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Chapter 1

I knock on the door harder than necessary, impatient to get this bullshit project over with. Of all the losers in class, I had to get paired with Koji — the biggest fucking nerd in school. The door swings open, and there he stands, already looking like he might shit himself. Good. Fear is exactly what I want to see in his eyes when he looks at me.

"H-hey, Tyler," Koji stutters, his voice barely above a whisper. He keeps his eyes down, shoulders hunched like he's trying to make himself smaller. We’re both eighteen, but he looks like a high school freshman compared to me.

"Let's get this over with," I mutter, shoving past him into the house. My shoulder deliberately catches his, making him stumble back against the wall. "I've got better things to do than waste my Friday night on this crap."

Koji closes the door behind me, his hands visibly trembling. "My room's upstairs. I've already started some of the research for our biology project."

I snort, following him up the stairs. "Of course you have."

His bedroom is exactly what I expected — posters of anime characters, a bookshelf packed with textbooks, and a desk with a computer that probably cost more than my car. Everything perfectly organized. Everything screaming loser.

"So, I was thinking—" Koji starts, but I cut him off.

"Here's what's going to happen," I say, dropping my backpack on his bed and sprawling across it. "You're going to do the project. All of it. I'll put my name on it when you're done."

His eyes widen. "But Mr. Patterson said we both have to contribute—"

"Do I look like I give a fuck what Mr. Patterson said?" I sit up, fixing him with the same glare that makes freshmen scatter in the hallways. "You're good at this shit. I'm not. And I've got a game tomorrow that's way more important than some stupid assignment about plant cells."

Koji swallows hard, his Adam's apple bobbing. "I... I can't do it all by myself. It's too much work."

I stand up, towering over him by at least six inches. My hands curl into fists at my sides. "Let me make this clear for you. Either you do the work, or I rearrange your face. And we both know your daddy's money can't fix that."

The color drains from his face. "Okay, okay. I'll do it."

"Good choice." I pull out my phone and flop back onto his bed. "Now get to work. I've got some videos to watch."

Koji reluctantly sits at his desk, turning to his computer while I pull up my favorite porn site. I don't even bother with headphones, letting the moans and dirty talk fill the room. It's worth it to see how uncomfortable he gets, shoulders hunched as he tries to focus on typing.

"Turn it down, please," he whispers after a few minutes.

I crank the volume up instead. "What was that? Couldn't hear you over these tits bouncing."

He falls silent, accepting his fate. This is exactly how it should be — me in control, him knowing his place.

Ten minutes pass with just the sound of his keyboard and the porn stars' exaggerated moaning. Then, the bedroom door opens without a knock.

"Koji, honey, I brought you some—"

My thumb hits pause instinctively as I look up, and holy fucking shit. Standing in the doorway is what can only be described as every teenage boy's wet dream come to life.

Koji's mom is wearing a silky black nightgown that barely reaches mid-thigh. The thin fabric clings to curves that have no business being on a woman her age. Her tits — and they are spectacular tits — strain against the material, nipples visibly hard beneath the silk. Her waist is slim, flaring out to hips that beg to be grabbed. Long black hair cascades over her shoulders, and her full lips part slightly when our eyes meet.

"Oh," she says, clearly flustered at finding someone else in her son's room. "I didn't realize Koji had company."

I sit up immediately, my eyes traveling from her face down to her smooth, toned legs. My cock stirs in my pants, and I have to shift to hide what's rapidly becoming a hard-on. She’s a total MILF… a sexy Asian MILF.

"You must be Mrs. Hinata," I say, letting my voice drop lower, the same voice that's gotten me into countless pairs of panties before. "I'm Tyler Brady."

Recognition flashes in her eyes. "The quarterback? From Koji's school?"

"That's me." I stand up, making sure she gets a good look at my body. The hours in the gym have paid off, and the way her eyes flicker over my chest confirms it.

"Mom," Koji interrupts, clearly mortified. "We're working on a project."

Hinata tears her eyes away from me, glancing at her son. "Of course. I was just bringing some snacks." She sets down a tray of cookies and glasses of lemonade that I hadn't even noticed she was carrying.

As she bends over to place the tray on the desk, her nightgown rides up, giving me a glimpse of the curve of her ass. My mouth goes dry.

"It's a pleasure to meet you, Tyler," she says, straightening up and tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. "Koji doesn't bring friends home very often."

"We're not friends," I say with a smirk. "Just project partners. But if I'd known his mom was this gorgeous, I would have come over a lot sooner."

Her cheeks flush pink, but she doesn't look away. Instead, she holds my gaze, something flickering behind those green eyes.

