H-hey, Tyler. Thanks for coming over to work on the, uh, the project," he stammers.

I push past him into the house, not bothering to take off my shoes. "Let’s get this over with."

The inside of their house is nicer than I expected. Clean. Modern. Expensive-looking shit everywhere. Must be nice having a doctor for a dad. I follow Karan upstairs to his bedroom, sizing up the back of his head and thinking how easy it would be to shove him down the steps. Just one push.

His bedroom is exactly what I expected — posters of science shit, a desk with a fancy computer setup, and books. So many fucking books.

"So, I was thinking we could split the work. Maybe you could do the research part while I Karan starts, setting his backpack down.

I cut him off with a laugh. "That’s not how this works, dipshit." I drop my body onto his bed, stretching out. "You’re going to do all of it. The research, the writing, the presentation. All of it."

His face falls, but he doesn’t look surprised. "But Mr. Harrison specifically said we need to show equal contribution—"

"Do I look like I give a fuck what Mr. Harrison said?" I pull out my phone and lean back against his pillows. "I’ve got better things to do. Like watch some porn while you type." I flash him a cruel grin. "Unless you want me to tell everyone at school how you cried when I gave you that swirlie last month?"

His face pales. Good. He remembers.

"Or maybe I should just show you right now what happens when you don’t do what I tell you to." I sit up slightly, flexing my arm. The muscle bulges under my tight t-shirt. "Your choice, nerd."

Karan swallows hard, his Adam’s apple bobbing like a buoy in a storm. "Fine. I’ll do it." He slumps into his desk chair and turns to his computer.

"Smart choice." I stretch out again, pulling up a porn site on my phone. "Make sure you put my name first on the project. I don’t want Harrison thinking I didn’t contribute."

I’m just getting into a good video — some blonde with huge tits getting railed from behind — when the bedroom door opens without a knock.

"Karan, honey, I brought you some—"

The voice stops abruptly, and I look up.

Holy. Fucking. Shit.

Standing in the doorway is the hottest MILF I’ve ever seen in real life. And she’s an Indian MILF, too. She’s holding a tray with snacks, but that’s not what catches my attention. It’s the thin silk nightgown that clings to every curve of her body. It’s short — stopping mid-thigh to reveal the smoothest, most toned legs I’ve ever seen on a woman her age. The material is practically see-through, and I can make out the dark circles of her nipples underneath. Her tits are massive, straining against the silk, and when she shifts her weight, they bounce just enough to make my cock stir in my jeans.

Her face is gorgeous — high cheekbones, full lips painted a deep red, and striking green eyes that seem to glow against her light brown skin. Her black hair cascades down her shoulders in loose waves. This must be Karan’s mom. How the fuck did that loser come from someone who looks like this?

"Oh! I didn’t realize you had company, Karan." Her voice has a slight accent that makes my dick throb. "You must be Tyler."

I sit up straight, suddenly very interested in making a good impression. "Yes, ma’am." I flash her the smile that makes the cheerleaders wet their panties. "Tyler Brady. Quarterback for the school team."

Her eyes widen slightly in recognition. "Karan mentioned you two were working on a project together." She sets the tray down on the desk, bending over slightly. The nightgown rides up, giving me a peek at the curve of her ass. My mouth goes dry.

"That’s me." I stand up, making sure to flex my chest and arms as I do. I’m a good six inches taller than her, and I can see her looking up at me, taking in my build. "You must be Karan’s mother. I can’t believe it, though. You look way too young."

A blush spreads across her cheeks. Fuck, it’s working.

"I’m Aishwarya," she says, extending her hand. "And thank you for the compliment."

I take her hand, but instead of shaking it, I hold it gently, letting my thumb brush across her skin. "It’s not a compliment if it’s true."

Her blush deepens, and she pulls her hand away, but not before I notice her breath catch. The nightgown shifts as she moves, giving me another glimpse of what’s underneath.

"Well, I’ll leave you boys to your studying," she says, but her eyes linger on me for a second too long. "Let me know if you need anything else."

