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Chapter 1

The football spirals tight and fast, a blur against the hot summer sky. It smacks into my palms, stinging my flesh. I fucking love it. I'm alive, I'm eighteen, and I'm ready to take on the world.

Standing on Jake’s lawn as we throw the football together, I can't help but smile. This will be a weekend to remember.

"Nice catch, Tyler," Jake grins, his teeth flashing white against his tanned skin. He's backing up, eyes on me, ready for the return throw.

My arm pulls back and then I let it rip. My cocky grin matches Jake's. "You won't be saying that when I'm shattering your older brother’s records this season," I tease.

Jake laughs as the ball tumbles through the air. "You wish, Tyler. You fucking wish."

Our laughter echoes through the quiet neighborhood, a symphony of our shared dreams and ambitions. The ball goes back and forth, a rhythm as familiar as breathing.

"You know, I can't believe we're finally eighteen," Jake says, shaking his head. "Feels like we've been waiting forever for this."

"No shit," I agree, my mind drifting to all the possibilities that come with being legal.

"You think Coach will finally let us call the plays?" Jake asks, pulling me back to reality.

I shrug, trying to focus on the conversation. "Maybe. If he doesn't, I might just take matters into my own hands."

Jake chuckles, "You're crazy, man. But that's why you're the quarterback."

The ball sails through the air again, and I reach out, my fingers wrapping around the rough leather. The sun beats down on us, making my skin slick with sweat. I can feel the muscles in my arms working, the power surging through my veins.

"You think your mom will make that cake she promised?" I ask, trying to keep my voice casual. As I say that, I think of Cho. She is Jake’s MILF mom… his Asian MILF Mom to be exact. The thought of Cho in the kitchen, her apron tied around her waist, her curves on display, makes my mouth water.

Jake nods, oblivious to my thoughts. "Yeah, she's been planning it all week. She loves this kind of stuff. I’m happy my parents are letting you stay over for the weekend."

I bet she does. I can imagine her licking the frosting off her fingers, her tongue darting out to catch every last drop. Fuck, I need to stop thinking about her like this. But I can't help it. She's intoxicating and so fucking sexy.

The ball flies back to Jake, and I watch as he catches it effortlessly. We're in sync, our movements fluid and natural. It's like this on the field too, a dance we've perfected over years of playing together.

"You ready for this weekend?" Jake asks, his eyes gleaming with excitement.

I grin, pushing all thoughts of Cho to the back of my mind. "Hell yeah, I'm ready. Let's make this a birthday weekend to remember."

The football spirals tight and fast, a blur of white against the green of Jake's yard. It smacks into my palms, a satisfying sting spreading across my skin. I laugh, throwing it back, the sun warm on my bare chest.

My muscles are loose, warm from the exertion. I can feel the sweat trickling down my spine, the cool breeze doing nothing to temper the heat under my skin. And it's not just the workout that has me hot. It's the thought of Cho, Jake's mom, her curves, her laugh, her everything. Fuck, I need to cool off.

"I'm gonna hit the shower," I say, catching the ball one last time. I tuck it under my arm, turning towards the house.

Jake nods, his breath coming a little faster. "Don't use all the hot water, asshole."

I flip him off, laughing as I walk away. The house is cool, a welcome relief from the heat outside. I toss the ball onto the couch as I pass the living room, my steps echoing down the hallway. I pull my shirt over my head, the fabric sticking slightly to my damp skin. I flex my shoulders, feeling the muscles roll and stretch. I know I look good, I've caught Cho checking me out more than once. The thought sends a surge of heat straight to my cock.

I turn the corner and freeze.

Holy shit. Cho is standing right there, practically naked in a tiny bikini. My heart fucking stops. Her tits are… fuck, they're perfect. Big and round, barely contained by the skimpy top. Her nipples are hard, poking against the thin fabric. I can see the curve of her cleavage, the sweet shadow between her breasts.

My mouth goes dry. I can't swallow. My eyes trace down her body, over her smooth stomach, to the tiny bottoms that barely cover her pussy. Her legs are long and toned, her skin glowing with a sheen of sunscreen. Fuck, she's sexy. She looks like she should be on the cover of a magazine.

Her face and Asian features are just as hot. High cheekbones, full lips that look like they were made for kissing. Or other things. Her dark hair falls loose around her shoulders, framing her stunning face. And her eyes… fuck, her eyes are dark and inviting, like she knows exactly what I'm thinking.

"Tyler," she purrs, her voice like velvet. "You looked flushed. Is everything alright?"

"I… uh…" I can't form words. My brain has short-circuited. All the blood has rushed from my head to my cock, which is now standing at full attention. I shift uncomfortably, trying to hide my obvious boner.

She takes a step closer, her hips swaying gently. My breath hitches. She smells like coconut and sunshine, like a fucking tropical vacation. I want to bury my face in her tits and just breathe her in.

"You're all sweaty," she says, reaching out a hand. She runs a finger down my chest, tracing a line between my pecs. My skin burns where she touches me. "Did you have a good workout with Jake?"

I nod dumbly, unable to take my eyes off her. Her finger trails lower, running along the waistband of my jeans. I hold my breath, willing her to go lower. To touch me where I really want her to.

