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Chapter 1

The Halloween night air is crisp against my sculpted chest, goosebumps forming across my exposed skin as I approach Sanjay’s front door. Dressed as a shirtless construction worker, my chiseled chest is bare and my jeans hang low on my hips, revealing more than enough of my muscular upper body to spark a fire in any onlooker’s imagination.

Sanjay – my Indian classmate – swings the door open, revealing a dimly lit living room adorned with Halloween decorations. “Aaron, man! You made it. Get in here!”

“Thanks, dude,” I reply, stepping inside and feeling the warmth of the Halloween party envelop me. The familiar scent of alcohol and excitement fills the air. “Am I the first one here?”

“Afraid so, dude.”

As we enter the living room, Priya Rai – Sanjay’s mother – gracefully glides in from the kitchen. My jaw almost drops when I catch sight of her.

Priya is the epitome of an Indian MILF, with long dark hair cascading down her back and piercing green eyes that hold a hint of mischief. Her curvaceous figure is showcased in a tight cheerleader outfit, leaving little to the imagination. She embodies every young man’s fantasy – a sensual goddess draped in veils and jewels.

Even in modest clothing, Priya exudes sensuality, but this skimpy outfit takes it to another level. With her alluring curves and seductive smile, she could make even a priest question his vows. It’s no wonder I can’t take my eyes off her. She’s simply irresistible.

I watch, entranced, as Priya’s hips sway seductively with each step she takes. The way her cheerleader skirt barely covers the curve of her ass sends shivers down my spine.

“Aaron, how are you doing?” Priya’s voice is sultry, dripping with desire.

Her black hair cascades over her shoulders, framing her angelic face, while her blue eyes pierce through the haze of the room. Her ample breasts strain against the confines of her tight top, threatening to burst free at any moment. Her cheerleader skirt is ever so short – revealing the tops of her thighs and her lower ass. A ribbon is mixed into her black locks, making her appearance mirror that of a slutty college cheerleader.

“Hey, Mrs. Rai,” I respond, trying to seem nonchalant despite the obvious arousal in the room.

“Please, call me Priya.” She winks at me. “We should be honored that our school’s star quarterback is at our party.”

“I wouldn’t miss it for the world,” I stammer, my green eyes fixated on her ample cleavage. She’s definitely not wearing a bra. I can feel my cock stirring in my pants, betraying my inner thoughts.

“And who are you dressed as? The new addition to my husband’s construction team?” she purrs, her lips curling into a knowing smile. Her gaze travels up and down my naked chest and arms, drinking in the sight of me. “I hope you don’t mind me joining the party.”

“Of course not,” I reply, my voice strained with desire.

“Good,” she says, taking a step closer and allowing the scent of her perfume to intoxicate me. “I have a feeling we’re going to have a lot of fun tonight.”

“Hey Aaron,” Sanjay says, unaware of the energy between his MILF mom and me. “I just remembered I need to run to the store before more guests arrive.”

“Sure thing, man,” I reply, nodding.

Sanjay grabs his coat and heads toward the front door. “I’ll be back soon,” he says.

I watch Sanjay depart. It’s just me and Priya now – a dangerous combination that excites every nerve in my body. The fact that I can’t help but openly ogle her tits does not seem to bother her one bit. In fact… it seems to excite her.

Priya saunters over to the sofa I sit on, her eyes locked on me. She gracefully lowers herself beside me, her thigh brushing against my bare skin. The contact sent electric jolts through me, my cock hardening at her proximity.

I turn to face her as she speaks, “How do you like my outfit? It’s from when I was a cheerleader in college.”

“It looks great, Mrs. Rai – I mean, Priya,” I reply, my gaze attracted to her tits like a moth to the flame.

She reaches up and cups her massive tits. “Do you think my tits look good in this outfit?”

…what did she just say?

“Your… tits?” I ask.

“Yeah.” She gives them a good jiggle, and they move like globs of jello. “How does the outfit make them look?”

“Well… they look pretty hot, Priya.”

“You’re sweet. And, by the way, you’re looking great,” she purrs, her fingers tracing the lines of my chiseled abs. The heat of her touch ignites an inferno within me. “You must work out a lot to have a body like this.”

“Uh, yeah, it’s part of being on the football team,” I reply, trying to maintain my composure while my thoughts race with images of what I’d do to her if given the chance.

“You must have so much… stamina,” she says, her voice dripping with lust.