"You're a charmer, aren't you?" she says, her voice softer now. "Just like all the star athletes."

I take a step closer to her, close enough that I can smell her perfume — something floral and expensive. "I'm not like the others, Mrs. Hinata. I think you'd be surprised."

She draws in a quick breath, her chest rising and falling in a way that makes my dick throb. "Call me Hinata," she says, and there's a hint of something forbidden in the way she says it.

"Hinata," I repeat, letting the name roll off my tongue. "Beautiful name for a beautiful woman."

Koji clears his throat loudly. "Mom, we really need to work on this."

Hinata blinks, as if suddenly remembering her son is in the room. "Right. Of course." She backs toward the door, but her eyes stay locked on mine. "Let me know if you boys need anything else."

"I'm sure I'll think of something," I reply, not bothering to hide the suggestion in my tone.

As she turns to leave, I don't miss the extra sway in her hips, or the way she glances over her shoulder one last time before closing the door. When she's gone, I let out a low whistle.

"Dude, your mom is fucking hot. She’s a total MILF," I say to Koji, who looks like he wants to crawl under his desk and die.

"Just... don't," he mumbles, turning back to his computer.

I laugh, settling back on the bed with a new video playing on my phone. But for once, the porn stars don't hold my interest. I'm too busy thinking about what's under that silky black nightgown, and how I might get to find out.

***

I'm bored out of my mind watching Koji type away at his keyboard, the loser completely absorbed in the project. My thoughts keep drifting back to his smoking hot mom in that barely-there nightgown. The way the silk hugged her curves, how her nipples poked through the thin fabric, the flush on her cheeks when I complimented her. Fuck. I need to move around before my hard-on becomes too obvious.

"I'm taking a break," I announce, standing up and stretching. "Got a TV in this place?"

Koji doesn't even look up from his screen. "Living room, downstairs. But I need to finish this section before—"

"Yeah, whatever." I cut him off, already heading for the door. "You keep working. I'll be back when I feel like it."

He doesn't protest. Smart kid. Knows better than to challenge me when I've already made it clear what happens if he doesn't do exactly what I want.

I step into the hallway, the plush carpet muffling my footsteps. This house is fucking nice — way nicer than mine. Doctor money, I guess. I've seen Koji's dad dropping him off at school in a Mercedes. What I can't figure out is how a boring-ass doctor like him landed a woman like Hinata. She's in a completely different league.

My cock twitches at the thought of her. Those full lips that would look perfect wrapped around my shaft. Those tits that would fit perfectly in my hands. That ass that's begging to be spanked. I adjust myself in my jeans, trying to calm down, but the image of her in that nightgown is burned into my brain.

I'm about to head downstairs when I hear something from behind a door at the end of the hall. A soft moan. A woman's voice.

Hinata.

My feet move before my brain catches up, carrying me silently toward the sound. The door isn't completely closed — there's a gap of about an inch that gives me a partial view into what must be the master bedroom. I position myself to see through the crack without being noticed.

"Come on, baby," Hinata purrs, her voice a sultry whisper that sends a jolt straight to my groin. "Let me help you get hard, Akira."

I can't see everything, but what I do see makes my breath catch in my throat. Hinata, now completely naked, is on her knees on the bed. Her body is even more incredible than I imagined — perky tits with dark nipples, flat stomach, curved hips, and a neatly trimmed pussy. She's stroking a man's cock — her husband, Akira, I assume — with slow, deliberate movements.

"I'm trying," comes a strained male voice. "Just... give me a minute."

I have to stifle a laugh. The poor bastard has the sexiest woman I've ever seen naked in front of him, and he can't get it up? Fucking pathetic.

"We've been at this for fifteen minutes already," Hinata says, irritation seeping into her tone. Her hand moves faster on his limp dick. "What's wrong? Don't you find me attractive anymore?"

"Of course I do! It's just... work stress, I think."

I watch as Hinata changes tactics, lowering her head to take him in her mouth. Her lips stretch around him, and she bobs her head in a rhythm that would have me rock hard in seconds. But from the frustrated look on her face as she pulls back, it's not having the desired effect.

"This isn't working," she snaps, sitting back on her heels. "Again."

"I'm sorry," Akira says, and he sounds pathetic. "Let me try to touch you instead."

Hinata lies back, spreading her legs. Her pussy glistens in the dim light of the bedroom, pink and wet. My cock strains painfully against my jeans as I watch Akira's hand move between her thighs, his fingers clumsily probing.

"Not like that," she hisses. "Softer. Slower. God, do I have to teach you everything?"

I can see Akira's face now, flushed with embarrassment as he adjusts his technique. He's exactly what I expected — thin, unremarkable, with a nervous expression. Nothing like the stallion a woman like Hinata deserves.

