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THE clock on the bedside table read seven in the evening, and the soft hum of the ceiling fan was the only sound that broke the silence of Rihan's bedroom. He sat cross-legged on his bed, a thick textbook open in front of him, its pages filled with notes and highlights that he had meticulously marked over the past few days. The preparatory holidays had begun two weeks before his BA first-year examinations, and he was determined to make the most of every hour. The DK College had given them this time to prepare, and Rihan had promised himself that he would not waste it.

But studying for almost an hour had taken its toll on his concentration. His eyes were beginning to feel heavy, and the words on the page were starting to blur together, losing their meaning. He took a big yawn, stretching his arms above his head, feeling the tension in his shoulders ease. 

A break, he decided. Just a few minutes to clear his mind, to stretch his legs, and then he would return to his books with renewed focus.

He pushed himself off the bed and walked to the door, his footsteps muffled by the carpet that ran along the hallway. The house was quiet, save for the faint murmur of voices coming from the living room. His mother must have a visitor, he thought, and he considered turning back to his room. But curiosity tugged at him, and he continued walking, his bare feet padding softly against the cool floor.

As he reached the end of the hallway, he stopped abruptly. A familiar voice drifted through the air, and his heart skipped a beat. It was her. Kavita Aunty.

She was forty one years old and lived at the end of the street, in a modest house that always seemed to have its curtains drawn. She was a good saheli of his mother, and she came to their house regularly, often stopping by for a cup of tea or to borrow something or just to chat. She treated him like her own son, always asking about his studies, patting his head affectionately, and calling him beta. 

But Rihan felt dirty cravings for her. He couldn’t control these cravings and they filled him with a mixture of excitement and shame.

Her beautiful face and her sexy body were the reasons for his obsession. He had always been drawn to mature women, women who had curves and flesh in all the right places. The skinny girls he saw in his college did not raise any desire in his loins. They were too thin, too girlish, their bodies lacking the softness and warmth that he craved. But whenever he saw a woman who had good flesh attached to her body at the right places, like Kavita Aunty had on her ass and breasts, he immediately felt a hardness in his groin.

Right now, as he stood at the edge of the hallway, hidden from view, his cock was already stirring in his pajama. He could feel it pressing against the soft fabric, a familiar and insistent sensation that made him both eager and ashamed. 

He knew he should not think of her this way. She was his mother’s friend, a woman who had known him since he was a child, who had seen him grow up and had always treated him with kindness and affection. To desire her like this felt wrong, like a betrayal of the trust she had placed in him. But his body did not care about morality or propriety. It only knew what it wanted, and what it wanted was her.

He took a deep breath and stepped into the living room, trying to compose himself. He did not want his mother to notice anything unusual, did not want her to see the hunger that was burning in his eyes. 

When he entered, he saw Kavita Aunty sitting on the sofa, her body arranged in a way that made his heart race. She was wearing a light-colored salwar kameez, the fabric draping over her curves in a way that accentuated the fullness of her breasts and the generous swell of her hips. Her face was turned toward his mother, and she was laughing at something, her lips parting to reveal a set of perfectly white teeth. The sound of her laughter sent a shiver down his spine, and he had to look away for a moment to regain his composure.

He walked toward her, keeping his steps slow and deliberate. When he reached her, he bent down and touched her feet, a gesture of respect that his mother had taught him since childhood. "Good evening, Aunty," he said, his voice steady despite the turmoil inside him.

She looked down at him, her eyes warm and affectionate. "You shouldn't do that, Rihan. By touching my feet, you make me feel old," she said, her tone playful but genuine.

He straightened up and smiled at her. "Mom says I should respect the elders."

Kavita Aunty turned her gaze to his mother, her expression softening. "Lata, I am proud of your upbringing. You have raised your son so well. He is so disciplined and dedicated."

Rihan chuckled to himself. He wondered what Aunty would think if she found out that he masturbated thinking about her sexy ass. The thought sent a jolt of excitement through him, but it was quickly followed by a wave of guilt. He should not be thinking these things, should not be defiling her image with his filthy fantasies. But the image of her hips swaying as she walked, of the way her salwar clung to the curve of her ass, was seared into his memory, and he could not erase it no matter how hard he tried.

"Yeah, he is a good boy," Lata said, her voice filled with maternal pride.

Kavita Aunty turned back to him. "How is your preparation going for the exams?" she asked, her voice gentle.

"Good, Aunty. I am focusing on all the subjects," he replied, his eyes fixed on her face. But his gaze wandered, just for a moment, to the neckline of her kameez. The dupatta was draped across her chest, covering her cleavage, but he could still see the shape of her breasts, the way they pushed against the fabric of her blouse. He imagined what it would be like to bury his face between them, to feel their softness against his skin. His cock twitched again, and he shifted his weight, trying to hide his growing arousal.

"Good," she said, her smile warm and encouraging.

He nodded and turned to leave, not trusting himself to stay any longer. He walked back to his bedroom, his steps quick and purposeful. As he closed the door behind him, he leaned against it, his heart pounding in his chest. The image of Kavita Aunty was burned into his mind, and he could still feel the ghost of her presence in the room. His cock was stirring with forbidden desires, pressing insistently against his pajama, demanding attention.

He walked to his bed and sat down, his hands trembling slightly. He knew he should not be feeling this way. She was like a mother to him, a woman who had taken care of him when his own mother was busy, who had brought him snacks and helped him with his homework when he was younger. To desire her like this felt like a sin, a
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