As she walks out, I don’t hide the fact that I’m watching her ass sway with each step. When she’s gone, I turn to find Karan staring at me with a mix of confusion and anger.

"What the fuck was that?" he asks.

I smirk, adjusting my growing erection through my jeans. "That was me flirting with your smoking hot mom." I sit back down on his bed. "Now get to work on that project. I’ve got some... thinking to do."

All I can think about is what Aishwarya looks like under that thin silk nightgown, and how much I want to find out.

After twenty minutes of watching Karan type away like the good little bitch he is, I’m bored out of my mind. Porn only holds my attention for so long when I’m not stroking my cock, and there’s no way I’m jerking off in this loser’s bedroom. I need a change of scenery. "I’m going to watch some TV," I announce, not bothering to wait for his response as I push myself off the bed.

His desperate "But we need to finish—" gets cut off as I slam the door behind me. Not my problem.

The upstairs hallway is quiet except for the faint sound of Karan’s fingers hitting the keyboard. I’m about to head down the stairs when I hear something else — a soft moan coming from behind a closed door at the end of the hall. I recognize that sound instantly. It’s the sound of a woman getting ready to be fucked.

My cock twitches in my jeans as I realize it must be Aishwarya. Moving silently down the hallway, I position myself near the master bedroom door. It’s not completely shut — there’s a small gap that lets both sound and a sliver of visibility into the room. I lean in, careful not to make a noise.

"Come on, baby," Aishwarya’s voice purrs from inside. "Let me help you get hard."

My eyes widen as I peer through the crack. Aishwarya is on the bed, completely naked, her body even more spectacular than I imagined. Her tits are full and perky, with dark nipples standing at attention. Her stomach is flat with just the hint of abs, and between her legs is a neatly trimmed patch of black hair. Beside her is a middle-aged Indian man — must be Rahul, her husband — looking nervous and already half-defeated.

"I’m trying," he says, his voice strained. "It’s just been a long day at the hospital."

Aishwarya sighs, rolling onto her side to face him. "It’s always a long day, isn’t it?" Her hand slides down his body to his crotch, where his limp dick lies pathetically against his thigh. "Let me see if I can wake him up."

I watch, transfixed, as she wraps her fingers around his cock and starts stroking. Her technique looks good — long, firm strokes with a twist at the head — but his dick barely responds. She’s working a flaccid noodle like it’s supposed to be a steel rod. The contrast between her gorgeous body and his pathetic excuse for manhood makes me throb with arousal.

"Is this doing anything for you?" she asks, frustration creeping into her voice as she pumps faster.

"Yes, yes," Rahul gasps unconvincingly. "Keep going."

Aishwarya shifts position, bringing her mouth close to his ear while her hand continues working him. "I want you inside me," she whispers, loud enough for me to hear. "I need to feel a hard cock stretching me open."

I bite my lip to stifle a groan. If she were saying those words to me, I’d already have her pinned to the mattress. Instead, this loser’s dick is barely half-mast despite her best efforts.

"I’m trying," Rahul whines again. "Maybe if you use your mouth?"

Aishwarya looks at him with thinly veiled contempt. "I’ve been sucking you for twenty minutes before this. It didn’t help then either."

She continues jerking him, and to my amazement, his breathing starts to get heavier despite his dick still looking mostly soft. His hips start to twitch upward.

"Oh no," Aishwarya says, realizing what’s happening. "Don’t you dare—"

Too late. Rahul’s body tenses, and a pathetic dribble of cum leaks out of his semi-hard cock, making a small puddle on the bedsheet. He didn’t even get fully erect before shooting his load.

"Are you fucking kidding me?" Aishwarya sits up, her face a mask of frustration and anger. "Again? You came again without even getting hard enough to fuck me?"

Rahul covers his face with his hands. "I’m sorry. I couldn’t help it. You’re just so sexy, and—"

"Save it," she snaps, standing up from the bed. Her naked body is flushed with arousal and anger. "This is the third time this week. What am I supposed to do with all this?" She gestures to her body, which is practically vibrating with unsatisfied desire.

