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Chapter 1

The water feels amazing against my skin as I slice through it, my muscles working with each powerful stroke. Jake's pool is the perfect escape from the summer heat, cool and refreshing while the sun beats down overhead. We're tossing his football back and forth, the water splashing around us with each throw and catch.

We both turned eighteen last month, and there's no better way to celebrate than spending the day at his parent's mansion. And last night's win over our football rivals is just icing on the cake.

Then she steps out onto the pool deck, and my whole body freezes mid-movement. Jake's mom, Ming-Na, in a bikini that barely contains her curves. She's a total MILF… a sexy Asian MILF. Holy shit.

"Dude, watch out!" Jake shouts, but it's too late.

The football smacks me right in the face, making me sputter and cough as water rushes up my nose. I barely feel the sting. My eyes are locked on Ming-Na as she saunters across the pool deck, hips swaying with each confident step.

"You okay?" Jake swims over, concern on his face.

"Yeah, yeah," I mutter, unable to tear my gaze away from his mom. "I'm good."

The truth is, I'm anything but good. My heart is racing, and it's not from the exertion of swimming. It's from the sight of Ming-Na in that tiny, barely-there bikini.

Fuck me. She's incredible. The bright red fabric of her bikini top struggles to contain her massive tits, the material stretching tight across her chest. Each movement threatens to spill them free. Her nipples push against the thin fabric, clearly visible even from where I'm treading water. The bottoms are even worse — or better, depending on how you look at it. They're cut high on her hips, showing off her long, toned legs, and the tiny triangle of fabric in front barely covers what it needs to.

"By the way," Jake says, following my gaze. "I got that new video game. We can play it tonight."

I nod, not really listening. Ming-Na bends over to spread a towel on one of the lounge chairs, and I almost drown. Her ass is perfect — round, firm, with just the right amount of jiggle as she moves. The bikini bottom rides up between her cheeks, giving me a view that makes my cock twitch beneath my swim trunks.

"Dude, are you listening?" Jake waves a hand in front of my face.

"What? Yeah, video game. Got it." I throw the football back to him, harder than necessary, trying to distract myself.

Ming-Na settles onto the lounge chair, adjusting her top in a way that only draws more attention to her tits. Her skin glistens with some kind of oil or lotion, making her look like she's glowing in the sunlight. She's got to be in her forties, but she doesn't look it. Not even close. Her body is tight and toned, her skin smooth and flawless.

Her face is just as perfect as the rest of her. Full, pouty lips painted a deep red that matches her bikini. High cheekbones. Dark, almond-shaped eyes that seem to smolder even from a distance. Her long black hair is pulled back into a high ponytail, exposing the elegant line of her neck and shoulders.

"I think I'm gonna get out," Jake says, swimming toward the ladder. "I’ll get my basketball so we can shoot some hoops from the pool. You staying in?"

"Yeah," I reply, not wanting to get out of the water just yet. My trunks are doing little to hide the growing bulge beneath them. "I'll stay in a bit longer."

Jake nods and climbs out, grabbing a towel and heading inside. I'm alone in the pool now, with Ming-Na lounging just feet away. She reaches for a bottle of suntan lotion, squeezing a generous amount into her palm before slowly, methodically spreading it across her already glistening skin.

I watch, mesmerized, as her hands glide over her stomach, up to the undersides of her breasts, then down her thighs. My cock is fully hard now, throbbing painfully as I imagine those hands on me instead.

Ming-Na looks up suddenly, catching me staring. Instead of looking away, she smiles, a slow, knowing curve of those red lips. She doesn't seem bothered by my attention. If anything, she seems to welcome it, adjusting her position to give me a better view of her body.

"Having fun, Tyler?" she calls out, her voice low and sultry.

I swallow hard, my throat suddenly dry despite being surrounded by water. "Yes, Mrs. Chen. The water's great."

"Ming-Na, please," she corrects me, stretching her arms above her head in a way that thrusts her chest forward. "Mrs. Chen makes me sound so old."

She's not old. She's fucking perfect. I nod, not trusting myself to speak again. My brain is short-circuiting, all the blood in my body rushing south. I dip lower in the water, trying to hide what's happening below the surface.

Ming-Na reaches for a magazine but doesn't open it. Instead, she continues watching me, her eyes trailing over my shoulders and chest where they rise above the water. I feel exposed under her gaze, but not in a bad way. There's something thrilling about having her eyes on me.

"You've grown up so much, Tyler," she says, tilting her head to the side. "All those sports have paid off, I see."

Is she... is she checking me out? The thought makes my cock twitch again. I take a deep breath, trying to calm myself down, but it's no use. Not with her lying there, practically naked, looking at me like I'm something to eat.

I swim a few lazy laps, showing off a bit, flexing my arms and shoulders more than necessary with each stroke. When I pause at the edge nearest her chair, I catch her watching me, that same hungry look in her eyes.

"You look hot," she says, and for a second, I think she means my appearance. Then she clarifies, "Swimming in this heat. Would you like something cold to drink?"

"Sure," I manage to say, my voice hoarser than I'd like.

Ming-Na stands, and I'm treated to another full view of her body. Her bikini is even smaller than I thought, the bottoms cutting between her ass cheeks, the top barely containing the swell of her tits. She knows I'm watching. She has to. And she's putting on a show.

As she walks to the outdoor bar, I grip the edge of the pool, my knuckles turning white. My cock is so hard it hurts, straining against my swim trunks. I imagine bending her over that bar, pulling that tiny bikini bottom to the side, and driving into her from behind. The image is so vivid I have to bite my lip to hold back a groan.

Ming-Na returns with two glasses of lemonade, bending down to hand me one. Her tits hang just inches from my face, threatening to spill out of her top. I can smell her perfume, something exotic and floral that makes my head spin.

"Thanks," I mutter, taking the glass with a shaky hand.

"My pleasure, Tyler," she says, and the way she says my name sounds like a promise. She returns to her lounge chair, stretching out like a cat in the sun, all long limbs and soft curves.

I sip my lemonade, the cold doing nothing to cool the heat building inside me. I'm trapped in the pool, unwilling to get out and reveal the tent in my trunks. But I don't mind. Not when it means I can stay here, watching Ming-Na, letting my imagination run wild with all the things I'd like to do to her.

And from the way she's looking at me, I'm starting to think she might let me do them.

The tension between us hangs in the air like static electricity when Jake comes back outside, basketball in hand. I guess I can't ogle his MILF mom when he is —

Jake's phone suddenly blares from the poolside table. He runs over quickly and grabs it. I watch him answer, but my mind is still locked on Ming-Na, her oiled skin gleaming in the afternoon sun as she pretends to read her magazine. I know she's watching me. I can feel her eyes on my body every time I move through the water.

"Shit," Jake mutters, pressing the phone closer to his ear. "Now? But I thought you were coming back tonight." He listens for a moment, then sighs. "Fine, fine. I'll be there in twenty."

He hangs up and tosses the phone onto his towel, frustration clear on his face.

"What's up?" I ask, though I'm secretly hoping it's something that will take him away from here. Away from us.

"My dad's flight got in early. He's at the airport now, needs me to pick him up." Jake drops the basketball. "His car's in the shop."

"That sucks," I say, not meaning it at all. My heart is racing at the thought of being alone with Ming-Na.

"Yeah, well, you know how he is. Can't take a cab like a normal person." Jake rolls his eyes, then glances at his mom. "I'll be back in like an hour."

"I've got nowhere to be," I say casually, though my cock twitches beneath the water.

Jake nods, already heading for the house. "Cool. Mom, I'm taking your car, okay?"

Ming-Na waves a hand without looking up from her magazine. "Fine, honey. Drive safe."

The moment Jake disappears into the house, the atmosphere shifts. Ming-Na sets down her magazine and stretches languidly, like a cat waking from a nap. Her eyes find mine across the pool, and there's no pretense now, no attempt to hide the hunger in her gaze.