She looks up at me, her dark eyes meeting mine. There's a hint of a smile on her lips, like she knows exactly what she's doing to me. Like she's enjoying it. I can't take it anymore. I need to get out of here before I embarrass myself.

"I… I need to take a shower," I manage to stutter out.

She smiles wider, her eyes gleaming with amusement. "Don't let me stop you," she says, stepping aside. "I'll be here when you're done."

Fuck. Me. I stumble past her, my body brushing against hers in the narrow hallway. I can feel her heat, can smell her scent. It's fucking intoxicating. I want to turn around, to grab her, to crush her against me. But I don't. I can't. I won't.

I stagger into the bathroom, my heart pounding, my cock throbbing. Fuck, I'm in trouble. Big, sexy, trouble. And I don't know if I want to escape it.

I'm standing there, heart pounding like a kick drum, as Cho turns away, her hips swaying like a hypnotist's pendulum. Those tiny bikini bottoms are no match for her ass—it's like they're painted on, shifting and stretching with each step. Fuck, she's not walking away; she's putting on a show. And I'm the audience.

She looks back over her shoulder, her long black hair whipping around to frame her face. Those lips, full and pouty, curl into a knowing smile. "You should go take that shower, Tyler. Before you get all hot and bothered."

Too late for that. I'm already hot. Already bothered. My cock's throbbing like it's got its own heartbeat, pressing against my jeans, begging to be set free.

Cho disappears into her bedroom, leaving the door open just a crack. An invitation? Or a test? My feet are moving before my brain even realizes what's happening. I'm following her, drawn to her like a moth to a flame. I know it's wrong, know it's dangerous, but fuck, I can't resist.

The hallway's long, stretching out in front of me like a gauntlet. Every step is a battle between my conscience and my desire. Conscience is losing. Badly. My breaths are coming fast and shallow, my pulse racing. I can almost taste her, almost feel her smooth skin under my fingertips.

I reach her door, my hand hovering over the knob. It's now or never. Turn back, or dive in headfirst. My cock's screaming at me to go, go, go. But there's that voice in the back of my head, whispering about consequences about what could go wrong.

I take a deep breath, my nostrils flaring as I catch her scent — sweet and musky, like a fucking aphrodisiac. Fuck the consequences. I need this. I need her. My hand drops, pushing the door open just a little wider. Just enough to see inside. To see her.

The door creaks softly as I push it open another inch. Just enough to see her. Fuck…

I can't believe what I'm seeing.

Cho, sprawled out on her bed, her body glistening with a thin sheen of sweat. Her back arched, her full, round tits pointing up to the ceiling like an offering. Her nipples are hard, poking through the thin fabric of her bikini top. I can almost taste them, feel their hardness on my tongue.

Her hand — fuck, her hand is sliding down her stomach, into her bikini bottom. Her hips lift slightly, her body writhing as her fingers find their target. I can hear her soft moans, see her bite her lower lip. Her eyes are closed, her long, dark lashes casting shadows on her high cheekbones. She's lost in her pleasure, oblivious to my prying eyes.

My breath hitches, my heart pounding so loud I'm surprised she can't hear it. I'm rock hard, my cock straining against my jeans. It's begging to be freed, to be stroked, to be buried deep inside her. I grip it through my pants, a low groan escaping my lips. I can feel the heat of it, the pulsing need.

Cho's hand moves faster, her hips lifting off the bed to meet her own touch. Her mouth opens, her breaths coming in quick gasps. I can see her tongue, wet and pink, darting out to lick her lips. I want that tongue on me. I want to feel it sliding up and down my shaft, circling my tip. I want to fuck her mouth, her pussy, every part of her.

"Fuck," I whisper under my breath, my hand rubbing my cock through my jeans. The friction is torture, but it's nothing compared to the sight in front of me. Cho, pleasuring herself, her body writhing in ecstasy. It's the hottest thing I've ever seen.

My heart hammers in my chest as I fumble with my belt, the clank of the buckle echoing like a gunshot in the quiet hallway. I can't look away from Cho, her body glistening with sweat, her breasts heaving with each ragged breath. Fuck, those tits. They're perfect, round and firm, her nipples peaked and begging to be sucked.

I shove my pants down, my cock springing free, hard and throbbing. I grip it, my fingers wrapping around the shaft. It's hot, pulsing in my hand. I start to stroke, my eyes locked onto Cho's mouth. Those lips, full and pouty, made for sucking cock. I imagine them wrapped around me, her tongue swirling around my tip.

"Fuck, Cho," I whisper, my hand moving faster. I can feel the pleasure building, my balls tightening. I want to explode, to paint her lips with my cum. I want to see her lick it off, her eyes locked onto mine.

Her hand is still moving between her legs, her fingers circling her clit. I can hear the wet sound of her pussy, can see the juices coating her thighs. She's so fucking wet. I want to dive in, to lap up her juices, to fuck her with my tongue.

"That's it, Cho," I murmur, my hand twisting around my cock. "Fuck your pussy. Make yourself come."

Suddenly, her eyes snap open, locking onto mine. Shit. I freeze, my hand still gripping my cock. Her surprise quickly morphs into something else. Something darker, hungrier. She takes in the sight of me, her gaze lingering on my cock. She licks her lips, a wicked smile spreading across her face.

