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Chapter 1

My fingers dig into the soft flesh of Cho’s ass as we make out on her bed, our lips locked in a hungry kiss that makes my cock throb against my jeans. The sweet scent of her perfume fills my nostrils, driving me wild with desire. As the star high school quarterback, I’ve had my share of cheerleaders, but none compare to Cho — our school’s cheerleading captain with a body that drives the entire football team crazy. And right now, that perfect body is pressed against mine, her tongue dancing with mine as her hands roam across my chest.

"Fuck, you’re so hot," I mutter against her lips, squeezing her ass harder and pulling her tighter against me.

Cho moans in response, her hips grinding against mine. "You’re not so bad yourself, Brady," she whispers, her breath hot against my ear. "Being Lincoln High’s star quarterback has its perks, doesn’t it?"

I smirk, knowing exactly what she means. Being the guy who’s led our team to three consecutive championships definitely makes getting laid easier. But Cho isn’t just another notch on my belt. She’s the fantasy — the girl every guy jerks off to when they’re alone.

"Only perk I care about right now is being in your bedroom," I growl, moving my hands up to cup her tits through her tight-fitting top.

Cho’s breasts fit perfectly in my palms — not too big, but perky and firm. I can feel her nipples hardening under my touch, poking through the thin fabric of her top. Her caramel skin glows in the afternoon light streaming through her curtains, highlighting the delicate features of her face. Her almond-shaped eyes, framed by long lashes, are dark with lust as she looks at me. Her high cheekbones and full lips complete the picture of perfection.

"Your parents won’t come up here, right?" I ask, already knowing the answer.

"Don’t worry," she purrs, her slight accent making my dick even harder. "We have plenty of time for what I want to do to you."

I groan as she straddles me, her thighs gripping my hips tightly. Cho’s silky black hair is pulled back in a high ponytail, held by a red ribbon that matches our school colors. The same red as her cheerleading uniform. God, I’ve fantasized about fucking her in that uniform so many times during practice, watching her do high kicks and splits, knowing what’s waiting underneath those pleated skirts.

Her hands slide down my chest to the hem of my shirt, tugging it upward. I lift my arms, letting her pull it off completely. Her eyes widen appreciatively as she traces my abs with her fingertips.

"Like what you see?" I tease, flexing a bit for her.

"Mmm," she hums, leaning down to plant kisses across my chest. "All those hours in the weight room paying off, quarterback."

I grab her ass again, this time slipping my hands under her skirt to feel the smooth skin beneath her panties. "And all those cheerleading practices are paying off too," I say, kneading the firm flesh. "Your ass is fucking perfect."

Cho giggles, the sound light and sexy. "You should see what else these cheerleading routines have taught me," she whispers, grinding her hips against my hard-on in a circular motion that makes me groan.

"Show me," I challenge, my voice rough with desire.

Her eyes flash with mischief as she sits up, still straddling me. With deliberate slowness, she crosses her arms and grabs the bottom of her top, pulling it up and over her head. Her black bra contrasts beautifully with her golden skin, her breasts pushing against the cups.

"Fuck," I breathe, reaching up to run my hands over her exposed stomach. Her skin is impossibly soft and warm under my touch.

"You like?" she asks, arching her back to push her tits out further.

"I fucking love it," I growl, sitting up to capture her lips again.

Our tongues battle for dominance as my hands explore her back, finding the clasp of her bra. With practiced ease, I unhook it, and Cho pulls back just enough to let it fall away. My breath catches in my throat as her perfect tits are revealed. Her nipples are dark and already hard, begging for my attention.

"Your tits are fucking perfect," I tell her, cupping them in my hands. They’re the perfect size — enough to fill my palms but still perky and firm. I run my thumbs over her nipples, making her shiver.

"Mmm, Tyler," she moans, her eyes fluttering closed as I pinch them gently.

I lean forward, taking one nipple into my mouth, swirling my tongue around the hard bud before sucking hard. Cho gasps, her hands flying to my hair, holding my head against her chest.

"You like that?" I ask against her skin, my breath cooling the wetness I left behind.

"God, yes," she pants, pushing her chest against my face.

I switch to her other breast, giving it the same treatment while my hand continues to play with the first. Cho writhes on top of me, her hips grinding against my cock in a rhythm that’s driving me crazy. I can feel how wet she is through her panties, dampness seeping through both layers of fabric.

"I want to see all of you," I demand, my voice thick with lust. "Take it off. Everything except the skirt."

Cho smiles, a sultry curve of her lips that promises everything. "You want me in just my cheerleading skirt? Naughty boy," she teases, but she’s already moving off me to stand by the bed.

Her hands go to the zipper at the side of her skirt, loosening it just enough to shimmy her tight jeans down her legs. The sight of her long, toned legs emerging from the denim makes my mouth water. Years of cheerleading have given her incredible thighs and calves, muscles flexing as she kicks the jeans away.

Standing before me in nothing but a tiny black thong and her red and white pleated cheerleading skirt, Cho is the embodiment of every high school fantasy I’ve ever had. The skirt sits low on her hips, just barely covering her ass.

"Keep the ribbon in too," I tell her, nodding toward her ponytail. "It’s fucking hot."

Cho reaches up to touch the ribbon, making sure it’s secure. "You like me like this? Half-naked in my uniform?" she asks, her voice dropping to a seductive whisper.

"Fuck yes," I groan, adjusting my cock in my jeans. "Come here."

She crawls back onto the bed, her movements deliberate and catlike. I grab her hips and pull her on top of me again, my hands immediately finding their way under her skirt to grip her ass.

"You’ve got the hottest fucking body in the whole school," I tell her, squeezing the firm globes of her ass. "Every guy wants to fuck you."

"But only you get to," she purrs, leaning down to nip at my earlobe. "Only you get to see what’s under the uniform."

"Damn right," I growl possessively, sliding one hand around to the front of her panties. I can feel the heat emanating from her pussy, and when I press my fingers against the fabric, it’s soaked through. "Fuck, you’re wet."

"All for you," she moans, pushing against my hand.

I slip a finger under the edge of her panties, feeling the slick folds of her pussy. She’s so wet my finger glides easily between her lips, finding her clit. I circle it slowly, watching her face contort with pleasure.

"Oh god, Tyler," she gasps, her hips bucking against my hand.

"Tell me what you want," I command, slipping a finger inside her tight heat. "Tell me exactly what you want me to do to you."

"I want you to fuck me," she pants, her eyes glazed with lust. "I want your big cock inside me. I’ve been thinking about it all week during practice."

"Yeah? You think about my cock while you’re doing those high kicks?" I tease, adding a second finger and pumping them slowly in and out of her.

"Yes," she admits, her cheeks flushing. "Every time you throw a touchdown, I imagine what it would feel like to have you bend me over and fuck me right there on the field."

The image makes my cock throb painfully. "Take these off," I order, tugging at her panties. "But keep the skirt on."

Cho nods eagerly, lifting herself off my fingers. She hooks her thumbs into the sides of her thong and slowly — too slowly — pulls it down her legs. When she kicks it away, she’s naked except for the pleated cheerleading skirt and the ribbon in her hair.

"Like this?" she asks, doing a little twirl that lifts the skirt just enough to give me a glimpse of her bare pussy.

"Perfect," I growl, reaching for her again. "Now come here and show me what else that body can do besides cheer."

I grab Cho’s shoulders and flip her over onto her stomach, my cock straining against my jeans as I watch her squirm beneath me. "On your hands and knees," I command, my voice thick with lust. She complies immediately, arching her back and lifting her perfect ass in the air, her pleated cheerleader skirt barely covering anything. I unbuckle my belt and yank down my jeans and boxers in one swift motion, my cock springing free, thick and hard and ready to claim her.

"Fuck, Tyler," Cho gasps, looking back at me over her shoulder, her almond eyes wide at the sight of my cock. "You’re so big."

I smirk, stroking myself a few times as I position myself behind her. The skirt is riding up, exposing her perfect ass and the glistening lips of her pussy. Her thighs are slightly parted, an invitation I can’t resist.

"You want this?" I ask, rubbing the head of my cock against her wet slit. "You want the quarterback’s dick inside you?"

"Yes," she moans, pushing back against me. "Please, Tyler. Fuck me."