“Stamina is important,” I agree, feeling the weight of her words hang heavy in the air between us.

“Your muscles are so firm,” she continues, her hand sliding up my arm, feeling the bulging biceps beneath her fingertips. “I bet you’re strong enough to hold a woman down, hmm?”

“Maybe,” I reply, my voice a low growl, as I imagine pinning her beneath me – imagine ripping off her top and taking her with the ferocity of an untamed beast. I can feel my arousal building, straining against the confines of my pants.

“I bet all the football moms and cheerleaders get excited seeing you,” Priya whispers, leaning in close, her warm breath brushing against my earlobe. “You know, maybe–”

The door swings open, and the meek figure of Sanjay’s father – Arjun – appears in the living room, his hesitant eyes darting between Priya and me. The air crackles with tension as he interrupts our flirtatious exchange.

“Priya, can I speak with you privately?” Arjun stammers.

“Uh, sure, honey,” Priya replies, her sultry smile fading into a look of mild annoyance as she rises from the sofa. She glances back at me, giving me one last lingering look before following her husband out of the room.

As soon as they disappear down the hallway, my curiosity flares, gnawing at my insides. I need to know what is being said behind those closed doors. Driven by desire, I creep after them, my footsteps silent on the plush carpet. I press myself against the wall, just outside the bedroom door, straining to catch every muffled word that seeps through the thin barrier.

Priya’s frustrated tone rings out as she asks, “Arjun, what is it?” The air is thick with impatience.

“Why the hell are you dressed in this kind of outfit?” Arjun’s voice is strained and tense.

“I told you. I couldn’t find anything else to wear. Don’t you like it?”

“Not when our house is going to be filled with teenage boys who will be staring at your… you know. You look like a… a…”

“What’s your problem, Arjun?”

“I saw you… with that boy,” he whispers, his voice cracking under the weight of his own inadequacy. “You were flirting with him.”

“Is that what this is about?” Priya scoffs, her disdain evident. “Are you that insecure? I was just having some fun.”

My arousal grows as I listen to their argument, fueled by the illicit thrill of eavesdropping. My mind races with fantasies of taking Priya in her own bed, with Arjun watching helplessly as his wife surrenders to her carnal desires.

“Priya, please,” Arjun pleads, desperation clinging to every word. “I just… I want to be enough for you.”

“Enough?” Priya spits, her voice laced with bitterness. “You can’t even get hard anymore, Arjun. Do you know how that makes me feel?”

I clench my fists and feel my cock twitch at Priya’s words. I know I shouldn’t be listening, but I can’t tear myself away. The sordid scene unfolding before me is like a drug, and I am addicted.

“You can’t even make me feel alive, Arjun. It’s pathetic.” Priya’s voice drips with disdain as she berates her husband. “Dressing like this and getting real men excited is the only way I feel alive. Do you know how many men – real men – would kill to fuck me? To make me orgasm again and again… and meanwhile my own husband can’t even get a fucking erection?”

“Priya, I’m trying my best,” Arjun’s feeble defense is barely audible, drowned out by the intensity of her mockery.

“Your best? That’s laughable,” she scoffs. “You can’t even compare to what I had in India when I was in college. Those cricket players that would fuck me and my friends after games… they knew how to make a woman scream.”

The image of Priya writhing beneath those athletes sends a shiver down my spine, heat pooling in my groin.

“Shit, I remember that time when I had to fuck those three players on the rival team when we lost a bet.” She sighs, a hint of longing in her voice. “I had a cock in my mouth, another in my pussy, and the biggest one shoved up my ass. Now, that was ecstasy. I must’ve orgasmed ten times that night.”

“Please, Priya, don’t,” Arjun pleads, but it only seems to fuel her desire to reminisce.

“Each one of them took their turn, claiming me as their own.” Her words are like a siren’s call, beckoning me further into the forbidden depths of his own desires. “They filled me up, stretched me out, and left me begging for more. By the end, they had me on my knees as they each took turns cumming on my face and then having my suck their cocks clean.”

“Stop it!” Arjun’s voice cracks, the pain evident.

“Face it, Arjun. You’ll never be able to satisfy me the way they did.” The sheer contempt in her voice is palpable, and I feel a mixture of pity for Arjun and an undeniable thrill at the prospect of being the one to bring Priya the pleasure she so craved.