"Tyler," she purrs, her voice like velvet. "Do you like what you see?"

I can't speak, can't move. I'm caught in her gaze, her eyes holding me captive. She sits up, her breasts swaying with the movement. Her hand is still between her legs, her fingers still moving.

Fuck, what am I doing? I can't be here. I can't be doing this. I'm in Jake's house, for Christ's sake. His mom is... she's... fuck. I shake my head, trying to clear the fog of lust that's taken over. I need to go. I need to get out of here.

I turn and rush down the hallway, my breath coming in quick gasps. I can feel my heart pounding in my chest, my blood roaring in my ears. I glance down at my cock, still gripped tightly in my hand. Shit. I tuck it back into my jeans, zipping up quickly. My hands are shaking. My whole body is shaking.

What the fuck just happened? I lean against the wall, trying to catch my breath. Cho's words play over and over in my mind. Her voice. Her eyes. Her fucking body. I groan, rubbing my hands over my face. I can still see her, sprawled out on her bed, her fingers buried in her pussy. I can still hear her moans, her whispered words.

"Fuck," I swear again, pushing off from the wall. I need to get a grip. I need to calm down. I need to forget what just happened. But I know that's impossible. I know I'll be replaying this moment in my mind for days, weeks, maybe even years. I know I'll be jerking off to the memory of Cho, her voice, her eyes, her fucking everything.

I take a deep breath, trying to compose myself. I need to get back to Jake. I need to act normal. I need to pretend like nothing happened. Even though everything just changed. I know it did. I feel it. And I have no fucking idea what to do about it.


Chapter 2

The dining table is a battlefield of clattering silverware and humdrum chatter. I'm tucked between Jake and his dad, Phil, while Cho sits directly across from me.

I'm doing my best to avoid looking at her, but it's like trying not to stare at a lit candle in a dark room. She's wearing this tight, low-cut dress that's making my imagination run wild. I'm laughing at something Jake said, but I have zero clue what it was. My eyes flick to Cho's lips as she takes a sip of her wine, and I swear she smirks as if she knows exactly what she's doing to me.

…then, I feel it.

A soft, subtle pressure against my crotch. My breath hitches, and I freeze mid-laugh. Cho's foot is gently rubbing against my dick, and even through the denim, the sensation is electric. I can feel the heat of her skin, the slight roughness of her sole, and the steady, rhythmic motion that's sending shockwaves through my body. I grip my fork tighter, trying to keep my cool, but my heart is pounding like I just ran a hundred-yard dash.

"You okay, Tyler?" Jake asks, and I realize I've completely tuned out.

"Yeah, man," I manage to say, shifting slightly in my seat. Cho's foot moves with me, keeping the contact constant. "Just... just thought I heard something."

Phil chimes in, oblivious, "Probably just the TV in the other room."

Cho's eyes meet mine briefly, and there's a spark of mischief in them. She knows exactly what she's doing, and she's enjoying every second of it. I can feel the blood rushing south, and I'm suddenly very glad for the concealing tablecloth. Her foot continues its teasing dance, and I'm finding it hard to focus on anything else.

"So, Tyler," Cho says, her voice smooth as silk, "how's the football season going?"

I swallow hard, trying to keep my voice steady. "It's... it's going good. We've got a tough game coming up, but I think we can handle it."

Cho's smile widens, and she shifts slightly, her foot pressing more firmly against me. "I have no doubt you can handle it, Tyler. You always seem to rise to the occasion… especially when things get hard."

I nearly choke on my water, but Jake and Phil don't seem to notice the innuendo. They're both too wrapped up in their own conversations as Cho rubs my cock with her son and husband mere inches away.

My cock twitches, blood pulsing to it as Cho's foot continues its torment. I can feel it growing, straining against my jeans, eager to be freed. The friction of her foot against my denim-clad erection sends electric jolts through my body, igniting a fire within me. I shift uncomfortably in my seat, trying to hide my growing bulge. Fuck, I'm getting hard. Really hard. The kind of hard that's impossible to hide.

Cho's eyes flick downwards, noticing the change. She licks her lips, a quick dart of her tongue that sends a shiver down my spine. Her foot presses harder, rubbing up and down, stoking the fire burning within me. I can feel the precum leaking from my tip, the wetness adding another layer of sensation as she continues her relentless teasing.

"You alright, Tyler?" Jake asks, his voice cutting through the haze of lust clouding my mind. "You look a bit flushed."

"Yeah, man," I reply, my voice coming out hoarser than I intended. "Just... just hot in here, isn't it?"

Cho smirks, her foot never stopping its torturous dance. "You do look a bit heated, Tyler," she purrs. "Maybe you should take off your jacket."

Before I can respond, she withdraws her foot. I feel a pang of disappointment at the loss of contact, but it's quickly replaced with anticipation as Cho scoots her chair back, the legs scraping loudly against the floor.

"I just need to… pick up some crumbs," she announces, her voice laced with an urgency that betrays her casual words. She ducks under the table, her body disappearing from view.

My heart pounds in my chest, a mix of excitement and fear coursing through my veins. I feel her hands on my knees, her touch sending a jolt of electricity through me. She pushes my legs apart, positioning herself between them. I can feel her breath, hot and heavy on my crotch. Fuck, she's so close. So fucking close.