She stands, and my mouth goes dry. Her legs seem to go on forever, toned and sleek, leading up to the tiny scrap of fabric barely covering her pussy. She walks to the edge of the pool, each step deliberate, her hips swaying in a way that has to be intentional.

"Would you like another drink, Tyler?" she asks, but we both know she's not really talking about lemonade.

"Sure," I manage, my voice husky.

Instead of going to the bar, she sits at the edge of the pool, dangling her feet in the water. She pats the spot next to her. "Why don't you come up here? It's lonely talking to you all the way down there."

I swim over, my heart pounding so loudly I'm sure she can hear it. As I reach the edge, I hesitate, aware of the erection straining against my trunks.

Ming-Na leans forward, giving me a perfect view down her top. Her tits hang heavy and full, the nipples hard points against the red fabric. "Don't be shy," she purrs.

I hoist myself up beside her, careful to keep my lower half in the water. Being this close to her is intoxicating. I can smell her perfume, see the tiny droplets of sweat forming along her collarbone.

"You've grown into quite the man," she says, her eyes roaming over my chest and arms. "So strong." Her hand lands on my bicep, squeezing gently, appreciatively. "Do you work out every day?"

"Most days," I say, flexing subtly under her touch. "Football and swimming keep me in shape."

"I can see that." Her fingers trail down my arm, leaving goosebumps in their wake. "Very impressive."

I swallow hard, fighting the urge to pull her into the water with me, to feel those magnificent tits pressed against my chest. "You look amazing too," I say, deciding to be bold. "That bikini is... wow."

Ming-Na laughs, a throaty sound that goes straight to my cock. "This old thing? It's a bit small, I know. But when you've got it, flaunt it, right?" She leans back on her hands, chest thrust forward. "Besides, it drives the pool boy absolutely crazy. You should see how he fumbles with the net when I wear this."

My eyes widen. Is she saying what I think she's saying?

"Oh yes," she continues, watching my reaction with amusement. "Poor boy can barely do his job when I'm sunbathing. Not that I mind. He makes up for it in other ways."

Holy fuck. She's actually admitting to fucking the pool boy. My cock throbs painfully beneath the water.

"The gardener too," she adds casually, twirling a strand of hair around her finger. "He gives me special attention on days when Kirk is away on business. Which is most days."

"Seriously?" I blurt out, unable to contain my shock and arousal.

Ming-Na nods, her eyes darkening with desire. "My husband hasn't touched me in months. And when he does, he doesn't amount to much. He's too busy, too tired... too inadequate." She says the last word with a sneer. "A woman has needs, Tyler. And when her husband can't satisfy them..."

"She finds someone who can," I finish, my voice barely above a whisper.

"Exactly." Her hand finds my thigh under the water, fingers dancing dangerously close to my cock. "Kirk can't please me anymore. Not like a young, strong man could."

The implication hangs between us, as tangible as her hand on my leg. My imagination explodes with images of Ming-Na bent over a car hood, her bikini bottoms pulled to the side, a faceless man driving into her from behind. Her tits bouncing with each thrust, her mouth open in a silent scream of pleasure.

"When Kirk's away, I like to play," she says, her hand inching higher on my thigh. "And I like being treated like a fuckdoll. Bent over, held down, used..." She licks her lips, watching my reaction. "Does that shock you?"

I shake my head, unable to speak. My cock is so hard it's painful.

"I didn't think so," she murmurs. "I see the way you look at me, Tyler. I know what you're thinking. What you want to do to me."

Her fingers graze the edge of my trunks, and I nearly groan aloud. I need to get out of this pool before I explode right here.

"I should... I should go towel off," I stammer, pulling away from her touch.

Ming-Na pouts, but the hunger in her eyes doesn't diminish. "If you must."

I push away from the edge, swimming to the ladder. My mind is racing, filled with images of Ming-Na spread out beneath me, moaning my name as I pound into her. I need to get to the bathroom, need a moment alone to collect myself... or to relieve the pressure building inside me.

I climb the ladder quickly, not thinking about my actions, just desperate to escape the torturous proximity to Ming-Na. As I step onto the deck, disaster strikes. My waterlogged trunks, heavy and loose, slip down my legs and pool around my ankles.

I stand frozen, fully exposed, my cock jutting out proud and hard before me. I should move, should grab my trunks, but I'm paralyzed by the shock.

Ming-Na's gasp reaches my ears, followed by an appreciative murmur. "My, my, Tyler," she says, her voice thick with desire. "I had no idea you were so... gifted."

Her eyes are locked on my cock, her lips parted in surprise and unmistakable lust. I finally snap out of my trance, yanking my trunks up with fumbling fingers.

"I... I'm sorry," I stammer, face burning with a mixture of embarrassment and arousal.

"Don't be," Ming-Na says, licking her lips again. "Don't be sorry at all."

I grab my towel and wrap it around my waist, but it's too late to hide what she's already seen. And from the look on her face, she liked what she saw very much.

"I need to use the bathroom," I mumble, already backing toward the house.

Ming-Na nods slowly, her eyes never leaving me. "Second door on the left," she calls after me. "Take your time."

I practically run to the house, my mind reeling from what just happened. Did she really just admit to fucking the help? Did she really just see me naked? And most importantly, what happens next?

As I close the bathroom door behind me, one thing becomes crystal clear: this day has just taken a turn I never expected, but one I'm desperate to explore.


Chapter 2

I lock the bathroom door behind me, my hands shaking with need. My cock throbs painfully, still fully hard after Ming-Na's hungry stare at the pool. I grip the counter, knuckles white, trying to calm my racing heart. It's no use. All I can think about is her — those massive tits barely contained in that tiny red bikini, the way her eyes devoured me when my trunks fell. Fuck. I need release. Before I can think twice, my hand finds my cock, wrapping around the shaft with a groan of relief.

I stroke slowly at first, closing my eyes and picturing Ming-Na on her knees in front of me, those red lips wrapped around my cock. I imagine the heat of her mouth, the wetness, the way she'd look up at me with those dark, hungry eyes as she took me deeper.

"Fuck," I whisper, my hand moving faster.

The click of the door opening snaps my eyes open. I didn't lock it. Shit. I turn, ready to stammer an apology, but the words die in my throat.

It's Ming-Na.

She stands in the doorway, still wearing that sinful red bikini, her eyes immediately dropping to my hand wrapped around my cock. Instead of backing away in shock or disgust, she steps inside, closing the door behind her with a soft click.

"Need some help with that?" she purrs, her gaze never leaving my erection.

Before I can answer, she's crossing the small space between us, her body radiating heat as she presses against me. Her hand covers mine, then gently pushes it away, replacing it with her own.

"Holy shit," I gasp as her fingers wrap around my shaft, warm and firm.

"I thought you might be in here doing this," she murmurs, her breath hot against my ear as she begins to stroke. "Thinking about me, weren't you?"

I nod, unable to form words as her hand moves up and down my length, twisting slightly at the head in a way that makes my knees weak.

"I knew it." Ming-Na's voice is triumphant, hungry. "I saw how hard you were in the pool. How you couldn't take your eyes off my tits."

Her free hand comes up to cup one of those magnificent breasts, squeezing it through the bikini top. The nipple pokes against the fabric, begging to be freed. As if reading my mind, Ming-Na reaches behind her back with her free hand, never stopping the rhythm on my cock, and unties the string of her top. The triangles of fabric fall away, and I'm left staring at the most perfect pair of tits I've ever seen.

They're large and round, defying gravity despite their size. The nipples are dark and already hard, begging for my touch, my mouth. My cock jumps in her hand, growing even harder at the sight.

"You like?" Ming-Na asks, a knowing smile playing on her lips as she continues stroking me. "They're all natural. Not bad for a woman my age, hmm?"