I grip her hips hard enough to leave marks, holding her in place. "Say it again. Beg for it."

Cho whimpers, her body trembling with anticipation. "Please fuck me, Tyler. I need your cock inside me."

That’s what I want to hear. I line myself up with her entrance and push forward in one hard, fast stroke. The tight heat of her pussy engulfs me, making me groan as I bury myself to the hilt.

"Fuck!" Cho cries out, her fingers clutching at the sheets. Her inner walls clench around me, adjusting to my size.

"So fucking tight," I growl, holding still for a moment to savor the feeling of being buried deep inside her. Then I pull back until just the tip remains inside before slamming forward again.

The impact jostles her entire body, making her tits sway beneath her. I establish a rough rhythm, each thrust making her body rock forward before I pull her back onto my cock by her hips.

"You like that?" I ask, my voice rough. "You like getting fucked by my big cock?"

"Yes! God, yes!" she pants, her face pressed against the mattress, ass raised high.

I grab a handful of her pleated skirt, bunching it up at her waist to get a better view of where my cock disappears into her pussy. The sight of her taking me is fucking incredible — her pink lips stretched around my thickness, glistening with her juices.

"Look at you, taking my cock like you were made for it," I taunt, slapping her ass hard enough to leave a red handprint. "Is this what you think about during those cheerleading routines? Getting bent over and fucked hard?"

"Yes!" she admits, her voice muffled against the bed. "I think about you fucking me all the time."

I speed up my thrusts, the sound of skin slapping against skin filling the room along with our heavy breathing and Cho’s little moans. Each time I drive into her, my balls slap against her clit, making her shudder.

"Such a slut for my cock," I growl, delivering another harsh slap to her other ass cheek. "The whole school thinks you’re such a good girl, but look at you now."

Cho whimpers at my words, but I can feel her pussy clenching tighter around me. She likes this — likes being called names, likes being dominated. I make a mental note to push her limits further.

"What would your squad think if they could see their captain now?" I continue, leaning over her back to speak directly into her ear. "Bent over, taking my cock like a cheap whore?"

"Oh god, Tyler," she moans, her pussy fluttering around me.

I grab her ponytail, wrapping it around my fist until I have a tight grip on the ribbon holding it together. With a sharp tug, I pull her head back, forcing her to arch her spine even more.

"Answer me," I demand, punctuating my words with a particularly hard thrust.

"They’d — they’d be jealous," she gasps, struggling to speak with her head pulled back. "They all want you."

"But only you get this dick," I remind her, yanking harder on her ponytail. The power I have over her in this moment is intoxicating. "Only you get to be my personal cheerleader slut."

I release her hair momentarily to grab her shoulders, pulling her up so her back is pressed against my chest, my cock still buried deep inside her. With one hand, I reach around to grope her breast roughly, pinching her nipple between my fingers. My other hand finds her throat, applying just enough pressure to make her breathing shallow.

"Tyler," she chokes out, her hands reaching back to clutch at my thighs.

"Shh," I whisper, tightening my grip on her throat slightly. "Take it. Take my cock like a good girl."

I thrust up into her from this new angle, hitting deeper than before. Cho’s head falls back against my shoulder, her mouth open in a silent scream as I maintain the pressure on her throat.

"You’re mine," I tell her, releasing her throat just enough to let her gasp for air before squeezing again. "This tight little pussy belongs to me."

Her only response is a desperate whimper as I continue to fuck up into her, my hand alternating between choking her and letting her breathe. Her pussy is gushing now, her juices coating my cock and dripping down my balls.

When I feel her starting to shake, I shove her back down onto her elbows, her ass still raised high. I grab her ponytail again, pulling her head back as I pound into her relentlessly.

"Oh god, oh god, oh god," she chants, her voice breaking with each thrust.

I release her hair to bring my hand around to her face, pushing two fingers into her mouth. She sucks them eagerly, her tongue swirling around them like she’s giving me a blowjob.

"That’s it," I encourage, fucking her harder. "Suck my fingers like the little cocksucker you are."

When my fingers are good and wet, I pull them from her mouth and use them to hook the corner of her lips, pulling her cheek to the side in a crude fish hook. It forces her mouth open, drool spilling out and running down her chin as she moans uncontrollably.

"Look at you," I taunt, twisting my fingers to pull her cheek further. "Drooling like a whore while I fuck your tight little cunt."

The degradation only seems to turn her on more, her pussy clenching rhythmically around my cock. I can tell she’s close to cumming.

"Are you going to cum on my cock?" I ask, releasing the fish hook to slap her ass again. "Are you going to be a good slut and cum for me?"

"Yes, yes, please," she begs, her voice desperate. "Please let me cum, Tyler. I’m so close."

I reach underneath her to find her clit, rubbing it in tight circles as I maintain my punishing pace. "Cum for me, Cho. Cum on my cock like the slut you are."

That’s all it takes. Cho’s entire body goes rigid, her pussy clamping down on my cock so hard it almost hurts. She screams into the mattress, a long, high-pitched sound of pure ecstasy as her orgasm rips through her.

"FUCK! TYLER! YES!" she cries, her body shaking violently beneath me. "I’M CUMMING! OH GOD!"

I continue to fuck her through her orgasm, prolonging it until she’s a trembling mess beneath me. Her walls flutter and clench around my cock, trying to milk my cum from me, but I’m not ready to finish yet.

"That’s it," I growl, slowing my pace slightly to let her come down from her high. "Good girl. Taking my cock so well."

Cho is panting, barely able to hold herself up now. Her arms are shaking, and her face is flushed, tears of pleasure streaking down her cheeks. I give her ass another hard slap, watching the flesh jiggle with satisfaction.

"We’re not done yet," I tell her, pulling out completely. My cock stands proudly, glistening with her juices. "On your back."

She rolls over obediently, her legs spreading wide for me. Her cheerleading skirt is bunched around her waist, and her hair is a mess despite the ribbon still clinging to her ponytail. She looks thoroughly fucked and utterly gorgeous.

I stroke myself, standing at the edge of the bed. "Open your mouth," I command. "Show me where you want my cum."

Cho licks her lips and opens her mouth wide, her tongue extended slightly. "Please," she whispers. "I want to taste you."

That visual is enough to push me over the edge. I aim my cock at her face and let go, my orgasm tearing through me with blinding intensity. The first rope of cum lands across her cheek, the second in her open mouth, and the rest across her lips and chin.

"Fuck!" I groan, my hips jerking as I pump every last drop onto her beautiful face. "Take it all, baby."

Cho moans as my cum lands on her face, her tongue darting out to lick what she can reach. She looks up at me with those dark eyes, cum dripping down her face, and smiles.

"You taste so good," she purrs, gathering some of my cum on her finger and pushing it into her mouth.

"Holy shit," I breathe, watching her clean herself. "That was fucking incredible."

I collapse onto the bed beside her, my chest heaving as I try to catch my breath. Cho curls up against me, seemingly unconcerned about the cum still decorating her face.

"You’re so rough," she murmurs, but there’s no complaint in her voice — only satisfaction. "I love it when you take control like that."

My breathing gradually slows as I lie next to Cho, her face still glistening with my cum. The lingering pleasure throbs through my body, but my teenage stamina is already revving up again. I trace my fingers along Cho’s naked body, admiring how her perky tits rise and fall with each breath. "That was just the beginning," I tell her, my voice husky with renewed desire. "Clean my cock with your mouth. I want to feel those pretty lips around me again."

Cho looks up at me through her long lashes, a mixture of exhaustion and arousal in her dark eyes. "Yes, Tyler," she whispers, obediently sliding down my body until her face is level with my semi-hard cock.

"That’s a good girl," I praise her, propping myself up on my elbows to watch. "Show me how much you love my cock."

Cho’s tongue darts out, licking along the underside of my shaft, collecting the mixture of her juices and my precum that coats it. The sight of her cleaning me like this — her face still marked with my cum while her tongue works diligently — makes my cock twitch and begin to harden again.

"Mmm," she moans, taking the head into her mouth and sucking gently. Her ponytail, still held by that red ribbon though much messier now, falls over her shoulder as she works.

I reach down to grip her hair, guiding her movements as she takes more of me into her mouth. "That’s it," I encourage her. "Get it nice and clean. Show me what that cheerleader mouth can do."