"You okay down there, Cho?" Phil asks, his voice muffled by the tablecloth.

"Yes, just... just cleaning up," she replies, her voice breathless. I can feel her fingers on my zipper, slowly pulling it down. The sound of the metal teeth parting echoes in my ears, drowning out the conversation above.

This is happening. This is really fucking happening. This Asian MILF is about to suck my cock as I sit between her husband and son. I lean back in my chair, lifting my hips slightly to give her better access. My cock is throbbing, aching to be freed. I can feel the cool air on my shaft as she pulls down my boxers, exposing me to her hungry gaze.

Every nerve ending in my body is on fire, every sense heightened. I can smell her perfume, a sweet, intoxicating scent that only serves to heighten my arousal. I can hear her breathing, quick and shallow, matching my own. I can feel her fingers, soft and cool against my burning flesh, wrapping around my shaft.

Fuck, I'm in heaven. I'm in fucking heaven. And the night has only just begun.

The first sensation that hits me is the warmth of Cho's mouth enveloping my cock, wet and inviting. Her lips wrap around me tightly. My eyes widen and my breath hitches, trying to suppress a groan. Fuck, her mouth feels incredible. She starts to bob her head, taking me deeper with each motion. Her tongue swirls around my shaft, tracing the veins and ridges like she’s savoring every inch.

"So, Jake, how's your fantasy football season looking this year?" I manage to ask, my voice steady despite the storm raging inside me.

Jake starts talking about the upcoming games, but his words are just background noise. All I can focus on is the wet, sloppy sounds coming from under the table. Cho’s mouth is a fucking miracle, working me with a skill that's driving me insane.

She sucks harder, her cheeks hollowing out as she creates a vacuum around my cock. The sensation is intense, almost too much to bear. Her saliva coats my shaft, making everything slick and smooth. Her saliva drips down my shaft, making it slick and slippery. I can feel her tongue flicking against the sensitive underside of my cock, sending jolts of pleasure straight to my spine.

"Yeah, you’re in a tough league," I reply, my mind barely registering the conversation.

Phil chimes in with something about the team’s strategy, but all I can think about is Cho’s mouth on me, her lips sliding up and down my shaft.

The sound of her slurping is loud, almost obscene, and it's taking every ounce of self-control not to moan out loud. She's so fucking good at this. Her head bobs faster, her movements more urgent. The pleasure builds, threatening to overwhelm me.

“How do you think your senior year will be, Tyler,” Phil asks.

Cho’s hands grip my thighs, her nails digging into my skin as she takes me deeper. Her tongue presses against the sensitive underside of my cock, and I can feel my balls tightening, the pleasure building to a fever pitch. I clench my jaw, trying to keep my composure as I respond to Jake’s questions about the upcoming game.

"We've got a solid defense this year," I say, my voice strained. "Should be a good season."

My hand grips the edge of the table, knuckles white, as Cho continues her relentless assault on my senses. Her mouth is a fucking masterpiece, working me with a precision that's almost too much to handle.

The sounds of her slurping grow louder, wetter, and I can feel my cock throbbing in her mouth. She’s so fucking lewd, so fucking loud, and it’s driving me wild. The dinner conversation fades into the background, replaced by the symphony of Cho’s mouth on my cock.

Fuck, Cho is really going for it now. I can feel her mouth slide further down my cock, engulfing me inch by fucking inch. Her lips, slick and wet, press against my shaft, and I can feel the vibrations of her moans resonating through my entire body. Jake is saying something about college applications, but all I can focus on is the sensation of Cho's throat opening up for me, taking me deeper than I've ever been before.

"Yeah, man, I've been looking at a few schools," I manage to stammer, my voice catching as Cho's lips reach the base of my cock.

Fuck, she's deepthroating me, her lips pressed against my balls, and the sensation is fucking indescribable. I can feel her throat constricting around my cockhead, choking on my length, and it's the most intense thing I've ever experienced.

Phil chimes in, oblivious to the illicit act happening right under his nose. "You've got plenty of options, Tyler. Keep your grades up, and you'll have your pick."

I nod, trying to keep my face neutral, but inside, I'm a fucking inferno. Cho's tongue is swirling around my shaft, her saliva coating my cock and dripping down to my balls. The sound of her choking on my dick is the only thing I can hear, the wet, sloppy noises driving me fucking wild.

My heart is pounding like a fucking drum in my chest, my breath coming in short, sharp gasps. Every nerve ending in my body is on fire, my senses heightened to the point where I can feel every vein in my cock pulsing with need.

I shift slightly in my seat, trying to maintain some semblance of control, but it's fucking useless. The sight of Cho's head bobbing in my lap, her lips stretched wide around my cock, is the hottest thing I've ever seen. I can feel my balls drawing up tight, the pressure building at the base of my spine. Fuck, I'm close. Too fucking close.

Jake is still talking, but his words are just background noise, drowned out by the symphony of Cho's mouth on my cock. She's slurping and choking, her throat convulsing around my cockhead, and it's the most intense, erotic sensation I've ever felt. I can feel her saliva dripping down my balls, coating my thighs, and the wet, sloppy sounds fill my ears, driving me fucking insane.