"Is this better?" he asks, his voice uncertain.

"A little," she says, but her tone suggests it's still nowhere near what she needs. "Try using your mouth."

He shifts position, lowering his head between her legs. Her eyes close, and for a moment, it seems like things might be improving. Then her brow furrows.

"Too hard! You're not eating a fucking sandwich, Akira!"

I have to bite my lip to keep from laughing out loud. This is better than any porn I've ever watched — real, raw, and right in front of me.

Akira comes up for air, looking defeated. "I'm sorry, I — wait, I think it's working now."

He looks down at his cock, which has apparently decided to show some signs of life. Hinata reaches for it again, stroking more vigorously.

"Finally," she mutters. "Now come here before you lose it again."

She lies back, spreading her legs wider, but as Akira moves to position himself, I see something that makes me cringe even from my limited viewpoint.

"No, no, no!" Hinata cries out in frustration. "Are you kidding me right now?"

Akira looks down in horror. Even from my angle, I can see the wet spot spreading on the sheets beneath him. He came before he even got inside her.

"I'm so sorry," he stammers, his face burning with shame. "It's been a while, and you looked so beautiful, I just—"

"Save it," Hinata cuts him off, sitting up and reaching for her nightgown. "This is the third time this month, Akira. I have needs, you know."

"I know, I know. Maybe tomorrow night—"

"Maybe never," she snaps, pulling the silk over her head. "What's the point? You can't get it up, and when you finally do, you last all of two seconds."

The venom in her voice is harsh, but fuck if it doesn't make me want her even more. A woman with that kind of fire needs a man who can match it — a man like me.

"I could try again in a little while," Akira offers weakly.

Hinata laughs, but there's no humor in it. "Don't bother. I'm going to take a shower."

I step back quickly as she moves toward what must be an en-suite bathroom. My heart pounds in my chest, partly from the fear of being caught, partly from the raging erection that's threatening to burst through my jeans.

As I back away from the door, a plan begins to form in my mind. Hinata needs satisfaction that her husband clearly can't provide. And I'm more than equipped to give her exactly what she's missing. The star quarterback with the reputation for being incredible in bed versus the limp-dicked doctor who can't even make it inside his wife.

No contest.

I move silently back toward the stairs, a smirk spreading across my face. This night just got a whole lot more interesting.

I slip into the bathroom across from Koji's room, my cock throbbing painfully against my jeans. The image of Hinata's naked body burns in my mind — those perfect tits, that wet pussy, the way she commanded her pathetic husband. I lock the door behind me, or at least I think I do, too focused on the urgent need between my legs to notice the latch doesn't quite catch. My hands shake with anticipation as I unzip my jeans and free my aching shaft.

"Fuck," I whisper, looking down at my fully erect cock. Eight and a half inches of thick meat standing proud. The thing that's given me my reputation around school — the thing that makes girls text their friends the morning after.

I spit into my palm and wrap my hand around the base, groaning at the contact. Pre-cum already beads at the tip, and I use my thumb to spread it over the sensitive head. The cool air of the bathroom contrasts with the heat of my skin, sending a shiver down my spine.

My hand starts to move, slow at first, savoring the sensation. I close my eyes and lean back against the sink, Hinata's image crystal clear in my mind. Those full lips that sneered at her husband would look so much better stretched around my girth. Those tits that bounced as she moved on the bed would fit perfectly in my hands, nipples hardening under my tongue.

"That's it," I mutter, my pace quickening. My balls tighten as I imagine bending her over, spreading those smooth thighs, and sliding into her wet heat. She'd be tight — tighter than the high school girls I usually fuck. A mature pussy that knows what it wants. A pussy that's been neglected by that joke of a husband.

I picture her face as I push inside her — the surprise at my size, the way her mouth would fall open in a silent gasp, those green eyes widening as I fill her completely. She'd dig her nails into my shoulders, maybe try to tell me to slow down, but I wouldn't. I'd show her what it feels like to be fucked by a real man.

"Gonna fuck you so good," I grunt, my hand pumping faster now. In my mind, I've got her pinned against the wall, her legs wrapped around my waist as I thrust up into her. I can almost hear her moans, feel her walls clenching around me, begging for more.

I'd spank that perfect ass, leaving red handprints on her skin. Mark her as mine. Make her scream my name so loud her pathetic husband would hear it from wherever he's hiding. Make her forget she was ever satisfied with less than what I can give her.

My breathing becomes ragged as I work my shaft, pre-cum making the glide smoother, wetter. The slick sounds of my hand moving up and down fill the bathroom, matching the rhythm of my fantasy. In my mind, I've flipped Hinata onto her hands and knees now, pulling her hair back as I pound into her from behind.