As Cho continues her ministrations, a slight movement in my peripheral vision catches my attention. The bedroom door, which I thought had been closed, is actually open a few inches. And through that gap, I can see a pair of eyes watching us intently.

I adjust my position slightly to get a better look without alerting Cho, who is thoroughly engrossed in her task. What I see makes my cock harden fully in an instant.

Standing just outside the door is Cho’s mom: Ming-Na.

Holy. Fucking. Shit.

She’s not just watching — she’s touching herself through her underwear. Dressed in nothing but a lacy black bra and matching panties, Ming-Na is leaning against the doorframe, one hand massaging her breast while the other rubs between her legs.

I keep my face neutral, not wanting to scare her off or alert Cho, but inside I’m going crazy. Cho’s mom is fucking hot — now I know where she gets her looks from. Ming-Na is a MILF… an Asian MILF. Ming-Na must be in her late thirties or early forties, but her body rivals any of the cheerleaders at school. Her breasts are fuller than Cho’s, straining against the confines of her bra, and her hips have that mature curve that only comes with age.

Her face is an older, more refined version of Cho’s — the same high cheekbones and almond-shaped eyes, but with an added maturity that makes her even sexier. Her hair is shorter than Cho’s, falling just past her shoulders in glossy black waves. Unlike her daughter’s slender, athletic build, Ming-Na has the voluptuous figure of a woman who’s grown into her sexuality.

I watch as she pinches her nipple through the lace of her bra, her mouth slightly open as she observes her daughter sucking my cock. There’s something incredibly erotic about being watched like this — especially by such a MILF fantasy come to life.

Cho takes me deeper, unaware of our audience, her lips stretched wide around my shaft. I moan deliberately louder than necessary, putting on a show for Ming-Na. I tangle my fingers in Cho’s hair, forcing her to take me even deeper until she gags slightly.

"That’s it," I growl, my eyes flickering briefly to Ming-Na. "Take it all the way down your throat."

Ming-Na’s hand moves faster between her legs, her eyes locked on my cock as it disappears into her daughter’s mouth. I can see the way her chest rises and falls with her quickened breathing, the flush spreading across her skin.

Cho pulls back to catch her breath, a string of saliva connecting her lips to the tip of my cock. "Is it clean enough?" she asks innocently, looking up at me with those big eyes.

"Almost," I tell her, stroking her cheek. "Just a little more."

As Cho resumes her oral worship, I deliberately look directly at Ming-Na, letting her know I’ve seen her. Our eyes lock, and for a moment, I think she might flee — but instead, her lips curve into a sultry smile. She doesn’t stop touching herself. If anything, knowing I’m watching her seems to turn her on more.

I watch as she slides her hand beneath the waistband of her panties, her movements becoming more deliberate as she pleasures herself while watching us. The thin material clings to her curves, highlighting the shape of her pussy as her fingers work beneath the fabric.

Ming-Na’s free hand moves to cup her breast more fully, squeezing it through the bra. She bites her lower lip, her eyes never leaving mine as her hand moves rhythmically inside her panties. The wet spot forming on the black lace tells me exactly how aroused she is.

I give Cho’s head an extra push, making her take me deeper just for show. Ming-Na’s eyes widen at the sight, and I can see her body tense slightly — she’s getting close to her own release just from watching.

The idea that I’m turning on both mother and daughter simultaneously makes me feel like a fucking king. I’m the quarterback, the alpha male, the one they both want. And right now, I have the power to give or withhold pleasure from both of them.

Deliberately maintaining eye contact with Ming-Na, I give her a slow, knowing wink. Her response is immediate — a sultry, seductive smile spreads across her lips, and she blows me a kiss before reluctantly pulling her hand from her panties. With one last lingering look at my cock, she silently steps away from the door, disappearing from view.

The silent exchange leaves me throbbing with anticipation. The promise in that blown kiss is unmistakable — this isn’t over. She wants me, and the thought of fucking Cho’s hot mom makes my cock pulse in her daughter’s mouth.

"Mmm, Tyler," Cho murmurs around my shaft, mistaking my reaction for appreciation of her skills. "You taste so good."

I stroke her hair affectionately, my mind racing with possibilities. "You’re doing great, baby," I tell her, though my thoughts are now split between the daughter kneeling before me and the mother who just watched us with such obvious desire.

Cho continues to clean my cock thoroughly with her tongue and lips, unaware that we’ve just been the stars of her mother’s private show. As she works, I can’t help but wonder if I’ll get the chance to feel Ming-Na’s mouth on me too — to compare mother and daughter, to have them both.

The thought alone is enough to make me almost ready for round two with Cho. But as I look down at her, I know there’s a new game afoot — one that involves seducing the sexy MILF who just caught us in the act and clearly wanted to join in.

"That’s enough," I finally tell Cho, gently pushing her away. "You did a good job."

She beams up at me, proud of herself. "Ready for round two?" she asks eagerly.

I smirk, cupping her face in my hand. "Yeah. And how about I try out that ass of yours."


Chapter 2

I pull my clothes back on, my body still humming with pleasure as I leave Cho in her room to "freshen up." My cock feels pleasantly spent, but the lingering image of Ming-Na watching us has my mind racing with possibilities. I descend the stairs, adjusting my rumpled shirt, the taste of Cho still on my lips as I head toward the living room. My footsteps echo against the hardwood floors, announcing my presence before I even reach the bottom step.

The living room comes into view, and I spot Li — Cho’s father — sitting in an armchair, a steaming cup of tea in his hands. He looks up at me, his expression mild and unassuming. If Ming-Na is a knockout MILF, Li is her complete opposite — passive and seemingly oblivious. He’s thin, with glasses perched on his nose and graying at his temples. It’s hard to imagine him and Ming-Na together, but I guess opposites attract.

"Ah, Tyler," he says, his voice soft and slightly accented. "I did not hear you arrive. You have been here long?"

I suppress a smirk, thinking about exactly how long I’ve been here and what I’ve been doing to his daughter. "Not too long, Mr. Li," I lie smoothly, coming to stand in the living room with my hands casually in my pockets. "Cho and I have been studying upstairs."

Li nods, taking a sip of his tea. "Good, good. Education very important. What subject you study today?"

I can’t help the cocky grin that spreads across my face. "Human anatomy, actually. Very hands-on approach. Cho’s really passionate about the subject."

"Ah, anatomy," Li replies, completely missing the innuendo. "Very difficult subject. Many parts to memorize."

"Oh, Cho’s got a great memory for it," I assure him, rocking back on my heels. "She handles all the parts really well. I’d say she’s mastering the material."

Li smiles, seemingly pleased. "That is good to hear. Cho work very hard at school. We want her to be doctor someday."

I bite the inside of my cheek to keep from laughing. If only he knew the kind of "examining" his daughter had just been doing.

"She’s definitely got the skills for it," I agree, my mind flashing to how skillfully she had taken my cock. "Very... detail-oriented."

Li sets down his teacup, his brow furrowing slightly. "I think I hear noise earlier. Very loud. Cho okay?"

My heart rate picks up a notch, but I maintain my cool exterior. So he had heard something after all. I wonder how much Ming-Na had told him — or if she’d distracted him somehow to keep him from investigating.

"Oh, that," I say with a casual wave of my hand. "We were just getting really into our study session. Cho gets pretty excited when she grasps a difficult concept."

"She was... screaming?" Li asks, still looking confused.

I run a hand through my hair, putting on my best innocent face. "She gets really passionate about learning, Mr. Li. You know how Cho is. When she really understands something, she gets very vocal about it."

"Ah, yes," Li nods, though he still looks slightly perplexed. "Cho always very enthusiastic girl. Even as child, very loud when excited."

"Exactly," I agree, relieved at his gullibility. "And today she was particularly... satisfied with her progress."

Li smiles, apparently accepting my explanation. "Good to see young people so dedicated to education. When I was boy in China, we study many hours every day."

I nod politely, though my attention is suddenly diverted by movement at the top of the stairs. I glance up, trying to be subtle, and my breath catches in my throat.

Ming-Na is standing there, leaning against the wall just outside what must be the master bedroom. She’s still in just her bra and panties, though she’s tied a sheer robe around herself that does absolutely nothing to hide her curves. Her hair is slightly tousled, and there’s a flush to her skin that tells me she might have finished what she started while watching Cho and me.