My knuckles are white, gripping the edge of the table like a fucking lifeline. I'm trying to keep my composure, but it's a losing battle. The pleasure is too intense, too all-consuming. Cho's mouth is like a fucking vice, her throat milking my cock, and I can feel my body tensing, ready for the inevitable release.

Fuck, I'm right on the edge, teetering on the brink of ecstasy. Cho's mouth is relentless, her throat working me over, and I can feel my cock throbbing, pulsing with need. The dinner conversation fades away, replaced by the raw, primal sounds of our illicit act. It's fucking dirty, fucking hot, and I never want it to end. But I know I can't hold out much longer. The pleasure is too intense, too overwhelming. And as Cho continues to deepthroat my cock, taking me all the way down, I can feel my body gearing up for an explosive release. Fuck, I'm in heaven. And I'm about to fucking detonate.

My breath hitches as the wave of pleasure crests, and I know I'm a goner. I can feel every inch of Cho's throat wrapped around my cock, and it's game over.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck," I chant silently, my body tensing as the first shot of cum explodes from my cock.

Cho's mouth is there, ready, taking every hot, sticky rope of cum as I unload. My hips jerk, driving my cock deeper into her throat, and I can feel her swallowing around me, milking me for all I'm worth.

The pleasure is blinding, a white-hot pressure releasing from my balls, barreling up my shaft, and bursting into her eager mouth. I can feel her tongue swirling around my cockhead, coaxing out every last drop of cum. My body convulses, the ecstasy so intense it's almost too much to bear.

Jake says something, but it's just background noise, a distant hum. All I can focus on is the sheer fucking rapture of Cho's mouth on my cock, her throat swallowing my load. I can feel her lips pressed against my base, her nose nestled in my pubes, and it's the filthiest, most erotic thing I've ever experienced.

Closing my eyes, I experience it fully — the tightness of her throat spasming around me, the wet suction of her mouth, the soft caress of her tongue. It's so fucking good I want to scream, but all that comes out is a strangled groan that I manage to muffle with a cough.

As the last of my orgasm subsides, I open my eyes to see Phil looking at me curiously. "You okay, Tyler? You look a bit flushed."

"Yes, sir," I manage to grunt out, shifting slightly as Cho begins to withdraw from under the table. "Your wife… she really knows how to cook a piece of meat."

Cho emerges from beneath the tablecloth, her lips glistening with a mixture of saliva and my cum. She wipes at her mouth with a napkin, her eyes meeting mine for a brief, heated moment. There's a wicked glint in her gaze, a satisfied smirk playing at the corners of her mouth.

"Sorry about that," she says smoothly, turning to Jake and Phil. "I had to clean up some milk that spilled."

Her voice is like silk, wrapping around me, teasing me. I can still feel the ghost of her lips on my cock, the phantom sensation of her throat milking me dry. It's all I can do not to groan again at the memory.

Cho stands up, her chair scraping softly against the floor. "If you'll excuse me, gentlemen," she says, her voice a sultry purr. "I think I need to freshen up."

“Aren’t you hungry, babe?” Phil asks.

“No, sweetie. Tyler made me a nice big milkshake earlier,” she says as she shoots me a wink.

Phil looks up from his plate, blinking owlishly behind his glasses. "Oh, alright dear. You do look rather... flushed."

Flushed? She's fucking glowing. Radiant. Like a woman who just had a cock throbbing in her throat. I know I must be glowing too because I can still feel the ghost of her mouth sucking me deep.

Cho stands up, her chair scraping loudly against the floor. My heart thuds in my chest as she leans over to clear her place setting, giving me an eyeful of her perfect tits, barely contained in her low-cut top. Fuck, I want to bury my face in them.

"If you'll excuse me, gentlemen," she says, her voice like velvet. She turns and walks away, her hips swaying hypnotically. I watch her go, my mouth dry and my cock throbbing in time with my heartbeat.

Fuck dinner. Fuck polite conversation. All I want is to follow her, bend her over the kitchen counter, and fuck her until we both can't see straight. But for now, I have to play it cool. Keep up the charade. Even if it fucking kills me.

Jake is saying something about football, but I can't focus. All I can think about is Cho's mouth, her tits, her ass. All I can think about is fucking her, possessing her, making her mine.

My phone buzzes in my pocket, and I nearly jump out of my seat. I pull it out, glancing around the table to make sure no one's watching. It's a text from Cho.

Come to my bedroom at midnight. I need a late night snack.

Holy fuck. My cock twitches, and I grit my teeth, trying to hold back the wave of lust that threatens to drown me. I glance up at the clock. It's only nine. Three hours. Three long, torturous hours until I can have her again.

I put my phone away, my mind racing. How am I going to last that long? How am I going to sit here and make small talk with Jake and Phil when all I can think about is Cho's mouth, Cho's tits, Cho's pussy?

Fuck, this is going to be the longest dinner of my life. But I know one thing for sure - I'll be there. At midnight, I'll be in Cho's bedroom, giving her exactly what she needs. And taking what I need in return.


Chapter 3

The moonlight casts a silvery glow through the half-open window, painting a path on the carpet as I step into Cho's bedroom. The door clicks shut behind me, softly, like a secret whispered in the night. My breath hitches as I see Phil — Cho’s husband — a lump under the covers, his snores filling the room like a dull, distant drone. But my eyes are drawn to her, Cho, her body barely concealed by the thin silk robe, her black hair spread across the pillow like a dark halo.