I'm so lost in the fantasy, so close to the edge, that I don't hear the door creak open. It's only when a soft gasp breaks through my concentration that my eyes snap open.

Hinata stands frozen in the doorway, wearing nothing but a lacy red bra and matching panties. Her hair is pulled up in a messy bun, exposing the slender curve of her neck. The red fabric barely contains her full breasts, the tops of them spilling over the cups. The panties are high-cut, emphasizing her long legs and the curve of her hips. A thin strip of fabric disappears between her thighs, covering what I now know to be a perfectly groomed pussy.

Our eyes lock, and for a long moment, neither of us moves. Her gaze drops from my face to my hand, still wrapped around my cock. Her lips part slightly, and I can see her chest rise and fall with quickened breaths.

Instead of stopping or trying to cover myself, I maintain eye contact and continue stroking. Her presence only makes me harder, my cock twitching visibly in my grip.

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

Her eyes widen, but they don't leave my cock. "I... I should go," she whispers, but she doesn't move.

"You sure about that?" I give myself a slow, deliberate stroke, making sure she sees every inch. "Your husband couldn't get it up, but I don't seem to have that problem."

A flush spreads across her cheeks and down her neck, disappearing beneath the red lace of her bra. "You... you heard us?"

I smirk, running my thumb over the sensitive head of my cock. "Hard not to. Sounded like you weren't getting what you need."

Her eyes finally tear away from my groin, meeting mine with a mix of embarrassment and something else — hunger. "This is inappropriate," she says, but there's no conviction in her voice.

"Wanna feel what a real man's cock is like?" I continue stroking, pre-cum dripping down my shaft now. "I bet your pussy's still wet and ready. All that buildup and no release. Must be frustrating."

Her breathing quickens, and I can see her nipples hardening beneath the thin fabric of her bra. For a moment, I think she might actually take me up on the offer — might step into the bathroom, lock the door behind her, and sink to her knees.

Instead, she suddenly seems to remember herself. "I... I'm married," she stammers, backing away. "And you're my son's classmate."

"Age is just a number," I counter, my hand still working my shaft. "And marriage is just a piece of paper. Doesn't seem to be keeping you satisfied."

That hits a nerve. I can see it in the way her eyes flash, the way her tongue darts out to wet her lips. But instead of responding, she turns abruptly and flees, the door swinging shut behind her.

I let out a frustrated groan, my cock harder than ever. Seeing her in the flesh, so close I could almost touch her, was even better than the fantasy. The way she looked at my cock — like she was starving and it was a feast — tells me everything I need to know.

She wants it. She's just not ready to admit it yet.

I resume my strokes, faster now, more urgent. But I don't finish. Not yet. If things go my way — and they always do — I'll be saving this load for something much better than my hand.

I tuck my still-hard cock back into my jeans with difficulty, wincing at the confinement. The slight pain helps clear my head. I splash cold water on my face, staring at my reflection in the mirror.

"Game on," I whisper to myself, a predatory smile spreading across my face. Hinata might have run this time, but the look in her eyes told me everything. She'll be back. And when she is, I'll be ready to give her exactly what her husband can't.


Chapter 2

I zip up my jeans, adjusting my still-hard cock into a less obvious position. That look in Hinata's eyes — I've seen it a hundred times before. Pure, unfiltered want. She can deny it all she wants, but her body doesn't lie. I leave the bathroom, my mind racing with possibilities. The house is quiet as I make my way downstairs, the plush carpet muffling my footsteps. I need to find her again, need to finish what we started.

At the bottom of the stairs, I pause. A soft clacking of keys draws my attention to the living room. Akira sits there, back to me, hunched over a laptop. He wears expensive-looking headphones, completely absorbed in whatever boring medical shit he's working on. Pathetic. His smoking hot wife was just upstairs in red lingerie, and he's down here typing away like the sexless loser he is.

I walk past him, not bothering to be quiet. He doesn't even look up. With headphones on, he's completely oblivious to the world around him — oblivious to the fact that I'm about to fuck his wife.

The thought sends a fresh surge of blood to my cock. I continue through the house, following a soft sound coming from the kitchen. As I approach the doorway, I slow my steps, peering around the corner.

What I see makes my mouth go dry.

Hinata leans against the marble countertop, her back to me. She's still wearing only that red bra and panties, but the panties are pulled to the side now, exposing her pussy. Her right hand works between her legs, fingers moving in tight circles over her clit. Her left hand grips the edge of the counter, knuckles white with tension. Her head is thrown back, long neck exposed, soft moans escaping her lips.