“Priya, I love you,” Arjun whispers, his voice barely audible through the door.

“Love?” She laughs cruelly. “Love won’t make me cum, Arjun.”

My heart pounds in my chest as I continue to listen to Priya’s heated words, the heat of desire spreading through his veins like wildfire.

“Priya…” Arjun’s voice is weak, defeated.

“Save it, Arjun,” she snaps, her impatience clear.

My mind races with images of Priya’s body writhing beneath me, begging for more. My hand subconsciously drifts down to the bulge forming in my pants, giving it an absent squeeze as I imagine driving deep inside her, making her scream my name.

“Maybe if you spent more time in the gym instead of the office, you’d be able to keep up,” Priya taunts, her voice dripping with disdain.

“Is that what you want?” Arjun asks, desperation in his voice. “For me to become some muscle-bound jock just to please you?”

“Wouldn’t hurt,” she replies coldly.

As the conversation continues, my arousal intensifies, my thoughts consumed by explicit fantasies. I imagine taking Priya from behind, gripping her hips tightly while I thrust into her ruthlessly, her moans echoing off the bedroom walls.

“Enough!” Arjun shouts, his pain turning to anger. “I won’t listen to this anymore.”

“Then leave,” Priya spits, fed up with his excuses and inability to change.

The sound of shuffling feet reaches my ears, and I realize I need to make a hasty exit. As Priya begins to open the bedroom door, I retreat quickly, ducking around a corner and hiding in the shadows, my heart pounding just as much from the thrill of almost being caught as from the erotic images still playing out in my mind.


Chapter 2

My phone buzzes in my pocket, pulling me out of my thoughts. I glance at the screen to see a text from Sanjay.

Running late, bro, it reads.

With a sigh, I slip the device back into my pocket and make my way toward the kitchen. As I step through the entrance, my eyes widen in shock and desire.

There is Priya, scantily clad in her provocative cheerleader outfit. She is propped against the kitchen counter, her hand hidden beneath the fabric of her skirt, moving with a tantalizing rhythm. Her moans fill the air, sweet and sinful.

“Shit, Aaron,” she whispers, her voice dripping with need, unaware of her audience.

I smile. Ignoring any hesitation, I approach Priya silently, my pulse racing with anticipation. The scent of her arousal wafts through the room, intoxicating me and urging me onward. I watch her eyes close, her delicate fingers pleasuring herself to the thought of me. And it is electric.

The sound of her moans grows louder, more urgent, each one making my pulse race faster. My cock throbs in my pants as I near her, eager for release.

“Fuck… Aaron…” she whispers, her voice dripping with desire. Her words are meant for no one but herself, yet they fuel the fire within me. “You’re… so… big… so… strong…”

Shit… she’s fingering herself thinking of me.

“Fuck me, baby…” she continues. “Yes… yes… yes…”

The scent of her arousal hangs thick in the air, drawing me closer like a moth to a flame. Each step I take toward her is both careful and deliberate, my muscles tense with anticipation. I can feel my cock swelling against the fabric of my pants, eager for release.

“Priya,” I murmur, my voice low and dark, matching the seductive atmosphere that surrounds us. My hand reaches out, gently resting on her inner thigh, fingers tracing the curve of her supple skin. “Why don’t we make your dreams come true?”

She gasps in surprise, her eyes wide as they meet mine. Our gazes lock, a surge of electricity passing between us.

“Don’t just imagine my cock,” I whisper in her ear, my voice a tantalizing mix of authority and lust. My hand begins to slide higher, inching toward the source of her pleasure. “Try the real thing.”

A pause falls between us as our gazes remain locked.

“Fuck it,” she finally whispers. “I need a good pounding.”

Priya slides her fingers from beneath her skirt, and she brings them to her lips. She sucks on them – sucks them dry – slowly, her tongue teasing me.

“Damn, that’s hot,” I say.

With a wicked grin, my fingers slip beneath Priya’s panties, exploring her wetness. I marvel at how easily she gives herself to me, how desperately she craves my every caress.

“Kiss me,” she begs, her pupils dilated with lust.

Our lips meet in a passionate kiss, our tongues dancing in a frenzy of desire. The taste of her on my tongue is a drug, sending me spiraling into an erotic abyss. Our mouths devour each other as my mind races with wicked intentions.