"I can use my fingers," Rahul offers weakly, reaching for her.

"Your fingers?" She laughs, a cruel, cutting sound. "Your fingers are as useless as your dick. When was the last time you made me cum? Six months ago? A year?"

I have to stifle a laugh. This poor bastard couldn’t satisfy a woman if his life depended on it. Meanwhile, my cock is straining against my jeans, rock hard just from watching Aishwarya’s naked body and hearing her desperation.

"I’m a woman in her prime," she continues, pacing the room, her tits bouncing with each angry step. "I have needs, Rahul. Real needs. I need a man who can keep his dick hard for more than thirty seconds. A man who knows how to use it."

Rahul looks crushed, his soft dick now fully retreated. "I’ll do better next time, I promise."

"That’s what you always say." Aishwarya grabs a robe from a hook on the door, jerking it on. "I’m going to take a shower. Alone. Clean up your mess."

I quickly back away from the door as she approaches it, slipping into the bathroom across the hall just as the bedroom door swings open. Through the bathroom door, I hear her stomp past, muttering under her breath.

My cock is painfully hard now. The image of Aishwarya’s perfect body, desperate for satisfaction but getting none, is burned into my brain. A plan starts forming in my mind. She needs a real man? I’m right here, ready to give her what her husband clearly can’t

The bathroom door clicks shut behind me, and I immediately unbuckle my belt. My cock is throbbing painfully against my jeans after what I’ve just witnessed. I need release, and I need it now. The image of Aishwarya’s perfect tits bouncing as she moved, her smooth brown skin and that trimmed pussy — it’s all too much. I drop my jeans and boxers to my ankles in one swift movement, my cock springing free, hard and ready. Wrapping my hand around my shaft, I let out a low groan at the contact. This won’t take long.

I forget to lock the door in my haste, not that I care much. The risk of getting caught only adds to the thrill. I spit into my palm and return it to my cock, the wetness making each stroke smoother. I lean against the marble countertop, looking at myself in the mirror. My muscular chest rises and falls with each breath, my abs tightening as pleasure courses through me. I’ve been told my cock is impressive — thick and long, with veins running along the shaft — and seeing it in my hand only fuels my ego.

"Fuck," I mutter, stroking faster as I close my eyes, letting my imagination take over.

In my mind, Aishwarya is on her knees in front of me, those green eyes looking up as her full lips part to take me in her mouth. I imagine her naked, those big tits swaying as she bobs her head up and down my length. My hand mimics the fantasy, squeezing tighter around the base of my cock, then sliding up to the sensitive head.

"That’s it," I whisper to my fantasy Aishwarya. "Take it all."

Pre-cum leaks from my tip, providing more lubrication as I pump my hand faster. In my mind, I’ve got a handful of Aishwarya’s black hair, guiding her head as she gags on my cock. Those soft moans I heard through the bedroom door now play in my fantasy, but this time, they’re moans of pleasure, not frustration.

My free hand moves to cup my balls, rolling them between my fingers as the pressure builds. The fantasy shifts — now I’m bending Aishwarya over the same bed where her pathetic husband failed to satisfy her. My thick cock stretches her tight pussy as I slam into her from behind. I can almost hear her cry out, begging for more, begging for a real man to fuck her properly.

"You like that big cock, don’t you?" I grunt to the empty bathroom, my hand now a blur on my shaft. "Better than that limp-dick husband of yours."

The door suddenly swings open.

I freeze for just a split second before a smile spreads across my face. Standing in the doorway, wearing nothing but a skimpy red bra and matching panties, is Aishwarya. Her mouth drops open in shock, her eyes immediately drawn to my hand still wrapped around my throbbing cock.

"Oh my god!" she gasps, but she doesn’t immediately leave. Her eyes are fixed on my dick, which is fully erect and significantly larger than her husband’s pathetic excuse for a cock.

Instead of covering up or apologizing, I maintain eye contact while slowly continuing to stroke myself. Why should I be embarrassed? I’m giving her exactly what she needs to see — what a real man looks like.

"Like what you see?" I ask, my voice low and husky with arousal.