Our eyes meet, and she gives me a slow, deliberate once-over that makes my cock stir in my jeans. The hunger in her gaze is unmistakable — this woman wants me, and she’s not being subtle about it.

"Tyler," Li’s voice breaks into my thoughts, pulling my attention back to him. "You stay for dinner? Ming-Na cooking tonight. Very good food."

I glance back up at Ming-Na, who’s now running her tongue slowly across her lower lip. She arches an eyebrow at me, as if daring me to accept the invitation.

"I’d love to," I reply, my eyes still locked with Ming-Na’s. "I’m sure her cooking is... delicious."

Ming-Na smiles at that, a seductive curve of her lips that promises so much more than dinner. She brings her hand up to her mouth, sucking briefly on her finger — the same finger that was likely just inside her pussy while she watched me with her daughter. The gesture is so overtly sexual that I’m amazed Li doesn’t notice, but he’s busy reaching for his teacup again.

"Very good," Li says cheerfully. "Ming-Na make special Chinese dish tonight. You like spicy food?"

"I love it hot," I reply, the double entendre hanging in the air as I hold Ming-Na’s gaze. "The hotter, the better."

Ming-Na’s smile widens, and she gives me a small nod before disappearing back into the bedroom. The invitation is clear — this game between us is just beginning.

"I tell Ming-Na we have guest for dinner," Li says, standing up and heading toward the stairs. "She be very pleased."

I bet she will, I think to myself, a wicked grin spreading across my face as I watch Li head up the stairs, completely unaware that his wife was just eye-fucking the hell out of me.

"I’ll just wait here," I call after him, settling onto the couch. My mind races with possibilities, my cock already half-hard at the thought of what might happen next.

The quarterback always gets what he wants, and right now, I want both Cho and her hot mom. Based on what I’ve seen so far, I’m going to get exactly that. Li’s obliviousness is just the cherry on top — the clueless husband who has no idea his wife is lusting after his daughter’s boyfriend.

I lean back on the couch, feeling like the king of the fucking world. By the end of the night, I might just add another notch to my belt — mother and daughter, the ultimate fantasy. And from the look in Ming-Na’s eyes, she’s more than willing to make that fantasy come true.

***

I pull my clothes back on, my body still humming with pleasure as I leave Cho in her room to "freshen up." My cock feels pleasantly spent, but the lingering image of Ming-Na watching us has my mind racing with possibilities. I descend the stairs, adjusting my rumpled shirt, the taste of Cho still on my lips as I head toward the living room. My footsteps echo against the hardwood floors, announcing my presence before I even reach the bottom step.

The living room comes into view, and I spot Li — Cho’s father — sitting in an armchair, a steaming cup of tea in his hands. He looks up at me, his expression mild and unassuming. If Ming-Na is a knockout MILF, Li is her complete opposite — passive and seemingly oblivious. He’s thin, with glasses perched on his nose and graying at his temples. It’s hard to imagine him and Ming-Na together, but I guess opposites attract.

"Ah, Tyler," he says, his voice soft and slightly accented. "I did not hear you arrive. You have been here long?"

I suppress a smirk, thinking about exactly how long I’ve been here and what I’ve been doing to his daughter. "Not too long, Mr. Li," I lie smoothly, coming to stand in the living room with my hands casually in my pockets. "Cho and I have been studying upstairs."

Li nods, taking a sip of his tea. "Good, good. Education very important. What subject you study today?"

I can’t help the cocky grin that spreads across my face. "Human anatomy, actually. Very hands-on approach. Cho’s really passionate about the subject."

"Ah, anatomy," Li replies, completely missing the innuendo. "Very difficult subject. Many parts to memorize."

"Oh, Cho’s got a great memory for it," I assure him, rocking back on my heels. "She handles all the parts really well. I’d say she’s mastering the material."

Li smiles, seemingly pleased. "That is good to hear. Cho work very hard at school. We want her to be doctor someday."

I bite the inside of my cheek to keep from laughing. If only he knew the kind of "examining" his daughter had just been doing.

"She’s definitely got the skills for it," I agree, my mind flashing to how skillfully she had taken my cock. "Very... detail-oriented."

Li sets down his teacup, his brow furrowing slightly. "I think I hear noise earlier. Very loud. Cho okay?"

My heart rate picks up a notch, but I maintain my cool exterior. So he had heard something after all. I wonder how much Ming-Na had told him — or if she’d distracted him somehow to keep him from investigating.

"Oh, that," I say with a casual wave of my hand. "We were just getting really into our study session. Cho gets pretty excited when she grasps a difficult concept."

"She was... screaming?" Li asks, still looking confused.

I run a hand through my hair, putting on my best innocent face. "She gets really passionate about learning, Mr. Li. You know how Cho is. When she really understands something, she gets very vocal about it."

"Ah, yes," Li nods, though he still looks slightly perplexed. "Cho always very enthusiastic girl. Even as child, very loud when excited."

"Exactly," I agree, relieved at his gullibility. "And today she was particularly... satisfied with her progress."

Li smiles, apparently accepting my explanation. "Good to see young people so dedicated to education. When I was boy in China, we study many hours every day."

I nod politely, though my attention is suddenly diverted by movement at the top of the stairs. I glance up, trying to be subtle, and my breath catches in my throat.

Ming-Na is standing there, leaning against the wall just outside what must be the master bedroom. She’s still in just her bra and panties, though she’s tied a sheer robe around herself that does absolutely nothing to hide her curves. Her hair is slightly tousled, and there’s a flush to her skin that tells me she might have finished what she started while watching Cho and me.

Our eyes meet, and she gives me a slow, deliberate once-over that makes my cock stir in my jeans. The hunger in her gaze is unmistakable — this woman wants me, and she’s not being subtle about it.

"Tyler," Li’s voice breaks into my thoughts, pulling my attention back to him. "You stay for dinner? Ming-Na cooking tonight. Very good food."

I glance back up at Ming-Na, who’s now running her tongue slowly across her lower lip. She arches an eyebrow at me, as if daring me to accept the invitation.

"I’d love to," I reply, my eyes still locked with Ming-Na’s. "I’m sure her cooking is... delicious."

Ming-Na smiles at that, a seductive curve of her lips that promises so much more than dinner. She brings her hand up to her mouth, sucking briefly on her finger — the same finger that was likely just inside her pussy while she watched me with her daughter. The gesture is so overtly sexual that I’m amazed Li doesn’t notice, but he’s busy reaching for his teacup again.

"Very good," Li says cheerfully. "Ming-Na make special Chinese dish tonight. You like spicy food?"

"I love it hot," I reply, the double entendre hanging in the air as I hold Ming-Na’s gaze. "The hotter, the better."

Ming-Na’s smile widens, and she gives me a small nod before disappearing back into the bedroom. The invitation is clear — this game between us is just beginning.

"I tell Ming-Na we have guest for dinner," Li says, standing up and heading toward the stairs. "She be very pleased."

I bet she will, I think to myself, a wicked grin spreading across my face as I watch Li head up the stairs, completely unaware that his wife was just eye-fucking the hell out of me.

"I’ll just wait here," I call after him, settling onto the couch. My mind races with possibilities, my cock already half-hard at the thought of what might happen next.

The quarterback always gets what he wants, and right now, I want both Cho and her hot mom. Based on what I’ve seen so far, I’m going to get exactly that. Li’s obliviousness is just the cherry on top — the clueless husband who has no idea his wife is lusting after his daughter’s boyfriend.

I lean back on the couch, feeling like the king of the fucking world. By the end of the night, I might just add another notch to my belt — mother and daughter, the ultimate fantasy. And from the look in Ming-Na’s eyes, she’s more than willing to make that fantasy come true.


Chapter 3

I jolt awake on the couch, unsure what time it is or what woke me. The living room is dark except for the faint glow of moonlight filtering through the curtains. My cock is rock hard, tenting the thin blanket Li provided earlier. I shift uncomfortably, trying to adjust myself, when a soft sound catches my attention. My eyes dart to the corner of the room, and my breath catches in my throat. Ming-Na is standing there in the shadows, watching me, one hand inside her loosely tied robe.