Fuck, I think, she's perfect. My heart pounds in my chest, a primal drumbeat urging me forward. I'm hard already, my cock straining against my shorts, anticipating what's to come. I've dreamt of this moment, fantasized about it every time I've seen her cheering from the sidelines at our games.

I move with the stealth of a predator, each step careful, deliberate. Phil doesn't stir, his meek form oblivious to my presence. The room smells of her, a sweet, intoxicating scent that makes my head spin. I'm at the edge of the bed now, looking down at her, my hungry eyes tracing the curves of her body beneath the robe.

My hands tremble slightly as I reach for the tie of her robe. I can see her breasts rising and falling with each breath, the gentle rhythm hypnotic. I tug at the tie, the silk whispering as it gives way. The robe falls open, revealing her naked body, a feast for my eager eyes.

Damn, I think, she's even sexier than I imagined.

Her skin is flawless, her breasts full and round, her nipples dark and enticing. My mouth waters at the sight, my body aching with desire. I can feel the heat radiating from her, drawing me in, begging for my touch. And I'm more than ready to oblige.

I lean in, my breath hitching as my lips brush against Cho's soft skin. Her breasts are warm, inviting, and I can't help but plant kisses on them, my lips lingering on her neck. My heart is pounding like a kick drum, my blood rushing south. Her scent is intoxicating, a mix of sweet jasmine and something uniquely Cho. I could get drunk off it.

My hand finds her pussy, and I squeeze gently, feeling her warmth and softness. She stirs, a soft moan escaping her lips. Her eyes flutter open, and I'm met with her sleepy gaze. Those dark, almond-shaped eyes focus on me, and a knowing smile spreads across her face. Fuck, she's gorgeous.

"Tyler," she whispers, her voice husky from sleep. It's the sexiest sound I've ever heard. "You’re so sexy."

"And you’re one hot MILF bitch," I retort, my voice low and hoarse. My thumb brushes against her clit, and she gasps, her hips jerking slightly. Her eyes roll back, and she bites her lip, suppressing a moan. Jesus, she's responsive.

"That mouth, Tyler," she murmurs, her eyes locked onto mine. "It's going to get you into trouble one day."

"Then why don’t I put it to good use," I reply, my lips crashing onto hers.

We kiss passionately, her mouth opening to allow my tongue entry. She tastes sweet, her tongue dancing with mine. My body is on fire, every nerve ending alive and buzzing. Her hands reach up, tangling in my hair, pulling me closer. She wants more, and I'm all too happy to oblige.

I break away from our kiss, panting. Cho's cheeks are flushed, her lips swollen from our heated exchange. I stand up, my hands trembling with anticipation as I push down my shorts, freeing my aching cock. Cho's eyes widen, her gaze flicking between my face and my throbbing member.

“I bet your husband can’t do this to you.”

“That weak man,” she breathes, her voice a sultry whisper. "He hasn’t made me orgasm in years."

I don't answer. Instead, I straddle her, my knees sinking into the soft mattress on either side of her ribcage. I take a moment to admire her perfect tits, full and round, her nipples hardening under my gaze. Fuck, she's perfect.

“I bet a MILF slut like you loves getting railed by the pool boy when your husband is at work.”

My words make her smile. “And sometimes I love sucking the mailman’s cock and taking the neighbor’s cock up my ass… at the same time,” she replies.

“You’re a fucking slut, Cho.”

I lean forward, my cock sliding between her ample breasts. The sensation of her warm, soft flesh against my shaft sends a jolt of pleasure through me. I begin to move, thrusting gently at first, the head of my cock peeking out from the top of her cleavage with each stroke.

Cho watches, her eyes hooded with desire. She pushes her tits together, creating a tight, fleshy tunnel for my cock. Fuck, that's hot. I pick up the pace, my hips moving faster, my balls slapping against her soft skin with each thrust.

"You like that, Cho?" I pant, my eyes locked onto hers. "You like seeing my cock between your tits?"

She bites her lip, a soft moan escaping her throat. "Yes," she admits, her voice breathy. "I love it, Tyler. Fuck my tits, baby."

Each time my cock pokes out from her cleavage, she leans forward, her full lips planting sloppy kisses on the head. The sensation is fucking incredible, sending waves of pleasure crashing through me. Her tits, slick with my pre-cum, squeak softly with each thrust, the sound filthy and erotic.

I grit my teeth, my body tense with the effort of holding back my orgasm. Not yet. I want to savor this moment, want to draw out the pleasure. Cho's mouth opens, her tongue flicking out to lick the tip of my cock with each thrust. Fuck, she's greedy.

"That's it, Cho," I groan, my voice hoarse. "Lick my cock. Taste it."

Her response is a moan, her eyes fluttering closed as she gives herself over to the sensation. I can feel her heart racing, her breath coming in quick gasps. She's enjoying this as much as I am.

I lean back, changing the angle of my thrusts. My balls slap against her tits, the sound loud and lewd in the quiet room. Cho's eyes fly open, her gaze meeting mine. She licks her lips, her tongue swiping away a bead of pre-cum from the corner of her mouth.

"Fuck, Cho," I pant, my body coiling tight. "You're so fucking sexy."