My fingers delve deeper into her folds, finding her clit and gently rubbing it in circles as I kiss her plump lips. I taste the sweetness of her mouth and feel the warmth of her breath against my skin. Her body tenses with pleasure beneath my touch and she moans into my mouth, our tongues entwining in a dance of desire.

My cock throbs against my pants, aching to be freed from its confines. My other hand finds its way up her slender back, tracing the line of her spine as I push myself against her, grinding our hips together in a primal need for more. Her breath is hot against my lips and I feel her body tremble under my touch.

I slide one finger inside her tight heat, feeling her inner muscles clench around me as if they were made for me alone. My cock jerks in response to the feeling of such intimacy.

The noise of flesh on flesh fills the room as I start a slow rhythm inside of her, pulling almost all the way out before pushing back in again to make sure she feels me all around. Her moans turn to gasps as she throws her head back in ecstasy.

“Get on the counter,” I command, my voice low and authoritative.

I watch as Priya discards her skirt and cheerleading top, leaving herself completely naked except for the ribbon in her hair. Her tits look better than ever and her smooth skin glistens in the soft light, beckoning me forward.

“Fuck me, Aaron. Make me yours,” Priya whispers, her eyes sparkling with anticipation and her voice laced with need. Freeing my throbbing cock, I let my jeans pool at my feet and give my cock a couple of fast strokes before climbing on top of her. She is shivering with anticipation.

My hands reach for her hips, gripping them firmly as I position myself between her thighs. I can feel her heated core brushing against the length of my swollen cock, an irresistible invitation that I can’t deny. I press my cock against her slick entrance.

“Get ready to scream,” I whisper.

With a primal force, I thrust into her, eliciting a gasp of pleasure from Priya’s lips. Our bodies meld together as one, each powerful thrust sending waves of ecstasy coursing through us.

“Yes!” she cries out. “Ugh! Fuck! Yes!”

“Shit, you feel amazing,” I growl, my fingers digging into her hips as I drive myself deeper into her willing body.

I continue to thrust into Priya’s tight heat, our hips meeting in a violent symphony of lust.

My fingers dig into her hips, holding her close as my thrusts grow harder and deeper, each one pushing us both closer to the brink of orgasm. The sounds of our skin slapping together echo through the quiet hallway, muffled by the hum of the party happening just beyond us. As I pound into her, I lean down and kiss along her neck and jawline like a horny teenager.

“Yeah, baby! Yes!” she moans.

Her soft moans fill the kitchen, each one matching the force of my plunges. Her hot walls clench around my cock, milking me for every drop of my seed as I fuck her against the cold countertop. My free hand roams across her luscious curves, tracing patterns over her pale skin that make her arch into me.

“Harder,” she urges, her nails raking down my back in a frenzy of passion. “Don’t stop.”

Her nails rake down my back, leaving delicious trails of pleasure and pain that only heighten my passion. I grope her tits and pull her hair, each action forcing a moan from her. Our lips meet between my thrusts as I passionately kiss her.

“Fuck me,” she moans into my mouth, “fill me up.”

And I do just that, driving myself in deeply until I feel our hips touch.

She grinds against me in return, meeting each thrust with equal fervor. Our sweat mingles on our skin, creating a slickness that only adds to the intensity of our encounter. The air is heavy with the musky scent of desire as we move together like two animals in heat. Our breathing grows ragged and heavy, synchronized perfectly as we lose ourselves in each other’s bodies.

My mind swirls with the intoxicating mix of pleasure and power, our moans mingling with the faint laughter of unsuspecting guests just beyond the kitchen door. I revel in the knowledge that we are so close to being discovered, the danger only serving to fuel our lustful encounter.

“That’s it!” she screams.

I keep pounding her.

“Make me your whore.”

And harder.

“Fuck me like a horny college slut!”

And harder.

Our bodies move in perfect harmony, the fire between us burning brighter than ever as we spiral toward release. My lust-darkened eyes bore into hers, my voice low and commanding. “You like it rough, bitch?”

“Y-yes,” she stammers, her fingers gripping the edge of the counter as I slam into her with a force she has never experienced. “Yes! Don’t stop!”

“Whose pussy is this?” I growl, driving deeper into her, reveling in the way she squirms beneath me.

“Yours,” she whimpers, her eyes wide and pleading. “It’s yours! Yes! Shit!”

“Are you my whore?” I grab her hair, yanking it for emphasis as I pound into her mercilessly. The taste of her submission only heightens my pleasure, pushing me to take her harder, faster, more ferociously than before.