For a moment, I wonder if I’m dreaming — if this is just my horny teenage brain conjuring up what I want to see. But then she moves slightly, and the moonlight catches her face. The hunger in her eyes is unmistakable, even from across the room. This is real. Cho’s hot mom is watching me sleep, touching herself in the darkness.

I remain perfectly still, pretending to be just waking up, curious to see what she’ll do if she thinks I haven’t noticed her yet. My cock throbs painfully against my shorts, the thin blanket doing nothing to hide my arousal. I shift again, deliberately this time, letting the blanket fall partly away to give her a better view of the bulge in my shorts.

Ming-Na’s breath audibly catches, and I see her hand move more purposefully beneath her robe. The silk material shifts with her movements, occasionally offering glimpses of her naked thigh or the curve of her breast. I can hear the faint, wet sounds of her fingers working between her legs, and the knowledge that she’s getting herself off while watching me makes my cock twitch visibly.

Finally, I let my eyes open fully, turning my head to look directly at her. Our gazes lock, and for a brief moment, I think she might flee — caught in the act of her voyeurism. But Ming-Na doesn’t run. Instead, her lips curve into a knowing smile, and she deliberately pulls her hand from beneath her robe, her fingers glistening in the moonlight.

"Couldn’t sleep?" I ask, my voice a husky whisper in the silent house.

Ming-Na takes a step closer, then another. "How could I?" she replies, her voice even silkier in the darkness. "Knowing you were down here... so close."

The air between us crackles with electricity as she approaches the couch. I sit up slightly, making room for her to sit if she wants to, but not making any sudden moves. This feels like approaching a wild animal — one wrong move could send her running back to her husband upstairs.

"What about your husband?" I ask, though I don’t really care. I just want to hear her say it.

Ming-Na’s smile turns wicked. "Li takes a sleeping pill every night. Nothing short of an earthquake would wake him."

"And Cho?" The mention of her daughter’s name doesn’t seem to faze her.

"Also a heavy sleeper. Especially after you’ve fucked her so thoroughly." Ming-Na is standing right in front of me now, close enough that I can smell her perfume mingled with the scent of her arousal. "We won’t be disturbed."

The implication hangs heavy in the air between us. We won’t be disturbed. Because she plans for there to be something that could disturb us.

"You’ve been watching me all day," I say, not a question but a statement.

Ming-Na nods, unashamed. "I saw you with my daughter earlier."

"And that turned you on?" I ask, my voice low and teasing.

"You turned me on," she corrects, her eyes dropping to the visible bulge in my shorts. "The way you took control. The size of you. The sounds you pulled from her."

She reaches out, her fingers hovering just above the waistband of my shorts. "May I?" she asks, a formality that seems almost comical given how forward she’s being.

I nod, my heart racing as her fingers deftly undo the button of my shorts and slowly lower the zipper. The release of pressure makes me groan softly, and Ming-Na smiles at the sound.

"Lift your hips," she instructs, and I comply, allowing her to tug my shorts down just enough to free my erection. It springs up, fully hard and ready, and Ming-Na’s eyes widen appreciatively.

"Even bigger than I thought," she murmurs, wrapping her fingers around my shaft. Unlike Cho’s smaller hand, Ming-Na’s can barely encircle my girth. "No wonder my daughter was screaming."

The mention of Cho should be awkward, but somehow it just makes this hotter — more forbidden. I’m about to fuck both mother and daughter, and the mother knows it.

"I haven’t been able to stop thinking about it," Ming-Na continues, her hand slowly stroking up and down my length. "About how big your cock is. Li can’t fuck me properly anymore. Can’t make me cum. But you..."

She leans closer, her lips brushing against my ear. "I bet you could make me scream even louder than Cho did."

My cock twitches in her hand at her words, and she laughs softly, pleased with my reaction. "Would you like that, Tyler? Would you like to make me scream?"

"Fuck yes," I growl, reaching for her hips to pull her closer.

Ming-Na steps back just out of reach, her eyes twinkling with mischief. "Not so fast, quarterback. I want you to see what you’re getting first."

With deliberate slowness, she unties the belt of her robe, letting it fall open. The silk parts to reveal her naked body, and my breath catches in my throat. Ming-Na is fucking magnificent — curves in all the right places, her breasts fuller than Cho’s with dark nipples that are already hard. Her stomach has the slight softness of maturity, leading down to well-groomed black hair between her thighs.

"Like what you see?" she asks, shrugging the robe completely off her shoulders so it pools at her feet.

"Fuck," is all I can manage, drinking in the sight of her. Cho is sexy in the tight, athletic way of youth, but Ming-Na has the confidence and curves that only come with age and experience. She knows exactly how hot she is, and she owns it completely.

"I’ll take that as a yes," she purrs, moving forward to straddle my legs on the couch. Her naked body hovers over mine, her breasts at eye level. "I’ve been wet all day thinking about this moment."

I reach up to cup her breasts, feeling their weight in my palms. They’re softer than Cho’s, yielding to my touch as I squeeze them gently. Ming-Na moans, arching her back to push them further into my hands.

"Your tits are fucking perfect," I tell her, my thumbs circling her nipples.

"Better than my daughter’s?" she asks with a wicked smile.

The question should shock me, but instead, it just turns me on more. "Different," I reply diplomatically. "Both fucking hot."

Ming-Na laughs softly. "Diplomatic. I like that." She lowers herself further, her wet pussy coming into contact with my thigh. I can feel her heat through my shorts, the evidence of her arousal dampening the fabric.

"But you don’t need to be diplomatic with me, Tyler," she continues, grinding herself against my leg. "You can be as dirty and rough as you want. I saw how you were with Cho. Don’t hold back with me either."

The permission — no, the encouragement — to treat her like I treated her daughter makes my cock throb painfully. I grab the back of her neck, pulling her down into a kiss that’s all teeth and tongue from the start. There’s no buildup, no gentleness — just raw hunger as our mouths clash together.

Ming-Na responds eagerly, her tongue tangling with mine, her hands gripping my shoulders hard enough to leave marks. When we finally break apart, we’re both breathing heavily, our eyes dark with lust.

"I’m going to fuck you so hard you won’t be able to walk straight tomorrow," I promise her, my voice rough with desire.

Ming-Na’s eyes glitter with challenge and excitement. "Promises, promises," she taunts, rolling her hips against my leg again, leaving a wet streak on my skin. "Let’s see if you can deliver, quarterback."

I grab her ass, squeezing the firm flesh roughly. It’s fuller than Cho’s, more to hold onto, and I dig my fingers in deep enough to make her gasp.

Ming-Na slides off my lap with the grace of a cat, her eyes never leaving mine as she positions herself between my legs. Her naked body glows in the moonlight, her full breasts swaying slightly as she settles onto her knees. Without breaking eye contact, she leans forward and runs her tongue along the underside of my shaft, from base to tip, making my entire body tense with pleasure.

"Fuck," I hiss, my hands gripping the couch cushions. Her tongue is hot and wet against my skin, leaving a trail of fire in its wake.

"Mmm," she hums, circling the head with her tongue. "Even better than I imagined."

There’s something incredibly hot about watching Cho’s mom on her knees before me, her mouth worshipping my cock with such obvious hunger. The forbidden nature of it — the taboo of it all — only heightens my arousal.

Ming-Na takes her time, exploring every inch of my shaft with her tongue, mapping the veins, teasing the sensitive spot just beneath the head. Her technique is nothing like Cho’s eager but inexperienced ministrations. Ming-Na knows exactly what she’s doing, each lick and kiss calculated to drive me wild without pushing me over the edge.

"Stop teasing," I growl, tangling one hand in her silky black hair.

She looks up at me through her lashes, a mischievous smile playing at her lips. "Impatient, aren’t we?"

Before I can respond, she parts those perfect lips and takes me into her mouth. The wet heat that engulfs me is paradise, making my eyes roll back in my head. She takes me deeper than Cho did, relaxing her throat to accommodate my size without gagging.

"Holy shit," I groan, watching my cock disappear between her lips. The sight of Ming-Na’s mouth stretched wide around my girth is possibly the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.

She begins to bob her head, establishing a rhythm that has me fighting to stay quiet. Each downward motion takes me deeper into her throat, each upward stroke accompanied by her tongue swirling around the head before she plunges back down again.