Aishwarya’s cheeks flush deep red, but her eyes don’t leave my cock. Her tongue darts out to wet her lips, and I notice her nipples hardening beneath the thin material of her bra. The red lingerie contrasts beautifully with her light brown skin, making her look even more fuckable than she did naked.

"I — I didn’t know anyone was in here," she stammers, but still doesn’t turn away. "I thought you were with Karan."

I take a step toward her, my cock jutting out proudly. Pre-cum glistens at the tip as I continue to stroke slowly, deliberately putting on a show for her. Her eyes widen as she takes in the full size of me, and I can practically see the gears turning in her head as she compares me to her husband.

"Do you want a taste of what a real man’s cock feels like?" I ask boldly, gesturing her forward with my free hand. "I bet you’re curious."

That snaps her out of her trance. She gasps again, this time in outrage — or at least pretend outrage. "You’re my son’s classmate! This is — this is inappropriate!" But her voice lacks conviction, and her eyes still haven’t left my cock.

"Age is just a number," I reply with a smirk. "And so is nine inches. Bet that’s a number you haven’t experienced in a long time. And I’m eighteen now."

Aishwarya’s hand flies to her mouth, but not before I catch the small moan that escapes her lips. She backs away, her chest heaving with rapid breaths that make her tits strain against the bra.

"I’m sorry. I should have knocked," she mumbles, finally tearing her eyes away. "Please... finish what you were doing." With that, she practically runs from the bathroom, pulling the door shut behind her.

I laugh softly, returning to my vigorous stroking with renewed enthusiasm. My cock is even harder now, if that’s possible. The look on her face — the shock, the desire, the internal struggle — has me closer to the edge than any fantasy could.

"You’ll be back," I mutter, pumping faster. "And next time, you won’t just be watching."

The image of Aishwarya in that red lingerie, her nipples hard and her lips parted in surprise, pushes me over the edge. I grunt as my orgasm hits, shooting hot streams of cum into the sink. It’s intense — one of the best solo sessions I’ve had — but it’s only a preview of what’s to come. I know Aishwarya wants me. It’s just a matter of time before she admits it.


Chapter 2

After cleaning myself up, I head downstairs in search of something to drink. My throat’s dry from all that heavy breathing, and I’m still riding the high of Aishwarya’s shocked expression when she caught me. As I reach the bottom of the stairs, I spot Rahul in the living room, hunched over a laptop, completely absorbed in whatever medical bullshit he’s working on. He doesn’t even look up as I pass by. Pathetic. His wife is fantasizing about a younger man’s cock, and he’s none the wiser. I smirk to myself as I head toward the kitchen, but stop short when I hear a soft moan coming from inside.

I slow my steps, careful not to make a sound as I approach the kitchen doorway. I peer around the corner, and my cock instantly begins to harden again at the sight before me.

Aishwarya is leaning against the kitchen counter, still wearing only that red bra and panties. Her eyes are closed, her head tilted back, and her hand is down the front of her panties, moving in quick circles. Her other hand is inside her bra, squeezing and kneading her breast. She’s biting her lower lip to keep quiet, but small whimpers still escape as her fingers work between her legs.

I hold my breath, not wanting to alert her to my presence just yet. This is too good to interrupt. Her body moves with the rhythm of her fingers, her hips grinding against her hand. The thin fabric of her panties is visibly damp, clinging to her pussy as her fingers create a bulge in the material. Her breath comes in short, sharp pants, her chest rising and falling rapidly.

"Yes," she whispers, so quietly I almost miss it. "Oh god, yes."

I strain to hear more, shifting slightly for a better view. The movement causes the floorboard beneath me to creak, but Aishwarya is too lost in her pleasure to notice. Her fingers move faster, her body tensing.

"Tyler," she breathes, and my cock jumps in response.

Holy fuck. She’s thinking about me. The MILF is fingering herself to thoughts of the high school quarterback she just caught jerking off. If that isn’t an invitation, I don’t know what is.

"Tyler," she moans again, slightly louder this time. "Your big cock..."