She smiles, a slow, seductive curve of her lips. "And your cock is the biggest I’ve seen,” she purrs. “So much bigger than those football players I used to fuck in college.”

I slide my cock from between her tits, a trail of saliva and pre-cum glistening in the moonlight. Cho's body is a landscape of curves and shadows, her breath coming in ragged gasps. I can't hold back anymore. I need to be inside her.

"Spread your legs, bitch," I command, my voice barely recognizable.

She complies, her thighs falling open, revealing her glistening pussy.

I position myself at her entrance, the heat of her radiating against my cock. "I'm going to fuck you now," I growl. "I'm going to fuck you like you've never been fucked before."

Her eyes widen, a mix of anticipation and challenge. "Show me, Tyler," she dares, her voice a sultry purr. "Show me what you've got."

I thrust into her, a groan tearing from my throat as her tight warmth envelops me. Fuck, she's tight. Tighter than I imagined. Her back arches, a moan escaping her lips as I fill her completely. I can feel her nails digging into my back, her legs wrapping around my waist, pulling me deeper.

The bed creaks beneath us, the sound echoing in the room like a dirty secret. I grip her hips, my fingers digging into her soft flesh as I begin to move. Each thrust is a claim, a declaration of my desire. Her body responds, meeting my aggression with her own eager movements.

"You like that, don't you?" I pant, my body slick with sweat. "You like being fucked like a little slut." Her only response is a moan, her eyes rolling back as I hit a spot deep inside her.

The room fills with the sound of our bodies colliding, the wet slap of flesh on flesh. Her tits bounce with each thrust, her nipples hard and begging for attention. I lean down, taking one into my mouth, biting gently. Her moan vibrates through her body, her pussy clenching around my cock.

"Tyler..." she moans, her voice a breathless plea. "More... give me more..."

I can feel her hunger, her need matching my own. I give her more, my body slamming against hers, each thrust harder and deeper than the last. The bed protests beneath us, the headboard knocking against the wall in a rhythm that matches our desperate dance.

Her moans fill my ears, her body writhing beneath me. I can feel her, so close to the edge. I want to push her over, want to see her come undone beneath me. I shift my angle, my cock hitting that spot inside her that makes her cry out.

"Come for me, Cho," I demand, my voice a harsh growl. "Let me feel you come all over my cock."

My lips crash against Cho's neck, tasting the salt of her sweat, feeling the vibration of her moans against my mouth. I'm fucking her hard now, my body slamming against hers, our flesh slapping together loudly, lewdly. The sound of her wet pussy taking my cock fills the room, drives me fucking wild.

"You're such a dirty whore," I whisper in her ear, my voice a harsh growl.

Her pussy clenches around me, her body responding to my words. She loves this. Loves being treated like the slut she is.

"You love being filled with my cock, don't you?” I growl. “Love being fucked like a little bitch in heat."

Her moans grow louder, her nails digging into my back, spurring me on. My balls swing heavily, slapping against her pussy with each thrust, the sound obscene and thrilling. I can feel the pleasure building, my cock throbbing, her pussy milking me.

The headboard slams against the wall, the room filling with the symphony of our fucking. The sound of our bodies colliding, our moans and gasps, the wet sound of my cock pounding into her. It's intoxicating. I can feel her, so close to the edge. I want to push her over, want to see her come undone beneath me.

"Fuck!" she moans, her voice a breathless plea. "Ugh! Fuck! Yes! Yes! Fuck!"

I bite her neck, marking her, my cock slamming into her with renewed vigor. "You want more, you little slut?" I growl, my voice a harsh whisper. "Beg for it. Beg for my cock."

Her pussy flutters around me, her body trembling. "Please..." she begs, her voice a soft whimper. "Please, Tyler... fuck me... use me..."

Fuck, her words send a thrill through me. I give her what she wants, my body slamming against hers, each thrust harder and deeper than the last. The room fills with our sounds, our scents, our pleasure. It's a fucking symphony, a dirty, erotic dance. And I never want it to end.

The room is a hot mess of sweat and sex, the slapping of flesh on flesh echoing like a dirty secret. Cho's beneath me, her body writhing, tits bouncing with each thrust. I'm so deep in her, so fucking deep, I can't see straight. Her breathy moans, my filthy promises, and the hypnotic rhythm of the headboard smacking the wall are a symphony of sin. I'm drunk on it, high on her, lost in the moment.

Then, a noise. A shuffle, a grunt. Not from Cho, not from me. Phil. Shit.

I freeze, my cock still buried deep inside Cho. Her eyes widen, but there's no fear, only a spark of excitement. Fuck, this woman is insane. And I love it.

Phil's blurry eyes blink open, his glasses skewed on the nightstand. He looks at me, then at Cho, then back at me. His mouth opens, closes, opens again. "Wh-what's happening?" he stammers, his voice thick with sleep.

Cho doesn't miss a beat. "Tyler's just helping me with a special stretch, honey," she coos, her voice sweet as pie. "You know how my back's been bothering me."

I raise an eyebrow, impressed. She's good. Really fucking good. My cock throbs inside her, adrenaline pumping through my veins. We're playing with fire, and it's fucking exhilarating.