"Yes... like that..." she whispers to herself, her hips rocking against her hand. "Fuck..."

I stand transfixed, watching as she pleasures herself. Her body moves with a grace that only comes from knowing exactly what you want and how to get it. Her ass flexes with each roll of her hips, the red fabric of her panties a stark contrast against her pale skin.

"Tyler..."

My name on her lips sends a jolt through my entire body. She's thinking about me. Touching herself while imagining it's me between her legs. My cock throbs painfully against my zipper.

"Oh god, Tyler..." she moans again, her movements becoming more urgent. "So big..."

That's it. I can't just watch anymore. I step into the kitchen, my heart pounding in my chest. She's so lost in her fantasy that she doesn't hear me approach. I move closer, close enough to smell her perfume, to feel the heat radiating from her skin.

I reach out, placing my hand gently on her thigh, just below where her fingers are working.

She gasps, whirling around with wide eyes. "Tyler!" Her hand flies away from her pussy, but not before I see how wet she is, her fingers glistening with her arousal.

"Don't stop on my account," I say, my voice husky with desire. "Sounded like you were enjoying yourself."

Her cheeks flush crimson, but she doesn't try to cover herself or push me away. "You... you shouldn't be here. Akira is—"

"Wearing headphones. Working. Completely clueless." I step closer, closing the gap between us. "Just like he was clueless about how to satisfy you upstairs."

Her eyes darken at the reminder. "You shouldn't have been listening to that."

"But I'm glad I did." My hand slides higher on her thigh, feeling her tremble beneath my touch. "Because now I know exactly what you need."

Our eyes lock, and in that moment, something shifts between us. The pretense falls away. We both know what's about to happen. What needs to happen.

"This is wrong," she whispers, but her body betrays her, leaning into my touch.

"Then why were you moaning my name?" I counter, my fingers inching closer to the edge of her panties. "Why is your pussy so wet right now?"

Instead of answering, she surges forward, her mouth crashing against mine. The kiss is desperate, hungry — nothing like the tentative kisses I get from high school girls. Hinata kisses like she's starving, her tongue pushing past my lips to tangle with mine.

I respond immediately, my hands finding her hips and pulling her against me. The feel of her nearly naked body pressed to mine sends electricity through my veins. I back her up against the counter, trapping her between my body and the cold marble.

Our tongues battle for dominance, her hands grabbing at my shirt, pulling me closer. I can taste her desperation, her need for something her husband can't give her. I slide my hands down to her ass, squeezing the firm flesh and lifting her slightly.

"You want this cock?" I growl against her lips. "The one your husband could never match?"

"Yes," she gasps, her hips grinding against the bulge in my jeans. "God, yes."

I slip my hand between her legs, feeling the soaked fabric of her panties. "So fucking wet," I mutter, pushing the thin material aside to run my fingers through her folds. "All this for me?"

She moans into my mouth as my fingers find her clit, circling it slowly. "Please," she whimpers. "Please, Tyler."

Hearing her beg sends a surge of power through me. I've got this MILF — this fucking goddess — begging for my cock while her husband sits just one room away. It's better than any conquest I've ever made.

"Tell me what you want," I demand, pushing one finger inside her. She's tight, her walls gripping me like a vise. "Say it."

"I want you," she pants, her eyes glazed with lust. "I want you inside me."

That's all I need to hear. I lift her onto the counter in one swift movement, her ass hitting the cold marble. She gasps, but spreads her legs wider, making room for me between them. I yank her panties to the side, exposing her pussy completely now — pink, swollen, and dripping wet.

"Your husband couldn't even get hard for this?" I say, running my thumb over her clit. "What a fucking waste."

She grabs my face, pulling me in for another kiss. "Stop talking about him," she hisses against my lips. "Just fuck me already."

Her legs wrap around my waist, pulling me closer. Through my jeans, my cock presses against her entrance, making her moan. I reach between us, unbuckling my belt and unzipping my fly. My cock springs free, the head nudging against her wet heat.

"Last chance to back out," I warn, though we both know it's just for show. There's no stopping this now.

In answer, she digs her heels into my ass, pulling me toward her. "Shut up and fuck me, Tyler," she demands, her voice thick with need. "Show me what a real man feels like."

Our lips remain locked as I position myself at her entrance, the head of my cock pushing against her wet folds. With a slow, deliberate thrust, I slide inside her, inch by thick inch, feeling her stretch around me. Her nails dig into my shoulders, her gasp of surprise muffled against my mouth. I don't stop until I'm buried to the hilt, my balls pressing against her ass.