That’s all I need to hear. I step into the kitchen, my heart pounding with anticipation. I move silently across the tile floor until I’m standing right behind her. The scent of her arousal fills my nostrils — musky, sweet, intoxicating. I can see sweat beading on her neck, dampening her black hair. I reach out and place my hand gently on her thigh.

Aishwarya’s eyes fly open, and she spins around with a gasp, yanking her hand from her panties. Her face floods with color when she sees me standing there, a mix of embarrassment and desire flashing across her features.

"Tyler! I — I was just—"

"I know exactly what you were doing," I interrupt, stepping closer until her back presses against the counter. "And I heard exactly who you were thinking about."

Her eyes widen, but she doesn’t deny it. She can’t. We both know the truth. Her chest heaves with each breath, her nipples straining against the lacy red bra. I move my hand from her thigh up to her waist, feeling her warm skin beneath my palm.

"I think we both want the same thing," I say, my voice low and confident. "Don’t we, Aishwarya?"

She swallows hard, her eyes darting toward the living room where her husband sits, oblivious. "We can’t," she whispers, but there’s no conviction in her voice. Her body is already leaning into my touch, craving more.

"We already are," I reply, closing the final distance between us.

My lips crash against hers, and any resistance she might have had crumbles instantly. Her mouth opens to me, her tongue eager to dance with mine. I taste mint and a hint of the arousal that was on her fingers moments ago. My hands find her waist, gripping tightly as I press my body against hers. She moans into my mouth, the sound vibrating through me straight to my cock.

Our tongues entwine, exploring, tasting, battling for dominance. I win easily, taking control of the kiss as my hands roam her body. One slides down to cup her ass, squeezing the firm flesh and pulling her hard against my growing erection. The other moves up to her breast, slipping inside the bra to find her nipple, already hard and waiting.

"Fuck," she gasps against my lips as I pinch her nipple between my fingers. "We shouldn’t — Rahul is right there—"

"Let him hear," I growl, moving my lips to her neck, biting and sucking at the sensitive skin. "Let him know what a real man sounds like satisfying his wife."

My hand moves from her ass to the front of her panties, finding them soaked with her desire. I push the thin fabric aside and slide two fingers along her slit, gathering her wetness.

"Is this all for me?" I whisper in her ear, my fingers teasing her entrance. "Is this tight pussy getting wet for my big cock?"

"Yes," she whimpers, her hips jerking forward, seeking more contact. "God, Tyler, yes."

I slide my fingers inside her, and she bites her lip to stifle a loud moan. She’s incredibly tight — clearly not used to anything substantial inside her. My thumb finds her clit, circling it as my fingers pump in and out.

"This is what you were thinking about while fingering yourself, isn’t it?" I taunt, curling my fingers to hit her G-spot. "A high school stud making you cum better than your husband ever could."

"Shut up," she hisses, but her body betrays her as she grinds against my hand. "Just — don’t stop."

I lift her suddenly, setting her on the counter with ease. Her legs instinctively wrap around my waist, pulling me closer as our lips connect again in a desperate, hungry kiss. My cock strains against my jeans, pressing into her core through the thin barrier of her panties.

"I’m going to fuck you right here," I whisper against her mouth. "Right where your husband could walk in any second. And you’re going to love every minute of it."

The danger of discovery only seems to excite her more. She reaches between us, fumbling with my belt buckle, desperate to feel what she only glimpsed in the bathroom.

"Show me what a real man feels like," she begs, her voice thick with need. "Make me forget his

Aishwarya’s hands finally free my cock from my jeans, and her eyes widen at the sight. I’m fully hard again, thicker and longer than before, veins pulsing along the shaft. Her fingers wrap around me, trying to meet but failing to encircle my girth. I position myself at her entrance, rubbing the head through her soaked folds, coating myself in her juices. Our eyes lock as I start to push forward, the pressure of her tight pussy resisting at first.

"This is what you’ve been missing," I growl, gripping her hips tightly. "A real man’s cock."