“Yes! Yes! Shit! I’m your whore!” she gasps, her body trembling with each powerful stroke.

I grip her hips and angle my thrusts to drive her wild as our lips again meet for a passionate and sloppy kiss.

As if on cue, Arjun’s oblivious voice floats into the kitchen from the adjacent room. “Priya, have you seen the bottle opener?”

“Isn’t it in the – shit! Isn’t it in the drawer?” she calls back, her voice shaking with barely-contained arousal as I keep fucking her.

“Can’t seem to find it.” Arjun’s voice carries a hint of frustration.

I lean down to kiss along her neck and jaw as my hips continue slamming into hers.

“Maybe you’re just not – fuck – looking… hard enough,” Priya purrs, her response laced with double meaning. “Give it… everything you’ve got – shit! Put your… back into it! Yes!”

“Guess I’ll keep looking,” Arjun sighs, his footsteps receding.

Priya’s moans grow louder, swallowing the faint echo of Arjun’s footsteps as she grinds against my cock, matching each forceful thrust. Her body tenses and then relaxes, cycling between tension and release. Her skin glistens with a combination of sweat and raw lust, her heady scent permeating the air. She bites her lower lip. Our hips slap together rhythmically as we move in sync in a primal dance of desire.

“Fuck!” Priya screams. Her pussy clamps down on my cock as her orgasm tears through her, her body convulsing around me as I continue to thrust wildly.

My lustful gaze burns into Priya, my desire a raging inferno that demands more.

“Bend over the counter,” I command, my voice a deep growl that sends shivers down her spine. “I want to try that ass of yours.”

“Yeah, baby.” She complies eagerly, her plump ass presenting like an offering to a ravenous beast. Her legs wobble as she leans into the counter for support.

“Are you ready?” I ask, my wet cock teasing her ass’ forbidden entrance.

“Give it to me!” Priya’s blue eyes sparkle with depravity, her voice dripping with desperation. “Fuck my ass like those cricket players used to.”

“Such a filthy little slut,” I smirk, unable to resist one final taunt before plunging my throbbing cock into the tight confines of her ass. The sensation is exquisite, sending electric shocks through my entire body.

“Fuck!” Priya cries out, her nails digging into the cold marble counter as she braces herself for each brutal thrust.

“Tell me how much you love it,” I demand, gripping her hips tightly as I drive myself deeper into her willing flesh.

“Please, don’t stop!” she begs, her body quivering with pleasure and pain. “It feels so fucking good!”

I grab her hips tightly and take her from behind, my cock sinking into her ass, feeling her muscles flex around me as I do. My hips drive into her with a rhythm that matches the beat of my heart. I slide one hand underneath her belly and the other grabs a clump of her hair, holding her steady as she moans deeply into the contact.

“Shit! Yes! Right fucking there!” she moans.

She acts like a seasoned pornstar, arching her back and pushing back against me, taking me as deeply as she can. The sounds of our skin slapping together fill the room once more as I pound into Priya’s tight little asshole. I fuck her hard and quickly, moving in a rough yet passionate dance that has us both calling out in delight. Her breasts bounce with each thrust, her cries of pleasure filling the hallway with an erotic melody.

“Yes! Yes!” she continues screaming.

The scent of our sweat mixes with the musky aroma of our desire, creating an intoxicating atmosphere that makes us both hungry for more. Our bodies gleam with sweat under the dim light, making us shine like gods among mortals in this forbidden moment.

“Let him hear you,” I growl, my eyes filled with dark intent. “Let your husband hear you scream.”

Before Priya can respond, the kitchen door swings open, revealing Arjun standing there, frozen in shock. His eyes widen in disbelief at the carnal display before him.

“Priya… what… the… fuck?!” Arjun chokes out, his voice barely above a whisper.

“Isn’t this what you wanted, baby?” Priya taunts, her words a venomous sting. “You’re always saying how much you want to spice things up.”

“Spice things up?!” Arjun sputters, his face a mix of horror and humiliation. “This is… this is fucking insane! You’re getting fucked in the ass by your son’s friend!”

“Get used to it,” I snarl, my thrusts unrelenting as I continue to plunder Priya’s ass. “Your wife loves every second of this.”

“Please, Aaron… don’t stop,” Priya moans, her voice dripping with satisfaction as she revels in her husband’s shock and dismay.