"Fuck," she breathes, breaking the kiss to throw her head back. "You're so... big."

I hold still for a moment, savoring the way her pussy clenches around me, adjusting to my size. She's tight — tighter than I expected — but so wet that I slide in perfectly. Her inner walls pulse around my shaft, sending waves of pleasure up my spine.

"This what you've been missing?" I whisper, my lips against her ear. "A real cock filling you up?"

She can only nod, her eyes closed, mouth open in a silent moan. I pull back slowly until just the tip remains inside, then thrust forward again with more force. The counter rattles beneath us, and she bites her lip to stifle a cry.

"Don't hold back," I tell her, gripping her hips tightly. "Let me hear how much you love this cock."

I start a rhythm, each thrust a little harder than the last. Her tits bounce in that red bra, threatening to spill out with each impact. I reach up and yank the cups down, freeing her breasts. They're perfect — full and firm with dark nipples that stand at attention. I lower my head to take one in my mouth, sucking hard as I continue to pound into her.

"Oh god, Tyler," she moans, her hands tangling in my hair. "Yes, just like that."

My fingers dig into her hips, hard enough to leave bruises. Marks that her husband will see later. The thought makes me thrust even harder, my cock driving deeper into her willing body.

"You like getting fucked by a high school stud?" I growl against her breast. "Like taking a teenager's cock while your husband sits in the next room?"

Her pussy clenches around me at my words, her breath catching. "Don't... don't say that."

I straighten up, grabbing her chin and forcing her to look at me. "Why not? It's true. You're a slutty MILF getting railed by your son's bully. Does that turn you on?"

The flash in her eyes tells me it does, even as she tries to deny it. "You're a bastard," she hisses, but her legs tighten around my waist, pulling me deeper.

"And you're a whore," I shoot back, slamming into her hard enough to make her cry out in pain. "But your pussy feels fucking amazing, so I don't care."

I increase my pace, my hips smacking against hers loud enough that I'm surprised Akira doesn't hear. Each thrust drives my cock deeper, hitting spots her husband has probably never reached. Her mouth falls open, eyes rolling back as I pound into her.

"It hurts," she whimpers, but her body tells a different story — her hips rise to meet each thrust, her pussy getting wetter with each stroke.

"But you love it," I say, not slowing down. "Your tight little cunt is dripping for me."

"Hinata?" Akira's voice suddenly calls from the living room. "Are you okay? I thought I heard something."

Her eyes fly open in panic, but I don't stop. If anything, I thrust harder, watching her struggle to find her voice.

"I'm — ah — fine!" she calls back, her voice shaking as I grind against her clit. "Just — mmm — dropped something!"

I smirk, leaning close to whisper in her ear. "Good girl. Tell your husband everything's fine while I fuck your brains out."

"What are you making for dinner?" Akira calls, completely oblivious to what's happening just yards away.

I slow my thrusts, making them deep and deliberate, hitting her g-spot with each stroke. She bites her lip hard, trying to maintain composure.

"I was thinking — oh god — pasta!" she manages, her voice higher than normal. I pinch her nipple hard, making her gasp. "With... with sauce!"

"Sounds great," Akira responds. "Sorry again about earlier. Maybe tonight after dinner we can try again?"

I have to stifle a laugh against her neck. The poor bastard has no idea his wife is currently getting the fucking of her life in their kitchen. I pull out suddenly, making her whimper at the loss.

"Tell him," I command in a whisper, my hand still working her clit. "Tell him you'll try again tonight."

She glares at me but complies. "Sure, honey. We can... try again tonight."

"Thanks for understanding," Akira calls back. "I think it's just stress from work."

"No problem," she replies, her voice steadier now that I'm not inside her. "I'm just... preparing things in here."

I spin her around roughly, bending her over the counter. Her ass is perfect — round and firm, the red panties still pulled to the side exposing both her dripping pussy and tight asshole. I run my cock through her folds, coating it in her juices.

"You know what I want now?" I whisper, leaning over her back to bite her earlobe.

She tenses beneath me. "Tyler, no. Not that."

"Has he ever fucked you here?" I ask, pressing my thumb against her asshole. It clenches at the contact, and I know the answer before she speaks.

"No," she admits, her voice small. "We've never..."

"Then I'll be the first," I declare, positioning the head of my cock against her tight entrance. "Another thing your husband will never give you."

"It won't fit," she protests, but she doesn't move away. "You're too big."

"We'll make it fit." I reach around to rub her clit, feeling how wet she still is. "Relax for me."

I push forward slowly, the tight ring of muscle resisting at first. She buries her face in her arm, muffling a cry of pain. I don't stop, applying steady pressure until the head pops in. She's incredibly tight, squeezing my cock in a vice-like grip.