With one forceful thrust, I bury myself halfway inside her. Aishwarya’s mouth opens in a silent scream, her eyes rolling back as she clutches my shoulders. She’s tight — so fucking tight — her walls gripping me like a vise.

"Oh god," she gasps, her nails digging into my skin. "You’re so big. Too big."

I smirk, pulling back slightly before driving deeper. "Not too big. You’re just used to your husband’s little dick."

Her pussy stretches around me as I push in further, inch by inch, until I’m fully sheathed inside her. I can feel her cervix against my tip, a sensation that makes my balls tighten with anticipation. I hold still for a moment, letting her adjust, watching her face contort with a mixture of pain and pleasure.

"Feel that?" I whisper, grinding my hips against hers. "That’s what it feels like to be full."

I start to move, slow at first, pulling almost all the way out before slamming back in. Each thrust forces a small whimper from her lips. Her pussy is producing so much wetness that I can hear the obscene squelching sounds as I pump in and out of her.

"Such a desperate little slut," I taunt, increasing my pace. "Getting fucked by a high school stud while your husband sits in the next room. What would he think if he saw you now, taking a cock twice the size of his?"

"Shut up," she hisses, but her pussy clenches around me at my words, betraying her arousal at the degradation.

I grab her hair, yanking her head back to expose her neck. "Admit it," I demand, biting down on her pulse point. "Admit you’re a cock-hungry slut who needs a real man to fuck her properly."

"Yes," she moans, her resistance crumbling. "Yes, I need it. Need your big cock."

I reward her admission by reaching down to rub her clit with my thumb while I continue thrusting. Her back arches off the counter, pushing her tits further into my face. I take advantage, pulling down her bra with my teeth to expose a dark nipple, which I immediately suck into my mouth.

"Aishwarya?" Rahul’s voice suddenly calls from the living room. "Is everything okay in there? I heard some noise."

Her eyes widen in panic, but I don’t stop. Instead, I thrust harder, deeper, placing my hand over her mouth to muffle her moans.

"Everything’s fine!" she calls back, her voice impressively steady despite my cock hammering inside her. I remove my hand, impressed by her control. "Just... cooking!"

I have to stifle a laugh at her choice of words. I lean in to whisper, "Yeah, I’m cooking this pussy real good, aren’t I?" before slamming into her particularly hard, making her bite her lip to keep from crying out.

"Listen," Rahul continues, oblivious to what’s happening mere feet away, separated only by the kitchen island. "I wanted to apologize again about earlier. In the bedroom."

I slow my thrusting, curious to hear how she’ll respond while impaled on my cock. My fingers find her nipples, twisting them just enough to make her squirm.

"Don’t — ah — don’t worry about it," she calls back, her voice hitching as I pinch harder. "These things happen."

"I know it’s frustrating for you," Rahul continues. "I promise I’ll make it up to you."

I pull out almost completely, then slam back in, making Aishwarya’s eyes bulge. She recovers quickly, her training as a doctor’s wife apparently including how to hold a conversation while getting secretly fucked.

"I’m already feeling — oh! — much better," she responds, her words perfectly timed to my thrusts.

"Are you sure?" Rahul sounds concerned. "Your voice sounds strange."

"Just a little — mmm — hot in here," she manages.

I’m getting close to the edge, the thrill of fucking her while her husband is right there pushing me toward climax. But I’m not done with her yet. I pull out completely, smirking at her confused expression.

"Turn around," I command in a whisper. "Hands on the counter."

Understanding dawns in her eyes, mixed with apprehension and excitement. She obeys, turning to face the counter, presenting her ass to me. I pull her panties completely off, stuffing them into my pocket as a souvenir. Her pussy glistens with arousal, dripping down her thighs.

"What are you making in there?" Rahul calls. "It smells interesting."

I lean close to her ear. "Tell him you’re getting your ass fucked by a real man," I whisper, then spit on my hand and rub it between her ass cheeks, lubricating her tight hole.

"Just trying something — new," she calls back, her voice strained as I press my cockhead against her asshole.