Unlike her daughter, Ming-Na doesn’t need guidance or encouragement. She’s clearly done this before and knows exactly how to use her mouth to maximum effect. Her hand works in tandem with her mouth, stroking the base of my shaft where her lips can’t reach, twisting slightly on the upstroke in a way that makes my toes curl.

But as good as it feels, I want more. I want to take control — to use her mouth the way I used her daughter’s body earlier.

I tighten my grip on her hair, gathering it at the back of her head in a makeshift ponytail. She moans around my cock at the slight pain, the vibrations sending shockwaves of pleasure through my body.

"I’m going to fuck your mouth," I tell her, my voice low and dangerous. "And you’re going to take every inch. Understand?"

Ming-Na’s eyes flash with excitement as she nods as much as she can with my cock still in her mouth. Her hands move to my thighs, bracing herself for what’s to come.

With my grip firmly established in her hair, I begin to control her movements, pushing her head down on my cock and then pulling her back up at the pace I want. Each time I push her down, I thrust my hips up slightly, forcing myself deeper into her throat.

"That’s it," I growl, watching her struggle to accommodate me. "Take it all."

Ming-Na’s eyes water as I hit the back of her throat, but she doesn’t pull away. Instead, she relaxes, allowing me to push even deeper. The tight clutch of her throat around the head of my cock is almost too much to bear.

I establish a ruthless rhythm, using her mouth like it’s just another hole to fuck. The wet, sloppy sounds of her gagging fill the quiet living room, punctuated by my grunts and her muffled moans.

"Look at you," I taunt, forcing her to take me so deep her nose presses against my pelvis. "Taking my cock like a pro. Better than your daughter."

The comparison seems to spur her on, her eyes flashing with determination as she hollows her cheeks to create more suction. The added pressure makes me hiss through clenched teeth.

"Fuck, your mouth is amazing," I praise her, holding her down for a moment before allowing her to come up for air. She gasps, saliva dripping from her chin, her chest heaving as she tries to catch her breath.

"More," she demands, her voice raspy from the abuse her throat has taken. "Use me, Tyler."

Her words ignite something primal in me. I grab her hair tighter, twisting it around my fist until she winces. With my other hand, I grab her jaw, holding her face steady as I position my cock at her lips again.

"Open," I command, and she immediately complies, her mouth falling open, tongue extended slightly. "That’s a good MILF."

I thrust forward, burying myself in her mouth in one hard stroke. Ming-Na gags violently, her throat constricting around my cock, her eyes widening. But I don’t pull back. I hold her there, watching her struggle to breathe around my girth, her hands clutching at my thighs.

"This is what you wanted, isn’t it?" I growl, finally allowing her to pull back slightly. "To be treated like a fuck toy. To have your mouth used like a pussy."

Ming-Na moans in agreement, not even attempting to speak as I thrust back into her mouth. Her submission is complete, her body yielding to my every demand. I establish a brutal pace, fucking her face with the same intensity I’d used on Cho earlier.

The wet, choking sounds she makes should be unattractive, but they only turn me on more. Each time I thrust deep, her throat convulses around me, trying to expel the intrusion. Saliva runs down her chin in rivulets, soaking her breasts below. Tears stream from the corners of her eyes, her makeup beginning to smear.

"Such a dirty fucking mother," I taunt, pulling her off my cock by her hair. A strand of saliva connects her lower lip to my shaft, breaking as she gasps for air. "Getting face-fucked while your husband and daughter sleep upstairs. What would they think if they saw you now?"

"They’d see what a real man looks like," she rasps, her voice wrecked from the abuse. "They’d see what I need."

I slap my wet cock against her cheek, leaving a glistening trail of her own saliva and my precum on her skin. "And what do you need?"

"This," she says, turning her head to catch the head of my cock between her lips again. "I need to be used. Dominated. Fucked properly."

I push her back onto my cock, not as deeply this time, letting her suck the head while I talk. "Your husband can’t fuck you right? Can’t make you cum?"

She shakes her head, her mouth still full of my cock.

"But I can," I continue, pushing a little deeper. "I made your daughter scream earlier. I’ll make you scream louder."

Ming-Na moans around my shaft, the vibrations sending waves of pleasure up my spine. I pull her off again, watching as she tries to catch her breath.

"Please," she begs, her voice hoarse. "I need more."

"Greedy little cocksucker," I growl, tightening my grip on her hair. "Let’s see how much you can really take."

I thrust forward again, pushing to the back of her throat and beyond, feeling the tight resistance as her throat tries to reject the invasion. But Ming-Na forces herself to relax, allowing me to slide even deeper until her nose is pressed against my pelvis and my balls rest against her chin.

"Fuck," I groan, feeling her throat muscles working around me. "That’s it. Take it all."

I hold her there until she’s struggling, her hands pushing against my thighs, her eyes watering profusely. Only then do I release her, allowing her to pull back and gasp for air.

"Again," she demands once she’s caught her breath, her voice a wrecked whisper. "Do it again."

I oblige, thrusting deep and holding her down, watching as she struggles to handle my size. The power I have over her in this moment is intoxicating — this mature woman, on her knees, letting me use her mouth like a personal fuck sleeve.

"Your daughter couldn’t take it this deep," I tell her, slowly pulling out to let her breathe. "You’re even better at sucking cock than she is."

Ming-Na’s eyes flash with pride at the comparison. She licks her swollen lips, catching her breath before replying. "I’ve had more practice."

"Show me," I challenge her, releasing her hair to see what she’ll do on her own.

Without hesitation, she takes me back into her mouth, her technique shifting from passive to active. She hollows her cheeks, creating intense suction as she bobs her head up and down my shaft. Her tongue works feverishly along the underside, finding all the most sensitive spots.

One of her hands wraps around the base of my cock, squeezing and twisting in rhythm with her mouth. The other cups my balls, rolling them gently between her fingers.

"Holy fuck," I grunt, my head falling back against the couch. "Your mouth is fucking incredible."

Ming-Na hums in acknowledgment, the vibrations sending another jolt of pleasure through me. She takes me deeper, relaxing her throat to accommodate my size without gagging this time.

But I don’t want to relinquish control for long. I grab her hair again, pulling her off my cock with a wet pop.

"My turn," I growl, positioning my cock at her lips again. "Open wide and don’t move."

Ming-Na complies immediately, opening her mouth and remaining still as I begin to thrust. I control the depth and speed, using her mouth like it exists solely for my pleasure. Each thrust pushes a little deeper, a little harder, until I’m essentially fucking her face with abandon.

The slick, wet sounds of her gagging mix with my grunts and her muffled moans, creating an obscene symphony in the quiet house. I have to remember to keep my own noises down, aware that Cho and Li are asleep upstairs, but it’s increasingly difficult as the pleasure builds.

"Fuck, I’m going to cum soon," I warn her, my rhythm becoming more erratic. "You going to swallow it all like a good slut?"

Ming-Na nods as much as she can with my cock still pumping in and out of her mouth, her eyes locked on mine. The submission in her gaze pushes me closer to the edge.

I consider cumming down her throat but decide to hold off. I have other plans for where my first load of the night will go, and it’s not in her mouth.

With a growl of effort, I pull out of her mouth completely, my cock slick with her saliva, throbbing with need but not quite ready to explode.

Ming-Na looks up at me, confused and disappointed. "Why did you stop?" she asks, her voice completely wrecked from the face-fucking.

I smirk down at her, stroking my wet cock in front of her face. "Because I’m not done with you yet. Not even close."

Her eyes widen with understanding, and a slow, satisfied smile spreads across her swollen lips. She knows this is just the beginning of our night together, and the anticipation has her practically vibrating with need.

"Stand up," I order, already plotting my next move. "I want to feel that MILF pussy next."

Ming-Na rises from her knees with feline grace, her mouth swollen from my assault, her eyes dark with lust. Without a word, she pushes me back against the couch and straddles me, her wet pussy hovering just above my throbbing cock. I grip her hips, ready to impale her, but she resists, teasing me by rubbing her slick folds against my shaft.

"I’m gonna fuck you good, bitch," I growl, digging my fingers into the soft flesh of her hips.

Ming-Na smiles, a predatory curl of her lips as she reaches between us to grasp my cock, aligning it with her entrance. She purrs, sinking down slowly, taking me inch by inch.