"They're fucking perfect," I groan, my hands coming up to cup them. The weight of them in my palms is incredible, the skin soft and smooth under my touch. I squeeze gently, then harder when she moans in approval.

"Yes, just like that," she encourages, her hand speeding up on my cock. "I've seen you watching me for years, Tyler. Those hungry little looks when you thought no one was paying attention. Did you jerk off thinking about me? Jerk off thinking of my MILF tits and my sexy Asian face?"

"Yes," I admit, too far gone to be embarrassed. "All the time."

"Tell me what you imagined," she demands, her grip tightening deliciously around my shaft. "Tell me your dirtiest fantasies about me."

Her eyes lock with mine, dark and demanding. Her hand moves faster, squeezing and twisting in a way that has me seeing stars. I pinch her nipples between my fingers, making her gasp.

"I imagined bending you over the kitchen counter," I confess, my voice rough with desire. "Pulling your panties to the side and fucking your Asian pussy from behind while Jake was upstairs."

"Mmm, naughty boy," she purrs, clearly pleased. "What else?"

"I thought about your mouth," I continue, emboldened by her reaction. "How it would feel wrapped around my cock, taking me deep down your throat."

Ming-Na licks her lips, her eyes darkening. Before I can react, her mouth is on mine, her tongue pushing past my lips in a demanding kiss.

I moan into her mouth, my hands still working her tits as our tongues battle for dominance. She tastes like mint and something sweeter, something uniquely her. I'm drowning in the sensation, lost in the feel of her hand on my cock, her tongue in my mouth, her tits in my hands.

Breaking the kiss, I move my lips to her neck, sucking and biting at the sensitive skin there. Ming-Na tilts her head back, giving me better access, her hand never slowing on my cock.

"Fuck, you're so sexy," I growl against her skin, moving one hand from her breast to grab her ass. I squeeze the firm flesh, pulling her closer to me. "Your body is fucking incredible."

"So is yours," she gasps as I bite down on her shoulder. "So young, so hard, so... big."

The way she says it, with such hunger, sends a spike of pleasure through me. I move my mouth lower, capturing one of her nipples between my lips. I suck hard, then flick my tongue over the hardened peak, making her cry out.

"Yes, Tyler, just like that," she moans, her hand speeding up even more on my cock. "Suck my tits. Show me how much you want me."

I alternate between her breasts, sucking and licking, occasionally using my teeth in a way that makes her whimper. My free hand continues to grope her ass, fingers dipping lower, teasing the edge of her bikini bottoms.

"Your tits are amazing," I mutter against her skin. "I've dreamed about fucking them, coming all over them."

"Later," she promises, then suddenly pulls away from me. Before I can protest the loss of her hand on my cock, she's dropping to her knees in front of me, her eyes level with my erection. "Right now, I want to taste you."

My breath catches in my throat as Ming-Na looks up at me, those red lips parted in anticipation. Her hands rest on my thighs, fingers digging into the muscle.

"I've wanted to do this for so long," she confesses, her hot breath ghosting over my cock, making it twitch. "Ever since you turned eighteen. Watching you grow into such a man, knowing what you were hiding in those jeans..." She licks her lips. "And now I know it's even better than I imagined."

Without further preamble, she wraps her lips around the head of my cock, her tongue swirling over the sensitive tip. I groan, my hands flying to her head, fingers tangling in her silky hair.

"Fuck, Ming-Na," I gasp as she takes me deeper, her mouth hot and wet around me. "That feels so fucking good."

She hums around my cock, the vibration sending jolts of pleasure up my spine. Her hands grip the base of my shaft, stroking what doesn't fit in her mouth. And she's taking a lot — more than I would have expected.

My hips buck forward instinctively, wanting more of that incredible heat. Ming-Na doesn't pull back; instead, she relaxes her throat, taking me even deeper. The sight of her — this gorgeous woman on her knees, tits out, lips stretched around my cock — is almost too much to bear.

"Look at me," I command, surprising myself with the authority in my voice. But Ming-Na responds immediately, raising her eyes to mine as she continues to suck me off. The eye contact adds another layer of intensity to the moment, making my cock throb in her mouth.

My hands guide her head now, setting a rhythm that she eagerly follows. She moans around my cock, clearly enjoying herself as much as I am. Her hands move from my shaft to my balls, cupping and gently squeezing them in a way that has me seeing stars.

"That's it," I encourage, my voice hoarse with pleasure. "Take it deeper. Suck my cock like you need it."

Ming-Na responds by hollowing her cheeks, creating suction that makes my knees weak. Her tongue works the underside of my shaft, finding every sensitive spot like she's mapping my body. Each bob of her head takes me deeper into her throat, each pull of her lips brings me closer to the edge.

I can feel the pressure building at the base of my spine, my orgasm approaching fast. But I don't want to come yet, not like this. There's so much more I want to do to her, so many ways I want to pleasure and be pleasured by this incredible woman.

As if sensing my thoughts, Ming-Na pulls back, letting my cock slip from her mouth with an obscene pop. A string of saliva connects her lips to my tip for a moment before breaking.

"Not yet," she says, her voice husky from the exertion. "We're just getting started, Tyler. I have so much more planned for you."

The promise in her eyes makes my cock twitch with anticipation. This is really happening. Jake's hot Asian mom is on her knees in front of me, her lips glistening with saliva, her tits out, wanting more of me. It's like every wet dream I've ever had come to life.

And from the hungry look in her eyes, the best is yet to come.

Something shifts inside me as I look down at Ming-Na kneeling before me, her lips wet and swollen from sucking my cock. A primal urge takes over, washing away any hesitation or shyness. I'm not the awkward teenager anymore, intimidated by my friend's hot mom. I'm a man, and right now, I want to use her mouth like she's nothing but a toy for my pleasure. My hand moves to the back of her head, fingers tangling in her silky hair, gripping tight enough to make her gasp.

"Open your mouth," I command, my voice low and rough.

Ming-Na's eyes widen slightly, but a smile plays at the corners of her lips. She likes this new assertiveness. Her lips part obediently, tongue darting out to wet them in anticipation.

"Wider," I growl, tightening my grip on her hair.

She complies instantly, opening her mouth as wide as she can, her eyes never leaving mine. The sight of her, so eager and submissive, sends a jolt of pleasure straight to my cock. It throbs in my hand as I guide it toward her waiting mouth.

I don't ease in gently this time. With one forceful thrust, I push my cock past her lips, not stopping until I hit the back of her throat. Ming-Na gags slightly, her eyes watering, but she doesn't pull away. Instead, her hands grip my thighs, fingers digging into the muscle for support.

"That's it," I hiss, holding her head in place as I begin to thrust. "Take it. Take all of it."

Each thrust is deeper than the last, my cock sliding over her tongue and into her throat. Ming-Na struggles to adjust to the pace and depth, but I can tell from the hungry look in her eyes that she's enjoying this as much as I am. She wanted to be treated like a fuckdoll? That's exactly what I'm going to do.

I establish a rhythm, my hips snapping forward as I fuck her face with increasing force. The wet, sloppy sounds of my cock sliding in and out of her mouth fill the bathroom, punctuated by her gagging when I push too deep.

"Look at you," I taunt, my free hand moving to her chin, tilting her face up to ensure eye contact. "Jake's slutty MILF mom, on her knees, choking on my cock. What would he think if he saw you now?"

Ming-Na moans around my shaft, the vibration sending ripples of pleasure through me. My grip on her hair tightens, controlling her completely now. I'm not letting her set the pace anymore. This is my show.

"You like it rough, don't you, you dirty slut?" I growl, thrusting particularly hard, watching as her mascara begins to run from the tears in her eyes. "You like being used like the cock sucking whore you are."

Her moan of agreement makes my cock throb in her mouth. I pull out slightly, allowing her a quick breath before plunging back in. The sound of her gagging as my cock hits the back of her throat is intoxicating, spurring me to thrust even harder.