I push forward slowly, the tight ring of muscle resisting before finally giving way. Aishwarya bites down on her fist to keep from screaming as my cock penetrates her ass inch by agonizing inch.

"Fuck," I grunt quietly. "So. Fucking. Tight."

Tears spring to her eyes, but she pushes back against me, taking more of my length. The pain on her face gradually gives way to pleasure as I establish a rhythm, my hands gripping her hips hard enough to leave bruises.

"How’s that feel?" I whisper. "Better than anything that limp-dick husband of yours ever gave you?"

"Yes," she whimpers, barely audible. "God, yes."

Her admission fuels my desire, and I start pounding into her ass with abandon. Each thrust forces a small grunt from her, which she desperately tries to silence. The taboo nature of the act — anal sex with another man’s wife while he sits one room away — has me reaching new heights of arousal.

"Touch yourself," I command, and she immediately complies, one hand leaving the counter to find her clit. Her tight hole clenches around my cock as she pleasures herself, the dual stimulation bringing her closer to orgasm.

"I’m almost done in here," she calls to Rahul, her voice shaking.

"Take your time," he replies, completely unaware that his wife is being thoroughly sodomized by a teenager.

I lean forward, my chest against her back, and whisper in her ear: "You’re mine now. This ass belongs to me. This pussy belongs to me. Whenever I want it, I’ll take it. Understand?"

She nods frantically, too far gone in pleasure to speak. Her fingers work furiously at her clit as I continue my relentless assault on her ass.

"Good girl," I praise, feeling my own orgasm building. "Now take every inch like the slut you are

I grip Aishwarya’s hips harder, my fingers digging into her flesh as I drive my cock deeper into her ass. Her back arches, pressing her face against the cool counter as she stifles her screams. I can feel her body shaking, on the verge of orgasm from the combination of my cock in her ass and her fingers working her clit.

"That’s it," I growl, my voice low and dangerous. "Cum like the dirty fucking slut you are." Her ass tightens around me as her orgasm begins to build, and I know she’s moments away from exploding.

"Oh god, Tyler, I’m cumming," she gasps, her body tensing beneath me. "Fuck — fuck — FUCK!"

Her orgasm hits her like a tidal wave, her ass clenching rhythmically around my shaft as her body convulses. She bites down on her forearm to muffle her screams, but it’s not enough — a loud moan escapes her lips, echoing through the kitchen.

"Aishwarya?" Rahul’s voice sounds closer now, concerned. "Are you okay?"

Before either of us can respond, he appears in the kitchen doorway. Time seems to freeze as his eyes land on us — his wife bent over the counter, my cock buried in her ass, both of us sweaty and flushed with exertion. His mouth drops open, eyes widening in shock and disbelief.

"What — what the fuck?" he stammers, his voice cracking. "Aishwarya? What are you doing?"

I don’t stop thrusting. If anything, I slow down, making each stroke more deliberate, more obvious. Aishwarya tries to straighten up, but I hold her in place with a firm hand on her back.

"What does it look like, doc?" I sneer, pulling almost all the way out before slamming back in, making Aishwarya cry out. "I’m fucking your wife in the ass."

Rahul’s face contorts with a mixture of anger, humiliation, and hurt. "Get off her! Get out of my house!" But he doesn’t move toward us, his body frozen in place, unable to process the scene before him.

Aishwarya finally finds her voice. "Rahul, I—" she starts, but I cut her off with a particularly hard thrust.

"Tell him, Aishwarya," I command. "Tell him how good my cock feels in your ass. Tell him how you begged for it."

Her face flushes with embarrassment, but there’s something else there too — a perverse pleasure in being caught, in having her secret desires exposed.

"I needed this," she admits, her voice small but steady. "I needed to feel filled. To feel wanted."

Rahul’s face crumples. "But... I love you. I wanted you earlier, I just—"

"Couldn’t get it up?" I finish for him, laughing cruelly. "Couldn’t keep your dick hard long enough to fuck your own wife? Look at her now, doc. Look how well she takes a real man’s cock."