Phil squints, trying to make sense of the scene. His eyes flick to my hips, to where I'm still connected with Cho. But he's half-asleep, can't see straight without his glasses. And Cho... she's smooth, so fucking smooth.

"Go back to sleep, honey," she purrs, her hand reaching out to pat his cheek. "I'll be done soon."

Phil mumbles something incoherent, his eyes already fluttering closed. Within seconds, he's snoring softly, oblivious to the fuck fest happening right next to him.

I look down at Cho, a wicked grin spreading across her face. "You're a bad girl, aren't you?" I growl, my hips starting to move again, slow and steady.

She bites her lip, her eyes sparkling with mischief. "The worst," she whispers, her nails digging into my back.

The thrill of almost getting caught, of fucking Cho while her husband sleeps beside us, it's intoxicating. Every sensation is heightened, every thrust more intense. I can feel her pussy clenching around me, her breath hot on my neck.

"Fuck, Cho," I groan, my body tense with anticipation. This is wrong. So fucking wrong. But it feels so damn good.

My body's slick with sweat, every muscle taut like a bowstring ready to snap. The room's filled with our scents, the raw musk of sex and the sweet smell of Cho's perfume. I can feel it, the tension building, the pressure coiling in my balls, ready to explode. Cho's writhing beneath me, her big tits heaving, nails clawing at my back. She's a fucking goddess, her face flushed, lips swollen from my kisses.

"Tyler... I'm close," she pants, her pussy squeezing my cock like a vice. Fuck, she's so tight, so wet. I grit my teeth, trying to hold back, but it's too much. Too fucking good.

I piston my hips, driving into her with quick, sharp thrusts. The bed squeaks, the headboard slams against the wall. Phil grunts in his sleep, turns his back to us. Fuck, the thrill of this — the danger, the taboo — it's sending me over the edge.

Cho's moans fill my ears, her pleading whispers urging me on. "Make me your bitch, Tyler. Your cum slut. Your cock sleeve!"

My heart's pounding, vision tunneling. I can feel it, the climax building, the inevitability of it all. With a final, savage thrust, I pull out, my cock pulsing, ready to burst.

I kneel over her, one hand gripping my slick shaft, the other roughly holding her hair. She looks up at me, eyes wide with anticipation, lips parted. Fuck, she's gorgeous. A fucking masterpiece. And I'm about to defile her. Mark her as mine.

"You want this?" I growl, my voice barely recognizable. She nods, her tongue darting out to wet her lips. That's all the invitation I need.

I stroke my cock, once, twice, and then I'm coming, thick ropes of hot cum shooting out, painting her face. Marking her. Claiming her. She gasps, her eyes fluttering closed, but she doesn't turn away. She takes it all, my cum dripping down her cheeks, her chin, her forehead.

Fuck. Just... fuck. The sight of her like this, covered in my cum, it's... primal. It's fucking perfect. My chest heaves, my body shaking with the force of my orgasm. I milk my cock, squeezing out every last drop, watching as it lands on her soft, supple skin.

Cho's tongue darts out again, tasting my release. Her eyes open, meet mine. And she smiles, a slow, seductive curve of her lips. "Mmm," she purrs. "Looks like you made a mess of me, Tyler Brady."

Fuck me. This woman is going to be the death of me. And I wouldn't have it any other way.

I look down at Cho, my cum dripping off her face, and a surge of power courses through my veins. Fuck, she looks hot like this. Dirty. Used. Fucked. I want to remember her like this forever.

"You're gonna sleep like this, bitch," I command, my voice steady and sure. "You're gonna sleep next to your fucking husband with my cum all over your face."

Her eyes widen, but she doesn't protest. She loves this shit. She feeds off it just as much as I do. Her tongue darts out again, licking up a drop of my cum from her upper lip. My cock twitches at the sight.

"And tomorrow," I continue, leaning down, my voice a low growl in her ear. "You're gonna wake me up with that pretty little mouth of yours. You're gonna suck me good, Cho. And then I'm gonna fuck you all weekend. You understand?"

She nods, a small smile playing on her lips. "Yes, Tyler," she whispers, her voice like a sultry melody. My name on her lips sends a shiver down my spine.

I pull back, taking in the sight of her one last time. Her big tits heaving with each breath, her nipples hard and begging for more. Her face, marked by me. It's fucking perfect. My cock is already getting hard again just looking at her. But I need to go. I need to leave her wanting more.

I turn away, my body still buzzing with adrenaline. I can feel her gaze on me as I bend down to pick up my shorts. The room smells like sex. Like us. Like our secret. I slip my shorts on, my heart pounding in my chest.

My mind is a whirlwind of images as I make my way to the door. Cho's naked body. Her big tits bouncing as I fucked her. Her face, covered in my cum. Her lips, wrapped around my cock. Fuck. I can't wait for tomorrow. I can't wait to feel her mouth on me again. To be inside her again.

I cast one last look back at her before I slip out of the room. She's still lying there, her body on display, my cum glistening on her face. She blows me a kiss, a playful smile on her lips. Fucking tease.

I step out into the night, the cool air hitting my bare chest. But I don't feel the cold. All I can feel is the heat of Cho's body, the warmth of her mouth, the tightness of her pussy. All I can think about is our secret. Our dirty, fucked up secret.

And I can't wait to do it all again.
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