"Fuck, your mouth feels so good," I groan, both hands now holding her head in place as I face-fuck her with abandon. My balls slap against her chin with each thrust, adding to the obscene symphony of sounds.

Saliva begins to coat Ming-Na's chin, dripping down onto her bare tits. The sight of her like this — messy, used, completely at my mercy — is the most erotic thing I've ever seen. Her eyes are watering, makeup smudged, lips stretched wide around my girth, and yet she's never looked more beautiful.

I pull out completely for a moment, letting her catch her breath. A string of saliva connects my cock to her lips, breaking as she gasps for air. Her chest heaves, those magnificent tits bouncing with each breath.

"Please," she pants, voice hoarse from the rough treatment. "More."

That single word ignites something primal in me. I grab her ponytail, wrapping it around my fist for better leverage, and thrust my cock back into her waiting mouth. This time, I don't hold back at all. I pump my hips furiously, fucking her face like it's a pussy, my cock disappearing into her throat with each thrust.

"Take it, bitch," I snarl, lost in the pleasure, in the power. "Take every fucking inch."

Ming-Na gags violently as I hit the back of her throat repeatedly, but she doesn't try to pull away. Her hands have moved from my thighs to her own tits, squeezing and pinching her nipples as I use her mouth. She's getting off on this rough treatment, on being dominated and degraded.

The sounds she makes around my cock are obscene — wet, choking noises that echo off the bathroom walls. Each gag sends vibrations through my shaft, intensifying my pleasure. Saliva runs freely down her chin now, coating her neck and chest, making her tits glisten in the bathroom light.

"You're nothing but a cum dump," I tell her, my voice strained with the effort of maintaining the brutal pace. "A fucking whore who needs a young cock to satisfy her."

Ming-Na's eyes roll back slightly as I thrust particularly deep, holding her head in place so she can't pull back. I can feel her throat constricting around the head of my cock, trying to expel the intrusion, but I don't relent.

"This is what you wanted, isn't it?" I demand, finally allowing her to pull back just enough to draw a ragged breath. "To be treated like the slut you are?"

She nods frantically, tears streaking her face, lips swollen and red. "Yes," she rasps, her voice barely recognizable. "Please, don't stop."

I plunge back in without warning, resuming the relentless pace. The bathroom is filled with the sounds of our encounter — my grunts of pleasure, her gagging, the wet slap of my balls against her chin, the occasional whimper that escapes her when I thrust particularly hard.

"Fuck, your mouth feels amazing," I groan, feeling the pressure building at the base of my spine. My thrusts become more erratic, more desperate. "Such a good little cocksucker. Born to take cock, weren't you?"

Ming-Na moans around my shaft, the vibration pushing me closer to the edge. Her chin is a mess of saliva and precum, strands of it connecting to her chest. Her mascara has run completely, giving her a debauched, used look that only turns me on more.

I can feel my orgasm approaching, my balls tightening, but I'm not ready to finish yet. There's so much more I want to do to her, so many more ways I want to use her body. With a grunt of effort, I pull out of her mouth completely, my cock slapping wetly against her cheek, leaving a smear of saliva and precum.

Ming-Na gasps for breath, her chest heaving, tits bouncing with each inhale. She looks up at me with such hunger, such desire, it makes my cock throb painfully.

"Is that all you've got?" she challenges once she's caught her breath, her voice hoarse but teasing. "I thought you were going to really fuck my face."

The taunt hits its mark, igniting my competitive spirit along with my lust. I grab her hair again, rougher this time, yanking her head back.

"You want it harder, whore?" I growl. "Be careful what you wish for."

Before she can respond, I thrust back into her mouth, hitting the back of her throat immediately. I set a punishing pace, my hips pistoning as I fuck her face with everything I've got. The sound of her gagging is constant now, her eyes watering freely, but she doesn't signal for me to stop. If anything, her moans grow louder, her hands moving faster on her tits.

"Take it," I command through gritted teeth. "Take every fucking inch, you cum-hungry slut."

Ming-Na's throat bulges visibly with each thrust, my cock stretching her in ways that must be painful, but her eyes are glazed with pleasure. She's getting off on the rough treatment, on being used so thoroughly.

The bathroom echoes with the obscene sounds of our encounter — wet, sloppy noises, the slap of flesh on flesh, my grunts and her muffled moans. It's raw, primal, animalistic. And it's fucking incredible.

I finally release my grip on Ming-Na's hair, pulling my cock from her mouth with a wet pop. She falls back on her heels, gasping for air, her chest heaving with each desperate breath. Saliva and precum drip from her chin, her makeup smeared across her flushed face. She looks thoroughly used, and yet the hunger in her eyes hasn't diminished one bit. I stare down at her, my cock still rock hard and glistening with her spit, throbbing with need as my eyes drop to those perfect tits.

"Your mouth is fucking incredible," I say, my voice hoarse from exertion, "but I've been dreaming about those tits for too long."

Ming-Na wipes her chin with the back of her hand, a smirk playing on her swollen lips. "Oh? And what exactly have you been dreaming of doing with them?" she asks, her voice raspy from the rough treatment.

I stroke my cock slowly, watching her eyes follow the movement. "I want to fuck them," I tell her bluntly. "I want to slide my cock between those perfect tits until I cover them in cum."

A shiver runs through her at my words, her nipples visibly hardening. "Yes," she breathes, cupping her breasts in anticipation. "I want that too."

The bathroom is small, cramped for what I have in mind. I glance around, then point to the edge of the bathtub. "Sit there," I command.

Ming-Na rises gracefully despite being on her knees for so long, moving to perch on the edge of the tub. Her bikini bottoms are still on, a dark spot visible where her arousal has soaked through the thin fabric. The sight makes my cock throb even harder.

I step forward, positioning myself in front of her, my erection at the perfect height for what I have planned. Ming-Na looks up at me through her lashes, a mixture of submission and excitement in her gaze. Without being told, she presses her breasts together, creating a deep cleavage that makes my mouth water.

"Spit," I instruct, nodding toward her chest.

Understanding immediately, Ming-Na lets a stream of saliva fall from her lips onto her cleavage, the moisture making her skin glisten. She rubs it between her breasts, ensuring the channel is slick and ready for me.

"Good girl," I murmur, the praise making her smile.

I step closer, guiding my cock to the space between her tits. The moment my shaft makes contact with her soft, warm flesh, I groan in pleasure. Ming-Na presses her breasts together more firmly, creating a tight tunnel for me to thrust into.

"Fuck, that feels amazing," I hiss as I begin to move, sliding my cock between her tits in a slow, deliberate rhythm. The slickness of her saliva combined with the softness of her flesh creates an incredible sensation, different from her mouth but no less pleasurable.

Ming-Na watches my face as I fuck her tits, clearly enjoying the power she holds despite her submissive position. Her hands press her breasts together tightly, occasionally adjusting to increase the pressure around my shaft.

"Is this what you imagined?" she asks, her voice a sultry purr. "Fucking the tits you've been staring at for years?"

"Better," I grunt, picking up the pace. "So much fucking better."

With each thrust, the head of my cock emerges from between her breasts, angry and red, glistening with a mixture of precum and saliva. Ming-Na watches, fascinated, as it appears and disappears between her soft mounds.

"Kiss it," I command the next time my tip emerges.

She complies immediately, leaning forward to press her lips against the sensitive head of my cock. The brief contact sends shockwaves of pleasure through my body, making me thrust harder on the next stroke.

"Again," I demand.

This time, when my cock emerges, Ming-Na extends her tongue, swirling it around the tip before placing a gentle kiss there. The dual sensation of her soft tits surrounding my shaft and her wet mouth on my head is mind-blowing.

"Fuck, that's good," I groan, my hands moving to her shoulders to steady myself as I increase the tempo of my thrusts. The slapping sound of my body meeting hers fills the bathroom, echoing off the tiled walls.