"Fuck!" I hiss as her tight heat engulfs me. Despite having given birth, Ming-Na’s pussy is surprisingly tight, gripping my cock like a vise as she works her way down my length.

"Oh god," she gasps, her head falling back as she takes me completely. "You’re so fucking big. Bigger than my husband has ever been."

The comparison sends a thrill of satisfaction through me. I’m fucking this MILF better than her own husband can, and we both know it. "Your pussy feels amazing," I tell her, fighting the urge to thrust up into her. "So tight and wet for me."

Ming-Na begins to move, lifting herself up until just the head remains inside before sinking back down. Each movement is deliberate, controlled, designed to maximize both our pleasure. Her inner walls ripple around my shaft, squeezing in a way that tells me she’s mastered her kegel exercises.

"You like that?" she asks, her voice breathy as she establishes a rhythm. "You like how my pussy feels around your big cock?"

"Fuck yes," I grunt, thrusting up to meet her downward motion. The impact makes her breasts bounce enticingly, and I reach up to cup them, feeling their weight in my palms.

Ming-Na moans, arching her back to push her tits further into my hands. "Harder," she urges, increasing her pace. "Fuck me harder."

I grip her hips again, holding her in place as I begin to thrust up into her with increasing force. The wet slap of our bodies meeting fills the quiet living room, along with our harsh breathing and muffled moans.

"Yes," Ming-Na hisses, her eyes closed in ecstasy. "Just like that. Fuck me just like that."

I slam into her repeatedly, watching her beautiful face contort with pleasure. She’s trying to stay quiet, mindful of the sleeping family upstairs, but small whimpers escape her with each thrust.

"You’re so fucking hot," I tell her, one hand moving to grip her ass, squeezing the firm flesh roughly. "Riding my cock like a pro while your husband sleeps upstairs."

The taboo reminder seems to excite her further, her pussy clenching tighter around me. "He could never fuck me like this," she admits, her voice a breathless whisper. "Never make me feel this good."

I thrust harder, driven by her words and the tight heat of her body. Ming-Na matches my rhythm, her hips rolling expertly to take me deeper with each stroke. Her skilled movements tell me she’s no stranger to being on top, knowing exactly how to angle herself for maximum pleasure.

"I bet you’ve been thinking about this all day," I taunt, reaching up to twist one of her nipples between my fingers. "Thinking about my cock stretching your pussy while I fucked your daughter."

"Yes," she gasps, not even attempting to deny it. "I came so hard watching you, imaging it was me."

The confession pushes me to thrust even harder, making the couch creak slightly with our movements. Ming-Na’s pace becomes more frantic, her controlled rhythm giving way to desperate need as she bounces on my cock.

"Fuck, you feel so good," I groan, feeling her pussy ripple around me. "So much better than — "

"Ming-Na?" Li’s voice suddenly calls from upstairs, interrupting me mid-sentence. "Ming-Na, is that you?"

We both freeze, Ming-Na still fully impaled on my cock, her eyes wide with panic. The house phone on the side table starts ringing — Li calling down from the master bedroom.

"Don’t stop," I whisper, gripping her hips to keep her in place. "Answer it."

Ming-Na looks at me like I’m crazy, but the excitement in her eyes tells a different story. She reaches for the phone, her hand trembling slightly as she picks up the receiver.

"Hello?" she answers, her voice impressively steady considering my cock is buried to the hilt inside her.

I can hear Li’s voice on the other end, though not his exact words. While Ming-Na listens, I begin to move again, slowly thrusting up into her. Her eyes widen in shock, but she doesn’t pull away or try to stop me.

"Yes, I’m downstairs," she says into the phone, biting her lip as I increase my pace slightly. "I couldn’t sleep, so I’m watching TV with Tyler."

I smirk at her choice of words. Watching TV is certainly one way to describe what we’re doing. Emboldened by her lie, I thrust harder, forcing a small gasp from her lips.

"What was that noise?" I hear Li ask through the receiver.

"Oh, just — just a surprise on the show we’re watching," Ming-Na improvises, her free hand pressing against my chest as if to hold me back, though she’s still meeting my thrusts with subtle movements of her hips.

I reach up to cup her breast, pinching her nipple just hard enough to make her squirm. Ming-Na glares at me, but the flush spreading across her chest tells me she’s enjoying this risky game as much as I am.

"No, everything is fine," she assures her husband, her voice catching slightly as I hit a particularly sensitive spot inside her. "This show is just so… exciting… and it’s a lot to… take in."

I have to bite my lip to keep from laughing at her inadvertent innuendo. Dry is definitely not how I’d describe the situation between her legs, where her pussy is practically dripping around my cock.

Taking advantage of her distraction, I thrust up hard, making her jump slightly. Ming-Na covers the mouthpiece quickly, mouthing "Stop it!" at me, though her eyes are dancing with excitement.

"Yes, the movie is quite good," she continues, removing her hand from the mouthpiece. "Very... intense."

I decide to make things even more challenging for her, reaching between us to find her clit. As soon as my thumb makes contact with the sensitive bud, Ming-Na’s entire body tenses, her pussy clenching around me like a vise. And she moans. Hard. Harder than ever before.

"Ming-Na? What was that sound?" Li’s voice comes through the receiver again, sounding concerned.

"J-just the, um, the surround sound," she stammers, struggling to maintain her composure as I circle her clit with my thumb. "Very realistic."

I increase the pressure on her clit, watching her face contort with the effort of not moaning aloud. At the same time, I thrust up into her with more force, making the couch creak dangerously.

"The couch is just a little squeaky," Ming-Na explains quickly, her voice higher-pitched than normal. "Tyler is, ah, shifting around a lot."

That’s putting it mildly. I’m practically bouncing her on my cock now, watching with satisfaction as she fights to keep her composure. Her thighs are trembling with the effort of staying quiet, her pussy clenching rhythmically around me.

"No, no need to come down," she says hurriedly. "We’re fine. Just enjoy your sleep. I’ll be up soon."

I can tell from her expression that Li is finally saying goodnight. The knowledge that we’re about to be free to continue without restraint makes me thrust even harder, not caring about the noise anymore.

"Goodnight, darling," Ming-Na manages to say with remarkable steadiness before quickly hanging up the phone.

The moment the receiver hits the cradle, she slaps my chest, hard. "You bastard," she hisses, though there’s no real anger in her voice. "You could have gotten us caught."

"But I didn’t," I point out, still thrusting up into her. "And you loved every second of it. Because you’re a horny MILF slut."

Ming-Na can’t deny it — her pussy is wetter than ever, practically gushing around my cock. The risk of discovery clearly turned her on as much as it did me.

"Now," I growl, gripping her hips firmly. "Where were we?"

"You were fucking me," she reminds me, rolling her hips to take me deeper. "Harder than Li has in years."

"That’s right," I agree, increasing my pace again. "And now that the phone call’s over, I don’t have to hold back anymore."

Ming-Na’s eyes widen slightly at the implication, but before she can respond, I flip our positions, pushing her down onto the couch and looming over her. With her legs spread wide and my cock still buried inside her, I have the perfect angle to really give it to her.

"Now," I whisper, pulling back until just the tip remains inside before slamming forward with enough force to make her gasp. "Let’s see if you can keep quiet on your own."

With Ming-Na pinned beneath me on the couch, I waste no time establishing a brutal pace. My hips slam against hers, driving my cock deeper into her slick heat with each powerful thrust. The need to be quiet has been replaced by a primal urge to fuck her harder than she’s ever been fucked before. I want to ruin her for other men — to make sure that every time she’s with her husband, she’s thinking of my cock and how nothing else can satisfy her.

"Oh god, Tyler," Ming-Na gasps, her nails raking down my back hard enough to leave marks. "Yes, fuck me like that!"

I grab her wrists, pinning them above her head with one hand while the other grips her hip, holding her in place for my assault. The position forces her back to arch, pushing her breasts up enticingly. I dip my head to capture one taut nipple between my teeth, biting down just hard enough to make her squirm.

"You like it rough, don’t you?" I growl against her breast, releasing her nipple to look up at her face. "You like being held down and fucked hard by a cock twice the size of your husband’s."

"Yes," she admits shamelessly, her eyes glossy with lust. "I need it. Need you."