"Fuck," I groan, pausing to let her adjust. "So fucking tight."

"It hurts," she whimpers, her body trembling beneath me.

"Just breathe," I instruct, my fingers still working her clit. "It gets better."

Gradually, I push deeper, feeling her body reluctantly yield to my invasion. Her breathing comes in short, sharp gasps, a mix of pain and emerging pleasure. When I'm halfway in, I pull back slightly before pressing forward again, establishing a gentle rhythm that gradually opens her up.

"That's it," I encourage, feeling her relax around me. "Taking my cock in your ass like a good slut."

Her response is a low moan that doesn't sound entirely like pain anymore. I continue my slow thrusts, each one going a little deeper, while my fingers work magic on her clit. Eventually, I'm buried completely in her ass, my hips pressed against her cheeks.

"How does it feel?" I ask, my voice strained from the effort of holding back. "Having a teenager's cock in your ass while your husband sits twenty feet away?"

"Shameful," she admits, turning her head to look at me over her shoulder. Her eyes are dark with lust, her lips swollen from our kisses. "But I don't want you to stop."

That's all the permission I need. I start to move more forcefully, watching my cock disappear into her ass with each thrust. The sight is incredible — her perfect body bent over the counter, taking me in a way her husband never could. With each thrust, her body jerks forward, her tits rubbing against the cold marble.

"You're such a fucking slut," I grunt, spanking her ass hard enough to leave a handprint. "Taking it up the ass from your son's classmate."

"Yes," she hisses, pushing back against me now. "I'm a slut. Your slut. Just don't stop."

I increase my pace, fucking her ass with the same intensity I gave her pussy. The pain seems to have transformed entirely into pleasure now, her moans growing louder with each thrust. I have to remind her to keep quiet, though part of me wants Akira to hear — to know exactly what's happening to his wife.

"This ass belongs to me now," I declare, gripping her hips hard enough to bruise. "Whenever I want it, you'll give it to me. Understand?"

"Yes," she agrees without hesitation. "Yes, Tyler. Whatever you want."

The power rushes through me like a drug, making my cock swell even larger inside her. I'm claiming this woman completely, in a way her husband never has and never will. She's mine now — my personal MILF slut — and we both know it.

The sound of footsteps makes us both freeze. I'm buried deep in Hinata's ass, her body bent over the kitchen counter, when Akira walks into the kitchen. His eyes widen behind his glasses, mouth dropping open as he takes in the scene — his wife, ass in the air, my cock buried inside her, both of us sweaty and flushed with pleasure. For a moment, nobody moves, the only sound our heavy breathing and the ticking of the kitchen clock.

"Hinata?" Akira's voice breaks, confusion giving way to horror. "What... what is this?"

Instead of pulling out or attempting to cover ourselves, I maintain my position, my hands still gripping Hinata's hips. I lock eyes with Akira, a slow smirk spreading across my face.

"Hey, Doc," I say casually, as if he's just interrupted a conversation rather than catching me balls-deep in his wife's ass. "We were just getting to know each other better."

Hinata doesn't even try to move away. She turns her head, meeting her husband's devastated gaze with defiance in her eyes. "Akira," she says, her voice surprisingly steady. "You should go back to your work."

His face contorts with a mix of emotions — shock, betrayal, rage, humiliation. "In our kitchen? With... with him?" His voice rises, hands shaking at his sides. "He's Koji's classmate! He's eighteen!"

"And he's twice the man you are," Hinata replies, her words like daggers. I feel her push back against me, taking my cock even deeper. "At least he can get it up."

The color drains from Akira's face. I can see the exact moment his heart breaks, his shoulders slumping as the full weight of the betrayal hits him. But instead of shouting or attacking me like a man should, he just stands there, watching. Pathetic.

"What kind of man watches another guy fuck his wife?" I taunt, slowly pulling my cock almost all the way out before slamming back in. Hinata gasps, her body jerking forward with the force. "Is this what gets you off, Doc? Watching instead of doing?"

"Stop," Akira pleads, but his feet remain rooted to the floor. "Hinata, please."

"Why should I?" she challenges, her voice breaking as I continue to thrust into her. "When was the last time you made me feel like this? When was the last time you even tried?"

I increase my pace, watching Akira's face as I pound into his wife. Each thrust is a direct assault on his manhood, each of Hinata's moans a reminder of his failure. His eyes glisten with unshed tears, but he doesn't look away. Can't look away.

"That's it, watch closely," I instruct, slapping Hinata's ass hard enough to leave a red handprint. "This is how a real man fucks. This is what your wife has been missing."