Ming-Na continues to kiss and lick the head of my cock each time it appears, sometimes sucking it briefly into her mouth before I pull back for another thrust. Her eyes never leave mine, gauging my reactions, adjusting her technique based on what makes me moan the loudest.

"Your cock feels so good between my tits," she murmurs, her voice vibrating through her chest and against my shaft. "I love watching your face as you fuck them."

I'm beyond words now, lost in the pleasure of sliding between those magnificent breasts, feeling the occasional wet heat of her mouth when she catches my tip. My thrusts become more erratic, more desperate, my breathing harsh and ragged.

"You're going to make me cum," I warn her, feeling the pressure building at the base of my spine, my balls tightening in anticipation.

"Yes," Ming-Na encourages, her eyes gleaming with excitement. "Cum all over my tits, Tyler. Mark me with your hot load."

Her dirty talk pushes me closer to the edge. I fuck her tits faster, harder, the slick channel between them now a frictionless glide from all the saliva and precum. Each time my cock emerges, it leaves a glistening streak on her skin, a preview of what's to come.

Ming-Na's tongue darts out to catch the head on one particularly deep thrust, and she sucks hard, her cheeks hollowing as she applies intense suction to just the tip. The sensation is electric, sending jolts of pleasure straight to my core.

"Fuck!" I cry out, my hands flying to her hair, gripping tightly as I fight to maintain control. "Do that again."

She complies eagerly, timing her movements to catch my cock at the apex of each thrust, sucking the head into her mouth before releasing it with a pop. The alternating sensations of her soft tits and wet mouth are pushing me rapidly toward orgasm.

"I'm gonna cum," I pant, my hips jerking erratically now. "Where do you want it?"

"All over my tits," Ming-Na replies, her voice thick with desire. "Let me see how much you've been saving up for me."

That's all it takes to send me over the edge. With a guttural groan, I pull back slightly and grip my cock, aiming the head at her chest as the first rope of cum erupts from me. It lands in a hot, thick streak across her left breast, followed immediately by another that decorates her right.

"Yes, that's it," Ming-Na encourages, still holding her tits together, creating a target for my release. "Give me all of it."

I continue to stroke myself through my orgasm, wave after wave of pleasure washing over me as I paint her chest with my seed. Some shots reach higher, landing on her collarbone and neck, one particularly powerful spurt even reaching her chin.

When I'm finally spent, I step back slightly, admiring my handiwork. Ming-Na's breasts are covered in thick, white streaks, some already beginning to run down the slopes of her chest in rivulets. Her skin glistens with it, marked as mine in the most primal way possible.

"Fuck, you look hot like that," I breathe, watching as she runs a finger through the mess on her chest, bringing it to her lips to taste.

"Mmm," she hums, sucking her finger clean. "You taste good. And there's so much of it." She looks up at me, a wicked gleam in her eye. "When was the last time you came?"

"A couple days ago," I admit, still catching my breath. "But never like that."

Ming-Na smiles, clearly pleased with herself. She continues to trace patterns in the cum on her chest, occasionally bringing more to her mouth to taste. The sight is so erotic that despite having just experienced an earth-shattering orgasm, I feel my cock beginning to stir again.

She notices, her eyes widening slightly. "Already? Ah, to be eighteen again," she says with a laugh that sends vibrations through her cum-covered tits.

I reach out, running my hand through the mess on her chest, spreading it around, marking her even more thoroughly. "That was just round one," I tell her, surprised by my own stamina but not questioning it. Not when I have Jake's hot mom covered in my cum and looking at me like she wants more.

Ming-Na's eyes darken with renewed desire. She stands, pressing her body against mine, not caring that she's smearing cum between us. Her hand finds my cock, already half-hard again, and gives it a gentle squeeze.

"Good," she purrs against my ear, her breath hot and promising. "Because I'm not nearly done with you yet." She pulls back slightly, looking me in the eye with a predatory grin. "I've got more holes for you to fill, Tyler. And I intend to have every one of them thoroughly fucked before we're through."

The promise in her words sends a jolt of electricity straight to my groin. My cock twitches in her hand, rapidly returning to its full, hard state. This day has already exceeded my wildest fantasies, and from the look in Ming-Na's eyes, the best is yet to come.


Chapter 3

We barely make it to her bedroom, our bodies pressed together, hands exploring frantically as we stumble down the hallway. I have Ming-Na pinned against the wall just inside her door, my mouth devouring hers, tasting traces of my cum still lingering on her tongue. We're both naked now, her bikini bottoms discarded somewhere between the bathroom and here. My cock is fully hard again, pressing insistently against her stomach as I grab handfuls of her ass, squeezing and kneading the firm flesh.

"Fuck, I want you," I growl against her lips, my voice raw with need. My hand moves between her legs, finding her pussy dripping wet. "So fucking wet already."

"All for you," she pants, arching into my touch. "I've been wet since I saw you in the pool."

I slide a finger inside her, making her gasp, her head falling back against the wall. The sight of her like this — flushed, breathless, completely at my mercy — sends a surge of power through me. I want to wreck her, to ruin her for any other man.

"Get on the bed," I command, pulling my hand away and giving her ass a sharp slap.

Ming-Na's eyes darken with lust at my dominant tone. She moves to the king-sized bed that she shares with her husband, crawling onto it in a deliberately seductive way that showcases the curves of her ass and the glistening wetness between her thighs.

"Like this?" she asks, lying on her back in the center of the bed.

I shake my head, cock in hand, stroking it slowly. "No. I want your head hanging off the edge."

Understanding flashes in her eyes, followed by eager anticipation. She shifts her position, moving to lie with her head at the foot of the bed, then scooting down until her head hangs off the edge, upside down.

"Like this?" she asks again, her voice husky with desire.

"Perfect," I murmur, approaching the edge of the bed. From this angle, her throat forms a straight line down to her mouth, perfect for what I have in mind.

I position myself in front of her, my cock level with her upside-down face. Ming-Na opens her mouth without being told, her tongue darting out to wet her lips in anticipation. The sight of her like this — vulnerable, eager, completely at my disposal — makes my cock throb with need.

"I'm going to fuck your throat," I tell her, my voice low and dangerous. "And you're going to take every inch, aren't you?"

"Yes," she breathes, opening her mouth wider. "Use me, Tyler. Use my throat."

I don't need any more encouragement. Gripping my cock, I guide it to her waiting lips, pushing past them into the wet heat of her mouth. In this position, the angle is perfect for deep penetration. I slide all the way in with one smooth thrust, feeling the tight constriction of her throat as she takes me to the base.

"Fuck," I groan, the sensation overwhelming. "Your throat feels amazing."

Ming-Na can't respond with my cock buried in her mouth, but her hands come up to grip my thighs, fingers digging into the muscle. I begin to move, slowly at first, pulling almost all the way out before sliding back in. Her lips stretch obscenely around my shaft, glistening with saliva as I establish a rhythm.

Her tongue works the underside of my cock on each outward stroke, swirling and flicking in a way that sends jolts of pleasure up my spine. When I thrust back in, I can see her throat bulge visibly with my length, a sight so erotic it makes me harder still.

"That's it," I encourage, one hand moving to her throat, feeling my cock through the skin as I thrust. "Take it all."

I speed up my movements, my hips snapping forward with increasing force. Ming-Na gags slightly as I hit the back of her throat, but doesn't signal for me to stop. Instead, her nails dig deeper into my thighs, urging me on.

My hand moves from her throat to her hair, tangling in the silky strands and holding her head in place as I fuck her face with abandon. The wet, sloppy sounds of my cock sliding in and out of her mouth fill the room, punctuated by her occasional gags and my grunts of pleasure.

"Look at me," I demand, wanting to see her eyes as I use her.