Her candid admission fuels my desire. I release her wrists to grab her thighs instead, pushing them up and back until her knees are nearly touching her shoulders. The new angle allows me to penetrate her even deeper, hitting spots that make her whole body tremble.

"Fuck!" she cries out, then immediately claps a hand over her mouth, remembering the sleeping family upstairs.

"That’s it," I encourage, ramming into her with relentless force. "Try to stay quiet while I fuck your brains out."

The challenge seems to excite her further, her pussy clenching around me rhythmically as she fights to contain her moans. I watch her face contort with the effort, her eyes squeezed shut, her lower lip caught between her teeth.

"Look at me," I command, slowing my thrusts to a torturous pace. "I want to see your eyes when I fuck you."

Ming-Na’s eyes flutter open, dark with desire and locked onto mine. The connection between us is electric, charged with something more than just physical pleasure. There’s a recognition there — an understanding that what we’re doing is forbidden and all the more thrilling because of it.

I maintain eye contact as I pick up the pace again, watching every flicker of pleasure cross her beautiful face. Her body responds to mine perfectly, meeting each thrust with a roll of her hips that maximizes our mutual pleasure.

"Nobody’s ever fucked me like this," she confesses, her voice a breathless whisper. "Nobody’s ever filled me so completely."

Her words stroke my ego, spurring me to fuck her even harder. The couch creaks dangerously beneath us, but I’m beyond caring if anyone hears. All that matters is the slick heat of Ming-Na’s pussy gripping my cock and the look of pure ecstasy on her face.

"Tell me how it feels," I demand, shifting slightly to hit her g-spot with each thrust. "Tell me what my cock does to you."

"It’s — oh god — it’s incredible," she pants, her hands gripping my shoulders for support. "So deep, so thick. I can feel you everywhere."

I smirk, pleased with her response. "Better than Li?"

"So much better," she moans, not hesitating for a second. "He could never — never make me feel like this."

The confession of her husband’s inadequacy compared to me is the ultimate aphrodisiac. I pound into her mercilessly, driven by a primal need to claim her completely.

"You’re mine now," I tell her, my voice rough with exertion. "This pussy belongs to me."

"Yes," she agrees eagerly, her body trembling beneath mine. "All yours, Tyler. Whenever you want it."

I can feel her getting close, her inner walls fluttering around my shaft, her breathing becoming more erratic. I reach between us to find her clit, circling the swollen bud with my thumb as I continue to thrust into her.

"Oh fuck, yes!" she cries out, her back arching off the couch. "Right there, don’t stop!"

I increase the pressure on her clit, timing my strokes to match my thrusts. Ming-Na’s entire body tenses, her pussy clenching around me so tightly it’s almost painful.

"I’m going to cum," she warns, her voice high and strained. "You’re going to make me cum so hard!"

"Do it," I encourage her, not letting up on my relentless pace. "Cum on my cock, Ming-Na. Show me what a real woman’s orgasm looks like."

That’s all it takes to push her over the edge. Ming-Na’s body convulses beneath me, her pussy spasming around my cock as waves of pleasure crash through her. She bites down on her own forearm to muffle her screams, her eyes rolling back in her head as the orgasm takes her.

The sight of her coming undone, combined with the rhythmic squeezing of her pussy around my shaft, brings me dangerously close to my own release. But I’m not ready to finish yet — I want to prolong this, to make it last.

I slow my thrusts, letting her ride out her orgasm before I pull out completely. Ming-Na looks up at me in confusion, her chest heaving with exertion.

"Turn over," I order, my voice brooking no argument. "Hands and knees."

She complies eagerly, flipping onto her stomach and raising her ass in the air, presenting herself to me like a cat in heat. The position reminds me of how I took Cho earlier, and the parallel between mother and daughter makes my cock throb with renewed vigor.

I position myself behind her, running the head of my cock through her soaked folds to gather her wetness before plunging back into her in one smooth stroke.

"Fuck!" Ming-Na gasps, her face pressed into a couch cushion to muffle her cries. "So deep like this!"

I grab a handful of her hair, yanking her head back as I establish a punishing rhythm. With each thrust, her ass jiggles enticingly, the smack of skin on skin filling the room.

"Your daughter took it like this earlier," I tell her, my voice low and taunting. "On her hands and knees, begging for my cock."

Instead of being offended, Ming-Na moans louder, her pussy clenching around me at the mention of Cho. "Did she cum like I did?" she asks, her voice muffled by the cushion.

"Not as hard," I admit, slapping her ass hard enough to leave a red handprint. "You’re more... responsive."

Pride flashes in her eyes as she glances back at me over her shoulder. "Experience counts for something," she says with a smirk.

I respond by fucking her harder, my hips slamming against her ass with enough force to push her forward with each thrust. Ming-Na braces herself against the arm of the couch, pushing back to meet me stroke for stroke.

The new angle allows me to hit even deeper, the head of my cock brushing against her cervix with each thrust. The sensation is incredible — tight, wet heat enveloping me completely as I pound into her.

"I’m going to cum inside you," I warn her, feeling my orgasm building at the base of my spine. "Fill this MILF pussy with my cum."

"Yes," Ming-Na encourages, her voice desperate. "Cum in me, Tyler. I want to feel it."

Her words push me over the edge. With a final, powerful thrust, I bury myself as deep as possible and let go, my cock pulsing as it floods her with rope after rope of hot cum.

"Fuck!" I groan, my body shuddering with the intensity of my release. "Take it all, Ming-Na. Take every drop."

Ming-Na moans as she feels me emptying inside her, her pussy squeezing around me to milk every last drop of cum from my cock. The sensation triggers another small orgasm for her, her body trembling beneath mine as her inner walls flutter around my shaft.

For several moments, we stay frozen in that position, both of us catching our breath, my cock still buried inside her as it gradually softens. Finally, I pull out, watching with satisfaction as a trickle of my cum leaks from her well-fucked pussy.

Ming-Na collapses onto the couch, rolling onto her back to look up at me with a sated smile. "That was incredible," she murmurs, her voice hoarse from trying to stay quiet.

"We’re not done yet," I tell her, nodding toward my cock, still glistening with our combined fluids. "Clean me up."

Without hesitation, Ming-Na sits up and leans forward, taking my semi-hard cock into her mouth. She moans at the taste of her own juices mixed with my cum, her tongue working diligently to clean every inch of my shaft.

The sight of her sucking our combined fluids from my cock is possibly the most erotic thing I’ve ever seen. This sophisticated, mature woman, eagerly cleaning me with her mouth while her husband sleeps upstairs, unaware that I’ve just filled his wife with my cum.

When she’s finished, Ming-Na pulls back, running her tongue across her lips to catch any remaining droplets. "Mmm," she hums, her eyes locked with mine. "We taste good together."

I run my hand through her disheveled hair, admiring how thoroughly fucked she looks. "You’re fucking incredible," I tell her honestly. "Best I’ve ever had."

Pride flashes in her eyes at the compliment. She rises from the couch, her naked body gleaming with sweat in the moonlight. "I should go back upstairs before Li wakes up again," she says, though she makes no move to leave just yet.

"When can we do this again?" I ask, already planning our next encounter.

A wicked smile spreads across her face. "Whenever you come to visit Cho," she purrs, bending to retrieve her robe from the floor. "I’ll make sure we find some... private time."

The promise in her words makes my cock twitch with renewed interest. The idea of having both mother and daughter at my disposal is the ultimate fantasy come true.

Ming-Na slips her robe on but doesn’t tie it, leaving it open to give me one last view of her naked body. She leans down, pressing a lingering kiss to my lips.

"Good night, Tyler," she whispers against my mouth. "Sweet dreams."

With that, she turns and makes her way toward the stairs, her hips swaying enticingly with each step. At the bottom of the staircase, she glances back at me over her shoulder, blowing me one final kiss before disappearing upstairs.

I collapse back onto the couch, a satisfied grin spreading across my face. The night has been beyond my wildest expectations — fucking both mother and daughter in the same day, with the promise of more to come.

As I pull the blanket over myself, I can still taste Ming-Na on my lips, still feel the ghost of her pussy gripping my cock. Tomorrow, I’ll go back to being the star quarterback with Cho on my arm. But tonight has changed everything, opening up possibilities I hadn’t even dared to dream of.

Mother and daughter — both mine for the taking. Life doesn’t get better than this.
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