“Y-you… how could you do this to me?” Arjun stutters, his voice cracking under the weight of his shock and heartbreak.

“Your wife is a hot bitch – a slutty MILF,” I sneer, gripping Priya’s hips tightly to emphasize my dominance over her body. “And hot bitches need big cocks… cocks like mine.”

“But…” Arjun whimpers. “I… love you, Priya.”

“I don’t need love,” Priya sighs, a wicked smile playing on her lips as I continue to pound into her ass. “I need a big cock shoved up my ass. And you don’t have it.”

“Shut the door, Arjun,” I order. “You can watch your wife be properly fucked for once.”

My eyes flash with satisfaction as I watch Arjun’s broken expression, the man’s humiliation fueling my dominance.

Turning my attention back to Priya, my breaths grow heavier, my heart racing with every forceful thrust into Priya’s forbidden entrance. The once pristine kitchen seems tainted now, a backdrop to our debauchery.

“Priya,” I growl between clenched teeth, “you’re nothing but a filthy slut, aren’t you?”

“Yes!” she gasps, her voice trembling with equal parts shame and desire. “Your filthy slut.”

Her words egg me on, pushing me to claim her even more completely. With one final, powerful thrust, I pull out of her tight ass. My cock glistens with remnants of our lust, and I know exactly what I want next.

“Clean me,” I command, my voice low and demanding.

The look in Priya’s eyes betrays her hunger as she slides from the counter onto her knees, submitting willingly to my dark desires. She takes my throbbing length into her mouth without hesitation, her tongue swirling around my sensitive tip as she begins to taste herself on me.

“Fuck, that’s it,” I murmur, my hand gripping the back of her head, guiding her movements as she eagerly complies. “Suck it all off, you MILF whore.”

She moans around my shaft, her eyes locked on mine, silently begging for approval. As she continues her submissive cock sucking, I find myself enthralled by the power I hold over her. This beautiful woman, married to another man, is now mine to command and control.

“Deeper,” I order, relishing the way her throat constricts around me as she takes me further. “That’s right, bitch… take it all.”

In this moment, it’s not just about the pleasure I derive from her skilled lips and tongue or the thrill of dominating her so completely. It’s about marking my territory, asserting my place in her life and proving to her husband just how insignificant he truly is.

“Remember this taste, Priya,” I whisper darkly, my climax imminent. “This is the taste of a real man.”

My lustful gaze bores into Priya’s eyes, our shared wickedness igniting an inferno within me. She continues her submissive performance, her mouth engulfing me with an insatiable hunger. Raising my gaze, I shoot Arjun a wink.

“Priya,” I growl as I look at Arjun with a smile, my voice low and commanding. “I’m going to cum on your face.”

Obediently, Priya releases my cock from her warm mouth, her cheeks flushed with desire. Silently pleading, she tilts her head back, exposing herself to me completely.

“Please,” she whispers, her voice barely audible over the sounds of our heavy breathing.

“Such a greedy little slut,” I sneer, my grip on her hair tightening. “Begging for it like this.”

“No, not the face,” Arjun begs. “We have company coming over–”

I can no longer contain myself. I grip Priya’s head with my strong hands and feel the tension building in my lower abdomen. Releasing a deep, guttural groan that echoes through the dimly lit kitchen, I ejaculate on Priya’s face, releasing my hot load. Streams of cum land on her face and tits, staining her forever and marking her as mine.

“…later,” Arjun finishes.

The sight of her smeared with my cum is intoxicating, and I can’t tear my eyes away from the scene. The heat between us is still lingering, and I’m drunk on the sight of her.

Her lips part, pink tongue darting out to capture a stray drop near the corner of her mouth.

“Look at you now,” I pant, aftershocks still rippling through me. “Covered in my cum like a slutty whore.”

Her glazed eyes meet mine, satisfaction etched on her face. She licks her lips, savoring the taste of me and reveling in her newfound depravity.

“Thank you,” she murmurs, voice strained with need. “I’ll never forget this, Aaron.”

“Good.” I pull up my pants, leaving her breathless and wanting more. “Because I’m far from done with you.”

Leaning forward, Priya gives my cock a wet kiss before saying, “This is going to be one hell of a Halloween party.”

“Hell yeah.” I glance at Arjun. “Hope you enjoyed the show. Looks like I’ll be coming here a lot more often.”
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