Ming-Na opens her eyes, looking up at me from her upside-down position. Even like this, with mascara streaking down her forehead, lips stretched wide around my cock, she manages to maintain eye contact. The submission in her gaze, combined with a flicker of defiance, makes my cock pulse with excitement.

"Such a good little slut," I praise, my thrusts becoming more forceful. "Taking my cock so deep in your throat. What would your husband say if he saw you now? His wife, being face-fucked by his son's friend?"

A moan vibrates around my shaft at my words, sending ripples of pleasure through me. Ming-Na clearly gets off on the taboo nature of our encounter, on the humiliation and degradation.

"You fucking whore," I continue, the dirty talk flowing naturally now. "You love this, don't you? Love being used like a fuck toy."

Her eyes roll back slightly as I thrust particularly deep, holding her in place with my cock lodged in her throat for several seconds before pulling back to let her breathe. Saliva runs from the corners of her mouth, down her face to her forehead and into her hair, making a mess of her and the bedsheets.

The sight of her like this — debauched, used, completely given over to pleasure — drives me wild. I increase the pace, my balls slapping against her nose with each thrust, my cock disappearing completely into her throat before pulling back.

"Fuck, your mouth is perfect," I groan, feeling her throat constrict around me as she struggles to accommodate my size. "Made for taking cock."

The wet, choking sounds she makes around my shaft only spur me on, each gag sending vibrations through my length that intensify my pleasure. Her hands have moved from my thighs to her own body, one playing with her tits, the other between her legs, rubbing her clit frantically as I use her mouth.

"That's right, touch yourself," I command, my voice strained with the effort of maintaining the brutal pace. "Get your pussy nice and wet for my cock. Because after I'm done with your mouth, I'm going to fuck you so hard you won't be able to walk straight for a week."

Ming-Na moans loudly around my shaft, her fingers working faster between her legs. I can tell she's close to cumming just from the combination of my cock in her throat and her own touch. The thought that she gets this turned on from being used so roughly pushes me dangerously close to the edge.

But I'm not ready to cum yet. I want to feel her pussy around my cock, want to make her scream with pleasure as I pound into her. With a grunt of effort, I pull out of her mouth completely, my cock slapping wetly against her face, leaving trails of saliva and precum across her cheeks.

Ming-Na gasps for breath, her chest heaving, tits bouncing with each inhale. Her face is a mess — makeup smeared, saliva coating her chin and forehead, hair tangled and wet. She looks thoroughly used, and yet her eyes still burn with desire.

"Please," she pants once she's caught her breath. "I need more. I need your cock inside me."

I stroke myself slowly, enjoying the way her eyes follow the movement. "Beg for it," I demand, wanting to hear her debase herself further.

"Please, Tyler," she whimpers, fingers still circling her clit. "Please fuck me. I need your big cock in my pussy. I need you to use me, to fuck me like the whore I am. Please, I'm begging you."

The desperation in her voice, the raw need in her eyes, is exactly what I want to see. I release my cock, moving to help her reposition on the bed.

"Ride me, bitch," I tell her, already planning how I want to take her next.

Ming-Na scrambles to comply Without a word, she pulls me onto my back on the bed, her movements frantic with need. Her body glistens with sweat, her hair wild and messy around her flushed face. I lie back, watching as she climbs on top of me, her thighs straddling my hips, my cock standing at attention between us. She hovers above me, her pussy just inches from my throbbing shaft, her eyes locked on mine with a predatory intensity that makes my heart race.

"My turn," she purrs, reaching between us to grip my cock. "I need to feel you inside me. Need to feel this big, young cock stretching my pussy."

I groan at her words, my hips bucking involuntarily

I groan at her words, my hips bucking involuntarily, seeking the warmth I know awaits me. Ming-Na smiles down at me, enjoying the power she holds in this position. She rubs the head of my cock against her entrance, coating it in her wetness, teasing us both with what's to come.

"Fuck, don't tease," I growl, my hands moving to her hips, fingers digging into the soft flesh. "I need to be inside you."

"Patience," she whispers, continuing her torturous movement, sliding my cock along her slit but not letting me enter. "Let me enjoy it."

But her own need betrays her. After a few more teasing strokes, she positions my cock at her entrance and slowly, deliberately, sinks down. We both gasp as the head pushes past her tight opening, stretching her around my girth.

"Oh fuck," I groan, the sensation of her wet heat enveloping me almost too much to bear. "You're so tight."

Ming-Na doesn't stop until she's taken me completely, her ass resting on my thighs, my cock buried to the hilt inside her. Her eyes close, head tilting back as she adjusts to the feeling of being so full.

"God, Tyler," she breathes, her inner walls clenching around me, milking my length. "Your cock feels amazing. So big. So fucking good."

My hands grip her hips tighter, anchoring her to me as she begins to move. Slowly at first, rising up until just the head remains inside, then sinking back down, taking me deep with each deliberate movement. Her pace is maddening, too slow to bring release but perfect for building tension.

"Ride me harder," I demand, trying to thrust up into her, but she maintains control, keeping me pinned with her weight.

"All in good time," she promises, a wicked gleam in her eye. "I've got you right where I want you."

She gradually increases her pace, her movements becoming more fluid, more urgent. Her tits bounce hypnotically with each rise and fall, drawing my gaze. I reach up, palming the soft flesh, pinching her nipples between my fingers in a way that makes her cry out.

"Yes, just like that," she moans, grinding down harder on my cock. "Play with my tits while I ride you."

I oblige eagerly, kneading and squeezing her breasts as she bounces on my cock with increasing vigor. The slapping sound of her ass meeting my thighs fills the room, mingling with our moans and the wet sounds of our connection.

Ming-Na leans forward, pressing her tits into my face, smothering me in the soft flesh. I open my mouth, capturing a nipple between my lips, sucking hard, using my teeth just enough to make her gasp.

"Fuck, yes," she cries, her movements becoming more frantic. "Suck my tits. Bite them."

I alternate between her breasts, licking, sucking, occasionally biting just hard enough to make her whimper. Her hands grip the headboard for leverage as she rides me with abandon, her pussy gripping my cock like a vice with each downward movement.

The bed creaks beneath us, the headboard knocking against the wall with the force of our fucking. I wonder if anyone outside the house can hear, if they know that Jake's mom is riding my cock like a woman possessed. The thought only turns me on more.

Ming-Na leans down, her lips brushing against my ear as she continues to bounce on my cock. "You feel so much better than my husband," she whispers, her voice a sultry purr. "His cock is so small compared to yours. Can barely feel it when he fucks me."

Her words send a surge of primal satisfaction through me. I thrust up harder, meeting her downward movements with forceful upward strokes.

"Tell me more," I demand, wanting to hear how much better I am than the man whose bed we're defiling.

"He hasn't made me cum in years," she confesses, her hot breath tickling my ear. "I have to fake it every time. But you..." She moans as I hit a particularly sensitive spot inside her. "You're going to make me cum for real. Going to make me scream your name."

I grab her ass with both hands, squeezing the firm flesh, spreading her cheeks as I drive up into her. The new angle makes her cry out, her nails digging into my shoulders.

"Right there," she gasps, her movements becoming more erratic. "Don't stop. Fuck me just like that."

I can feel her getting closer, her inner walls fluttering around my cock, her breathing becoming more ragged. I thrust harder, determined to make her come undone above me.

"You're mine now," I growl, one hand moving to the small of her back, holding her in place as I pound into her. "This pussy belongs to me."

"Yes," she agrees breathlessly, her eyes glazed with pleasure. "All yours, Tyler. Only yours."

She sits up straighter, changing the angle again, her hands braced on my chest as she rides me with renewed vigor. Her tits bounce wildly with each movement, her face a mask of ecstasy as she chases her release.

"I'm close," she warns, her voice high and strained. "So fucking close. Don't stop. Please don't stop."

"Cum for me," I command, thrusting up into her with all the strength I can muster. "Let me feel you cum on my cock."