Hinata moans loudly, no longer trying to be quiet. "Yes, Tyler! Harder! Fuck my ass harder!"

The raw anguish on Akira's face only fuels my desire. I've never felt more powerful, more dominant, than in this moment — destroying this man's marriage while he watches, helpless to stop it. My thrusts become more aggressive, my fingers digging into Hinata's flesh hard enough to bruise.

"Your wife's ass is so tight," I tell Akira, maintaining eye contact with him. "Guess you never had the balls to fuck her here, huh?"

He flinches at my words but still doesn't leave. His hands clench and unclench at his sides, but the fight never comes. Just as I suspected — all talk, no action. The perfect cuckold.

I feel my climax building, my balls tightening with each thrust. But I'm not ready to finish yet. Not like this. I want more. Want to humiliate him further.

I pull out of Hinata suddenly, making her whimper at the loss. My cock stands proud, slick with her juices. I turn her around to face me, then look over at Akira.

"On your knees," I command Hinata, loud enough for her husband to hear clearly.

Without hesitation, she slides to her knees in front of me, her face level with my throbbing cock. I grab a handful of her hair, guiding her toward my shaft.

"Clean it," I order. "Show your husband how a slut worships cock."

Akira makes a strangled sound, but still doesn't intervene. Hinata looks up at me, then over at her husband, a defiant gleam in her eyes. She leans forward, taking my cock into her mouth without hesitation, cleaning it of her own juices and the remnants of our anal sex.

"Fuck," I groan, watching her lips stretch around my girth. "That's it. Take it all."

She works my shaft with expert precision, her tongue swirling around the head, one hand cupping my balls. The sight of this elegant MILF on her knees, sucking my cock while her husband watches, is almost too much to bear.

"You see this, Doc?" I taunt, my voice strained with approaching orgasm. "This is what a hungry slut looks like. When's the last time she sucked your dick like this? Has she ever?"

Akira's face crumples, but he remains frozen in place, watching his wife service me with enthusiasm. The power I hold over both of them is intoxicating. I've reduced a respected doctor to a shell of a man and turned his sophisticated wife into my personal cocksucker.

"I'm gonna cum," I warn, my grip tightening in Hinata's hair. "Open your mouth. I want him to see every drop."

She pulls back, her mouth open, tongue extended. I stroke myself rapidly, aiming at her face. With a grunt, I explode, thick ropes of cum landing on her cheeks, lips, and tongue. Some drips down her chin onto her breasts, marking her as mine.

"Fucking perfect," I pant, milking the last drops onto her waiting tongue. "Show him."

Hinata turns toward Akira, my cum glistening on her face. She makes a show of swallowing what landed in her mouth, then runs a finger through the mess on her cheek and sucks it clean. The ultimate act of submission to me and defiance to him.

Akira finally breaks, turning away with a sob. He stumbles from the kitchen, the sound of his footsteps hurrying up the stairs echoing through the house.

I tuck myself back into my jeans, watching as Hinata rises to her feet. She doesn't try to clean the rest of my cum from her face, wearing it like a badge of honor.

"That was..." she begins, but seems at a loss for words.

"Just the beginning," I finish for her, reaching out to caress her cheek, smearing my seed further into her skin. "I'll be back tomorrow. Same time."

It's not a question or a request. It's a statement of fact. She nods, understanding the new dynamic between us.

"He won't leave me," she says, glancing toward where Akira fled. "He's too weak."

"I know." I smirk, zipping up my jeans. "That's what makes this so much fun."

I grab my backpack from upstairs, not bothering to check on Koji. The project can wait. I've accomplished something much more important today. As I head back downstairs, I find Hinata in the kitchen again, now wearing a robe, the evidence of our encounter washed from her face. She's preparing dinner as if nothing happened.

Koji stands in the hallway, looking confused. "Are you leaving? What about the project?"

"I'll be back tomorrow," I tell him, grabbing a cookie from a plate on the counter. I take a bite, glancing at Hinata with a knowing smirk. "Your mom makes great cookies. I can't wait to try more of what she has to offer."

Koji frowns, not understanding the subtext, but Hinata blushes, averting her eyes. I walk out the front door, tossing the half-eaten cookie into the bushes. The taste of victory is so much sweeter.

As I stroll down the sidewalk toward home, I can't help but smile. I came to Koji's house expecting a boring evening of schoolwork. Instead, I've claimed his mom as my personal fuck toy, humiliated his dad, and set myself up for regular sex with the hottest MILF I've ever seen.

Not bad for a Friday night. Not bad at all.


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

SUBSCRIBING TO MY NEWSLETTER
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FOLLOWING ME ON AMAZON
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