To emphasize my point, I pull out completely, allowing him to see his wife’s stretched asshole before plunging back in. Aishwarya moans loudly, no longer trying to hide her pleasure.

"She came three times already," I lie, twisting the knife deeper. "When was the last time you made her cum even once?"

Rahul stands there, speechless, watching his wife being fucked by a teenager. His hands clench and unclench at his sides, but he makes no move to stop us. Pathetic.

"Watch closely," I tell him. "Maybe you’ll learn something."

I increase my pace, my balls slapping against Aishwarya’s pussy with each thrust. She’s completely abandoned herself to the pleasure now, moaning and pushing back against me, taking every inch I give her.

"Fuck, I’m close," I grunt, feeling the familiar tightening in my balls. I pull out, turning Aishwarya around to face me. "On your knees."

Without hesitation, she drops to her knees in front of me, her mouth open and waiting. Rahul makes a strangled sound from the doorway, but still doesn’t intervene.

"Clean it," I command, presenting my cock to her. "Every inch."

Aishwarya doesn’t hesitate, taking my length into her mouth despite where it’s just been. She moans around my cock, her tongue swirling around the head before she takes me deeper, cleaning her own ass juices off my shaft. Her eyes water as I hit the back of her throat, but she doesn’t pull away.

"Look at your wife, doc," I taunt Rahul. "On her knees for a high school quarterback. Sucking a cock that was just in her ass. Is this what you imagined when you married her?"

Rahul’s face is a mask of devastation. Tears stream down his cheeks, but there’s a hint of something else in his eyes — arousal? Is he actually getting off on watching his wife debase herself?

"Your husband’s enjoying the show," I tell Aishwarya, guiding her head with my hand in her hair. "I think he likes watching you be a slut."

She looks up at me with those big green eyes, her mouth full of my cock, and the sight pushes me over the edge. I pull out, gripping my shaft tightly.

"Face," I command, and she tilts her head back, mouth open, tongue out.

I explode with a guttural groan, thick ropes of cum landing across her face — on her forehead, cheeks, lips, and tongue. She moans as it hits her, her eyes closing in ecstasy. When I’m done, she looks like a proper slut — face covered in cum, lips swollen from sucking cock, hair a mess from my rough handling.

"Swallow it," I order, and she obediently licks her lips, gathering my cum into her mouth before swallowing with an exaggerated movement of her throat.

"Good girl," I praise, tucking my spent cock back into my jeans. I turn to Rahul, who hasn’t moved from the doorway. "Thanks for the hospitality, doc. Your wife’s a great fuck. Better than the high school girls I usually nail."

Rahul finally finds his voice, though it’s weak and trembling. "Get out. Get out of my house."

I laugh, buttoning my jeans. "Sure thing. But I’ll be back tomorrow to work on that project with Karan." I wink at Aishwarya, who’s still on her knees, cum dripping down her face. "And maybe we can have another study session afterward."

Aishwarya doesn’t respond, but the flush on her cheeks and the way she can’t meet her husband’s eyes tells me everything I need to know. She’ll be ready and waiting for me tomorrow.

I walk past Rahul, purposely bumping his shoulder on my way out. He flinches away from the contact, his entire body radiating defeat. In the hallway, I spot Karan standing at the bottom of the stairs, a confused expression on his face. He must have come down when he heard the commotion.

"Hey, nerd," I call, grabbing a cookie from a plate on the counter as I head for the door. "Your mom makes great cookies. Can’t wait to taste more tomorrow."

Karan furrows his brow, not understanding the double meaning. "Um, okay?"

I laugh to myself as I step outside. The project isn’t due for another week, which means I’ve got plenty of time to explore every inch of Aishwarya’s body and break her husband’s spirit completely. Maybe I’ll even make Karan watch next time. The thought makes my cock twitch with renewed interest.

As I climb into my truck, I can’t help but smile. Life as the star quarterback just keeps getting better.


Thank you for reading! If you enjoyed this story, you can receive exclusive updates on my future books by:

SUBSCRIBING TO MY NEWSLETTER

OR

FOLLOWING ME ON AMAZON

cover.jpeg