That pushes her over the edge. Ming-Na's back arches, her head thrown back, a keening cry escaping her lips as her orgasm washes over her. Her pussy clenches rhythmically around my shaft, squeezing me in waves that nearly trigger my own release.

"Tyler! Oh fuck, Tyler!" she screams, her body shuddering above me. "I'm cumming! I'm cumming on your cock!"

I hold her hips steady, continuing to thrust up into her as she rides out her orgasm, prolonging her pleasure for as long as possible. Her thighs tremble around me, her entire body quaking with the force of her release.

When she finally collapses on top of me, her body still trembling with aftershocks, I wrap my arms around her, feeling her heart racing against my chest. My cock is still rock hard inside her, but I give her a moment to recover, stroking her sweat-slicked back as she catches her breath.

"That was..." she pants, unable to find the words. "I haven't cum like that in... I can't even remember."

I smirk, pride swelling in my chest at having satisfied her so thoroughly. But I'm not done yet. My cock throbs inside her, demanding attention, demanding its own release.

"We're just getting started," I tell her, rolling us over so she's beneath me, never breaking our connection. "I'm not finished with you yet."

Ming-Na's eyes widen, a mixture of exhaustion and renewed excitement flashing across her face. "What are you going to do to me now?" she asks, her voice a breathless whisper.

"Everything," I promise, positioning myself above her, ready to claim her in yet another way. "By the time I'm done, you won't remember your husband's name. Only mine."

I pull back slightly, looking down at Ming-Na spread beneath me on the bed, her legs splayed open, her pussy glistening with her own juices. She looks utterly wrecked already — hair a tangled mess, makeup smeared, lips swollen from our kisses and from taking my cock so deep in her throat. But her eyes still burn with hunger, begging for more. I grab her thighs, pushing them wider apart as I position myself at her entrance again. With one hard thrust, I bury myself to the hilt inside her, watching her back arch off the bed, a fresh moan tearing from her throat.

"Fuck, you feel even tighter in this position," I groan, grinding my hips against hers, feeling the way her pussy grips me, still pulsing slightly from her recent orgasm.

"God, Tyler," she gasps, her hands clutching at my shoulders, nails digging into my skin. "Your cock feels so good inside me."

I establish a steady rhythm, pulling almost all the way out before slamming back in, each thrust punctuated by the wet sound of our bodies meeting and Ming-Na's breathless moans. Her tits bounce with each impact, hypnotic in their movement.

"You like that?" I ask, my voice rough with exertion. "You like taking my young cock in your married pussy?"

"Yes!" she cries, her legs wrapping around my waist, pulling me deeper. "Fuck me harder! Make me feel it tomorrow!"

I comply, increasing the force of my thrusts, my hands moving from her thighs to grip her hips, holding her in place as I pound into her. The headboard bangs against the wall with each movement, the bed creaking under our combined weight and the force of our fucking.

Ming-Na's eyes roll back, her mouth open in a silent scream of pleasure as I hit a spot deep inside her that makes her whole body shudder. I angle my hips to hit that same spot with each thrust, watching her face contort with ecstasy.

"Right there," she urges, her voice high and breathy. "Don't stop. Please don't stop."

I have no intention of stopping. I'm lost in the feel of her, in the tight, wet heat of her pussy gripping my cock, in the sound of her moans and the sight of her writhing beneath me. It's better than any fantasy I've ever had about her — and I've had many.

My hands move to her jawline and neck, fingers tracing the elegant curve before sliding down to her collarbone and finally to her bouncing tits. I cup them roughly, squeezing and kneading the soft flesh, pinching her nipples in a way that makes her gasp and arch into my touch.

"You're so fucking hot," I tell her, leaning down to capture one hardened nipple between my lips, sucking hard while still maintaining the rhythm of my thrusts. "I'm going to fuck you every chance I get from now on."

"Yes," she agrees breathlessly, her hands tangling in my hair, holding my mouth to her breast. "Whenever you want. However you want. My pussy is yours now."

The slap of skin on skin fills the room, along with our mingled moans and the increasingly frantic creaking of the bed. Each thrust ends with my balls slapping against her ass, a rhythmic percussion that drives us both wild.

Ming-Na's moans grow louder, less controlled, her body trembling beneath me as I continue my relentless pace. Her pussy clenches around me with each thrust, a preview of the orgasm that's building within her once again.

"Fuck, I'm getting close," she warns, her voice strained. "You're going to make me cum again."

The sound of the bedroom door opening barely registers through the haze of our mutual pleasure. It's only when Ming-Na's eyes widen, looking past my shoulder, that I realize we're no longer alone.

I turn my head, still buried deep inside Ming-Na, still holding her pinned to the bed with my weight. Kirk — her husband — stands frozen in the doorway, his mouth hanging open in shock, his eyes darting between my face and where my body joins with his wife's.

Instead of stopping or pulling away, I feel a surge of power, of primal satisfaction. I maintain eye contact with Kirk as I thrust into Ming-Na again, harder this time, making her cry out in pleasure.

"Tyler... Kirk's here," she gasps, but there's no panic in her voice, no attempt to push me away. If anything, she sounds excited by her husband's presence, by being caught in the act.

"I know," I reply, never breaking my rhythm, never looking away from Kirk's stunned face. "Let him watch. Let him see how a real man fucks his wife."

Kirk takes a step forward, his face pale with shock and anger. "What the hell is going on?" he demands, but his voice lacks conviction, coming out weak and uncertain. "Ming-Na, how could you? Again?"

Again. The word hangs in the air, confirming what Ming-Na had told me earlier. This isn't the first time Kirk has caught her with another man. The knowledge only adds to my arousal, my cock somehow growing even harder inside her.

"I'm sorry you had to find out this way, Kirk," Ming-Na says, though she doesn't sound sorry at all. Her hands grip my ass, urging me to continue fucking her even as she addresses her husband. "But Tyler here gives me what you can't."

Kirk stands there, seemingly unable to move, unable to look away from the sight of his wife being fucked by a man young enough to be his son. And still, I don't stop. I continue thrusting into Ming-Na, if anything increasing the force behind each movement, making the bed rock violently.

"This is... this is unacceptable," Kirk stammers, but he makes no move to intervene, no attempt to pull me off his wife. "Ming-Na, I can't believe you're doing this to me again."

Ming-Na laughs, the sound cutting through the tension in the room. "Doing what? Getting properly fucked for once? Something you haven't been able to do in years?"

I smirk at Kirk, enjoying his humiliation almost as much as I'm enjoying his wife's body. "Your wife's pussy is incredible," I taunt, grabbing one of Ming-Na's legs and pushing it higher, changing the angle of penetration in a way that makes her cry out in renewed pleasure. "Too bad you don't know how to use it."

Kirk's face flushes with shame, his eyes unable to tear away from the obscene display before him. "This is my house," he says weakly. "My bedroom."

"And your wife," I add, circling my hips, grinding deep inside Ming-Na in a way that makes her arch off the bed. "But she belongs to my cock now."

As if to prove my point, Ming-Na moans loudly, her eyes rolling back as a particularly deep thrust hits just the right spot inside her. "Oh fuck, Tyler! Yes, right there! Don't stop!"

The humiliation on Kirk's face is palpable as his wife begs for another man's cock right in front of him. He takes a step back, as if physically struck by her words.

"You should take notes," I tell him, never breaking stride, never easing the pace of my thrusts. "This is how your wife likes to be fucked. Hard. Deep. By a cock that can actually satisfy her."

Ming-Na's nails dig into my shoulders, her body trembling beneath me. "I'm so close," she gasps, her eyes flicking between my face and Kirk's. "You're going to make me cum again, Tyler. Going to make me cum while my husband watches."

The perversity of the situation, the absolute domination we're exerting over Kirk, pushes me dangerously close to my own release. But I hold back, determined to make Ming-Na come undone first, to show Kirk exactly what he's been unable to give his wife.

"Do it," I command, pounding into her with renewed vigor. "Cum on my cock. Show your husband how a real man makes you feel."

That's all it takes to push her over the edge. Ming-Na's back arches off the bed, her pussy clenching violently around my shaft as she comes with a scream that probably alerts the entire neighborhood to what we're doing.

"Tyler! Oh god, Tyler! I'm cumming! Fuck, I'm cumming so hard!"

Her body shakes uncontrollably beneath me, her inner walls rippling along my length in waves of pleasure that threaten to trigger my own release. But I hold on, riding her through her orgasm, continuing to thrust even as she comes down from the high, her body still twitching with aftershocks.

When she finally goes limp beneath me, her chest heaving with exertion, I look back at Kirk. He still stands in the doorway, a picture of impotent rage and humiliation, watching as another man brings his wife to a screaming orgasm in their marital bed.

The power I feel in this moment is indescribable. I'm still rock hard inside Ming-Na, still nowhere near finished with her. And from the dazed, hungry look in her eyes, she's nowhere near finished with me either.

Kirk can only watch as I prepare to claim his wife once more, to mark her as mine in every possible way.

Kirk's presence doesn't diminish my pleasure — if anything, it enhances it. Having him watch as I fuck his wife, seeing the helpless look on his face as she comes undone beneath me, only fuels my desire to claim her completely. I grip Ming-Na's thighs, pushing them wider apart as I continue thrusting into her still-quivering pussy. Her inner walls pulse around my cock, aftershocks of her orgasm gripping me as I pound into her mercilessly. My rhythm is primal now, driven by the need to mark her as mine, to fill her with my cum while her husband watches in silent humiliation.

"You watching this, Kirk?" I taunt, never breaking stride, sweat dripping down my chest as I slam into Ming-Na again and again. "This is how your wife likes to be fucked. This is what she needs."

Ming-Na moans beneath me, her eyes half-lidded with pleasure, her lips curved in a satisfied smile. "He's so much better than you," she tells her husband, her voice thick with lust. "His cock fills me up in ways yours never could."

Kirk flinches at her words, but remains rooted to the spot, unable or unwilling to intervene. The look on his face is a mixture of anger, humiliation, and — most surprisingly — a hint of arousal. Is he actually getting off on watching his wife get fucked by another man?

I shift my angle slightly to hit deeper inside Ming-Na, making her cry out in renewed pleasure. My thrusts become more forceful, more urgent, the pressure building at the base of my spine signaling my approaching release. Ming-Na's hands clutch at my back, her nails leaving crescent-shaped marks in my skin as she holds on, taking everything I give her.

"Fuck, I'm close," I groan, my rhythm faltering slightly as the pleasure intensifies. "I'm going to fill your wife's pussy with my cum, Kirk. Right in front of you."

"Do it," Ming-Na urges, her legs locking around my waist, pulling me deeper. "Cum inside me, Tyler. Let my husband see how a real man finishes."

Her words push me closer to the edge, the taboo nature of the situation heightening every sensation. I'm fucking my friend's mom in her marital bed, about to cum inside her while her husband watches. It's so wrong, and yet it feels so fucking right.

"Where do you want it?" I ask Ming-Na, my voice strained with the effort of holding back my release. "Tell me where you want my cum."

"Inside me," she demands, her hands moving to my ass, urging me to thrust deeper. "Fill me up. Mark me as yours."

That's all I need to hear. With a few final, powerful thrusts, I bury myself to the hilt inside her and let go. My orgasm crashes over me in waves of intense pleasure, my cock pulsing as I empty myself deep inside her, filling her with rope after rope of hot cum.

"Fuck!" I cry out, my body shuddering above her, hips jerking with each spurt. "Take it all, bitch. Take every fucking drop."

Ming-Na moans loudly as she feels my release flooding her, her inner walls milking my cock, squeezing out every last drop. Her eyes lock with Kirk's over my shoulder, a silent declaration that she belongs to me now, not him.

When the last tremors of my orgasm subside, I remain buried inside her, reluctant to break our connection. I turn my head to look at Kirk, who still stands in the doorway, his face a mask of conflicting emotions.

"Your wife is a hell of a lay," I tell him, my voice casual, as if we're discussing something mundane like the weather. "Best pussy I've ever had."

Kirk's jaw clenches, but he says nothing, his eyes fixed on where my body joins with his wife's. Slowly, deliberately, I pull out of Ming-Na, both of us groaning at the loss of contact. My cock slides free with an obscene wet sound, glistening with our combined juices. A trickle of my cum follows, leaking from Ming-Na's well-fucked pussy onto the sheets — their sheets, the ones they sleep on every night.

"Clean me off," I command Ming-Na, moving to stand at the edge of the bed. "Show your husband how a good slut takes care of her man."

Without hesitation, Ming-Na slides off the bed and onto her knees in front of me. Her eyes never leave Kirk's as she takes my softening cock into her mouth, licking and sucking it clean of our mingled fluids. The sight is so erotic, so utterly debased, that I feel myself starting to harden again despite having just experienced one of the most powerful orgasms of my life.

"That's it," I encourage, one hand tangling in her hair. "Taste us both. Show Kirk what a good cocksucker you are."

Ming-Na moans around my shaft, clearly getting off on performing this humiliating act in front of her husband. Her tongue swirls around the head, dipping into the slit to collect any remaining cum before sliding down the length, cleaning every inch.

"She loves the taste of cum," I tell Kirk, holding his gaze. "Especially when it's mixed with her own juices. Don't you, Ming-Na?"

She pulls off my cock with a wet pop, licking her lips obscenely. "It's delicious," she agrees, her voice husky. "I could suck your cock all day, Tyler."

Kirk makes a strangled sound, finally finding his voice. "This is... this is unacceptable. In our home, in our bed — "

"Your bed?" I cut him off with a laugh. "This is my bed now. Your wife is my fuck toy now. Get used to it."

Ming-Na rises, wrapping her arms around my waist, pressing her naked body against mine in a clear show of allegiance. "He's right, Kirk," she says, not a trace of shame in her voice. "I belong to Tyler now. His cock owns me."

The defeat in Kirk's eyes is absolute, his shoulders slumping as the reality of the situation sinks in. He's lost his wife to a younger, more virile man, and there's nothing he can do about it.

"I'll be coming back whenever I'm horny," I inform him, my hand sliding down to squeeze Ming-Na's ass possessively. "And your wife will be spreading her legs for me every time. Won't you, Ming-Na?"

"Every time," she confirms, pressing a kiss to my chest. "My pussy is yours whenever you want it, Tyler."

Kirk finally looks away, unable to bear the sight of us any longer. But he doesn't leave, doesn't storm out or demand that I go. He just stands there, resigned to his new reality — a cuckold in his own home.

"You can stay and watch next time, too," I tell him, enjoying his humiliation. "Maybe you'll learn something."

Ming-Na laughs, the sound like a physical blow to Kirk's already wounded pride. She turns in my arms, pressing her back against my chest, putting her body on display for her husband.

I feel a surge of triumph as Kirk finally backs out of the room, closing the door behind him with a soft click of defeat. I've taken his wife, claimed her in the most primal way possible, and established my dominance over their marriage. And from the way Ming-Na melts against me, from the hungry look still burning in her eyes despite the marathon fucking we've just completed, I know this is just the beginning.

"When can you come back?" she asks, turning in my arms to face me, her fingers already tracing the muscles of my chest, drifting lower.

"Whenever I want," I reply, catching her hand and bringing it to my cock, which is already beginning to harden again at the thought of all the ways I'm going to use her body in the future. "And I want you again right now."

Ming-Na's smile is wicked as she drops to her knees once more, ready to please me all over again. As her lips wrap around my shaft, I close my eyes in pleasure, already thinking about my next visit, and all the new ways I'll make Kirk watch as I fuck his wife into oblivion.


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
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